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Poetry

Maryam Qawash
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Lands on the Edge of the Winds

Translated by Bilal Hamamra

Lands on the Edge of the Winds

In the first hours, Acre!
The flesh of the earth was like sails,

the sea struggled to mirror their form.

In the last squares, Beersheba,

a carving of the mist of creation, de-
scends upon the body of the bitter air,
that gypsies strip its face away.

In the hour of interpretation, after the dawn,

in the plain of Megiddo,

a few questions of existence were dewed:

Nothing begins or dies,

except the descent of light through the throat of the sky. Noth-
ing reaches maturity to end!

Nothing is in harmony with the window of the mist.

I want a covenant that befits my death,

and I want a birth that honors my other begetting,

when the exiled return!

In the sun, the sacred Jerusalem of God,

a field of wisdom slept without the worry of passing souls.
By God, O cities of the sky, be patient!

Descend as clouds upon the sorrow of lamenting mountains,
gently take the branches of fire

from the bodies of those who crossed their Rubicon of fate.

In the velvet of the age,
steeped in the questions of dust particles, lies Tiberias,
and the valley is wearied by the wrinkles of the mountains.
The breaths of the waters grow faint
as they thirst for a sip of amber!
The riddle of time tightens, as though
fate’s collar tugs the earth from the very spine of destiny’s scroll,
a bowstring honed by the rumbling of water.
Indeed, the beginning is wide,
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Lands on the Edge of the Winds

and God sparked questions,
the horizon of sentient clouds is pouring down.

In the broad meadow,

After the evening strutted gracefully,

I beheld Beisan yearning for the pristine dawn of beginnings, ex-
panding in the shadow, wearing yellow glasses,
then telling me that trees are healed

by the birds of loss:

Your vital space, O daughter of truth,

is the dawn of antic beginnings,

contemplate the pain of vanity, but do not hopel!
This life is vast

in the eyes of one whose hopes have broadened,
and it narrows for the one who only contemplates.

Contemplate still, for behind us,

the valleys weep, kissing their bleeding wounds.

On the western coast, the hotizon widens,

and Jaffa dissolves like an ember

of magnificent oranges,

sinking into the sea like a burning lamp beckoning the salt and the oar of fate:
"O sea, resting upon my lungs,

when will you drown in the pasture of slender lamps, re-

penting and apologizing like wild flowers?"

In the last verses, the minaret of the camp
stands behind the moons of the beginning,
eating olives, then tells the exiled:

“The absence has been long,

take what you desire from the fertile air,

and I shall have what I seek from my reality!”
I answer him:

“I have loved

the sting of foreign tears on the camp’s edge,
and I nearly draped its shoulders

with the cloak of the honored Prophet,

but my flesh clings to the impossible walls of absence.

I am the wall of time, upon which the weight of ancient legends leans,

I swear by God, O cloak of the Prophet, I am a hand waving in the void.
I am the camp, the first of the wandering homeland,

and the last of the wandering homeland, the witness / martyr.

94 Janus Unbound: Journal of Critical Studies
E-ISSN: 2564-2154
4(1) 91-96
© Maryam Qawash, 2024



Maryam Qawash

wleldl Jase i
e ) AUl & gand) 45
Jil B d

550 5 1) A by

95 Janus Unbound: Journal of Critical Studies
E-ISSN: 2564-2154
4(1) 91-96
© Maryam Qawash, 2024



Lands on the Edge of the Winds

In the full hours,

The great heavens rise

above our suspended city,

and the sacred verses descend like divine whispers,
shrouding her heart in veils of celestial secrets.

Biography

Maryam Qawash is a Palestinian poet born in the Nuseirat Refugee Camp
in Gaza on October 29, 1988. She earned her PhD in the Philosophy of Lit-
erature from Tanta University in Egypt. Qawash has published several
poetry collections, including Seven Lean Years (2017), As the Quail Walks
(2019), and Letters to the Orange (2021). Her works have received many
awards, such as the Palestine International Poetry Prize (2021) and the Medi-
terranean International Poetry Award in Rome (2022).

Bilal Hamamra has a PhD in Early Modern Drama from the University of
Lancaster, UK and is currently an associate profe ssor of English literature in
the Department of English Language and Literature, An-Najah National Uni-
versity, Nablus, Palestine. His research interests are in Early Modern Drama,
Shakespeare, Palestinian literature, women’s writings and gender studies.

96 Janus Unbound: Journal of Critical Studies
E-ISSN: 2564-2154
4(1) 91-96
© Maryam Qawash, 2024



	Title: Lands on the Edge of the Winds Author(s): Maryam Qawash
	Disclaimer
	بلاد على شفة الرياح
	Lands on the Edge of the Winds

