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I Am Of Ireland

William Butler Yeats
‘I am of Ireland,

And the Holy Land of Ireland,

And time runs on,’ cried she.

‘Come out of charity,

Come dance with me in Ireland.’
One man, one man alone

In that outlandish gear,

One solitary man

Of all that rambled there

Had turned his stately head.

That is a long way off,

And time runs on,’ he said,

‘And the night grows rough.’

‘I am of Ireland,

And the Holy Land of Ireland,

And time runs on,’ cried she.

‘Come out of charity

And dance with me in Ireland.’
‘The fiddlers are all thumbs,

Or the fiddle-string accursed,

The drums and the kettledrums

And the trumpets all are burst,

And the trombone,’ cried he,

‘The trumpet and trombone,’

And cocked a malicious eye,

‘But time runs on, runs on.’

Mahmoud Darwish 

Lines below quoted in Said

أردّ إلي لون الوجه و البدن 

وضوء القلب و العين 

و ملح الخبز و اللحن 

و طعم الأرض و الوطن! 

TITLE OF THE POEM:

’ عاشق من فلسطين’
----------------------------------------------

     Identity Card (1964)

I am an Arab                                                  And my identity card number is fifty thousand                                                                      I have eight children                                       And the ninth will come after a summer Will you be angry?

Write down!                                                       I am an Arab                                                   Employed with fellow workers at a quarry         I have eight children                                         I get them bread                                      Garments and books from the rocks            I do not supplicate charity at your doors Nor do I belittle myself at the footsteps of your chamber                                                   So will you be angry? 

Write down!                                                         I am an Arab                                                  I 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.
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? 

 I am a name without a title.                                                              

Write down! 

I am an Arab 

You have stolen the orchards of my ancestors 

And the land which I cultivated 

Along with my children 

And you left nothing for us 


	 I am of Ireland,

And the Holy Land of Ireland,

And time runs on,’ cried she.

“Come out of charity

And dance with me in Ireland.’
1933
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             Politics
`In our time the destiny of man presents its meanings in
political terms' - Thomas Mann

HOW can I, that girl standing there,
My attention fix
On Roman or on Russian
Or on Spanish politics?
Yet here's a travelled man that knows
What he talks about,
And there's a politician
That has read and thought,
And maybe what they say is true
Of war and war's alarms,
But O that I were young again
And held her in my arms!

      What Was Lost

I SING what was lost and dread what was won,
I walk in a battle fought over again,
My king a lost king, and lost soldiers my men;
Feet to the Rising and Setting may run,
They always beat on the same small stone. 

         The Dolls
A DOLL in the doll-makers house 
Looks at the cradle and balls: 
That is an insult to us.
But the oldest of all the dolls 
Who had seen, being kept for show,
Generations of his sort, 
Out-screams the whole shelf: Although 
There's not a man can report 
Evil of this place, 
The man and the woman bring 
Hither to our disgrace, 
A noisy and filthy thing.
Hearing him groan and stretch 
The doll-maker¹s wife is aware 
Her husband has heard the wretch,
And crouched by the arm of his chair, 
She murmurs into his ear, 
Head upon shoulder leant: 
My dear, my dear, oh dear, 
It was an accident.
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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: 

I do not hate poeple 

Nor do I encroach 

But if I become hungry 

The usurper's flesh will be my food 

Beware... 

Beware... 

Of my hunger                                                And my anger!

! سَجِّل
أنا عربي
ولون الشعر فحمي
ولون العين بني
وميزاتي:
على رأسي عقال فوق كوفية
وكفي صلبة كالصخر..
تخمش من يلامسها 
سَجِّل
أنا عربي
كروم أجدادي سلبت
وأرضًا كنت أفلحها 
أنا وجميع أولادي
ولم تترك لنا.. ولكل أحفادي 
سوى هذي الصخور..
فهل ستأخذها
حكومتكم.. كما قيلا !؟
إذن!

سجل.. برأس الصفحة الأولى
أنا لا أكره الناس
ولا أسطو على أحد
ولكني.. إذا ما جعتُ 
آكلُ لحم مغتصبي
حذار.. حذار.. من جوعي
ومن غضبي!



