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l. Identities
1. Mahmud Darwish, “Identity Card”

Write down!

I am an Arab

and my identity card number is fifty thousand
| have eight children

And the ninth will come after a summer

Will you be angry?

Write down!
Iam an Arab
Employed with fellow workers at a quarry

| have eight children

| get them bread

Garments and books

from the rocks...

| do not supplicate charity at your doors.

Nor do | belittle myself at the footsteps of your chamber.

So will you be angry?

Write down!
| am an Arab

| have a name without a title
Patient in a country

where people are enraged.

My roots

were entrenched before the birth of time
and before the opening of the eras
before the pines, and the olive trees

And before the grass grew.
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My father descends from the family of the plow

Not from a privileged class

And my grandfather. Was a farmer
Neither well-bred, nor well-born!
Teaches me the pride of the sun
Before teaching me how to read

And my house is like a watchman's hut
Made of branches and cane

Are you satisfied with my status?

| have a name without a title!

Write down!

lam an Arab

You have stolen the orchards of my ancestors
And the land which | cultivated

Along with my children

And you left nothing for us

Except for these rocks..

So will the State take them

As it has been said?!

Therefore!

Write down on the top of the first page:
| do not hate people

Nor do | encroach

But if | become hungry

The usurper's flesh will be my food
Beware..

Beware..

Of my hunger

and my anger!
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2. Hamutal bar Yosef, “Identity Class”
Translation by Rachel Tzvia Back

I am from here, my parents were born in the Gola (exile)
They called the Jewish state Geulah

| was born to the square Hebrew, upright, hungry

That was a good reason to be proud.

| was born in a kibbutz, | walked barefoot

For good and for better we grew up like brothers,

The girls with the boys the happy times with the fears

In our kibbutz there was no synagogue

But erev Shabbat was a different time, special:

After a warm shower,

We were all dressed in white shirts

That had arrived all ironed from the communal laundry
And on erev Pesach

We reaped the new wheat

The Haver who played the great Cohen had asked:

Did the sun set?

And we all responded: It did it did and he asked again: shall | reap?
And we all responded: Reap! Reap!

Then we gathered to celebrate the Seder

And we were all together

We did not think that what we did was Jewish

We did not think that it was reason enough to be proud.

| am from here, most women light Shabbat candles here

For a whole week every year it is hard to get bread in most places.
One day a year a desert silence paralyzes most of the traffic

Two day a year the sound of the siren is a fire skewer

Heart wrenching.

Not a big people, not numerous

Living in a Jewish state

The only one we had loved and will love

And whatever it is worth for good and for better
Is a good reason to be proud,

Even now.
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3. Salman Massalha, “On Artistic Freedom in the National Era”

Because | am not a state, | have no

secure borders, or an army guarding

its soldiers’ lives night and day. And

there is no colored line drawn by a dusty
general in the margins of his victory.

As | am not a legislative council,

a dubious parliament, wrongly called

a House of Representatives. As | am not

a son of the chosen people, nor am |

an Arab mukhtar. No one will falsely

accuse me of being, supposedly,

a fatherless anarchist who spits into the

well around which the people feast

on their holidays. Rejoicing at their

patriarchs’ tombs. Because | am not

a fatalist, or a member of an underground

that builds churches, mosques and synagogues
in the hearts of children. Who will no doubt die
for the sake of the Holy Name in Heaven.
Because | am no excavation contractor or earth
merchant, not a sculptor of tombstones polishing
memorials for the greater glory of the dead.
Because | have no government, with or
without a head, and there is no chairman
sitting on my head. | can, under such
extenuating circumstances, sometimes

allow myself to be human,

a bit free.
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Il. Homeland
4, Yehuda Amichai, “My Parents’ Immigration”

My parents’ immigration has not quieted within me.
My blood continues to rattle in my membranes
Even after the utensil is restored to its place,
My parents’ immigration has not quieted within me.
The winds of time quarrel on stones.
The earth forgets the footsteps of those who tread on her.
A terrible fate. Scraps of conversation after midnight.
Achievement and withdrawal. Night recalls and day makes you forget.
My eyes, that for so long gazed upon a vast desert
And were somewhat becalmed. One woman. The rules of a game
That were not properly explained to me. The laws of pain and heaviness.
Even now my heart barely earns
The bread of its daily love. My parents in their very immigration.
At the crossroads, where | am always a motherless orphan,
Too young to die, too old for games.
Weariness of the quarry worker and emptiness of the quarry in the same body
The archaeology of the future, museums
Of that which never existed. And my parents’ immigration
Has not quieted within me, from bitter nations | learned
Bitter tongues for my silence
Between the houses, which always resemble ships.
My arteries and tendons are already like a thicket
Of ropes that | cannot loosen. And later

My death and the end of my parents’ immigration.
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5. A. Eli, “On the Way to the Promised Land”’

A terrible sobbing erupted from the people, the scouts

Returned went home weeping, and everyone with their surroundings
His sons, his daughters, their sons and their daughters

Loudly weeping, the neighbours gathering

And crying, family hears from family, window

From window, the sobbing passes like fire in thorns

The whole tribe is weeping, and its neighbours

...and the rest of the tribes — sixty thousand weeping

“What were the plagues for? For what purpose the violent upheaval?
Why the long road, at the smouldering heat of the day, the freezing nights, leaving the
dead

- Behind

So that we can squeeze into a land already taken?
To drive out, to destroy to banish —and on swords
Shall | build my happiness?

Will | have to hear forever, form underneath

the weeping of the Amorite children?

I’d rather die in the desert, or go back

And be a thousand times slave

Than to start my life story

From distraction, from expulsion, and of killing”

Great dreams, too great — were they meant to come true?
We set out to redeem the world and could not even fix
Not even ourselves

Only the ancient promise is hovering above us

Like a vulture

And we are walking... drawn

And rejected.

A ghost like journey between salvation and damnation.
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6.

Salman Massalha, “My father”

Who was born on the slope of the mountain
and gazed down on the lake,

never had a passport.

Or even a laissez-passer.

He crossed the mountains

when the borders did not flow

in the river.

My father

never had a passport.

Not because he didn’t have

a land and a seal.

Just because the land

always dwelt calmly

in the palms of his hands.

And just as the land

never slipped from his hands to travel
overseas,

Father — too.
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lll. The Other
7. Mahmud Darwish, “Think of Others”

As you prepare your breakfast, think of others
(do not forget the pigeon’s food).

As you conduct your wars, think of others
(do not forget those who seek peace).

As you pay your water bill, think of others
(those who are nursed by clouds).

As you return home, to your home, think of others
(do not forget the people of the camps).

As you sleep and count the stars, think of others
(those who have nowhere to sleep).

As you liberate yourself in metaphor, think of others
(those who have lost the right to speak).

As you think of others far away, think of yourself
(say: “If only | were a candle in the dark”).
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8. Yosef Ozer, “Coke and Jeans”

The same week Jews read in the synagogue the section in the Bible
About Sarah's banishment of Hagar and Ishmael, 0203912 AHIP

Seven-year-old Ali Jawarish was wounded ] , _
N NYI9 19N 12 1ava

By a plastic-tipped bullet INYDY 130 NN 1Y NYPYD

That penetrated straight through to his brain. 7 172 VININY "JN)’ ‘fb’ﬂ YY)
Ali Jawarish became a vegetable. ’\JU'JD MNTIN
He lay dying in an Israeli hospital for two whole days, R)Aln) “[m 'JN I

NNYY ON YVIINNIN RRINY
DN DY) FINIYD 093N ™13
N3y N0 TROD

And the Angel of Death who arrived
Did not show the well to Ali's mother.

The same week Jews read in synagogue DN IN3 mw NI N
The section in the Bible about
The binding of Isaac MTYIN NYI9 12 NYNY W1a1Y1y

DOPINT IPID YIRNN IINY NN
NINID) 72970 NN wbn 1512 7995
One 15 —years — old boy received Ali’s liver and lungs. 'n‘r\v:l N NN
The boy’s mother told the media DYDIOM NIIP YPD OP 7'77‘1
That her son sat up in bed and asked for ~ YTI? D) PN NMIY TN YINNIN/) '7\’) NaN
o»:\.'ly‘: YT bm wbn bmnu Al

Ali Jawarish was divided into several parts —

A Coke and a pair of jeans.

Ali’s father said that they should also donate his son’s organs :U'Db VD DY)

To a Jew (yesterday mM»TYa \DN? 72 99N
A Jewish soldier was divided up DININD ’915!‘\ ﬂN ‘I\U}JJ
Among a number of Arabs) onm b\’) owmﬁ D’va)bs

. . . . DONPRYI Y D>7brm DI
This insane poem is begging to be written.

Perhaps in this way, DN N MIN MY
Slowly and delicately we will carry out a population transfer: ]751'\:1 m\am:m 1"1’
Palestinians will receive the organs of Jews DYDY ¥aP) DY) M2IP NNYI)

And Jews the organs of Palestinians

And Sarah our Matriarch and Hagar their Matriarch
Will be oh so pleased with their lot,

And we will all drink Cokes and wear jeans.

Translated by Mark Elliott Shapiro
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9. Taha Muchamad Ali, “Qasim”

| wonder now

where you are....

| haven't forgotten you

after all these years,

long as the graveyard

wall is long. | always

ask the grass of the field
about you, and the dirt paths.

Are you alive,

with your poise,

your cane, and memories?

Did you marry?

Do you have a tent of your own,
and children?

Did you make it to Mecca?

Or did they kill you

at the foot of the Hill of Tin?

Or maybe you never grew up,
Qasim, and managed to hide,
behind your mere ten years,

and you're still the same old Qasim,
the boy who runs around

and laughs

and jumps over fences,

who likes green almonds

and searches for birds' nests.

But even if they did it,
Qasim,

IV. Loss

if, shamelessly,

they killed you,

I'm certain

you fooled your killers,

just as you managed

to fool the years.

For they never discovered
your body at the edge of the road,
and didn't find it

where the rivers spill,

or on the shelves

at the morgue,

and not on the way to Mecca,
and not beneath the rubble.

As no one saw you

concealing your corpse,

so no one will ever set eyes on you,
and no earthly breeze

encounter a bone of your body,

a finger of your hand,

or even a single shoe

that might fit you.

Qasim, you fooled them.

| always envied you, Qasim,

your skill at hiding

in the games of hide-and-seek we
played—

barefoot at dusk—forty years ago—
when we were little boys
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10. Dan Almagor, “In My Shoes”

For some people a Palestinian is Yasir Arafat,

A youth throwing a Molotov cocktail at a bus,

A boy hurling taunts at soldiers and cursing their mothers.
When you say “Palestinian” to me, | think of Walid.

The only Palestinian | know and who knows me,

And with whom | converse (in my language, of course).
He is thirty or so, married with children,

Has a pleasant smile and speaks passable Hebrew.

An intelligent fellow, with a degree in accounting

Who reads for pleasure classical Arab poetry,

Philosophy and religious works.

He has a good sense of humor and he’s an optimist.

| wish | had more friends like him.

He uses his education in our local supermarket,

Weighing vegetables and making home deliveries.

In his spare time he washes cars or cleans apartments

in our neighborhood, as many hours as possible.

He has a family to support and he may not be able to come tomorrow.
There might be a curfew.

Or he might find himself “inside” like his brother

Six months administrative detention without trial.

Every day he has a story to tell.

Minor incidents, not what you would call atrocities.

His identity card was torn up by a reserve soldier

for no particular reason.

Trucks turned up suddenly with soldiers without uniforms
and loaded a few of his cousins -- (our cousins).

Some people think of Yasir Arafat or Abu Nidal

when you

mention Palestinians.

| think of Walid.

When we tactfully offered Walid parcels of secondhand clothes for his relatives in the
village

He accepted gratefully without taking offense.

How strange to think that someone, somewhere

In Walid’s village near Nablus,

Is wearing my shoes now.

Once, not so very long ago, | was in his shoes.
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11. Naomi Shemer, “We are Both of the Same Village”

We are both of the same village

The same height, the same hair lock

The same manner of speaking. What is there to say?
After all we are of the same village

We are both of the same village

We crossed green fields that reached our necks
In the evening we went together to the square
Because we are from the same village

And on Friday nights

When a quiet wind

Blows through black treetops
Then | remember you

Always in the orchards and the avenues
We loved the same girls

But we always said-it doesn’t matter,

It all stays in the village

We ran away to the same places

We fought in the three wars

We crawled on thorns and thistles

But we came back together to the village

And on Friday nights...

| remember the battle with no end

| suddenly saw how you broke

And when dawn rose from the mountain
| brought you to the village

You see-we are here in the village,
Almost everything remains the same
In a green field | pass

And you are on the other side of the gate

And on Friday nights...
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