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Another Birth
Ahmad Karimi Hakkak

All my being is a dark verse

making you new in itself

carrying you to the dawn

of perpetual growth and budding.

In this verse | have breathed you out, ah
in this verse | have grafted you

to the tree, to the water, to the fire.

Life is perhaps
a long street where a woman passes daily
holding a basket
life is perhaps
a rope with which a man hangs himself
from a branch
life is perhaps
a child returning home from school.

Life is perhaps lighting a cigarette

in the languid moment between two love-makings.
or the dazed look of one passerby

tipping his hat to another

saying good morning with an absent smile.

Life is perhaps that closed moment

when my glance destroys itself in the pupil of your eyes
and in this lies a sense, which I shall mingle

with fathoming the moon

with perceiving the dark.

In a room

the size of loneliness

my heart,

the size of love

contemplates its simple pretexts for happiness
the beautiful wilting of flowers in the vase
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The sapling you planted in our garden
and the canaries’ song who sing
the size of a window

Ah...

this is my lot

this is my lot

my lot

is a sky concealed from me

by the hanging of a curtain

my lot is descending a deserted stairway

and union with something dismembered and decayed.
My lot is a sad walk in the garden of memories
and dying in despair of the voice

that tells me:

“I love

your hands.”

| plant my hands in the garden

I will sprout, | know, I know, I know,
and the swallows will lay their eggs

in the hollow of my ink-stained hands.

I will hang over my ears
pendants of twin cherries
and stick dahlia petals on my fingernails.

There is an alley

where the boys who were in love with me

with their disheveled hair, long necks and thin legs
still think of the innocent smiles

of the little girl

blown away one night by the wind.

There is an alley
my heart has stolen
from my childhood streets.
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The journey of a mass through linear time
and with a mass

impregnating the barren line of time

a mass of conscious imagery

returning from the feast of a mirror.

And thus it is
that one dies
and another stays.

No diver will gather pearls
in a narrow brook
emptying into a swamp.

I know

a sad little fairy

whose home is in an ocean

and who softly, softly

pours her heart out into a flute,

a sad little fairy who dies at night with a kiss
to be reborn at dawn with a kiss.



