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Dedicated to my son,
Salem Wael Al-Sayegh
May you always smile, my boy.
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A THOUSAND
THOUSAND POEMS

My son’s smile
is a thousand thousand
poems.

Its beauty illuminates the universe,
and quenches the soul’s thirst with its
innocence.
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DANCE

Dance oh abaya,
dance!

Dance

with your eyes

closed to this world

and gazing into another, far away.

Don’t let the staring crowd
distract you

For | know you dance
to reclaim

what has been snatched from you.

So dance, my beautiful abaya,
dance.
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EMPTY WORSHIP

They leave their cars
mid-road,

blocking the traffic

so they can go to pray in
a nearby mosque.

I am no saint.
No one need remind me
of my sins.

But the worship that distances you
from considering others

is the worship that

differentiates justice

by race, and colour.

Empty.
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GREEN ROOM

As | stood

by my wife’s side,

in the last stages of her delivery,
| heard the words | feared

the most.

“| don’t like this,”
said the doctor.

In that heavy moment
we found ourselves

in a different place
full of people

wearing green.

Their greenness filled the space.
| could taste it
and smell it.

A heavy carpet of silence
lay in the room.

As | struggled to control
the storm inside,
| felt a new presence.
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| lifted my head

searching for the source,
and saw the angel of death
sitting at the far end

of the operating theatre.

Resting one leg upon the other,
he was busy

reading a thick book.

Our eyes met.

A chill

ran down my spine.

He nodded towards my beloved
as if to say

“Keep your focus on her,

not me”.

The silence shattered
with the most beautiful cry
| have ever heard.

As | held my first born,

and forbidden tears ran down
my face,

the angel of death

stood up, tucked his book

under his armpit,
éﬁm,}
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and said,
“Congratulations Abu Salem!
May he grow up strong and healthy, Inshallah.”

Then he left the room.
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TREE

There are those
who wish for riches,
and those

who wish for fame.

| require none of those things,
for | simply wish
to be like a tree.

To change with the seasons,
to look for life in
darkness.

To shade one and all,
to give, during my life
and after my death.
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JAPAN

Land of the samurai,
Sushi, haiku and Sudoku

How | love the concepts
of Hanami and Wabi-Sabi
and long to visit

the shores of

the Land of the Rising
Sun.

There is no doubt.
Their almond eyes
have bewitched me.
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THE KINGDOM

Today the Arabic reader
is like a beggar

on the busy streets

of world literature.

| wonder,

will he stand up again,
to reclaim his kingdom?

(9
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THE CUSHION OF
FEET

The giants of humanity
walk on earth with humbleness.

The cushion of humility
lifts the weight of their feet.

Their accomplishments can be
large as elephants,

yet turn around.

They are standing right behind you.
With all calm.
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THERE 1S...

There is an elephant in the Majlis!
Sitting between the guests,
squeezed for space.

Amazingly,
despite its great size
no one acknowledges the presence.

Our conservative values,
we Gulf Arabs,

prevent us from speaking of
such matters.

Sometimes | feel like shouting

at the top of my voice

“Doesn’t any one see it!

There is an elephant in the Majlis!”

It’s your alcoholic son who beats
his wife and children every night.

It’s your uncle who takes you to court
over the inheritance.

The more you ignore the elephant,

®
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the cheekier it becomes.

| have seen some of them
dance and sing
right in the middle of the Majlis.
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SWOLLEN FEET

My wife is pregnant,
her feet are swollen.

She hides them
during the day,
too shy to show.

The only chance | get to examine them
is when she sleeps.

| wait for opportunity
when | know she is in dreamland,
and | pull back the covers.

| caress her feet,

apologise to them,

thank them for the burden
they have to endure.

| kiss her feet, then,
and go to sleep beside them.

Ry
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THE PRISONER OF
TRADITION

Her black eyes
are a sea
of unexplored emotions.

Her slender body
a dormant volcano of dreams and hopes.

She is the prisoner of tradition.
A slave to a people

who have long forgotten

the importance of the flesh.

The colour of her skin

is yellowed now,
deprived of the kiss of the sun.

(25)
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ECHOES OF DRIPS

He wears

an elegant dark suit,
with a turquoise shirt,
liberated from its
neck tie.

He sits alone

in a crowded room
with a cup of

tea.

His Ageeq rosary
drips with echoes.
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HARD FOUGHT

Real masters of the martial arts
are polite, well-mannered,

their eyes gleaming with

the unmistakable thing no words
can capture.

Simultaneously

they are savage and calm.
Their warrior aura

ripples the air

and makes us feel safe.

Moving with extraordinary lightness,
they are liberated from the

weight of knowledge

by the flow of it through them.

They are masters because
they master themselves,
and walk on the earth

in the company of their
hard-won smiles.
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THE CONSTANT
WEEKEND

When | was employed

| counted the hours,

minutes and even seconds to the arrival
of the weekend.

In this pocket of air

| wrote and read as much

as | could before diving back
into the sea of work’s routine.

Then | decided, with all simplicity,
to extend the weekend,

and here | am

in the constant weekend life.

| read more, | write more,
| earn more too.

When your occupation
is your passion,
every day’s a weekend.
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THE WORLD OF GREY

The blackness
of my bedroom
has turned

grey.

| wait

for the rain clouds

of sleep to water

the fields of my dreams.

But storms of wakefuiness
push the clouds
far away.

 am alone
in a world of grey.
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TUNNELS OF
WORSHIP

The child sits on

his father’s lap playing with
a rosary.

The dad listens to

the Friday sermon.

| watch them

from a distance

and remember how

as a child

| saw the mosque as

a place to play, to discover.

When the grown-ups stood in prayer
[ would do a Rokoo.

And when they did a Rokoo

| would stand.

When my father
corrected my position
I'd twist my head right, and left.

Under the bridge of Rokoo
| wanted to run,
Wﬁ!(e a surfer

{38}
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tubes the wave
before it breaks.

And every
now and then,
through the tunnel,

I'd see the face of
another child,
looking back at me
from the other side.
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VISITING NIZAR
QABBANI'S GRAVE

The Syrian poet of love,
Nizar Qabbani,

was the first to open
the floodgates of
Arabic language

into my life.

| sought out his grave
on a visit to his land.

A labyrinth of beautifully
engraved marbled tombstones,
surrounds his resting place,

a Wahabi nightmare!

There,
in a green metal cage,
is the grave of Nizar.

Buried with his son,
His father and uncle.
A family united

even in death.
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A solemn olive tree
keeps them company.

| grasp the metal bars,
and speak a few verses of the
Holy Quran on his soul.

| close my eyes
and let my heart listen
to what it came to hear.

Rest in peace, my beautiful
Syrian poet of love,
rest in peace.

And know that your words
still live in the hearts of those
who shape the future.

The youth,
the lovers,
and the wronged.
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EX-BOUNCER

Never underestimate a single soul.
No matter how

menial their job seems

or how basic their life.

My life’s most profound lessons
have come from
an ex-bouncer from Coventry,

who emerged like a tree
from a blood-stained
concert pavement.

Today he is a writer,
as BAFTA has acknowledged.

His wisdom is as real
as an Antarctic sun
and an Arabian moon

He taught me many things.
That once | started to live
my authentic life,

love,

that left-hook,

e
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would be the only move
I'd ever need.

A man who is generous,
kind and inspiring,
has changed my life for the better.

| am honoured to say

that on my podium of heroes,
alongside prophets of God,
martyred Imames, saints,

and revolutionary poets,

is an ex-bouncer from Coventry.
A man called Geoff Thompson.

www.Geoffthompson.com
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A STUCK-UP CAT

She rests on the summit
of rubbish bins,
like a feline Queen of Sheba.

As you walk by

she looks on you

with pity.

For you have to work hard to gain
what comes to her

without effort.

What a life
this stuck-up cat must lead!
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THE FIRE OF
INSPIRATION

I stand on top

of a candlelit table
in a fancy restaurant.
Naked.

Fingers point in my direction.
People laugh, \
and stare.

My flesh feels the

sting of their ignorance.

Writers, poets
artists, and ail those who live their creativity
do this every day.

Adding the wood of their naked dreams, ’
thoughts, emotions,

ambitions,

to the fire of inspiration,

and warming the world

from the cold of forgetfulness.
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SPIKED BABY BOTTLE

No one chooses
how they begin.
But everyone can
design their end.

If you think you are hard
done by,

grew up too hard or too soft,
then act.

We are forged by the fires

of the environment

we are cast into.

But whether born
with a silver spoon

or a spiked baby bottle
in your mouth,

your life is in your hands
alone.
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TRAIN STOP

Spiritual enlightenment
beyond due measure
is blinding.

Makes a man
wear summery
Asian clothes,

in the middle

of a wintery
European city.

®
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SCATTERED

I’'m stopped in traffic,
a white four-by-four
next to me.

In the driver’s seat
a blonde mother
chit-chatting on her mobile.

Her teenage daughter

in the front passenger seat
stares into another world
beyond the window.

In the back seat,
the head of a guitar
peeks out at me,

as its ownet’s fingers
practise.

A family in one car,

with thoughts scattered
in all directions.

(s8)
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WELCOME TO A PART
OF JAFFLIAH

Lamp posts are used
to advertise bed space.

Dockyard boys, nurses, a waitress,
taxi drivers and security guards
dry their laundry.

Rubbish bins are emptied
twice a day,
but stifl manage to spill over.

Friday sermons collide,
And the Shia Mosque calls
“Ali Waliya Allah”.

The Tanzi mattam
is always busy.

The mini buses,
white and yellow,
spend the night.

Welcome to a part of Jaffliah
Welcome.

(60}
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THE IMPETUS OF
CREATIVITY

The impetus to create
calls me from the comfort
of my bed.

| walk through the dark
to my study.

My eyes adjust to the light,
and | begin to write.

Creators must follow
the creative impulse
even if it leads to the place of nowhere.
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SUMMER

Everyone runs
from summer in the Gulf,
even the camels.

If you listen carefully,
you can almost hear
the tarmac weep.
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CHEWED TIPS

Most of my poems
| write with borrowed
ballpoint pens with chewed tips.

| scribble on the back of shopping
receipts or
the covers of used tissue boxes.

The romance of writing poetry
is a lie.
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A LEVANT WEDDING

The old,
the young,
all dance.

The conservative,
the liberal,
all dance.

The Levant Arabs

know how to party.

A wedding in the Arabian Gulf,
so boring by comparison.

As | sit watching everyone
dance, | suddenly realise

’m a lot more dull
than | thought.

®
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10-SOMETHING

Whenever I'm
confined to bed
surrounded by islands
of crumpled tissue,

time seems to stretch.
No matter how many websites

or pages | work through,
it’s still 10-something.
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BINTHANEYA WALKS

The seven Emirates, he crosses.
Up a thousand towers, he rises.
the Empty Quarter, he reaches.

With each step, a new life.
With each step, a new universe.

BinThaneya walks.

www.binthaneya.com
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ME AND MURAKAMI

When | read

a Murakami novel
a part of my brain
that was asleep
awakens, stretches,
and arches its back.

| start to see and feel
life in odd detail.

| discover that there are
exactly eight steps between
our front gate

and our front door,

and that my neighbour
for seven years

has a toe missing from
his right foot.
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car door opens
spectacles fog up
summer is here
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urgent manhood
failed attempt
wife asleep
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excellent book
room darkens
cold tea
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wind blows
against abaya
| cast my eyes down
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she fixes her hijab
a glimpse
is caught
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starched khandorah
stiffly walking
ina hurry
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man walks dog
children
bark
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back from school
stranger’s sandals
by the door
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Sheikh Zayed road
flashing lights
close call
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dawn call to prayer
bed is warm
The Devil smiles
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orange overall
cycling home
brightly tired
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boxing ring
heart pounds hard *
on destiny’s door
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modern shaver
old cologne
face burns
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dog stretches
sound of keys
tail wags
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man standing
feet hidden
in cardboard box
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son returns late
" father waits”
silence spills over




female jogger
echoes of trucks
fajer athan



Safa Park
red jogging shoes
veiled lady runs
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bodybuilder
cleaning his car
pink feather duster

6 e iy



Gulf News
double whammy
triple espresso
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gardener cycles
with one arm
other arm dragging lawnmower
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the ankle of
a beautiful woman

sitting decently
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abaya struts
her belt
shouts out



brown sandals
carrying
a nation’s future
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in prayer
mind drifts
far away
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absent driver
blocked driveway
stolen time
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morning traffic light
voice of
Fairooz
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moon-gazing
feet submerged
in desert sand

Dailly (aa
5. 5aia aldl

el yaaall Jla




wedding dress
mascara runs
henna stays
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Emirates Mall
giggling hot pants
frowning Abayas
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inter-sectarian
violence
brown vs blue
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employee falls
poet
rises
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excellent movie
big scene
mobile rings
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child sleeping
pacified ...
. pulsates
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authentic self
drowning
in the sea of society

ALYl il
4d y\e

il ya (A

112



white Khandoras
blue Metro
suburban desert
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NON ENGLISH TERMS:

Abaya: Traditional black over coat worn by Arab women.
Abu Salem: The father of Salem.

Inshallah: God willing.

Sushi: Japanese delicacy made from fresh seafood.
Haiku: Japanese style of poetry.

Sudoku: Japanese number game.

Hanami: Japanese custom of enjoying the beauty of
flowers.

Wabi-Sabi: Japanese concept of aesthetics centred on
accepting transience.

Imam: The Muslim leader of prayer.

Majlis: Arabic style living room where guests are
greeted.

Aqeeq: A type of natural stone.

Rokoo: Bowing posture during Muslim prayer.

Wahabi: A puritan Islamist mind set.

Jaffliah: A neighbourhood in Dubai.

Ali Wali Allah: Shia Muslim (non compulsory) part of the
call to prayer.

Tanzai Mattam: A place where members of the
Tanzanian community in Dubai gather to celebrate and
commemorate the Prophet Mohammed and his family.
Fajer athan: The dawn call to prayer announced from
the mosque.

Hijab: Muslim head scarf.

Khandoras: Traditional Arabic robe (normally white)
worn by Gulf Arabs.

Fairooz: Famous female Arabic singer.
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Wael Al-Sayegh is a talented and
ambitious young man from the United
- A Arab Emirates. His entry into the world
‘- ‘; of literature comes from a love and
— wide experience of reading, in both
s Arabic and English. This includes
— literary writing, as well as biographies
of people from all walks of life, in the Arab world and
elsewhere. Wael is especially interested in the lives of
anyone who has walked along the road less travelled. His
work reflects influences from Arabic and Western culture,
which allows the reader to experience a creative and original
take on the subjects and ideas present in his writing. Wael's
medium is free verse, which allows space for his mind to
glide along diverse paths. Wael has published two books of
poetry in English:“A Poet’s Oud”and “| Often Wonder”."There
is an Elephant in the Majils” is his third collection, and is
published in Arabic and English.
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