

Younger than War

Tanks roll through dust,

through eggplant fields.

Beds unmade, lightning in the sky, brother

jumping to the window to watch warplanes.

Clouds of smoke

after air strikes.

Warplanes: eagles

searching for a branch on which to perch.

No need for radio:

We are the news.

Ants’ ears hurt with each bullet

fired from wrathful machine guns.

Soldiers advance, burn books.

Some smoke rolled sheets of yesterday’s newspapers,

just like they did

when they were kids.

Our kids hide in the basement,

backs against concrete pillars,

heads between knees,

parents silent.

Humid down there

and the heat of burning bombs

adds to the slow death

of survival.

In September 2000,

I bought bread for dinner.

I saw a helicopter fire a rocket

into a tower,

concrete and glass

fell from high.

Loaves

of stale bread.

At the time,

I was seven:

decades younger than war,

a few years older than bombs.




OBIT

To the shadow I had left alone before I

crossed the border, my shadow that stayed

lonely and hid in the dark of the night,

freezing where it was, never needing a visa.

To my shadow that’s been waiting for my return,

homeless except when I was walking by its side

in the summer light.

To my shadow that wishes to go to school

with the children of morning, but couldn’t fit

through the classroom doors.

To my shadow that has caught cold now, that’s been

sneezing and coughing, no one there saying to it God bless!

To my shadow that’s been crushed by cars and vans,

its chest pierced by shrapnel and bullets

flying with no wings,

my shadow that no one’s attending to,

bleeding black blood

through its memory

now, and forever.




Gaza Notebook (2021–2023)

My two eyes, when closed,

see different things:

one me leaving Gaza in peace,

in one piece,

the other, me getting jailed at the Erez crossing point.

My head: a confused old TV channel

picking up crossed signals.

*

(In Egypt visiting the Red Sea)

Riding a jet boat for the first time,

my hat falls in the sea, waves

wear it now,

and at night I’m back home,

unable to sleep.

*

At fifth grade, I visit the school library.

On a wall by the door, a poster claims,

“If you read books, you live more than one life.”

Now I’m thirty and whenever I look at faces

around me, old or young, on each forehead I read:

“If you live in Gaza,   you die several times.”

*

The bomb when it pounded the sea

made an eye socket beneath the sand.

The fish thought the sea

had been crying forever.

*

She asked her teacher:

If there are four directions,

then why do we have only two feet?

*

When it rains, farmers think the sky loves them.

They are wrong. It rains either because

the clouds cannot carry the sacks of water too long,

or because a sparrow has said a prayer

when it heard the thirsty roots begging.

*

No one at home.

The doorknobonly dust touches it now.

Pots grow parched.

Frying pans miss the smell of olive oil.

Clotheslines everywhere pine for soap scent.

The flowerpotthe windowthe key

the[language].

*

stones of house after explosionget amnesia

some forget they were in a wall in a bedroom or a kitchen or a bathroom

some in a ceiling

some forget they sat behind photo frames for years

a few stones[forget]they were stones

those hitby the bomb

*

Birds draw the lines of their homes in the sky,

and the wind …

*

walking on the beach,

dreams grow between each two footprints

on the sand

and the waves …

*

Her dreams,

she threw them onto the closest sea wave

and that wave

never returned

*

Raindrops slide on windowpanes,

each one exploring a new space,

a bed made for the night,

or, on the kitchen counter, a glass full of water

(young ancestors)

(or missing siblings)

*

upon birth, mask up your children and leave them unnamed

so

the angel of death can’t find them

someone may ask

why not paint their faces change their names

every day

a nightingale on the tree of dusk exclaims

what if both the painter and the paint

work for the angel of death

a stone near a cemetery suggests

why give birth to children

at all

*

in the camphouse small

power offhumid

drone sounds buzz in through bullet holes

to have walls

is a blessing

outside

young and old

spend most of the night

in the street

in the camp

a street can become a living room

talking talkingwatching cats and mice

scavenging through trash for cheese or meat

rooms inside:drawers for tired souls

temporarily stored
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