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Introduction:

Whispers of an expatriate Damascene lover:
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When I look into the eyes of Damascus,

I see a scene of a traveler estranged from himself,

returning from a distant journey

just arrived to the outskirts of the illuminated city.

I see the traveler returning in torn clothes,

sitting on the first stone he comes across.

The lights appear from afar,

Yet the returning traveler

remains a stranger to himself

and to those lights.

His memory has failed him,

trembling on that stone.

I long for that illuminated lantern

in that dark corner of Damascus.

That neglected lantern

unnoticed by anyone,

but my soul is drawn there

every night towards the lantern,

travels distances to practice there the rituals

of memories and sadness

in the shrine of the pale light

behind those illuminated Damascene lanterns.

There are souls of lovers

wandering in the mysteries of time,

seeking refuge in its dim lights.

They tremble beneath those lights,

searching for an exit,

unable to cross to their loved ones,

nor able to return

to the life they once had.

So, passerby, be humble

when passing through this place.

In the past, there were lovers,

and there was great joy filling the place

in Damascus:

There is no word more beautiful than "Remember me".

It's written there

at the top of Qasioun,

written with the tears of a lover,

considered a girl his homeland and died for her.

A word that would shame Romeo

and make his love story seem trivial.

Damascus reads that phrase every day,

engraved on the chest of Qasioun,

where the heart is.

Damascus weeps every day

for that loving martyr.

Today, it weeps for thousands of lovers.

Yes, "Remember me",

but who remembers anything?

Before my departure from Damascus,

on my last day there,

I went to Bab Touma

and  i sat in the Qashla garden.

I met that eccentric fifty-year-old man,

a retired singer, he claimed.

I almost didn't believe him

until I heard his voice

when he sang with that young musician

who was sitting in the opposite chair.

I met that forty-year-old woman,

who was working in everything,

She works in a restaurant during the day

and comes to the garden in the evening.

I met that thirty five -year-old writer,

"Unlucky like me",

He was looking for work,

and a job was secured for him within half an hour

by the forty-year-old woman.

...And I met that thirty-year-old blonde

who works in a bar in the area.

We all met there to start the festival,

a gathering of youth and girls.

Each one of them starts

to showcase their lost talent.

The party began on the sidewalk.

It was a farewell to Damascus for me.

I walked away and left them

in the middle of that wonderful spontaneous party.

I was reassured about Damascus at that moment.

In my heart, I advised them

to sing and celebrate always

to keep the jasmine well,

So that femininity remains well.

When the plane took off,

and I saw the lights of Damascus from the window,

I felt like I didn't bid farewell to her

with a proper goodbye.

At that moment,

I felt a deep sense of misery.

I felt like she was crying and saying,

"Where are you going, leaving me alone?"

I wanted to go back and hug her,

at least.

But it was too late then

when I left Sham.

...My beloved Sham,

I carried all my sorrows in my luggage,

and I boarded the plane.

It was a very heavy burden of memory

on a small plane.

I carried my beloved ones

and my childhood and youth companions

in the bags.

I carried my joys and my wounds.

I put my pens

and my childhood drawing notebooks.

I put the prayers and the rituals,

the values and traditions,

and all the alleys of Damascus in the bags.

I also put the Umayyad Mosque

When they searched my luggage at the airport.

They complained about the weight of the luggage,

They prevented me from taking my heart with me,

saying it's too heavy with sorrows.

Then they let me cross into the sky

then enter the dark tunnel of separation.

A terrifying, endless tunnel

with no light ahead, no anchor, no salvation.

I left everything behind with those lights,

Even my heart.

My friends:

I now witness that no one will know the bitterness of the soul leaving the body twice

except those who leave Damascus

on a plane.

I felt at that moment

like I was flying on a coffin,

and more than one Eid passes

without Damascus in exile,

without its swings

that children eagerly await

to be set up days before the Eid

to prepare themselves for the great joy.

More than one Eid passes without Damascus,

without its Umayyad Mosque, without its jasmine,

without its blessings and its festive atmosphere,

which has no equal in the whole universe.

And I return like a child searching for my swing and dreaming.

Everyone here in exile sleeps on Eid days,

and no one pays attention to anything.

In Damascus:

When it rains in Damascus

Many wonderful things were happening

The air was filled with the scent

of the land of Damascus, adorned with jasmine.

Thousands of birds take refuge

in the windows of old houses

to find safety and warmth.

Lovers seek refuge under the Damascus trees

and narrow alleys

without any problem

in the scattered raindrops

on their smiling faces.

The rain gives Damascus lovers many facilities

and often conspires with them.

The voice of Fairuz, too,

conspires with the rain of Damascus,

and the morning cup of coffee,

along with smiles and beautiful sadness and poetry.

It was enough for it to rain in Damascus

to give birth to a poem.

But here in exile:

it rains a lot, and nothing happens.

Damascus returns.. tired.. alone..

like me.

Damascus:

the word itself is enough without embellishment.

Her femininity does not need flattery.

She is humble, modest, and her clothes are ordinary,

not concerned with herself.

Her beauty is divine without makeup.

But she doesn't care much

about the queues of her lovers,

"including me."

That's how her character is, spontaneous

and poetic in her feelings.

She loves everyone with equal love.

Oh listeners, oh neighbors,

whoever finds me from you,

let him return me to my beloved,

and his reward is with Allah.
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City of Sorrow
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In a gloomy night,

I walk alone beneath the rain,

I traverse the alleys, my tears

mourning the remnants of those images.

Like a weary wounded bird,

fatigued by the length of the journey,

and a face, like its gray skies,

from which the light has departed.

The city lights fade,

and scenes of misery are within sight.

I wander aimlessly,

awaiting the unforeseen.

I walk to seek a destiny,

trampled by the feet of fate.

I invited my beloved on the journey,

I invited the night and the pouring rain,

I invited memories and everything,

but my sorrow was the first to arrive.

This garden was ours,

with the swing and the moonlight.

My beloved was here,

a butterfly flying over the flowers.

Our beautiful seat, we were here,

now filled with leaves of the trees.

This melancholy is my suitcase,

holding my poems and some Boredom,

and an orphaned picture of my beloved,

that made me bleed with my enduring gaze.

This city, my city,

a cold sidewalk and remnants of stone,

grief in its squares,

and a specter of joy that has faded.

Summer chose to depart,

and the sunlight has waned.

The café of memories is here,

I am here, but what do I await?

Where is my beloved? She was here,

but there's no trace of her.

Here I was born, here I cried,

here my heart committed suicide.

My sweetheart left, and the city remains,

this is the tragedy of life.

Oh lovers of this city,

I'll tell you in brief,

love exists here,

do not lose it, beware.

This city shows no mercy,

for those who lost their beloved and shattered,

it hunts them down until it destroys them,

whether in their homes or in the depths.
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