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A wish for A Poet
By : Ibrahim Kareem

Putting my cheek

On the grove of memories

I turn over my scattered papers
On the bank of the night

In the same day

The dove started its round

The eye brow has waved to it
To draw the silence

On the drunk sheets of his face
Competing to the hopeful world
Of harbours

And seagulls

And beaches

The drawing resulted in two lines
Carrying themselves

The poet's name

And his mate in the dark night
His friend .
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Worships Above her Door
By : Ahmed Al-Hilli

1.

Between | and you icebergs

Closed doors and iron locks

Between | and you a forest of barbed wires

Who will give me my mascot back and remove my
curbs ?

2.

It is normal for troublemakers and poverty

To make my heart harder and more powerful
Although a little drop of your absence can make it
disintegrate

3.

All of us grow something in the road of the other
| will grow carnation

And you will grow a mine.

4.

When we both miss the quality of sharing

And a song you murmure with disappear

As you are preparing breakfast

| can't celebrate

My new day as | used to .

Morning ,for me, doesn't bear the same sense
Here, it is changing its "ssad" into " noon
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The Vita of Dice
By : Dr. Ahmed Al-Kheial

Nothing can predict

Distances

And the pale lonely rose in the garden

The night and the strange sky

Waving of the last smile

I and you ...and this river which catches my shadow
Where do the Barbarians come from ?

Is your face still stabbing war by its simplicity?

Is your calm walk still shooting sparrows

Instead of mortars ?

I got bored from the dust cover which betrayed the
mist of your presence

skoskoskoskoskoskoek

Nothing can predict

The philosophy of growth is near you...as any
premitive language

Fear from the abounding of the rivers

And from the lack of coldness

( Nineveh ) ...was reading the vita of the dice on its
ringlets

When the wish got older

Banipal said to it : kick the Euphrates

It was like the guns of the booties

And the night stole its look to the far distance

sokkok skokkok
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New Suggestions for Death
By : Ahmed Dhiya'

Try murdering me across the rope

Across the buzzing of the cyst covering my head
Across shooting my soul in the spaces of the butchers
Across the flick of the rubber bullets

Terrifying our fragments , wrapping them on our flesh
Cutting the hanging shaddows by our shoulders

Try my heart

By the electric chair as it badly burns my body

The mass graves blow the photos of earth
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Why You ..
By : Akram Bakheet

Give up telling lies

And inveigle the children

To come nearer

They have no infection

Excet the clear truth

Listen to them

Once

You will realize that you are a big liar
They are the chaps

The are the mirror

When you intend to see your face
Look at it

You will meet a liar telling lies
Sharpen from hunger an abdomen
And taste hunger

Do you eat what we had harvested
And spit in our hands

And ask us to tie ribs on the twists
Prophet you are !

No, not a prophet

What are your miracles ?

And why are a thousand children
Are eaten in your prayer

You are accused of us

And we are accused of a dream :
To see your death some day .
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Fluttering
By : Alaa' Al-Saffar

Fluttering of the wings
Whispering sound

Wakens the dream

Bantering my dream
Tightening me to love

For rutes

For rain

For remnants of a woman

As I am within her

Or as some remnants of her

I sailed towards her banks
Profit her shadow

She steps

I and my shadow walk

Her steps preceeded our shadows
And my dream got lost

In my twist the weed planted
And the river flooded

And the circle of life completed
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Scenes
By : Amal Ayyed Al-Babili

I try to think of the plastic bottles

And the children’s toys

A piece of uncovered sugar candy

I left on the table yesterday

Ants attacked it without shame

In the buttons of my best shirt

And the falling inadvertently in the middle of the road
In the repeated unjustified sleeping under the bed
In the consumed empty perfume flask

In the spoiling lip stick

In the cold coffee cup

Drunk in the morning after a long yawning
Reproducing the details

And your voice stays bare without me
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Just Pain ..No More
By : Anmar Mardan

Very easy to be a criminal

Unless my grandma's tales of moan
Very hard to be a fool

Fearing of my flamable foolishness
Easy to sell my head

With a third of donkey body and a tail
Unless they are great in number

It 1s difficult

Not to be a man

Because my consciousness standing there
Is my voice against the green Hell .
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A dead Man
By: Dr. Anwar Ghani Al-Musawi

I am neither a great waterfall

Nor a spring leaf

But I am a dead man

Crawling on the pale earth

As a heavy river

Exploding without mercy as a noisy volcano

On my back , I bear every street passing on the
beaches of Mumbai

From my dim soul , the sea learnt its extreme tide
[ am so since I knew death

And I fly without wings .

In my pocket , strange trains .

They are twisting as a hurricane

And flash as the Chinese's coloured clothes .

You can't see her pretty face because you are not dead
like me .

She dances on the sea and covers its face with her
majic colours .

I see her every day and hear her chanting
Because | am a dead man .
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Your Fathom

By : Eman Abdul Sattar

*1 saw in your fathom the cuneiform letters

And in your eyes the shagging of the rain

As it hug the pretty girls of Babil

And in your curls Namrood's gallows

And the madness of the dissolute in the Nowas's of
Karadah

*1 saw in your heyday the passing of Harout and
Marout and the cities of the silk

And Nebuchadnezzar's predicts Qadissiya and Thi
Qar

* I see in you the honey of Duhuk and the beauty and
sweetness of Basrah

«In brief

And Eman's madness

In your smile , I see spring and life

I see the flowers of Babil blooming under Ishtar's
crystal feet as the dew of the Euphrates hug , the
butterflies kiss her

« The colours of songs in your anger

I see them a severe autumn

I see trees let their leaves down and leave them bare
in the wind blowing

And in your pains , I feel huricanes play with my
weak heart

And crashing my weak entity

In your insomnia , I see the volcanos of the world
hesitating between the revolution and stagnation

«»Although you are a mature woman
I see the childhood's innocence in you eyes
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Drawning in a dry desert
By : Baqir Jasim Mohammed

Since [ am a lover

At night , I never forget the day

And in the day , I never forget the night

There I am , and wholly here

And I am here and wholly in many thousands places
That is what I can call it there

[ am a man who is bigger than places and ages
So tears make my sight unclear

Regret 1s about to suffocate me

And I am waiting for the moment of

eternal silence .
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A Time Talk
By : Hassan Muslim

Unless the barricade of conceit

He could catch me

As an idiot shouting :

You overloaded me

Oh my God !!!!

We have become guilty

Don't you abstain from tampering
Tampering of your dizziness which makes me
vomitting

I gather my fragments

Again you scatter

Disgust excites me

You are most wonderful of it

You didn't believe ... didn't believe
Your fangs installed in my body

Your pretending doesn't intercede to you
What you claim :

A civilization you had established

The moon you had ascended

And ....and .....and ...

Stop bleeding that is about to drawn me
How do you taste blood ?
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Loving You
By: Hussein Shakir Al khafaji

I love you to the end of burning

You are a woman perfecting the art of the breaking-
through

Once you gather me ...you fondly scatter me once
more

You are a woman puzzling words to describe her
And exhausted beds near you

You are a woman who charmingly gets up the heart
You are a woman perfecting the art of wiles secretly
With your love , I challenged the impossible

So you were a sample of imagination

You were a pretty secret hugging men with her charm
Let me fondly fumble you

Leave me for hours lying on your chest

Scattering you in the morning

And gathering you in the evening

You are my delight ....you are all women .
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The Language of Missing
By : Hussein Nehabba

I don't know the language of missing

Except when I loved yoy

And I don't know the language of deprevation either
except when wind sang in my sails

Declaring me the Sindibad of its trek

And I have no knowledge of the transformation

Of the stars

And the harbours of sorrow

And the beaches of obivion

Except when I grant you mined pain
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Whe are You ?
By : Haseena Bneyyan

Who are you

To contend my matters

At the first steps of age

Or a dream that doesn't prepare the anchorage
In my rounds ...or yours

Who are you

To cut the glare of the night's pray with tears
Drawn under my eyes

A map running ...without borders

And displace the silence of the niche in my breaths
And I 've become , within moment , half-dusted
To keep the poetic whispers stray in my soul
We don't know in which we will born .

And who are you

To follow me as my shade

and displace locks from my heart

To become unlocked for you
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Graveyard
By : Hamza Faisal Al-Mardan

Why am I so busy with that place...

Thinking of its long night...

And its sad day...

And the silence that I hate too much ...

....... encircling .......

Yes , encircles it and locks its fist on

And see it arboring eveyhwhere

And the tittles of the sand that coitus the space
In the desert of the dream Doing the babbling
and following my steps to you
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You abandoned
By : Hameed Yahya Al-Sirab

You abandoned

So the confusion of the question increased
And you were the combat of the absurd
You firmed

And you became the burning of noon
And became my imprint

Dewy wounds

I accept the fighting

Experementing the blade

I hindered fighting

I elevated with my prophetic soul

And my sound is like Billal's .
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The Loss
By : Thiab Shaheen

When I put my feet

On the sand of alienation

My soul lost its innateness

As a girl usurped her virginity

And I stayed like a crow

Caws in the exile

No river side

Gather my bare feet

No dove

Stands on my shoulders, its cooing

How much does one who lost a shore in his homeland
cry ?

And the young wave mistook him on the middle of
the river

My eyes became cloudy

As if sand wounded them

When my sails pregnancies with

The embry of the wind

My ships moved on the guidance of my heart
When I reached the shore , I threw the anchor into the
water

But the shore doesn't know me

The shore isn't a dog

Shaking his tail for the comers

I cut my lips

And drank my crocks of moan

With a glass of fire

52



My tongue never look out

My throat burnt

Repeating the whistling of the wind
The windows of my heart opened
As if they drank the brightness
of the sun light

The glass broke the light

Shining the darkness of my spirit
I gathered my memories in

A well locked flask

And threw it into the water
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Ishtar Gate
By: Rukn Eddin Younis

Ishtar Gate ...

Crowded with guards

And vehicles carrying students , Officials ,
And workers

Before today

Ishtar Gate crowded with carts
That carry trees

To the spot of the celebration
Of the " Tree Eid "

Before today

Crowded this morning

With white spirits flying
Lighting the procession street
Since two nights
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Sleeping in the Rain's Arm
By: Riyadh Ibrahim

Sleeping in the rain's arm

Rain became the children's friend
With it homelands celebrate

The young girls comb their hair

With the rainbow

The throats of clouds cry :

Rain..rain

Songs ..songs

What pretty the wishes are!

Hanging with the braids of the clouds
Everything is blooming

Even the walls of the buildings and roads
The children's dreams pasture

On the highland

Flirting the fields

Luatfully with little rain

The earth is a feminine

In its eyes

A thousand chokes

And in its soul a thousand volcanos dwell
The trees wash the sins

By lighting

By fire
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Sighing by the thunder

By collapsing of clouds

By the stain of civilizations
Rain wrangles with

a girl-child's braid
Weeping

And laughing

And then she chanting
Coqueting for the heating
Drops

Sleeping in the arm of rain
And sleeping on the wings of horses .
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Your Portrait

By : Reyadh Al-Ghareeb
Your portrait

That you left for the sea

Will arrive

Pains you wrote down on the sand of atale
Will arrive

Every thing goes and never returns
So

War left us as portraits on the walls
Portraits in the exiles

Portraits in our darlings' hearts
Portraits in black and white

We colour them

To repeat the tale to our kids

At the end

We sit in our distant corners
Weeping like parentless children
We fear of our next portraits

Your portrait

Now

You trundle the sense

Over the sand of the start

Not the end you wish

Or

I contemplate some day

When you carry your suitcase
Saying :

[ 'll leave my portrait on the wall
A key to the next comers

To gaze how life was ungrateful to us .
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Just Negligence
By:Zeinab Kadhim Al-Bayyati

In spite of all the trodden heads

On the banks of the homeland

And our noisy pride

That broadcast the living corpses

No fountain for the water of life

But we , who get rooted

In moving pictures

For forgotten legends

And since we were born and till now
We follow an unknown trace

So no alleys are there among the rocks
And on the hesitating conteplating throats
No path will be created .
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Nuggets on the Bracelets of Time
By : Sati' Al- Jumeili

Sun :

I will look at you in condition that don' t leave the
cranky

You, described by the silence

Oh ! You the loaf which reproduces

Collect the glasses of the attendees

You will not be blind

Since eclipse is your breast baby

Spikes :

Yes they are spikes

Since they wear the greenness of the dream
And dance on the melodies of the wind
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The Harp of Water
By: Dr. Saad Al-Hadad

You knocked at my heart with the blossom of your
lips

And sniffle in my rain

I'll wash up the ecstasy of tears with your honey
spittle

And fold the expressions of my face

With your cordal water fall

I share you the stun of the ecstasy

At the window of the red misty mouth

Or at the frontier of the magic eyeliner

Or between your smooth hands

That are wetted by the honey of the feminity
Hidden between your cheeks

A calm kiss

And I throw the letters of poetry on your shoulders
So your embrace is a sniffle like solitaire

And you glitter as the sniffle of love

And start holding the utensil of perfume

The perfume which is really you

Calm me down and I came to it sleepy

Mute

Except from the drizzle of your hillocks

I'll wash up my rhyme with the colour of your eyes
And you will brighten among my fingers

As a harp of water strumming the melody of uniting
To get lost together in the field of jasmines

Until another sunrise .
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A pretty Wound
By : Saad Al- Shallah
On the edge of your last wound of my soul
I sat down contemplating , torturing and wondering
I didn't use to face such repel and estrangement
I don't know why you pull this virtual spear
And stab my spirit between "Raa" and "Haa"
Truely I know you are gentle as breeze when
embraced by the flowers
Swieet as the songs of sparrows
when coming back to their nests
Weren't you listening fondly to their moan
Till you be sure that you are from the prophets'
descendent
You were spreading fragrances
At the moment of emitting her letters
And hearing you when you read to her the shoet
Verses
Bless her and her eyes are tearing waiting
To appear her brownish poems whose title bears your
pretty name
She saw your smile as she was walking on her fingers
Then she fixes her beautiful shadow on the lines of
her sheets
Be happy as dervish goes round himself hundred
times
So forgive her for every thing and wait for her
a bit of patience to revise her pens
She may find a justification for you good deeds
Ya, your wound is pretty although the stabbing was
hard
Very pretty and full with faviour and hope
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Exile
By : Sanna' Hamoud Al-'Aaraji

I bear to you from my exile

A green homeland

Homeland

From which the sun sips glitter

And the dreaming strings of the flute
Over the streams

Repeating whispers

Oh , the scaring of my soul in the exile
Slowing down ..down
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The Rain of the Palm
By: Adil Al-Yassiri

Alone he was

An empty mug

His book..

Tears the sorrow

Mixing the dim mug

kokkk

His palm

The desperate put out its rip
It cought its mug

Wetted by two drops of tears
skoskskskoskeskosk

Rain

Rings the mid of the night
An hour , the companions never witness its circle
Urging the pendulum to spin
Urging it to .....

But sorrow

Stopped the time

Returned to his head
Without defeating
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Oh ! Iraq ..1I fear
By: Abbas Al-Ajeeli

I fear of my hand

The moon of the sky

My pulse

My lip

Oh Iraq ! I fear of even the shedding blood
skokskskoskosk

I fear when evening comes

Fear of sleep

Fear of the solitude of the dreams
Fear of my bed

Fear of sorrow

Of the soliude of the pillow

Fear of even touching the overlay
skoskeskskoskoskosksksk

Fear of myself and my surmises
Of my eyeball

Of a scorpion living in my sorrows
Of my temptation

Of my calmness
sk kst sk skeoskeoske sk sk

[ fear of the spike of the field

Of a yellow flower to rest

On the knoll of the wind

Oh! Iraq I fear

Of my soul that moans in a shrine
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Just A moment Please
By : Abbas Hussein

They said to him

No fish remain these days

And

He cuts the chest of the river with his hook

And he said to them

If the kids stay longer in the rivers, they will turn into
fish

Water willing !

After a period of time

Each father has his own hook in the river

And mud quiet them that plenty of fish will appear
soon .
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After Farewell
By : Ali Shaheen

Devising embracement as the meeting
Of fire and water

Purning, loping her nails displeasingly
His neck is overburdened with the necklace of longing
Covering the bare legs of the river
Writing letters without dates

Without consumed names

Without lip prints

Pretending her indifference

Playing with her make-up packs
Spelling from the left my name

Fire ignited in her hollow

Her meeting is resurrection

Every time

Every time

Spread boredom

On the sand of contemplation

The sparks of her exhaling

As fireworks

K2
o
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Dreaming of home arrest

Inside my libms

Bombing memories

Cinctured dove

Peace until the appearance of pulse
The toast of bawling

Drinking it from the weed of oblivion
Her love departs

To its first lodgement

In the fire of memories

Judging the pillow in absentia
Accusing it of coitus in her dream
Smiling , laughing , giggling
Lionizing of the marriage of the mermaid
Picking secretly our gifts

As the children of sins

Come here ..come here ..come here
And murder me so as to see you
Don't make me beg

K3
”

Come here

As emerald riddle

Washed with the eclat of the pearls of light
Uncivilly dancer

82



Clapping to his nonsense

All this ?

And my belt has lost two of its holes
Where are you ?
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The Bedouin
By: Abdul Amir Khalil Murad

He doesn't know fish

As he doesn't go too close to the bulrush

Or leaning on the reeds of the marsh

He doesn't know Mary's palm tree

As he doesn't taste the water of the Tigris

Or the honey of the Euphrates

He doesn't know the sense of love

As he doesn't touch with his finger tips

The ink of the lexicon

He doesn't know Baghdad and its thousand nights
As he rends its virginity in its period in a black night
He doesn't know Hammurabi

As he yesterday

Harvested his code in front of witnesses

He doesn't know a word called poetry

As he is surrounded with seasonal praising poems and
vacuous words

He doesn't know the dust of the military life

As he let the silencer gun talk

Before going to the training yards

He doesn't know a path leading to freedom

As he was familar with the cellar

He doesn't know a route to the wisdom

As he rode the horse of lust

And darkened his eyes with the enticement
86



And surely .......... he is till now
Doesn't know even

The evil spirit

Because he who knows his soul
Certainly knows his Lord

87



-

»e

ool Salghl due 1 ad

Ceo
e O3 A g
sdlacy

Wi LS gy Jalalf Ol
4ladlly

LD (28,11 9255 Ledslge
o2 ¥l Hlatl el o
olma¥iy

oyl (e bl S=des oo
Ay Slolo g
La Hls co

§ O 92 [yl

88



32

Dwelling
By : Abdul Hadi Abbas

An intoxicated dwelling

And its multicoloured garden
And sparrows

The child was drawing its apple
And the cat

Skillfully boasts of its dance
There

A dwelling dreaming of a white rain
And trees

A dwelling owns a gate of roses
Guarded by doves

A dwelling was here

Where is it now ?
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The Solitude of defenceless
By : Abid Ali Hassan

I need more love

To inhabit a child's laugh

More of alacrity

To be my arm that came back from war
More of fear

To enter the forest as a blind man
More of longings

To articulate me the Tebrizi's soul
More of wisdom

To follow Socrates's foot steps

More of sorrows

To go up the poets' clouds

I need all that and more

So as not to get into your heart defeatedly
Like unarmed lover .
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Faces
By : Adnan Al-Mukhtar

The pride of boredom ...scattered among squares
And the pot of sorrow

Adjacents ..those sad faces

Where does happiness generate the smile

Of the rosy lips on the expressions of the gertrude
photos?

Where does love born as you travel like

a distant star ?

Oh ! You standing on the corner of sorrow
Saddle the horses of ABS and moan the martyress of
dreams who travelled toward the exile

And its content

Oh! Poetry maid ...Did he narrate ?

The other

He travelled toward the exile

And he will stay there

For ever

And remain
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Ameother Rainy Night
By : Ali Al-Sabbak

Rain chews the heads of the passers-by

And the steps flee to a shelter protecting them
I stop not caring only of you

I see your umbrella shiver

And its wonderful colours melt

And the anxiety attacked me

Oh! Why don't I dry my wet shirt

And fall like a dry leaf

When I find you

Hide behind the pillars of water

And my crazy dream hides with you

And I return gathering what is left of clearness
For me

Suffices me for another rainy night
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The Sun for Me
By : Ali Sarmad

Oh, Allah

We spent ages

Looking for you in the barking of the buried books
Copeting for a crime to hug your approval

If your paradise is full

Entered only by those

Who shed bloods in their good deeds balance
So take your paradise away

And accommodate your departure

The sense gets lost for you

And I 've got a sun

Floods on the glass
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Flashes
By : Dr. Ghalib Al-Masoudi

The dream is about to murder me
I gather

My power and wake up

%k

Arriving the workers' frame at dawn
Leaning on the wall

His segments are scattering

%

Singing for love

He was stoned

k

He fed the sparrows

The crows revenge upon him
%

He ate from his belly's flesh
They whispered he is hungry
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The Killing Beauty
By : Faris Al-Husseini

We love beauty but this is hazardous

And beauty is risky to us

We wander longing with everything pretty
And many of the beautiful betray us

So people : Don't be deceived by sight

Be careful of those who are beautiful and right
How many times did you see a pretty girl
An angel wearing a human fashion

She has got hair like the night and face
Brightening as the moon in the morning
But her dagger is hidden

To stab her lover in the back

She shows her skin smooth

But her heart is hard as a stone .
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My letters
By : kadhim Al-Rajihi

My letters

Were tornup ...

Its fragments are spread

Trodden by horses

And What is left was just papers calling me ...
excitements remove

Or wind scattered the whisper of our hopes as we
wish

And the pulse wishes in the dream of arrival

[ fell today towards the distance of

The past of brightnees

Much and how much I call

The announcement of the soul in the silence of pen
I refused to be thrown in the lap of thoughts
Love is no more returns Saying :

But abstention lasts long

Drowning sadly by the I fell .... and went too far ...
didappointment of anxiety

Among my papers I wander

And my pen , like me , seemed a loser
Complaining fatigue in amazement But silent ...
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What the Conscience Says
By : Kamil Taman Al-Kinnani

You said and I said about you , but

What the conscience says is certainly true
The true utterance stays one for a long time
In the presence or in the absence

If you asked about me , I would make
What in hreat the true answer
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Face
By : Layla Ayyal

I was looking for her face drawn in the absence
And she was looking for my crucified body on an old
appointment

Baring soul

Touching my stabs with her spirit

I am the innocent lover who was pardoned from the
questions

Cocerning failures

Having no price for speech

And philosophy for silence

She was like a face I know

I found it weeping in a pocket of an old coat

It was for another previous lover who

Condemned the laws of the tribe

I tried to collect the hints of her face

A poem flew on the wing of a butterfly

And a face of god while the sky was raining warm
kisses

Not reaching the ground

When I was alone with my disappointment .
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Rain
By: Malik Muslimawi

Realm cries Always she said :

My mother doesn' t know rain

Mother who cries of happiness

And cries of pain

Blaming the sky and blaming me

As she i1s smiling

And crying

My mother who goes to the river in the evening
Lighting a candle and mixing

Her tears with the river water saying :

Your smiling candle is dancing with the waves

Crying .
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Dialogue
By : Mohammad Sha'abith

My foe said : you are weaker than me

This is the weapon in my hand

Fame, wealth and this luxury

I said : and I have got follies and honour

And I 've got what you don't

I have the love for whom the planets go round
And you , your weapon and what you have in hand , is
really unarmed

And I am the armed

He surprisingly said to me : Do you flirt ?
Where is the weapon?I don't see what you carry
I said : it can't be carried by hands

He said : where ?

I said : fixed in my heart

You may see its flash in the eyes

He said : what is that weapon ? Say it then

And I said : It is the love of Hussein
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Talking to Me
By: Mohammad Najim Al-Wa'ili

Your dreaming eyes talk to me

Philandering me with silence that fills the eyes
tempting me

Sending their utterances whispering to tempt me
And sending their winks secretly

Greeting me

Peace darling , whose shade is mine , too
Accompanies me and calling me

As a dream seduces me

Her dream tickles my heart warming me

Oh ' my dwelling

If my shagun intense, it will water me from longings
The cold glasses of love

Carrying with a child

good heart

As a cradle cotaining me

Take me from a desolate wild place

To your green oases hugging me
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Love and Terrorism
By: Dr. Murtadha Hassan Al-Janabi

Why does love in our homelands a type of terrorism
and accusation ?

Why is a lover murdered -under his broken wing- for
years without mercy ?

Why does love on black mountains eagerly want light
stopping the arrows of hatered between the unjustice
and darkness ?

Doesn't he , whose heart is filled with scruple, know
that love 1s a mirror for all people exploring the
truthful senses in the middle of loss and crowds?
Doesn't he know that love is a song repeated by the
lips of time as a green bird singing followed by
queues of lovers hugging this melody ?

It is the light that can't be divided

It is the Bible in its cleaness at the beginning

And at first was the word .
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Gardens of Pride
By : Marwa Mohammad Al-Ameedi

My Iraq is full of gardens of pride

Your pride is as the standing of the palm trees
Your cheeks are as the flowers of pomegranate
And your mouth repeating the cermonies of glory
I got bored of seeing the wearing of coffins

And the martching to the graves

I see you kidnapping the sand of praising

And in your stimulation ,the flowers die

And my wrist is ringed by an elegy
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pains of years
By : Mu'awin Abdullah

Oh pains of years and days
Oh powerful wind

And the foolish fear
And the astrayed clouds
Oh locked doors

Oh imprisoned hope

Oh my doorless room
Without an apse
Without compass

Oh heavy darkness

The dark night

Oh cellar full of gallows
And ghosts

[ am left

I face the fear of hell
Without a guide

And as an orphan child
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Mounds
By : Mowalfaq Mohammad

Nothing is left in the mounds

Soldiers - this 1s Almilha's sons' luck

are dead

And the brave generals agaist their brothers
The owners of the crossing swords

And the trembling crowns on the shoulders
Wear the gowns

And drive their four -drive wheel cars

At the shooting of the first bullet

Leaving the camel with its loads

To be stolen by the knives that are inserted by
The wild beards owners

Deeply inserted in its flesh

Then the Iraqis' bloods shed

In a plantless valley

And your hands are on the

Cinder of anxiety trembling

And the drinking companions drowned in the wind ...

Died of thrist

And the soul runs ...
And runs ...

Where does it run ?
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Thd Rose and The Cane
By : Nahidh Al-Kayyat

Oh rose !

How pretty I look by you

So the butterflies fantasized with me
And in its ecstasy the nightingale warbled
The breeze came back to be sure of
the poet who besotted it before

And the enviers asked me

About your name.

It is a lie of poetry !

How the cane becomes bloomed so?
And it has only in its best state to be
Moan of flute

Yal!

I am the moan of his sorrow

Since that cany pen

Anthemed to you on the clay of mud
And that cane which taught the masts
How sails flutter

Here it is now

Writing its clays

Riding its waves

Fleeing from you

At the image of its rose

And the moan of flute
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Stabs
By : Naba' Al-Shamari

I am stabbed from behind

with a bright bullet

I stand over suns fell from

The throne of Allah

I watch the overturned universe

I watch the sky held by an ant

And a cart dragged by bad dreams .

I carry a brown weed

And an apple planted in my eternal hand

[ try to tempt an abusive tomcat

Not stopping from expropriating the rats of thoughts
[ accompanied two dancers of different ages
Watching the hole of my heart which is waterproof
I asked them about old time

And rented somgs

From the first era of Emperors

My head drowned in a sound glass

And I throw to them with From the dust of the moon
my last hand

As it circles a dry rose

Not suitable to be a hat for a rural peddler

Or for a tame war .
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A young Expatriate's Tears
By : Nidhal Al-Harr

Blazing with eagerness

And his soul casting the craving

And on a distance from his heart

Flowers planted spreading the perfume of the meeting
Crazy of date palms

Departed on a short route of winds

And his sailis a memory

His eyes glitter with a big love astonishment

From whom did you know our crazy secret?

Who revealed to your blood the compass of place , oh
son?

As you live in a ground full of snow time long

And how did you know that the farewell is far?
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Oh My Homeland
By : Hillal Al-Sheikh Ali

Oh my homeland

Now they depart

The homeland of sparrows
Your sons

They are now departing
From the shores of warmth
To the cities of ice

Flying with the sea gulls
Towards another water

They flee from the mad murdering

Waiting for them in the streets
In the squares and the markets
And in the bedrooms

What kind of homeland have you become ?

Reply to me .
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The River of Life
By : Widad Al- Wasiti

I and you try

To find an egression

To wash the face

Of this rusty world

To remove all bloods from its body
To collect all these corpses from its roads
We will be tired of marching

We will be tired of all these ranters
They will block the roads

And they will erect the gallowses
But we shall go

Between us and the other bank

Just a river for life
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To Those Who Departed
By : Dr. Wisam Hussein

To those who departed

As shoals of birds

Allah peace be upon you

The attendances

Havens are opened for you as flowers

And not deprive you their fragrances

So you were the bloody elegance

And you won immortality life long

You departed

And sorrow has filled my heart

It goes with much pain on people crowded

With death

Crowded with the numbers of graves

Tearing by disasters from everywhere

What refugees !

May the people get rid of the fusty of the tyrants at
last ?

It took too long for those who

Weep in face and the heart laughs in joy
Begging to have deliverance

And not keeping going the taste of consciousness
The night lasted suffocating the light of the dawn
With the nightmare of hatred and evils.
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My Dad
By : Wisam Al

1

The fragment inspects you

It doesn't find a place bigger than your heart to settle
in.

2

I don' t forget

Only my memory dwindled

You are not the last to be carried in the blanket
The fragment was flooding of you .

3

In the time of blockade when we were young
My dad was talking too much about Godot*
" So, we often call him Dad Godot "

In 2005 Dad Godot was killed

Until now , we sit waiting for him .

* Godot : a character in Samuel Beckett's famous play
( Waiting for Godot )..absurd theatre .
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Dance on the edge of pain
By : Walaa' Al- Sawaf

By a leaf of berries

Philandering the mute stone

Kissing the lips of the blind pavement
Following the joy in a step of

a stranger

I dance...I dance...I da......

Heaps of madness

Neither space sheltering me nor a poem
Neither wind ...nor sparrows

Neither trees nor the eyes of the dead
No judgement today except for

A loaf

Drenched

with blood .
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The Drawing of Whiteness
By : Dr. Waleed Jassim Al-Zubaydi

I asked her , what are you drawing ?

[ am drawing a face surprising the mirror when seeing
it.

It has got all the tales of mud.

[ am drawing a hand shouting when the buzzing of
bullets in a demonstration .

Five fingers mean the fifth of June

[ am drawing a foot that doesn't know

escaping or fear.

[ am drawing roads without concrete barriers.

[ am drawing cities deserted the riding of horses

[ am drawing a map like a heart in shape , as the soul
in colour and like the wound in taste .

Then 1'll colour all the whiteness with a child's
laughter
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Announcement
By : Wi'aam Kareem

At the time when night is transformed into a cellar for
diffusion

And when the day is turned into a grave for words
I realized that appointments

Disclose the secrets

And that the raincoat you wear

Including a part of a tale which is not completed
You really forgot that the almond tree

Which you stand behind for protection

Enclosed your secret

And shook some of its veins

On your shoulders

So the memory throws you

To the same night

Here you feel the straw of the body

On which you drew

The faces of the passers-by
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I Wave with a White Heart
By: Yekthan Al-Hussaini

Your eyes' honey

When it outflows

What flutes which pass by there !

What sighs those vanish !

What a welfare that restores my moan
On a pillow without indictment

Those I believed some of them

But did not believe the other ones

Then the suspicions pendulum oscillated
Between getting scarified and offering an excuse
What a joy that outflows

Is your eyes' honey

......................................

Translated by:
The Syrian poetess: Shurouk Hamoud
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Mohammad Al-'Ameedi is an laqi critic and translator
.He was born in Hilla City in 1955.He is a member of
the Iraqi Translators Association since 1980. He is

: the author of

1- Papers in Culture - (2015)

2- In Love , Life ,War and other things - (short )
stories translated from foreign arts — (2016)

3- Ciritical Articles in Poetry and Fiction — (2017)

4- Critical Readings in the poetry of Hilla — (2017)
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