Hanane Aad (Lebanon)

Self-Sacrifice

My face broke long ago.

For ages | lived without my face,

could not cry,

because my eyes were broken too.

Mirrors grew dumb,

locked their worlds away.

My face shattered,

the universe quaked,

my face shattered

and my heart heard the steps of the frost approgchi
but refused to resist.

It said: break me, as you did the face,

but spray me like rays of love

where coldness, darkness and flagellation prevail.
Plant my remains in the desert

then the miracle will come to pass,

plant my remains in the desert

then the sand will bear lilies and jasmine.
Sprinkle my blood around the edges of the wound

and through my wounds | will become balsam.



The Pulse of Eternity

Along the quay of brief time

| ride the pulse of eternity.

From the fragility of the moment,
| invent motives for immortality.
Borne through a crack by a rare gleam,
| hurtle towards the festival of light,
the fire of my smile

melting the direst of pains,
moulding pearls of life,

spinning the moment

on the loom of amazement.
The Orbits of the Soul

In the orbits of the soul

circles my true star.

That is where | wander at dawn,
there | park my tired caravan.
My mysterious and faithful star
awaits me always

at the turnings of time

on the slopes of the storm.

My true star



circles the orbits of the soul,

in its presence | kneel,

| murmur,

read the canticle of quintessence,

plunge into the entity,

the heart of supreme tenderness,

embrace the illusions of freedom,

wash them with my soft tears till they gleam pure,

May they save me,

may they raise me

on the headlights of the certainty.

Wish

The earth smells of slumber.

The hymn has the aroma of freedom.

I long to smell my freedom

before my final sleep.

| long to sing my hymn

before the earth covers me.

Madness

The hand of the clock

is a second Nero

ordering the kingdom to be burnt.



The legions are defeated,

stumble over tears on their way.

The dragon Time

tears innocence apart,

assassinates the blue.

Time attacks

the pure forehead,

stealing its brilliance.

The egoist deems

great God his own,

the others —

all the others —

are blasphemous,

have gone crazy.

He orders their execution.

The Tools of Patience

| place a necklace of poetry

around the neck of the moment,

and flee the limitations of time.

Aboard the enigmatic horizon

| clothe the mind with light.

| cast the lava of suspicion



into the flaming furnace.
Employing the tools of patience

| tame the heat of the deserts,
employing the philosophy of generosity
| attain laurels of riches.

and at the peak of death nihilism.
| embrace the miracle of survival.
The Dance of Destiny

| threw my memory into the planet
its cry crept back to my ears as silence
resounding till it pained me.

My memory, you, myself

who committed suicide by light,
my life, racing away fleet of foot.
My memory,

I will remember you,

pray for you,

recreate your image,

hang it from my eyelashes

in front of destiny

wich waltzes over my eyelids.

Nature’s Tenderness



After some moments

we have to leave the place.
The tree looks at us.

We both go

with dew on our hair

the leaves weep,

saying farewell
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