
Poems for Palestine 

PÀ£ÀßqÀPÉÌ: ªÀÄªÀÄvÁ ¸ÁUÀgÀ 

 

Guide, by Ghassan Zaqtan (Palestine) 

Translated from the Arabic by Fady Joudah 

 

He pointed for us . . . 

this way. 

And disappeared 

in the wreckage of houses 

after the explosion 

his fingers in the wall-gap 

still pointing: 

this way . . . 

this way. 



UÉÊqï 

- UÀeóÁ£ï dûPÁÛ£ï,  

 

¨ÉlÄÖ ªÀiÁr vÉÆÃjzÀ £ÀªÀÄUÀªÀ£ÀÄ... 

EvÀÛ §¤ß. 

ªÀÄgÀÄ PÀëtªÉÃ ªÀÄgÉAiÀiÁV©lÖ  

PÀÄ¹zÀÄ ©zÀÝ ªÀÄ£ÉAiÀÄ CªÀ±ÉÃµÀzÀ°è 

¹rzÁUÀ ¨ÁA§Ä. 

UÉÆÃqÉ ©gÀÄQ£À°è CªÀ£À ¨ÉgÀ¼ÀÄUÀ¼ÀÄ 

CvÀÛ vÉÆÃgÀÄwÛªÉ E£ÀÆß ºÁUÉÃ: 

EvÀÛ §¤ß ... 

EvÀÛ §¤ß ... 



Pillow, by Ghassan Zaqtan (Palestine) 

Translated from the Arabic by Fady Joudah 

 

Is there still time 

to tell her, 

Mother, 

good evening, 

I've come back 

with a bullet in my heart 

There is my pillow 

I want to lie down 

and rest. 

If the war 

ever comes knocking, 

tell them: he's taking 

his rest. 



¢A§Ä 

- UÀeóÁ£ï dûPÁÛ£ï,  

 

E£ÀÆß ¸ÀªÀÄ0iÀÄ«zÉ0iÀiÁ 

CªÀ½UÉ ºÉÃ¼ÉÆÃzÀPÉÌ:  

‘CªÀÄä,  

ªÀÄgÀ½ §A¢zÉÝÃ£É 

JzÉ0iÉÆ¼ÀUÉÆAzÀÄ ¹Ã¸ÀzÀ UÀÄAqÀÄ £ÉnÖPÉÆAqÀÄ 

C°èzÉ £À£Àß ¢A§Ä 

zÀtÂ¢zÉÝÃ£É,  

ªÀÄ®V ¤zÉÝªÀiÁqÀÄvÉÛÃ£É. 

0iÀÄÄzÀÞ §AzÀgÉ ªÀÄvÉÛ 

vÀnÖzÀgÉ ¨ÁV®Ä, ºÉÃ½©qÀÄ 

zÀtÂªÁj¹PÉÆ¼ÀÄîwÛzÁÝ£ÉAzÀÄ’. 

 



Lead  

(on the occasion of “Operation Cast Lead”, January 2009) 

 

They come out from under the table, gather  

a few clothes, a few extra oranges, carry  

their boy with the headless bear in his hand, leave  

toward the shelter of their hut in the field, are wounded  

by the burning fragments of glass  

exploded from the dead mosque.  

She comes out of the cotton-like smoke, her  

husband’s silence echoing behind her veil, covered  

in dust turning soft and green, the blood  

of her son burns on the cold of the sheet,  

with no strength to cry, nor to open his mouth  

in the overflowing corridor of the hospital.  

Such a waste of time, such a waste of life  

such a waste of pity relentlessly postponed,  

from the open skies, from the breadth of the bay  

bombs of lead from a long-threaded lottery,  

a futile battle where revenge awaits not:  

smoke within smoke, stains upon stains  

 

 

 



¹Ã¸ÀzÀ ¨ÁA§ÄUÀ¼ÀÄ 
 
CªÀgÀÄ mÉÃ§°è£Àr¬ÄAzÀ ºÉÆgÀ§gÀÄvÁÛgÉ, ¨ÁaPÉÆAqÀgÀÄ  

MAzÀµÀÄÖ §mÉÖ ಬರೆ, MAzÉgÀqÀÄ ºÉZÀÄÑ QvÀÛ¼É ºÀtÄÚUÀ¼ÀÄ, vÀ¯É QvÀÛ 

PÀgÀr UÉÆA¨Éಯ PÉÊ°è »rzÀ ಕೂಸ£Àß UÀ§PÀÌ£É CªÀaPÉÆAqÀÄ,  
UÀzÉÝAiÀÄ vÀªÀÄä UÀÄr¹®vÀÛ ºÉÆgÀnzÁÝgÉ. ªÀÄÄjzÀÄ ©zÀÝ  

ªÀÄ¹Ã¢¬ÄAzÀ ¹rzÀ GjªÀ UÁf£À ZÀÆgÀÄUÀ½Aದ಺ದ UÁAiÀÄ. 
  
ºÀwÛAiÀÄ ºÁUÉ ºÀgÀrzÀ ºÉÆUÉ¬ÄAzÀ ºÉÆgÀ§gÀÄvÁÛ¼É CªÀ¼ÀÄ. ¥ÀæwzsÀé¤¸ÀÄwÛzÉ 

UÀAqÀ£À ªÀiË£À CªÀ¼À ¸ÉgÀಗ ªÀÄgÉ¬ÄAzÀ,  

zsÀÆ¼ÀÄ, ªÀÄA¥ÀgÀÄ ªÀÄA¥Àರ಺ಗಿ ಪ಺ಚಿಗಟ್ಟುತ್ತಿದೆ 
GjAiÀÄÄvÀÛzÉ CªÀ¼À ªÀÄUÀ£À gÀPÀÛ vÀtÚ£ÉAiÀÄ ²Ãn£À ªÉÄÃ¯É, 
C¼À®Æ vÁæt«®èzÉ ¨Á¬ÄâqÀ®Æ DUÀzÉ 
vÀÄA© vÀÄ¼ÀÄPÀÄwÛgÀÄªÀ D¸ÀàvÉæAiÀÄAUÀ¼ÀzÀ°è. 
 
JAxÁ ¥ÉÇÃ®Ä, ¸ÀªÀÄAiÀÄ, §zÀÄPÀÄ,  

ªÀÄÄAzÀÆrzÀ PÀgÀÄuÉ PÀPÁèwUÀ¼ÀÄ ಕೆಲಸಕೆಕೇ ಬ಺ರದವು 
vÉgÉzÀ DPÁ±À¢AzÀ, ©jzÀ PÉÆ°èUÀ½AzÀ 

zsÀqÀ zsÀr¹ ¹Ã¸ÀzÀ ¨ÁA§ÄUÀ¼À ¸ÀjtÂ ಲ಺ಟ್ರಿ ಹತ್ತಿದಹ಺ಗೆ 
¸ÉÃrUÀÆ JqÉUÉÆqÀzÀ ¸ÀÄ¼ÉîÃ AiÀÄÄzÀÞ  
ºÉÆUÉAiÉÆ¼ÀUÁqÀÄªÀ ºÉÆUÉ, PÀ¼ÀAPÀzÉÆ¼ÀUÀµÀÄÖ PÀ¼ÀAPÀ.  
 

PÀ£ÀßqÀPÉÌ: ªÀÄªÀÄvÁ ¸ÁUÀgï 
Kannada version of LEAD a poem by Antoine Cassar(Malta).  
Translated by Mamta Sagar(India) 



Airport 

 

The airport. Boy leaps 

over the customs checkpoint. 

He knows no borders. 

 

 

«ªÀiÁ£À ¤¯ÁÝt  

- DAvÀÄªÁ£ï R¸Áìgï (PÀ£ÀßqÀPÉÌ: ªÀÄªÀÄvÁ ¸ÁUÀgÀ) 
 

«ªÀiÁ£À ¤¯ÁÝt. PÀ¸ÀÖ«Äì£À ¸ÀgÀºÀzÀÝ£Àß 

fVAiÀÄÄvÁÛ£É ºÀÄqÀÄUÀ.  

CªÀ¤UÉ UÀrUÀ½®è. 



 
And  
For no reason  
I start skipping like a child.  
 
And  
For no reason  
I turn into a leaf  
That is carried so high  
I kiss the sun's mouth  
And dissolve.  
 
And  
For no reason  
A thousand birds  
Choose my head for a conference table,  
Start passing their  
Cups of wine  
And their wild songbooks all around.  
 
And  
For every reason in existence  
I begin to eternally,  
To eternally laugh and love!  
 
When I turn into a leaf  
And start dancing,  
I run to kiss our beautiful Friend  
And I dissolve in the Truth  
That I Am. 
 
- HAFEZ  



¸ÀÄªÀÄä ¸ÀÄªÀÄä£É 
 
¸ÀÄªÀÄä ¸ÀÄªÀÄä£É £Á£ÀÄ 
¥ÀÅlÖ ºÀÄqÀÄV0iÀÄ ºÁUÉ ºÀUÀÎªÁqÀÄvÉÛÃ£É fVfVzÀÄ. 
 
¸ÀÄªÀÄä ¸ÀÄªÀÄä£É £Á£ÀÄ 
DPÁ±ÀzÉvÀÛgÀPÀÆÌ ºÁj¹PÉÆAqÀÄ ºÉÆÃzÀ J¯É0iÉÆAzÁV 
¸ÀÆ0iÀÄð¤UÉ ªÀÄÄwÛlÄÖ PÀgÀVºÉÆÃUÀÄvÉÛÃ£É. 
 
¸ÀÄªÀÄä ¸ÀÄªÀÄä£É  
¸Á«gÀ ºÀQÌUÀ¼ÀÄ vÀAUÀÄvÀÛªÉ  
£À£Àß vÀ¯ÉªÉÄÃ¯É ºÀgÀmÉ PÉÆZÀÄÑªÀ vÁt ºÀÄqÀÄQPÉÆAqÀÄ. 
vÀªÀÄä ªÉÊ¤£À UÁè¸ÀÄUÀ¼À QtÂ QtÂ¸ÀÄvÀÛ  
¸ÉéÃZÉÒ0iÀÄ ºÁqÀÄUÀ¼À ºÉÆwÛUÉ0iÀÄ ºÀAZÀÄvÀÛªÉ. 
 
F C¹ÛvÀézÀ PÁgÀtUÀ¼À DgÀA s̈ÀPÉÌ  
CAvÀå«®èªÉAzÀÄ ¤gÀAvÀgÀ¼ÁV, 
¤gÀAvÀgÀªÁV £ÀUÀÄ£ÀUÀÄvÀ 
£À°0iÀÄÄvÉÛÃ£É M®ªÀ G°0iÀÄÄvÉÛÃ£É! 
 
£Á£ÉÆAzÀÄ J¯É0iÀiÁV 
VgÀVgÀ£É wgÀÄUÀÄvÀÛ 
£À£ÉÆß®ªÀ ªÀÄÄwÛqÀ®Ä NqÀÄvÉÛÃ£É. 
PÀgÀV©qÀÄvÉÛÃ£É  
£À£Àß¹ÛvÀézÀ ¤dzÀ ¢lzÉÆ¼ÀUÉ. 
 
   
   - ºÀ¦üûÃeóï 
   (PÀ£ÀßqÀPÉÌ: ªÀÄªÀÄvÁ ¸ÁUÀgÀ) 



 



 


