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Sing

When you wake up from
the war, sing. Let your voice

ring long and free, from day’s
break till its end. Like an eagle

tasting, for the first time,
the fallen crumbs of the sun.

Let it climb to the top
of the minaret, chasing
the angels. Sing

with the wisdom of
old women, with the salty
ramblings of the mad.

Musical as the wailing
of mothers at a funeral, tuneless
as the gibberish

of the tanks. Just sing.
Sing, so you’ll know how much
you’ve cried. How much absence

you’d tucked away in the pockets
of your silence. How many mirrors
you had broken to avoid

watching your soul dancing
on the shards. Sing so you will
know how many senses

you’ve lost. How many
prayers slipped between your
fingertips. Sing —

because they’re calling your name
now, and you are also out looking
for you. Sing so we can keep painting

our houses with song, our city
with children’s supplications. Sing,
for the war has left you

with nothing
but singing.



Heart Reader*

In absence, in
presence, You appear —
reading even the grass
in the wilderness of my silence,
and the name of the birds whose beaks
bloom open the pain in my heart. You hear me
in the drowsy stillness, behold my shadow
and my sun, bear witness as I rise and as I
break. You watch over the children, noisy
in their dreaming, over an eternal blue
raincloud hurtling behind hope.
How could it be no,
when my heart thrums with yes
for You? How can I not be bursting
with gratitude — my voice
awash in tears as I overflow
with love for You? You,
who have created me
from nothing

* With thanks to Ammiel Alcalay for his input on this translation.
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