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Poetry

Maryam Qawash
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Thy hands!

Translated by Bilal Hamamra

Thy hands!

I ransacked ages in the rubble,
And, between the wreckage,
I found thy hand.

I bore it,

I greeted it,

I embraced it,
I kissed it.

Our fingers, in love, interlaced
Here.

And off we went, bewildered,
Mending what was torn from Time,
Seeking after my hand.

We walked in Gaza,
Wanderers,
Lost, yet side by side.

Wilt thou truly lead me, O thy hands?
Shall we walk, steadfast,
Through the flesh of the map?

For here am 1

And here, thy hands, my hands
The clay of the earth,

The tears of the impossible.
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