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“∞uB®ªA ≈ø eÃßÀ  Promises from the Storm 

j®q :sÕÀie eÃ¿ä  Poem: Mahmoud Darwish 
’Bƒ´À ”¥ŒmÃø :“∞Œºa ΩŒmjø  Music & song: Marcel Khalife 

��ðhÀ@îEÃ�¹.�. So let it be . . . 

��j6B6א��^�¥��·��l��óWï��t I must refuse death 

�M>
 and burn the tear of the songs that press ahead �¹·�א�³Y�a�£�א�KEC�T�א�Yא

�M>oאZא��·j8=א��f��h��·j��Zא��Y�
�»úY
�¹ and denude the olive tree of the fake branches 

ð¡Y>A��lóC���NC��א¤I� For if I used to sing for joy 

ÃM>oK%א�·jE<א��·K>���cA� behind the fearful eyelids 

�M>qK<א��ó·w� then it's because the storm 

�XE�C��Ø�W
¹�.�.��W�W���KåG�¹ promised me wine .... and new toasts 

�¡Z��§אj�G�¹ and rainbows 

�M>qK<א��·T¹ and because the storm 

��WEAא���Ð�K8<א���jq�N�C� swept the voice of the doltish sparrows 

��¥K<�� and the artificial branches ¹א�=j8·�א&

�M>א�jא��א�Y�7א��­¹X��h
 from the trunks of the standing trees 

�h@E�¹.�.  So let it be... 

�MC�WB6א��¡Y��K��،�e��،�k�K����·��l��W��t I must be proud of you, wound of the city 

�MC�Z$א�KCE�KE��í�³Y��M�j��N�� You are a bolt of lightning  in our sad nights 

�lD�¹�í�­¥K7א��[�<� the street scowls in my face 

�MCE=9א��א�Y;�¹�f;א��h��ØEB��� So protect me from the shadow & glances of hatred 

�¡Y>A��Ø�G	 I will sing for joy 

�M>oK%א�·jE<א��·K>���cA� behind fearful eyelids 

í�،�N���XC��M>qK<א��،�»£u�� Since the storm arose in my country, 

،�XE�C��Ø�W
¹ �¡Z��§אj�G�¹ it has promised me wine, and rainbows. 
  
  
  


