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POEMS 
 
 

By Najwan Darwish* 
 
THE WINDOW YOU DREW ON THE WALL  
 
Architect, the window you drew on the wall 
has become a vast prison, 
and the nightmare, however we paint it,  
will never be a dream, 
and these pretenders, 
however many titles you bestow on them, 
will never be the real thing, 
and you, architect, you watch the farce from above, 
the one you sketched out 
with protractor and compass. 
 
Look at the crows, 
how they pass through the ceiling of that room  
where a band of fools is held captive. 
The crows are leaving freedom’s banquet— 
that feast that was wasted,  
lost,  
lied about, 
that freedom 
that debases freedom  
in its own home. 
 
The crows—even the crows—are leaving 
and looking for a different banquet. 

* * * 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

 
* Najwan Darwish is a Palestinian poet born in 1978 in Jerusalem. These five poems were translated from their original 
Arabic by Kareem James Abu-Zeid. 
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 طئاحلا يف اھَتمْسَرَ يتلا ةذفاّنلا
 

 
 رامعْمِلا اھُّیَأ طِئاحلا يف اھَتمْسَرَ يتلاُ ةذفاّنلا
 ً لاَقَتعْمُ تْحَبصَأ
 ً امُلحُ حَِبصُْی نْل هانغَْبصَ امھم سُوباكلاو
  هابشَْلأا ءِلاؤھو
  تافصِّلا مِھِیَْلعَ تَقَْدغَْأ امھم
 ..ً.اھابشَأ اونوكَی نَْأ لاِّإ مھِعِاطتسمُِب سَیَْل
 
 ،لٍعَ نْمَِ ةلزَھْمَلا بُِقارُت رامعْمِلا اھُّیَأ تَنَأو
  ،كرُاجرِْفو كَسُوَْق اھمَسَرَ يتلا كَلِْت
  نابرْغِلا ىلِإ رظُنْا
 ...نیلَّفَغمُلا نَمًِ ةَقوْجَ اھیف لُقَِتعَْت يتلا ِةرَجْحُلا فَقْسَ قُرَِتخَْت
 
 ِةرَودھْمَلا ةّیرحُلا ةِمَیلوَ نْمِ ُّرفَِت نُابرغِلا
  اھیَْلعَ بِوذكْمَلا ،ةِعَّیضَمُلا
 .اھرِاد رِقْعُ يفَ ةّیرحُلا ُّلذُِت يتلا ةِّیرحُلا
 
 ،اھسِفَْنِب ىأنَْت نابرغِلا
 .ىرخُأ ةٍمَیلوَ نْعَ ثُحَبَْتو
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The following poem, which evokes Delacroix’s painting “Liberty Leading the People,” was previously published in 
the book Nothing More to Lose (NYRB Poets 2014).  
 
LIBERTY 

Liberty Leading the People has two bare breasts, 
her right hand holds the French flag, 
her left a rifle with a bayonet. 
 
But notice too how barefoot Liberty 
tramples the people beneath her. 

* * * 

 ةّ&%ُ#لا
 
 =ی;ه9َّلا ةَ'سِاح "2عَّ/لا د-قت ةّ)'ُ%لا"
 .)ةَ?ْ'حَ اهسأر ىلع ةٌ@ق;9ب K'Nُ@لا يف( اKن'ف Iَلَعَ عُفَْ'تَ ىB9ُ@لا اهِ;َ@ِ?و 
 
 .ة)راعلا اهمَِ;قَ` 2عَّ/لا ضَاقنأَ سُو;ت [نا\ اYZًأَ "ةَّ)'ُ%لا" َّنأَ ا-Wحلا
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LISTENING TO REINETTE L’ORANAISE IN DAR ABDEL LATIF† 
 
I must have been twenty-seven  
when I stayed at Dar Abdel Latif, 
which was crouching in the middle of the mountain 
between the sea and the Martyrs’ Memorial. 
 
Two small villas beside the palace,  
one of which I had to myself…  
 
What grief was blowing like a breeze,  
and what Andalusian motifs were ingrained  
by the heavy hand of the Ottoman era? 
What cries froze in time like statues? 
I saw them haunting the rooms of the palace 
when I walked through it at night  
after all the administrators had gone. 
 
“During colonial times, Dar Abdel Latif was a prison  
where freedom fighters were tortured.” 
“They’re still being tortured,” I replied.  
 
I too am a prisoner, abandoned  
in the name of a guest. 
What is the guest of the state  
if not a prisoner? 
And what is the guest of the people  
if not a prisoner of their love?  
I ask myself: How did you replace the gods with peoples? 
How can you stand up to carnage  
yet collapse before song? 
And how is it that the Oranian singer still guides you 
to wherever you hide in the land? 
How is it she’s still knocking at your door with her voice, 
as if you were still a resident  
in Dar Abdel Latif?  

* * * 

  

 
† Reinette L’Oranaise, also known as Sultana Daoud, was a well-known blind and Jewish Algerian singer who lived 
in Oran and worked hard to preserve the Andalusian musical heritage in Algeria. Dar Abdel Latif is a famous 
compound in Algiers.  
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 فیطَّللا دبع راد يف ةینارھولا تانیر عامسَ
 
  نیرشعِلاو ةِعباسّلا يف تُنكُ يّلَعَل

 "فیطَّللا دبع راد" يف تُمقَأ نَیح
  لَِبجَلا فِصََتنْمُ يف ةِضبارلا
 ..."دیھَّشلاِ حرْصَ"و رِحَْبلا نیب
 
  رِصَْقلا بِِناجِب ناتریغصَ نِاترَاد
 .امھُنْمًِ ةدحِاو تُلَْغشَ
 
  میسَّنلا لَْثمِ بُرِضَْی نَاك نٍجَشَ ُّيَأ
 ينامثعلا دھعللُ ةلیقثلاُ دَیلا اھْتَقَّرعَ ةٍَّیسُِلدنَأ فَرِاخزَ ُّيَأو
  لیثامّتلا لَْثمِ نِمََّزلا يف تَْدَّمجََت تٍاخرَصَ ُّيَأو
  رِصَْقلا تِارجحُ يفً ةحَوبشْمَ اھارَأ

 .مھَُبِتاكمَ نَویرادلإِا رَدِاغُی نَْأَ دعَْبً لایلُ ھعُرَذَْأ نَیح
 
ّذعًُ انجْسِ فیطّللا دبع راد تناك يّرامعتسلاا نِمََّزلا يف   .نودھاجمُلا اھیف بَِ
  .نوبَّذَعُی اولاز امو :تُلق
 
 .فیْضَ مِسْاب كٌورتمَ نٌیجسََف انَأ امَّأ
 ؟ًانیجسَ لاِّإ ةِلودلا فُیْضَ نُوكَیَأ
 ؟مھِِتَّبحَمَ رَیسَأ لاِّإ سِاّنلا فیْضَ نُوكیَأ
 ةھلِلآا نَاكمًَ اَبوعشُ تَلَْلحَْأ فَیك :يسفَْنل لُوقَأو
 ةینغُأ مَامَأ رُاھنَْتو ةٍحََبذْمَ مَامَأُ دمِصَْت فیكو
  ةّیِنارھوَلاُ ةینغمُلا كَیلع يدھَتسَْت فیكو
 ضرَلأا يف تَأبتخا امَنیَْأ
 اھِتوصَ بِرَُعِب بَابلا كَیلع بُرِضَْت
 ً امیقمُ تَلْزِ ام كَّنَأك
  .فیطَّللا دِبع رِاد يف
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TWO MEN CONDEMNED TO DEATH, AND YOU ARE OUR THIRD 
 
“We’ve been condemned to death 
in Acre’s prison, 
but we’ve come 
to have a cup of coffee with you. 
Our sentence will be carried out  
in just a few hours 
so hurry up now....” 
 
One of those two joked around with me: 
“If the coffee’s good 
we won’t force you  
to compose an elegy for us.” 
 
After that, other visitors came, as dawn was breaking. 
I recognized their faces from the old posters of the Intifada,  
except now they looked normal, relaxed. 
One of them said to his friend, 
“In the morning we’d like to go to the sea,” 
and another asked me, “Is this Mount Carmel?” 
while a third asked if I had any movies. 
 
“The two of us  
have been condemned to death, 
and you are our third. 
Don't delay the funeral, like you usually do. 
We’re lying in the morgue 
at Abu Kabir 
where we first met you, 
we’re sleeping in the nameless "graves of numbers," 
but they said you know our names. 
We’re tired of this endless insomnia, 
of the promises of the song: 
His eyes were closed 
as his hands reached out in longing. 
We’re the ones whose graves were swept away, 
and here we are, free 
and without graves.  
 
Don’t think too long on it. 
We, 
you… 
Just hurry up now.” 

* * * 
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 انُثلاث تنَأو مادعلإاب ناموكحم
 
  مادعلإاب نِاموكحْمَ نُحن
  اكّعَ نِجْسِ نْمِ
  كَدنْعِ ٍةوھق نَاجنِْف بُرشَْن انئج
  تاعاسَ دعَْب مُكْحُلاُ ذَّفنُیسَ
 ...عرِسَْأ اّیھَ
 :يعمَ حَزَمَ امھُُدحََأ
 .ءاثرِ ِةدیصق نْمِ كَیفعُْنسَو ةدّیجُ ةوھَقلا نِكَُتلَْف
 
 قُشِقْشَُی رُجَْفلاو نورخآ رٌاوّزُ قَرَطَ َّمُث
 ةِمیدقلا ةِضافتنلاا تِاقصلمُ يف ةصخاشّلا ..مھُھَوجو تُفرعَو
 .نیحرِمَو نَیّیعیبط نلآا نَودبَْی مھَّنكِل
  :ھِبحِاصل مھُُدحََأ لوقی
  .رحبلا ىلِإ بھذن نَأُ دیرُن حابصّلا يف
  :يل لوقی رخآ
  ؟لمِرْكَلا يف نَلآا نُحن لھ
  :ينلأسَْی ثٌلاثو
 ؟ویدیف كَدنْعِ لْھَ
 
  مادعلإاب نِاموكحْمَ نُحن
  انُثلِاث تَنَأو
 ،كتداعكَ ةزانجلا رخِّؤت لا
  "ریبكْ وبَأ" ةِحَرَشْمَ يف نَودَّدمَمُ نُحَن

 ،ةرّمَ لَوَّأ كَِب انیَْقَتلا ثُیح
  ،"ماقرلأا رباقمَ" يف نَومئان نُحن
 كَدنْعِ انءامسَأ َّنَأ انورَبخَأ
  :ةینغُلأا دِوعو نْمِو ،لیوطّلا قِرَلأا نَمِ انبْعَِت
  وُنوـیعُ لَّْبسَ"
 ،"ونوّنحَِـی ودـیإّ دمَو
  مھرُوبُق تَْفرِجُ نْمَ نُحَن
  اندْعُ دق اھو
  .روبُق لابً ارارحَأ
 
 ً اریثك ركَِّفُت لا
  نُحَن
 تْنَأ
 .عرِسَْأ اّیھَ
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[UNTITLED] 
 
He said to me: 
I live my life like someone serving a sentence, 
so when will God release me?  
 
I smiled and said to myself: 
I’ve never known a prisoner  
who loves his prison 
more than you. 

* * * 

  :يل لَاق
 ًةبوقعُ يضقَْی نْمَ لَْثمِ يتایح شُیعَأ يننِإ
   ؟يّنعَُ الله جُرِفُْی ىتمف
 
  :يسفَْن يف تُلُقو تُمستباف
 .كنم رثكَأُ ھَنجْسِ ُّبحُِیً انیجسَ فرِعَأ مَْل

 
 


