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A Nofe on Translations

The following works were created in Lebanon and Scotland
with the poets of Reel Festivals 2011. While none of the
Scottish writers had a working knowledge of Arabic, we were
lucky to have the help of Lauren Pyott who organized and
assisted with the bridge translations. Bridge translations, for
those who do not know, are a rough, literal translation of the
text. As the poets worked off of these it might be considered
more honest to call the following pieces ‘versions.

As part of the Reel Festivals project — the poets met and
worked along side each other, honing each revision, discussing
themes and alterations in order to ensure the work presented
here is consistent with the original as much as a translation or
version can be.

It should also be noted that Yehia Jaber translated his work
directly to William Letford using mime and a ferocious
amount of dramatic energy.

An extra large amount of thanks is due to Lauren Pyott and
Ahmed Othman for providing the original translations without
which this book would not exist. Golan Haji worked hard at
making new Arabic translations and, while his English was
considerably better than the English speaker’s Arabic, he also
relied on the generous assistance of Lauren.

We hope you enjoy this book as a record of a very memorable
festival.
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INnfroduction

The first question anyone asked me about the festival was ‘why would you
link Syria, Lebanon and ...Scotland?’ There may be no clear geographi-
cal or historical link, but since Reel Festivals was first conceived in Kabul,
Afghanistan, we have dreamed of doing reciprocal festivals. Originally
we thought of holding a festival in Afghanistan, but unfortunately due to
the situation there at the time it wasn’t possible. However we still thought
it worthwhile to host a festival of Afghan culture in Scotland and went
ahead and did it.

The following year we focused on Iraq. Again a hugely rich cultural
scene to draw from but again no chance of doing anything there, at least
not how wed like to do it: as a big open festival with minimal security
and maximum publicity. So when we were thinking about the next Reel
Festival we started talking things over with friends in Syria and Lebanon,
places wed been going to for the past few years, both as research for Reel
Iraq (Syria at the time had one of the largest Iraqi refugee populations

in the world) and to film (see another Reel Festivals associated project —
www.tellbrak.com). People were keen.

Syria and Lebanon are geographical neighbours with a long intertwined
history, yet are vastly different on a day to day basis. They both also
feature in the UK media on an almost constant basis, yet there’ little that
goes behind headlines of war, corruption and strife. We wanted to do
something to counteract this, to bring more of the story of these places to
Scotland and give people the opportunity to engage with these places cul-
turally, something that’s never been done before. We had some incredible
acts take part, from the devastating and beautiful films of Syria’s Reem
Ali and Sudade Kadaan and Lebanons Hady Zaccak to Lebanese Dubstep
courtesy of OkyDoky and Radio KVM, to name just a few.



At the same time, having the festival focus on these places allowed us to
bring arts and events from Scotland to Syria and Lebanon, again for the
first time. Acts such as Shooglenifty, Bill Drummond and filmmakers
such as Amy Hardie and Lou McLoughlan came to the region for a huge
variety of events. Unfortunately, the current saddening events in Syria
made the holding of events there impossible but we will be continuing

to talk to our partners there about possibilities and they have all of our
solidarity in the face of this difficult situation.

Reel Festivals aims to bring a different face to regions in conflict and show
a little of the places behind the headlines. This year’s festival, needed now
more than ever, aimed to do just that. We aim to continue this com-
munication through further collaboration between Scottish, Syrian and
Lebanese artists. Scottish Iranian filmmaker Roxana Vilk has created a
series of beautiful films with some of the participating poets, these are
now available on our website (www.reelfestivals.org). At the same time
Scottish Fusion DJ Dolphin Boy has made some excellent new tunes, fus-
ing Scottish, Syrian and Lebanese traditional music. Again you can find
these on the website.

These translations represent two weeks of collaboration and performance
with the Reel Festivals poets. From Syria, Golan Haji and Rasha Omran,
from Lebanon, Yehya Jaber and Mazen Maarouf and from Scotland,
Tom Pow, Emily Ballou, William Letford and Ryan Van Winkle. We are
immensely thankful to Creative Scotland for making this book possible
through the Vital Sparks funding, to the British Council for their spon-
sorship and ongoing support and to the Scottish Poetry Library and all
Reel Festivals supporters.

As audience member Andy Philip said ‘it fairly makes a difference when
you know the poetry makes a difference’ I couldn't agree more and hope
you do too. Enjoy.

Dan Gorman
Coordinator, Reel Festivals









Voice

He didn’t say anything

It was I
who chose
to

listen.

Translated by Tom Pow and Lauren Pyott
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A Man

The city that I know well

the coast that often leads me astray

the café

where I can count tables, mugs and ashtrays
the pavements that mark my happiness

hotel rooms

a long estrangement -

this is what the walls of the rooms know well

telephone numbers I memorise, absent-mindedly,
in the way I memorise people

my constant failure

friends

slander

yearning

death mounting my bones after every desire -

the details...

the voice of the man interrupts me
like rain drawn from the desert!
the man I only met yesterday
who...

scattered his astonishment -

a storm

around my mind.
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Friends

Friends impressed with melancholy
friends hanging between spider webs of memory

friends who are good
homely
passionate
friends flung upon misfortune of the soul
friends tattooed with everlasting absence

only
friends.
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Translated by Tom Pow and Lauren Pyott
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Minaret

As silent as a chair

in an abandoned café,

I used to stop in front of her.

We were engaged with the same silence:
I with my black worn coat,

she with her timeless yellow dress.

I used to stop in front of her,
my back to city and my face to the sea,
her back to the sea and her face to the city.

I stopped in front of her -
nothing of what happened behind me made sense
nothing of what happened behind me bothered me.

I stopped in front of her -
I envied her constancy,
she envied my ability to move on.

I stopped in front of her -

thinking of the lonely man who was with me,
the man I'd only just met; while she thought
of the millions shed known through the ages -
not one of whom had been company for her.

I stop in front of her,

my feet scarcely touching the pavement
and my head lower than a drooping tree;
her feet buried in the ancient sand

and her head higher than a proud god.

I stop in front of her -
I pitying her evident solitude,
she pitying my loneliness.

I stop right in front of her -
before I too become a fleeting number
in her ancient abacus.
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Untitled

A man and a woman once sat down
at a bare table and looked out

at the sky. What needs to be done?
they asked, so that, in later years,

their children or their grandchildren
might ask, What shall we do today?
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Translated by Golan Haji and Lauren Pyott
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Untitled

(Crossing Borders, Beirut, 10th May)
for William Letford

Sitting with Billy in Beirut, looking out
from the cool shadows of Le Chef
onto a sunlit street in Gemmayzeh.

The head waiter, exhausted of the charisma
with which the Lonely Planet credits him,
has folded himself into a chair by the door
and given himself to sleep. Our flag lies
between Billy and me, spread across

three neat oval plates:

the green sprigs of mint, the red of the radishes,
the wet black backs of small olives.

There is no other border between us. And today
(a good day!), nothing we cannot cross.
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Translated by Golan Haji and Lauren Pyott
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Untitled

Bearing Witness, Beirut, Friday 13 May 2011

for the Reel Poets of Lebanon, Syria and Palestine

Everywhere you look, this city

is being reinvented in glass, metal and stone.
Its memories of itself carry a honeyed,
though slightly antiseptic air.

Glass megaliths rise up, born for light,

for the same light that kisses the sea,

the same light that moulds the flotilla of yachts
in the fresh, fuck-you marina.

In this light, money lauds itself,

placing itself both above history

and instead of history; it claims it, above all,
can put a sheen on your heart.

In the shadows, where light still lives

among what’s dusty, cracked and improvised,

I follow the repeated hollow tap of an old woman’s stick
as she thrusts herself along a narrow street.

Tap tap tap
Listen listen listen

vowel abuts vowel
consonants like waves clear their way up the strand

language has no fixed point
language cannot be stilled

and the river of language
surrounds us, as light does:
it lets us praise
the jacaranda’s purple blossom sprayed against a faded yellow wall
the sweetness of cedar oil
glistening silver as a snail’s trail
on my open palm
2



this river flows over borders
borders are nothing to it

it talks of courage and of carnage
and of a pain beyond what we can imagine

the pain of those who find themselves
in the same place wherever they are
because they cannot forget.*

This morning, in the grey dawn, above Beirut
balls of thunder explode like gunfire through the air.

Elsewhere, in other cities, gunfire explodes
through the night air like thunder.

Sister poets, brother poets, we honour you
for whom precision has become
such a dangerous and necessary art.

*These lines were spoken by Syrian poet Golan Haji at the panel discus-
sion on Crossing Borders/Bearing Witness. I began this poem immedi-
ately after hearing Golan read - the first of the Reel Poets I heard
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Stray Bullet

After crossing the living room,

the library,

the long hallway

and the picture that holds us on a trip to the River Alkalb,
then passing the automatic washing machine,

and my mother, exhausted

despite the automatic washing machine,

it bends its trajectory with the force of gravity

and finally rests at the back of my head

where it kills you.
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Translated by Emily Ballou and Lauren Pyott
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DNA

There’s one way

to scream

remember that, you are Palestinian.

One way to scrutinise your face

in a bus window as date trees and porters flicker past
and break your reflection.

One way

to reach the ozone layer

lightly, like a helium balloon

or to cry

because you're a bastard.

One way

to place your hands over the breasts of the one you love
and dream

of faraway things:

a small flat in a suburb of Paris, the Louvre,
loads and loads

of loneliness and books.

One way to die

inciting the snipers

in the early hours of the morning

by calling your cheating girl

a whore.

To smoke weed in a lift,

alone, at eleven oclock at night;

to write a miserable poem in the bathroom.
One way

to scream in the gutter

where your face appears again

in a toxic puddle and you remember, at that moment,
you are definitely nothing

but

Palestinian.
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Translated by Emily Ballou and Lauren Pyott
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Colours

The girl—

in the white dress

that doesn’t look like her
in the orange room
overlooking the very green garden,
sips

black coftee.

The girl

who loves small kisses
on her red cheeks—

has left

the sketchbook.
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Space

Space

filled with big rocks

like the Moon,

cannot accommodate

the appeal of the lottery vendor
or absorb

the death of a friend.

It does not open

for children who play football
until the end of the day

but remains

the outer space

the vendor sighs in the face of

and we see in it the face
of a dead friend.

The outer space

that turns its biggest rock
into a ball kicked hard
by children

at the end of the day.
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Lizard's First Law of Inertia

Lizard saw that rocks wanted to be at rest on the Earth

and that smoke wanted to be at rest in the sky

and the stars wanted to remain where they had been flung.

He thought that a body was in its natural state when it was still,
and for his body to move in a straight line at a constant speed
no force but his own was needed to maintain the velocity.
Though wind helped occasionally with acceleration.

And the sun.

[From the world according to Lizard]
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Translated by Mazen Maarouf
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LicKk The air

I, Lizard
mottle-backed
colour of dirt
wide-eyed

perched on the knobble end of dead tree
high
overseer of time.

I, Lizard, have a friend
(a few).

They too

are lizards.

Thorny Devil

(Moloch horridus)

unfairly named

species shamed, slint-eyed, sharp as hell
rants a lot.

We cross the stony, pebbled, gibbered ground
gorges of bare rock
dry lake bed, clay pan

past the roos that shelter
under old man salt bush. This,
the land of raptors.

Egg-laying, burrow-making, pea-hearts hammering
at night we roam

he dunes

lick the air, think

about crickets.
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The Eighth Son

-1-

I will practise professions I detest

I will move among houses not mine
that’ll fall apart at any moment

I will live with people

I will never be one of them

my life’s been erased
nothing left but
footnotes scattered like crumbs
over the edges of a dirty page
in which I read the silence of a sign
I glance at the death of certainty

2.

Oh stranger

my twin and assassin of my times
please
as quietly as me
climb the stairs

as if you're treading on your father’s soul
ease your steps as much as you can
ease your hard heels on the dirty stones
silently pass like that cloud
or disappear like this ant
climbing the wall of the world

look at no one, nor lower your eyes
never spit at my door
it I should slam it absent-mindedly
don’t stop, don’t laugh, don't speak

before the door
there is someone scared by your approach
someone who sees you as a monster though you
do not know it

45



-3-

Always
those who are being loved are the others

I will not live
as a stone in a locked room

I will lie down under the skull of my father

as an incomplete kiss
I will leave the lips of my sister

she who has just been killed
4-

No one sheds tears in paradise.
I shall severe the hand of the mendicant
That suffocates me,
In a quest for a last answer that persuades none.

Patient as an old chess player
I dig tunnels in my soul,
For the thoughts to rest
Like fascinating serpents
With eyes resembling mine.

As a sleepwalker
I march on the verge of all,
I touch twigs and pebbles,
And I see the sky
As if I were free indeed
With roots torn apart as an eternal cloud.

It’s wintertime,
The sun draws me on the gentleness of soil
With blue ink.
I pluck the big stones from cliffs,
I find words twisting in mud
As if T were killing them:
46



Earthworms
As wrinkles whose abyss submerged me,
I writhe alike
Covered with filth,
I wind like a blind man under this harsh light.

-5-

In each house we live in
There must be a place to hide
Where none sees us certainly.

We are away and done,
Sleeplessly
We learned a little of mercy, patience, and deceit;
Here we are familiar with all that runs into us,
Surrounded by what has been said
We have seen it without haste:
The rifle tatters the pages,
The breasts of teenager girls ripen by the flirtations of strangers,
The breath ages amid stones.

An air as delicate as the skin of the wrist
Remembers not those who passed.
Deep as heights,

Cold and rare

This daylight: is

No mercy in this shimmer

Overcoming grass.

The sea was strange to us:

The green mirror,

Its kisses,

The light songs in the mouths of women.

When we arrived

The trumpets terrified the drunk street,
Silencing the lute of the blind man

The jokes of lunatics.

So, we believed

Departure was no salvation
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Where eyes have the solemn stares of mannequins:
Claiming chastity,
Claiming to conceive those who cannot speak.

We listened to the grave we spade
While We were singing:
We heard the moaning of animals
Locked in small caskets.

-6-

After my eyes became pure jewels
I lost them

I arrive in a burning room
in a home that doesn’t protect me

I don’t desert it for all that

the echo is a blind man over whose leg I stumble
his hands follow each word I speak or hear

the dust on my fingers is the remains of what I touched
I wipe it with my saliva

before anyone sees it

the hand which taught me love is severed
the life that made me is over

each word is a door open to infinity

the stairs I climb
lead nowhere
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A Morning

A moment of fear lasts as long
as countless years.

The tree on the cliff-face

cut and bled our cheeks,

even as we praised it. Yes,

and the mouth of the abyss
revealed a stairway.

Our shadows are longer

than the mornings of cloudy weekends.
The museum is closed. Its custodians

and its tourists have disappeared. Statues

- marble and basalt - loom behind its fence.
The breeze throws surgical masks

into the dirty river; they silver

the piers of the bridge.

The abyss is full of mountains
and the air of noisy roads,
yet no-one has arrived.

Faces will show
the sweetness of terror, like lanterns;
the sun will still wake you up.

You were saying:

“The universe is as vast as a grave. I love those

who do not recognize their ancestors;

suspicions are everywhere - my habit

is to scan the crowd.” I say:

Let nothing scare you, your heart sees you,

and touch is a wave; do not imprison it in your hand.
I want to hear you:

whispers have passed from screen to screen

and the pulse is a word burrowing like a mole in the wrist.

Do not be afraid:
he who knocks on the door
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with the stone of his ring
is a guest who will revive this house.

e

szﬂkfgwm Jj;-l-\ Zﬂ.af
Cba.wJ\ ks Loy Const balim dsal e J,>M.J\
s Ol Lpad e Ly 8 LS'J‘ MJL@JU ¢ T

) ol Sl o ot LIS
sl el el ke Gl
w)ujuujcwmﬂ&;w\&u
p\,@\@uum\&bw\
ek (B aad

wu,uu ny
e At J—«éJ NV

VIR i.gj.l.ck}.pw\fzﬁjj@»

M\:}.ﬁaéj:.w

56



v.b;kb—\ dj.éjx.: ‘y}fé g_,.>-|
W.._,.LU\) c;w‘}fwfo

Qs s Y

Ay elds

By 5 e Y e ol
“ D o] OT A0

i 2l u).) uLM,._@.S\ ool
CWJ_S\Ge .LL;-L{MKWU
RUEERY
<! ifa.: Mb-uu.:u,a
g_».u.“ \MWW

Translated by Ahmad Othman, Tom Pow and Ryan Van Winkle

57



ST (,'"-7)
C%w\;;@cf""”%ﬂ 2 w)ﬁ
= It A %

van
/AN WINKLE



The Flood

Furniture, photos,
petals floating in water.

It was spring and the river
bloomed and rose.
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Translated by Golan Haji and Lauren Pyott
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The Apartment

Our new walls,
empty in the dusk,
hang like sheets
before first light.

There is a driven nail
by the stove that could
hold a pan if the walls
stay sturdy. And the

old tenants left a mirror in the
bedroom which looks back at
staring walls with fine cracks
like a museum’s basement vase.

there are brown smears

in the study; chocolate, blood
or shit, we don’t know what
will happen to us here or what

will settle on rented walls
or if nothing will settle
at all. We've just moved

and already we are bitter
cranberries in each other’s
mouths, biting about photos,
the place of the table, lay

of the bed. The apartment is a City
Hall we cannot fight. So we turn
like lawyers, against each other,

let the walls stare. There is a mirror
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to look into, a nail to hang onto.

Our unopened boxes hide in corners
and closets like beaten children.
And we will take the blood

off the walls and the dust

from the shelves. We have one
year together in a place that

is empty at dusk, and feels like fog

inside and between us
so I cannot see you, and Christ,
tomorrow, we will live here.
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Chimneys

sunshine workmen
work on slate roofs

above half-shadowed

streets hammers

echo against shale
dropped

from scaffold
to skip casting clouds

that billow beneath
pigeons that sweep

like the sparkle
of light against water
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Translated by Golan Haji and Lauren Pyott
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They speak of the gods

He says Hades, and I see Richard, wearing his welding mask
kneeling beside a stripped out Citroen, sparks from his torch
lighting one side of the garage wall. She says Zeus, and I see
Casey, framed against the sky, bloated and happy

carrying cement across a tiled roof.
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Translated by Golan Haji and Lauren Pyott
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Be Prepared

wear three T-shirts and one hooded top
layers are important

they can always come off

remember your oil skins

it’s always raining somewhere

steel toe capped boots

are a must for collars and cuffs

wear a scarf

cold air moves down from the neck

wear gloves theyre useless when wet

but handy when you hit the wrong the nail
pay attention to the moment

the way water drips

the way a spider scuttles

have a healthy fear of heights

when working from a ladder

know which way to fall

railings and slabs are unforgiving

flower beds and fuchsia bushes are better
practice your scream

if you strike your thumb with the hammer
don’t squeal

roar like a lion

when the pain subsides and you look around
you'll know exactly what I mean
acknowledge the moon

it was part of the earth once

its loneliness can make you feel beautiful
lift properly

you'll need your back to make your money
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Schrodinger

the cat in the box

is both dead and alive
unless the box is open
and someone is watching

perhaps we would be
both dead and alive

unless the box was open
and someone was watching
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Translated by Golan Haji and Lauren Pyott
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Nightmare

In the morning

I see the sea in the sink
I am not mad

I see the sea in the sink

Translated by William Letford

.
C&-&
.

...M‘LS‘SJPL;J\C_‘/_}'T)

73



Without Philosophy

Nietzsche died in 1900
And God is still alive
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Translated by William Letford
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Greencard

Who needs a visa

To cross the Atlantic
America is coming
And we are all waiting
Inside the Wimpy Cafe

Translated by William Letford
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Without Literature

When I lost the Nobel Prize for literature, I wept in the nearest pub

and your shoulder supported me like the edge of a bar

and when I leaned like a drunken man you lifted my fringe

from the foam of my beer. " Yehia, you said, ‘you are my universe.

You are my million dollar prize. You are the best mouth, without translation.
Oh... Yehia, you are young. You are beautiful. Kiss your right cheek

then turn your left toward me’ In that moment, and very impolitely,

a car exploded in Ashrafiya. So we cursed the mother of Alfred Nobel
who thrust him, without literature, like dynamite into the world.
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Rasha Omran

Rasha Omran is a Syrian poet with a degree in Arabic literature from
Damascus University. Since 1997 she has published four collections of
poetry: Rajaa Lahu Shakal al-Haya; Ka'ana Manfay Jasady; Thilak al-Mu-
matad Fi Aqsa Hanini and Maatif Ahmar Faragh as well as compiling an
anthology of Syrian Poetry. She is the director of the annual Al-Sindiyan
testival of culture.

http.//www.banipalco.uk/contributors/60/rasha_omran/

Tom Pow

Tom Pow was the first Writer in Residence at the Edinburgh International
Book Festival, 2001, 2002 and 2003. He was StAnza’s Poet in Residence in
2005. Dear Alice — Narratives of Madness (Salt) won the poetry category
in the Scottish Mortgage Investment Trust Book Awards in 2009. In the
Becoming, New and Selected Poems (Polygon), was published in 2009.

www.tfompow.co.uk
www.contemporary writers.com

Mazen Maarouf

Mazen Maarouf is a Palestinian poet, living as a refugee in Beirut. Kaan
Hoznona Khobz (It was our sadness as bread) was published in 2000,
followed by Camera La Taltaket Al Aasafir (The camera does not frame
birds) which came out in 2004. His most recent collection of poetry is
currently in press and he is now translating some poems of William Blake
into Arabic. In 2009, he was honoured by the Cultural Council of South
Lebanon and given the shield of the Council within a selected group of
young poets.

Emily Ballou

Emily Ballou is a Glasgow-based Australian-American poet, screenwriter
and novelist. She is the author of the novels Father Lands and Aphelion
(Picador), and the recent verse-portrait of Charles Darwin The Darwin
Poems (UWA Publishing). She lives in Glasgow, Scotland.

http.//emilyballou.com/blog/
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Golan Haji

Golan Haji is a Syrian poet, with a postgraduate degree in pathology. In
2004, his collection of poetry, Called in Darkness, won the ‘Al-Maghut’
prize in poetry. His second collection, Someone Sees You as a Monster,
was published in conjunction with the naming of Damascus as the Arab
Capital of Culture in 2008. His forthcoming collection My Cold Faraway
Home [Al Kamel Publishing House] will be published in Autumn 2011.
He has also translated various works into Arabic including the Scottish
classic - Stevenson’s Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde. His most recent translation,
Notebooks of Anton Chekhov is to be published in March this year. He
lives in Damascus.

Ryan Van Winkle

Ryan Van Winkle is ‘Reader in Residence’ at the Scottish Poetry Library.
His work has appeared in New Writing Scotland, The American Poetry
Review, AGNI and Northwords Now. His first collection, “Tomorrow, We
Will Live Here, was published by Salt at the end of last year. He lives in
Edinburgh.

www.ryanvanwinkle.com
http.//www.readingroom.splorg.uk/podcasts/index.htm/

William Lefford

William Letford lives in Stirling, Scotland and works as a roofer. In 2008
he received a New Writer’s Award from the Scottish Book Trust, and an
SQA Star Award. He has been published in various magazines and anthol-
ogies including Poetry Scotland and New Writing Scotland.

http.//www.scottishbooktrust.com/node/41210

Yehia Jaber

Yehia Jaber is a Lebanese poet, playwright, journalist and actor. Amongst

other literary and political works, he has published six collections of

poetry: A Pool of Serum (0988), which won the “Yussef El Khal Award”

for poetry; The Rascals (0990); Take The Book By Force (1994); Like If

I Was A Divorced Woman (2007); For Adults Only (2008); and Love In

A Washing Machine (2010). In 2010 he performed his previous poetry
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collection as a theatrical work entitled O Yahya Jaber, Take The Book By
Force (Stand Up Poetry). He lives in Beirut.

Lauren Pyott

Lauren Pyott was born in Glasgow but has lived in Ghana, Palestine,
Cambodia and Syria. She was a co-organizer of Reel Festivals 2011 while
living in Damascus, and is currently studying Arabic at Edinburgh Uni-
versity.

Everitte Barbee

Everitte Barbee was born in Nashville, Tennessee, and has lived in Aus-
tria, Syria and Scotland. He recently received a degree in International
Business with Arabic from Edinburgh University. He is currently working
as an Arabic calligrapher in Beirut, continuing his development in Arabic
calligraphy.

Everittegb@gmailcom
www.everitteorg
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. Firefly

fn International

Reel Festivals is a Firefly International project. Firefl y International
aims fo encourage dialogue and communication through the arts.
Scofttish Charity Number: SC 028/44. For more information, please
visit www.1refl yinternationalorg.



