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I am a Moroccan poet

exiled

I first lived my Spanish exile in Morocco

then my parents exiled me

from Morocco

to Israel

land of exiles

son grandsons and great grandsons of exiles

and I arrived here

to the maximum exile

the exile of myself

exiled from my land

from my family

from my country

from my exile.
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It was then when it called me

for the fourth time

the Spanish language

and this time I said yes to its call

years had to pass for that to happen

and a trip to Tetouan

the memories of the cradle and my mother

singing war songs

from five hundred years ago

the same ones, exactly the same ones

that were sung

by little soldiers of the wars

of Granada or of Seville

and so from the wells of the centuries

the Spanish language consoled me

in my linguistic cradle

after years of tongues that are ex

otic.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]
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[image: image]


In the sixteenth century

a case happened

of a María Delacruz

that was investigated and punished

by the inquisition. 

The only accusation

they had against her was

that she never ate pork.

It didn’t help her to explain

that she had a sensitive digestion

and that she was a good Christian.

She had to suffer like

a good Christian

the tortures

of the Jews she hated.
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1.

Where are we going mama?

We’re going to our homeland,

to our country.

And where is our country?

I can’t tell you its name.

It’s forbidden.

And is this country far?

It’s on the other side of the sea, son.

Is the journey long?

Two thousand years long

three weeks by road

five hours by plane.

And the children of this country how are they?

They’re all Jews, like you.

And how am I?

2.

Are we there yet, mama?

For years son.

Because, mama, I don’t see that we have arrived yet

these are not Jews like me.

This is your town son, this is your country.

But, mama, I don’t see my childhood trees

and everything this people tell me sounds strange.

This is what it is.

But you promised we were going to our country

and this is not my country these are not my people

these are not my Jews.

If you want, leave.

Where, mama?

In my natal city nor my double nor my shadow

exist

my children were born here

and even they are strangers

my wife is from another country

she doesn’t know our customs

my tongues are all different from human

tongues

I don’t have somewhere to return I’m left without a country and without

people

and this journey doesn’t end there’s no way it can end,

I am always in that four in the morning

the last smell of coffee with milk in the coffee maker

going out to Ceuta and seeing Algeciras from the

sea

I have stayed forever in this nocturnal journey

that never finds the day and no matter how much I try

I am a foreigner in this country

that you missed so and

now you tell me, mama,

that I leave to Spain

with my enlarged tribe

that I leave to another exile

another country that turned into exile

like Israel like Jerusalem

like Tetouan like Lucena

all our countries become exile.
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I asked Morocco to be my homeland

and it wasn’t my homeland

I asked Spain to be my homeland

and it wasn’t there anymore

I asked Israel to be my homeland

and it still isn’t my homeland

I asked exile to be my homeland

I wanted the Hebrew language to be my homeland

but it didn’t return love warmth

I wanted Spanish to be my homeland

and it didn’t happen

I asked the birds for directions

and they spoke to me about the clouds

I spoke with my great grandparents from Morocco

and they spoke of Spain

I spoke about Spain and

they spoke about Jerusalem

I spoke about Jerusalem

and they spoke about the temple

I spoke about the temple

and they spoke of Lucena

I spoke of Lucena

and they spoke of Granada

I sat them all together in a single table

and I asked them where my homeland is

there was an enormous silence

and I walk all the streets with that silence

looking for another silence.
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I come from a far away country

and I have this to say:

I’m very tired

my tongue is dry

when I speak I don’t understand what I say

when I keep quiet I hear voices

that ask me to speak for them

I come from a far away country

in which trees were still green

my father was homeless at fourteen years old

my mother disappeared when I was six

I’m so tired

even my sandals need a bed

so please don’t ask me to work more

have mercy of me

if you let me rest

I will tell you the most wonderful tales of the world

the tales of my country,

please let me rest

rest

rest...
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DECLARATION OF INDEPENDENCE
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I am a one man

country

in my country

I tolerate everything

my country is secular and religious

fundamentalist and liberal

I hold elections when I want

and I cross the border with no problems

I’m not represented at the UN

so I don’t cause trouble for anyone

in my country I’m the prime minister

and the eternal immigrant

my borders go with me wherever I go

and my government doesn’t ask me for more money

I am a one man country

I never declare wars

and I have no territorial claims

from my neighbouring countries

I am a one man country

that get along with his wife.
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