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A poet sigh

I write scenes from life that the eye cannot see, as if I
were trying to paint air or spirit. I write poetry as if I were
creating a perfume of words, the poetry like the butterflies;
I find it in my flowering heart, and the poem in which I do
not smell the sweet and charming fragrance, I will destroy
immediately. In my life I do not plan a moment to write a
poem, and I do not write in a way of pseudo contemplation;
poetry inhabits me like a jinn, and I can write the poem
whenever I want, in the harshest of circumstances and
even when darkness besieges my soul. There is a great
flame that glows deep in my heart in perpetuity: in vain
I try to extinguish it or rest from its burns a little bit, but
still it shines and reveals more spiritual concerns. This
journey is longer than the wars I fought, and the alienation
I lived through. I want to be free, and my madness helps
me with that; and this is what I will achieve before I leave
life. This is the poetry in my perception, and through my
long experience with pain.

Hassan Al Nawwab
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Fire

I saw the fire of war,

I saw the fire of women,

I saw the fire of poverty,

I saw the fire of prison,

I saw the fire of alienation,
I saw the fire of treason,

I saw the fire of insanity,

I saw the fire from God,
But

I did not see

Such a fire as that of poetry!
There is no

Fire like the fire of poetry!
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Theory

Life is wide

With a loyal eye

And it narrows

With the eyes of a traitor.
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Stealing

In my country

Near the oil towers

People’s homes are constructed
From clay.
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Deprivation

My country

Feeds babies

Fear, fire, and tears
Instead of milk.
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Ammo

In the war

If the bombs are scarce
They put the soldiers
In the cannons!
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