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I have so many tales I want to share, 
words I want to speak, 
My tongue is tied in language, where language is halved in parts. 
 
My own story born from the half pomegranate of my mother,  
from the left breast of the ghouleh my father did feed, 
And my name is hard for me to speak. 
yet you say it for me, 
every day, 
for the last ten thousand years. 
 
Ya Rawiyeh (storyteller, thirst-quencher, soothsayer),  
believe me when I tell you.  
 
the bird spring 
I am only a bird of this tale. 
Now, in your hands, the tale I do place. 
 
walking amdist anemones. 
In childhood, we passed our days  
curled up in your arms.  
You were my favourite story, 
she begins. 
 
The story of ‘Ein, 
the place where we meet. 
I still carry you in my mouth, 
like sugar on the surface of my tongue. 
 
ways of remembering 
The place where we meet is inside this story. 
I carry you across the stream; I am the stream – I carry you in my hand without looking  
your face, your archive 
Born as half-child, banished, I travel far,  
only to return to you 



possessed, 
now as I am.  
 
Once, there was 
a girl; she was all there was, 
a girl. 
Not drifting, not begging, not sitting or standing. 
Behind these memories are more memories to come. 
In which direction are you standing? 
 
draw water 
Behind these memories, an eye, a spring, a source of spirit, spirit with an ‘e’, 
source with a ‘w’. 
 
half goat, half man 
Behind these memories, an eye 
that is a spring, 
which leads you to here (without an e), 
and to there.  
 
Turn your head. Look! 
Time is behind you. Whisper, ‘Come!’ 
You disappear into the water, and you become myth. 
 
one arm  
These stones rest upon your arm, 
move across this body,  
carrying three times her weight – descendants of multiple histories, 
you are, you are… 
You are girl, 
playing under trees with boys and guns watching. 
Your form is permanent despite the consonants that mark your back and move across your 
body. 
No name, no name thieves you away.  
 
 
caught in my throat 
The bride spirits are almost always described as having a majestic stature and a charming form.  

I saw two of them sitting side by side. They appeared to me to be guarding the path, their 
eyebrows drawn in permanence.  



Peace be upon you, I said to them. Peace be upon you, they said to me.  

In some waters, an inhabiting spirit tells the future.  

It is easy. 

Listen, I will do it: 

Tomorrow you will have blue skies and the day after rain. Your sons will marry and move on, 
and your daughters will name their children after you.  

They name their children after you, 

half of you. 

Solwannah 
She sees faces in the shadows. 
Who is she? 
She is me. 
I am Rawiyeh (storyteller, soothsayer). 
I am Siqayyeh; water comes from me. 
And in Ibn Zafar’s twelfth century, I am Solwannah. 
Drink from me Trust in God if your half is filled with sorrow, your half be filled with song. 
Drink from me, and find comfort. 
Silwan. 
 
 
 
the chorus in my head (and a jericho rose) 
I live in the first place in the interior of the earth, and from here I come out. 
  
We live in the first place in the interior of the earth, and from here we come out. 
  
We come from the other world and therefore you meet us generally in places which have a 
direct connection with hidden regions:  
trees whose roots go down into the interior of the earth  
cracks, caves, springs, and wells. 
The most important conditions for us to possess you 
are the following – each one alone suffices to attract us: 
Loneliness, desertedness, darkness, cracks, caves, canals, and trees. 
I love deserted places, and a thicket of trees, 
where the rays of the sun do not penetrate, 
where the rays of the sun do not penetrate. 



One shell whispered to another, 
the cure is inside me. 
Inside. 
Despite the hollow that may be,  
I am not what you see. 
What do you see? 
I am long, curved, and rectangular. 
And so am I. 
Invisible. 
And so am I. 
Fragile. 
Yes. 
I am what remains. 
Yes. 
I am as well. 
I am not yours. 
I am you, 
and so am I. 
 
 
sky full of sparrow 
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