ﺃ َﻳﻈﹸﻦ؟
ﻧﺰﺍﺭ ﻗﺒﺎﱐ

ﺃﻳـﻈـﻦ ﺃﻧـﻲ ﻟﻌﺒﺔ ﺑﻴﺪﻳـﻪ
ﺃﻧﺎ ﻻﺃﻓﻜﺮ ﰲ ﺍﻟﺮﺟﻮﻉ ﺇﻟﻴﻪ
ﺍﻟﻴﻮﻡ ﻋﺎﺩ ﻛﺄﻥ ﺷﻴﺌﹰﺎ ﱂ ﻳﻜﻦ
ﻭﺑﺮﺍﺀﺓ ﺍﻷﻃﻔﺎﻝ ﰲ ﻋﻴﻨﻴﻪ
ﻟﻴﻘﻮﻝ ﱄ ﺇﱐ ﺭﻓﻴﻘﺔ ﺩﺭﺑﻪ
ﻭﺑﺄﻧﲏ ﺍﳊﺐ ﺍﻟﻮﺣﻴﺪ ﻟﺪﻳـﻪ
ﲪﻞ ﺍﻟﺰﻫﻮﺭ ﺇﻟـ ﱠﻲ ﻛﻴﻒ ﺃﺭﺩﻩ
ﻱ ﻣﺮﺳﻮﻡ ﻋﻠﻲ ﺷﻔﺘﻴﻪ
َ ﻭﺻﺒﺎ
ﻣﺎ ﻋﺪﺕ ﺃﺫﻛﺮ ﻭﺍﳊﺮﺍﺋﻖ ﰲ ﺩﻣﻲ
ﻛﻴﻒ ﺍﻟﺘﺠﺄﺕ ﺃﻧﺎ ﺇﱄ ﺯﻧﺪﻳﻪ
ﺧﺒﺄﺕ ﺭﺃﺳﻲ ﻋﻨﺪﻩ ﻭﻛﺄﻧﲏ
ﻃﻔﻞ ﺃﻋﺎﺩﻭﻩ ﺇﱄ ﺍﺑﻮﻳﻪ
ﺣﱴ ﻓﺴﺎﺗﻴﲏ ﺍﻟﱵ ﺃﳘﻠﺘﻬﺎ
ﻓﺮﺣﺖ ﺑﻪ ﺭﻗﺼﺖ ﻋﻠﻲ ﻗﺪﻣﻴﻪ
ﺳﺎﳏﺘﻪ ﻭﺳﺄﻟﺖ ﻋﻦ ﺃﺧﺒﺎﺭﻩ
ﺕ ﻋﻠﻲ ﻛﺘﻔﻴﻪ
ٍ ﻭﺑﻜﻴﺖ ﺳﺎﻋﺎ
ﻭﺑﺪﻭﻥ ﺃﻥ ﺃﺩﺭﻱ ﺗﺮﻛﺖ ﻟﻪ ﻳﺪﻱ
ﻟﺘﻨﺎﻡ ﻛﺎﻟﻌﺼﻔﻮﺭ ﺑﲔ ﻳﺪﻳﻪ
ﻭﻧﺴﻴﺖ ﺣﻘﺪﻱ ﻛﻠﻪ ﰲ ﳊﻈﺔ
ﻣﻦ ﻗﺎﻝ ﺇﱐ ﻗﺪ ﺣﻘﺪﺕ ﻋﻠﻴﻪ
ﻛﻢ ﻗﻠﺖ ﺇﱐ ﻏﲑ ﻋﺎﺋﺪﺓ ﻟﻪ
ﻭﺭﺟﻌﺖ ﻣﺎ ﺃﺣﻠﻰ ﺍﻟﺮﺟﻮﻉ ﺇﻟﻴﻪ

٢
Does He Think I'm a Plaything?
Nizar Qabbani
Does he think I'm a plaything in his hands?
I won't even think of returning to him!
Today he came back as if nothing happened
a child's innocence in his eyes
to tell me that I was his life's companion
and that I was his only love
He brought flowers to me--how can I refuse him,
when my longing is drawn upon his lips?
I no longer remember with fires burning in my blood.
How I took refuge in his embrace
I hid my head in it as if I was
a child returned to his parents
Even my dress which I had ignored
became happy and danced on his feet
I forgave him and asked him how he was
And I cried for hours on his shoulder
Without knowing I let my hand
rest like a sparrow in his hands
and I forgot my all my hatred in a moment
Whoever said that I hated him?
How often I've said that I am not going back to him,
and yet I've returned--how sweet is that return

