


Poems of War and Hope
from the
“Yemen in Conflict” Project

[ ] ! P
L‘-a'_"l_ Q
LB -
4

i P%&d UNIVERSITY OF 2 l“ ] ‘\i ﬁ._" Wy 4 hy
e Poscival” & LIVERPOOL T | Eduto‘r‘%‘.“ﬂgmlﬂah}aDarﬁmag, al

Arts Festival UNIVERSITY OF LEED

i -‘:'. 2.. 3 / . * v'
g ) ~ 0
O, i

¢
- -
o F.

2 X

t o ~ . '7 ‘\( g =3
7 p TN —— ae

Pt , g3

er Qassim gnd, AV,

,'. i &4 T y P VS ,,.(, "\‘( /-’ \ 't i

- '3 - Deryn-Rees-Jones . © k7
- 5 ‘

. ' o N
'l\.-.,; B

2.

4



Tomorrow Will Shine
Poems of War and Hope from the
“Yemen in Conflict” Project

e h“ ,,&.
“Oadl g pall” & 5 e Gaua JaY1 s coyall (e il

Editors: Hamdan Dammag, Taher Qassim and
Deryn Rees-Jones

ISBN: 978-1-3999-2917-2

Published July 2022

. K44 UNIVERSITY OF f
Liverpool Arab & n
LHUHUF Arts Festival &7 LIVERPOOL UNIVERSITY OF LEEDS

Preface

The poems in this book were written in response to a series of work-
shops co-ordinated by the Liverpool Arab Arts festival and prompt-
ed by work done in association with the Universities of Liverpool and
Leeds, and funded initially by the British Academy, and later Arts
Council England. The project began with a desire by Janet Watson to
help preserve and archive the oral poetries and stories which are so
much a part of Yemeni culture, and which were rapidly coming under
threat due to the war in Yemen.

To extend the way in which communities in the UK could reflect on
their experiences of the current conflict, poetry workshops were held
in Sheffield, Liverpool, Cardiff and Birmingham. The first workshops
proved very cathartic to many participants and their feedback was tes-
timony to this emotionally charged experience. The workshops also
created high expectations and generated ideas for future initiatives
such as theatre, storytelling, film and song. Later, as the pandemic hit,
further workshops were organised online. They were hosted variously
by poets Amina Atig, Maliha Al-Asaadi, Maysoon Aleryani, Anthony
Anaxagorou, Amerah Saleh, Hamdan Dammag, and Stephen Sexton,
who brought new dimensions to the writing and activities that had
already gained momentum.

New poems that came out of these workshops speak of the trauma of
war, the unreality of devastated communities, or the parallel universes
their writers might inhabit because of those experiences, even when
they have found a place of relative safety. Importantly these work-
shops were keen to support women participants whose work is richly
represented in this book.

How we endure, what it means to endure, to bear witness and to speak
of experiences that frequently are felt unheard by the rest of world, are
some of the issues at the centre of this collection. To be heard, and
to have what we say held by those who have not seen what we have
seen, or know what we know, opens up a space in which transforma-
tions might take place. Poetry’s work — to reframe, to challenge, to
memorialise -- allows us to see all possible worlds anew.



The poems here speak of many pains, and the devasting interruptions
of possible joys, with fury and with poignancy by turn. By engaging
participants from different backgrounds, ages and genders, this
project and its workshops are an example of where arts and culture
-- poetry in this case -- can play a positive role in healing the wounds
and advocating for peace.

Hamdan Dammag, Taher Qassim and Deryn Rees-Jones
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Give Me a Homeland!
Maliha Al-Assadi

There is not enough space in the heart for another wound,
Or heartbreak or defeat!

My heart is full of affection

Old in grief

It does not seek love's intimate discourse.
It does not forget,

But

It becomes overwhelmed by clouds.

O lament of doves!

Extend my heartache

In addition to my pain.

Try an inflaming eye

Whose mad sail wanders in my pulse

And hand over my obsession to love,

To the passersby,

To the futility, freed from the tumbling fragments
Of a voice

That was hung in the pierced dew of the homeland,
Of incessant talk.

Extend my heartache
Which consoles me
And casts stormy wanderings in my mawwal songs.

Give me homeland

Singing in the emptiness of the soul
Stoking the longing for stacked heaps.
Give me homeland

That trims what is remaining

From my wreckage.

Extracting my veins

From the lure of crowds.
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It is a New Year
Abdel Hakim Al-Qazi

Between the strings of the poem,
And with the songs of a festival

And on the footsteps

A future shows itself with clarity.

As year succeeds to year

Witnessing the stubborn heart

And the bewildered desires

In the remote empty space

And the wandering hopes

Between what is sweet and what is happy
If only | knew.

Woe unto my heart for what it wants.

* * %

Here you are, a soul lost

In a drowsy sky

Among the ghosts of human beings
Its beat is a gentle touch

Where is my homeland?

Overcome by the evil beast

In deep wounds it fell

Rebellious, free, unbound

* k%

Oh my companions, today, let’s go.
Let’s play the only song,

The song of God'’s love

The sure bringer of blessings.

With prayers chanting

Our dawn is a new dawn.

Our spirit is a new homeland.

Its pulse is a blessed Yemen.

It is a new year.

It is a new year.
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A Hurricane of Rhymes
Yousef Alshamiri

The Arab nations became powerless

To support those who revolted against the aggression
The lions have turned a blind eye to the hyenas

Who kill and defile honour

There is nothing left but the shriek of rhymes

And the roaring of thoughts

Oh my pen, write words and poems

Poems inspired by the blood of revolutionists
Poems coloured with red,

With fire

Inflame them all over with defiance

The gasps of dying martyr

With God’s help, will become whirlwinds
And hurricanes

That uproot the evils’ hearts and souls

Oh my pen, do write

For you are my sharp sword now

Oh my pen, do write until peace comes
Or, without it, together we die

Or reach extinction

19
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Ll Sligh b Of her jewels
. 2 And they cut her nails.
ol Jla S G ol She couldn't scratch
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DIl an (g Blad alal Of her children'’s hair.
ledaws slaall o5l They slit through her wrists
B And used her veins as rope
il LGJ’—J" Tied it around her neck
C A And pulled her head to the ground.
JU‘QW = Pride burned through her veins
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Rivers that gushed from mothers’ eyes,
And she drowned.

And then the drums

Of the screams on the streets
Hit her ears.

And she woke

As the skipping rope

Of a little girl

Swinging all her energy
Around the young women,
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Fuelling her next rebels,
And then suddenly she evaporated
Along with the bones of her rebels.

And she woke

As the rattle toy

Clamped in a baby’s hand.
She danced her fury

Through the little beads that spun,
Letting the child inhale

The energy of her anger,

So that he could grow

And get her body back.

But the rattle drowned

Along with every opportunity
For a Yemeni child.

And she woke,
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«liidl) Jsa Leiila = 50 The Bric-a-brac of the Battle

Lales (ppantil L@JJJAM duu Maysoon Aleryani
O paiall ?LL“‘ G A WS What happens when you kill a flower
. T 5.5 il because you did not find someone to give you two eyes?
‘déqug":.. . ~'. ]S

There are rusty soldiers

el spall 5 AN ady e who were defeated by battles

and they were rarely led by the chant of their leaders.

Jladily ol A child in the café says: “Uncle,
lenae d8la (Bditg Jakall &S i give me your helmet
LA dua Lo ¢ gai] and a bullet.”
AN .
L u‘j)u ?’ﬂ‘ ‘{ﬁ The "boogeyman” put my chicken in the tub.
(e Jilal da i S i It washed me after playing.
My mom cried, and my sisters
cclagying when | didn’t cry
JaYIK 5 yall oda (Sl and | didn’t have hands.
A 5 el e c‘}ﬂ‘ JS (Sa s i _
it L@—" Ca ] \A_)s;j There are vicious, rogue soldiers

who do not know their enemy,

catching time,

and buying masks.

It happens that a child wakes up at dawn:
he goes out to buy music and asks,

“Oh uncle,

Would you catch me a bird?”

Half of the music is at the heart,

the other half of the heart is in the sky.

Life is not bad

for a young soldier.

He failed to become a doctor.

His father drove him to the hill and told him,

“We failed to give your woman new shoes.”
Swords unlock locked dreams
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ending with “Only God knows.”
Only the gloomy in the war tempting
the graves to triumph.
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On my Desperate Pain
Ahmed Alkholaidi

In desperate pain

| rose up to forget

| tried to forget

But | couldn’t

Death surrounds me
And the voice of life
Misleads me

I live long

But | have never lived

I'm tired, | can't speak

The smoke of life passes over my face

Takes my sight away

The groan of the dying man, the sound of bullets
Have deprived me of hearing

My feelings passed by the rock of the moment
Like the beat of sickening time

Immersed in an inferno of danger

* k% %

I'm tired, | can't speak

Running in the depths of this vastness
Non stop

My shadow quakes

| fear silence

Submerged with the dust of worries

| have lost my composure

The journey of youth

O oppression

Say to those who pour the scalding water

29



Over our heads

Who stitch the face of politics

With blood and terror

| will curse you one by one

| have nothing but this struggle

Whenever | open my eyes I'll curse you
Whenever the morning comes, and the darkness falls
I will curse you

Whenever nostalgia passes through my heart
I will curse you, | will do forever

You, who condemned us

To this limbo
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To Yemen All The Wishes

Salim Alshaayee

| have gathered up my best regards, to send them to you
And the solemnities of love, from the depths of my heart.

| dedicate this to all my fellow countrymen,
Sons of beloved Yemen, kin of mine.

| greet you with my absolute love,
And when my eyes see you my life is joyful

Today in our exile we meet,
Like wandering bees abhorring the hives

Yet Yemen's blood is flowing in us still
And the yearning for her is a flame within

For her | wished always the best
Yet | fear she will face only death

| have wished for a time when
| will see my country virtuous and prosperous

| wanted advance and dignity for her,
And goodness that matches her generosity

And the fruits of a half-century revolution
Were they gained by the citizens, | wondered

Have any of them found comfort
With no afflictions, nor calamities?

Does the future promise a modest education
By which students are not being victims?

Will her wealth be passionately given
To the famished and the naked?

33



Or is it exclusively taken

To those who command and forbid on the ground?

Will there be faith, security

And a people of conscience and goodwill?

Let it be or they would supress my ambitions

As they did with Sheikh Thulaya!

| convey this vision of mine to you

For you are the most attentive listeners

There is piracy in my country

That neglected all values and doctrines

| have the right to wage a war on it,

To raise all kinds of resistance against it,

Yet my kin, community and country
| will never be your foe

| ask God to watch over my country
And bless its people with bounties

A thousand greetings from me to you

And the heights of love from the depths of my heart
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In my dream
Ali Alsowrqi

| dreamt of a poem

Seeking asylum in the open,

There, under the wings of heaven

Looking for the summit of the rich people
Above the waves of sands

Displaced with no shelter

A poem destined to death

Looking for itself

And forever seduced by decease

Looking for a palm tree that masters eloquence
Drenched in blood between yes and no
Looking for the Arab nation

Abused, from the oil fields to the barefoot camps,
Looking for a loaf that disappeared,

For a narrow sidewalk for the poor,

For a weeping home

Whose roof has cracked and collapsed
Everyone in the neighbourhood died

Except for a child who disappeared

Death screamed

And silence hastened the moaning

Looking for a displaced homeland under the darkness
Playing the melody of war

Dancing without feet

Starvation is its blanket in the morning,
Ignorance is in the evening

Looking for a half homeland soaked in blood
Its dignity was slain

And after all, I... the poem... and my homeland
Are just strangers.
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Tears
Khaled Alshameri

A child, severed limbs, notebooks, a bloody schoolbag
The rubble of a school destroyed by shelling, twenty of his classmates
dead.

A thousand metres away, a house where someone asks about him and
his echoes,

Empty but for a grieving mother seeking comfort as she grieves,
Raising hands to heaven and letting down tears, blaming God for his
fate

Saying: what was my child’s sin? Was | not ready to sacrifice myself for
him?

Indeed, her words of mourning are sadder than the verses of any
poem.

Mother, do not mourn your child.

He has passed on to paradise, his final abode,
Asleep, free from war and rockets.

No longer will he be sad or terrified of his fate.
Mother, do not mourn your child.

Mother, what meaning do life and dignity have

When children scavange from rubbish skips,

When the weak are slaughtered to satisfy satanic power?
If this is life, mother, then let the Day of Judgement come!
For death, mother, is more merciful to the poor and weak.
Mother, do not mourn your child.

Mother, destruction has swooped down and night besieged the day.
The earth laments its own demise, and death stares in children’s faces.
The martyrs’ caravans have not bid farewell to their homeland.

Death, mother, bludgeons old and young alike.

Mother, do not mourn your child.
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Mother, when you put the child in his winding sheets &}Ad

Know that the limbs of our country have been wrapped up there, too, NIRE
A country we call Yemen, @ alla
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Crossroads
Belgis Mohammed Alwan

She used to live here

Until that moment,

When death decided brutally

To start his parade.

Out of four children only a ponytail left for her
And a child with a leg and a half.

As she was picking up the remains of her children
She was counting the sorrows,

And archiving the rubble of disappointments.
She didn't live in heaven

Nor was her life a paradise, or blissful,
Nothing out of the ordinary.

But it was life,

A life without intimidation,

Without a savage death,

For death, himself, was gentler,

He wouldn't cut a leg or slay a child.

She got lost... sunk... disappeared

But at a moment of crossroads

The voice of life has pulled her out from sadness.
In that moment she spreads her soul like wings, ever expanding.
She turns her sorrows into love and peace
Emptying herself of tons of pain.

She has buried all the tears of the past,

Planted basil on the gravestones of those souls
And for the sake of the child with a leg and a half
She sowed wheat and dew,

Kept on walking,

Pain in her depths,

And on the horizon

Sun, rain, and olive branches.
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Golden Eagle
Amina Atiq

I'm a dark horse
beating down the door somewhere childhood
escaped, the streets etching three syllables of my name

beneath the old city of Bab Al-Yemen.

A woman dressed in black found me shackled to the gates.
It was my mother, chewing on her ruby passport.

It's time to leave.

Goodbyes passed the Northern valleys

greeted the Southern blue waters unlocking

the fishermen’s Red Sea-

colony crown reeked of death

buried in my foreign blood, martyrs will meet life
justice will dance on the heads of snakes.

It turned cold quickly, over the Mediterranean.

This Yemeni girl sings British anthems
between her terrace walls, | lost a part of me.

| forgot the taste of my mother’s milk
with her nipple gritted between my teeth.

| taught my mother how to speak English
translating her hospital letters, cold is eating her bones.

| skipped school to escape the scouse boys

lurking at bus stops who sing riddles
of camels, curry and Bin Laden headlines.
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A heartbreak worth to be torn
between two homes if my racist neighbour and this dress fits
perfectly.

daydreams our women in two-piece sets golden
headbands white polished toes

in the sand? | deserve my honour.

| lost a part of me in this dining room
learning to use a knife and fork.

We don't eat Sunday roast fish and chips
porky pie or go to the pubs

| like my fingers in my food, coffee before | sleep.

| lost a part of me in this corner shop

grandad left selling Mokha

beans broken dreams broken biscuits for a half a penny.

Why here, why here?

This Yemeni girl sings British anthems British bombs
between her terrace walls she wears home

and this dress fits perfectly.
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He Has Grown Old

Hamdan Dammag

In a stolen teardrop of time

He grew old.

And the camphor tree in front of his house
Grew old.

As did the butterflies which coloured his dreams

And the beating of the heart which accompanied his sorrow
And the letters that lit-up the galaxies for him

They grew old.

The silence of defeats, the groaning of ruins,
All his cuts and victories

The gashes his hands had patched

They grew old.

The secrets... the memories that the folk songs wove
The eye which had been full with stars

The unblemished hand whose palm had once
Watered the stones of drought

They all grew old.

His words surrendered to the creatures and to dust

Breaking down the penultimate splendours of his thought

His lungs - when they respire - no longer sketch playgrounds for the
orphans

And his ears no longer hear the whisper of streams

Or the dance of the lone grass on the hilltops...

He grew old

The roof of his days has cracked open,
His walls given in to the rising floods
Then...

He leant into the lightning he once was
Then...
He grew old.
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As Winter Arrives
Shadia Mohamed Hamood

And as the winter arrives,

Caressing those old bones in the tents

And bonding that pain inside her

Telling her memories of those warm homes

As he extends his hand to pick her up piece by piece
Like those scattered windows that have been
Usurped by the lava of the war

As he tears her apart with his claws

Not leaving a breath or soul in her

He throws her on the edge of those

Deaf, silent, and blind villages

Stealing from her serenity and hope

And leaving the pain

Like a charred crow swirling around her
Sending his darkness into those hearts and eyes
As he chants the spells of death to kill every
glimmer of hope

No return of freedom rays

That were besieged under the remains of those tombs
Not knowing that the dawn of this

New morning birth is approaching

As he grows inside her womb

And Tomorrow will shine
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o, Band P

Saba Hamza
[ 39eg La

you are taught that
s e Ol Ols 63
plS e lgnd Ols Jals”

you are taught that
borders matter
biology is either blurry or binary
being born as < is a burden
belonging doesn’t mean protection
but pledge
promise to believe
to submit
to be part of the club
and
bar the other
prickly pear is the blood
and nostalgia is the bread

you never mention that a home could be a bag

or worse than that
it could be a prison

You deny that < is part of a poem
and better than that
it is peace of mind and
body....
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A Country Being Slaughtered
Rasheed Nagi

In my country, everything has changed.

All has become gloomy

Since it was overwhelmed by the gang of traitors
Assaulting our lives

And our freedom

By force, hoping to rule us

* % %

All we hear is: the world has passed a resolution
Condemning, and condemning

Furiously, until the blood burst from its veins
Saying: standing by you is our intention

And that our friends and brothers

Only had come to our aid

But all we found was a far nastier crime

* k%

In my country the only things heard

Are the weeping and the scenes of murder
Desertion,

Eviction,

Blockade,

Hunger,

And gloomy faces crushed by terror

* % %

There...
A child grown old
What is he talking about?

About a piece of shrapnel in his brother’s head!

About a neighbour detained and tortured to death!

What is he telling us, what is he saying?
54

Nothing new under my country’s sky
Except that the murderer

Whenever he finishes

Becomes hungry to commit another

* k% %

Nothing new under my country's sky
Except that its throat is being slain
Vein by vein.

Nothing new

But a country being slaughtered.
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Childhood and War
Abdulkader Sabri

Childhood has a beautiful voice like my mother’s voice
But it hurts me when wolves howl

Childhood has many definitions
And | found some here

They said: childhood is a rose
But in wartime it becomes a thorn

Childhood is a cheerful flag that flutters on the anthem'’s pole
But the war comes to tear it apart

Childhood... and... war!

Childhood is always that sweet dream
Awakened by the war fairy

Before it devours it in a hurry

And forfeits it to another war
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Why the silence? But we will be victorious.

Sara Rahman God can see.
Nothing in his power is dismissed.
You gave your hand, In God we will have,
And promised to bring peace, Our home back.
A better life.

But your words are deceitful,
Your actions are heavy,

What a shame.

Yemen the country that has deep history and beauty.
Now drowning in blood,
Generations lost,

Shattering like glass.

Can't you hear,

Their screams,

Their cries,

Their fear?

Why is everyone silent?
Don't you see,

The pain,

The hunger,

The helpless,

Shame?

What has this world become?
Where is the love and care
For your neighbour?

You turn a blind eye,

To leave the weak to die,
There are gallons of blood on your hands.
The damage is deep,

Darker than the dark.

Isn’t the damage enough?
Your wickedness,

Has blinded you.
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Sana’a
Janet Watson

He said, ‘Buy yourself souvenirs to
remember

When you see them when you are away
and return

In your dreams to the land of the settled
and the nomads’

And | said, ‘Souvenirs are there not to be bought

They are there preserved, etched in my
heart

For as long as the blood in my veins runs
warm

How can | forget you, my country, the
land of my loved ones

And parties for birth, antimony, for
women, and the clay bowl

And the waterpipe, gat, the incense
burner, the sprig of herbs

Oh San'a, or Azal, oh Yemen Felix

Soon | will leave, with half my heart and
my luggage

Half my heart preserved in what | call my
country

Forget you? | won't forget you till the end
of my life
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There is a Woman
Amerah Saleh

There is a woman somewhere in the world who is stirring her
anger into food instead of words.

There is an Arab woman somewhere who is hiding her gold-plated
words in a man'’s back pocket, for him to never spend.

There are women, some may come in Arab forms and some may
not. Women who are on the edge of their seats waiting to hear

you speak out for them.

And there is a woman in you who is waiting for permission to
share these stories.

[, as a woman, am standing next to you in the hope that our col-
lective voices with oud playing will be louder than one.
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| See Me in the Rapture of Water
Ahmed Zaabar

| go out, | seek...

| look for a poem in the rain

Only to come back soaked

With sorrows that no words can dry.

There is blood in the sewers,

The remains of children’s bodies in the streets.
This is how

They write the texts of life.

That child, who was

- Barefoot and naked -

Looking for a piece of bread near the rubble

Has returned, covered in blood

Hunger in his stomach

Emptiness in his hand

A grave in his heart...

And a bullet in his head

For the hunger of that child has incensed the sniper.

They shoot bullets/death

At hope,

Joy,

Poetry and folk songs,

The smile of children,

History.

They shoot bullets/death

At love

So that they build God's realm.
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| see me, and | don't, in the rupture of water.
Fragmented,

My words are broken.

| have no fault but the dream of life,

And that | am a Yemeni boy.

For their souls are dark.

They light you up with fires.

But | see you as a phoenix

Rises from the ashes of fire.

Yet it is the humanity in them | am wondering about.
When will it wake up?

When will it wake up?
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