“Revenge” by Palestinian poet Taha Muhammad Ali (translated by Peter Cole, Yahya
Hijazi, and Gabriel Levin)

At times ... | wish

| could meet in a duel

the man who killed my father
and razed our home,
expelling me

into

a narrow country.

And if he killed me,

I’d rest at last,

and if | were ready—

| would take my revenge!

*

But if it came to light,
when my rival appeared,
that he had a mother
waiting for him,

or a father who’d put

his right hand over

the heart’s place in his chest
whenever his son was late
even by just a quarter-hour
for a meeting they’d set—
then | would not kill him,
even if | could.

*

Likewise ... |

would not murder him

if it were soon made clear

that he had a brother or sisters
who loved him and constantly longed to see him.
Or if he had a wife to greet him
and children who

couldn’t bear his absence

and whom his gifts would thrill.
Or if he had

friends or companions,
neighbors he knew

or allies from prison



or a hospital room,

or classmates from his school ...
asking about him

and sending him regards.

*

But if he turned

out to be on his own—

cut off like a branch from a tree—
without a mother or father,

with neither a brother nor sister,
wifeless, without a child,

and without kin or neighbors or friends,
colleagues or companions,

then I’d add not a thing to his pain
within that aloneness—

not the torment of death,

and not the sorrow of passing away.
Instead I’d be content

to ignore him when | passed him by
on the street—as |

convinced myself

that paying him no attention

in itself was a kind of revenge.
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“Jerusalem” by Israeli poet Yehuda Amichai (translated by Irena Gordon)
On aroof in the Old City

Laundry hanging in the late afternoon sunlight:

The white sheet of a woman who is my enemy,

The towel of a man who is my enemy,

To wipe off the sweat of his brow.

In the sky of the Old City

A Kite.

At the other end of the string,
A child

| can't see



Because of the wall.

We have put up many flags,

They have put up many flags.

To make us think that they're happy.
To make them think that we're happy.

“Wildpeace” also by Yehuda Amichai (translated by Chana Bloch)
Not the peace of a cease-fire

not even the vision of the wolf and the lamb,

but rather

as in the heart when the excitement is over

and you can talk only about a great weariness.

| know that I know how to kill, that makes me an adult.
And my son plays with a toy gun that knows

how to open and close its eyes and say Mama.

A peace

without the big noise of beating swords into ploughshares,
without words, without

the thud of the heavy rubber stamp: let it be

light, floating, like lazy white foam.

A little rest for the wounds - who speaks of healing?

(And the howl of the orphans is passed from one generation
to the next, as in a relay race:

the baton never falls.)

Let it come

like wildflowers,
suddenly, because the field
must have it: wildpeace.



