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N نن

The N on the doors, 

the exodus 

from houses: 

no keys, 

no compass, 

no words. 

Wide clothes 

cover tightened souls. 

Lights tremble 

in the lanterns. 

How heavy the carriage is! 

It carries the skies on their shoulders, 

their sorrows, the phantoms  

of those taken aside, 

and the last looks… 

It carries the newborn startled  

from the shake of the wheels. 

It carries a school bag: 

the colorful wars in the history book, 

the atlas made of what’s remembered, 

the math book and its questions  

multiplying like the loads of the carriage…

https://spacecraftproject.wordpress.com/
https://spacecraftproject.wordpress.com/transmissions/
https://spacecraftproject.wordpress.com/dunya-mikhail/


         
 

 
 

         
 

  
 

 

The moon reflects  

not what they carried  

nor left behind.  

Like them, it’s waning… 

 

The N on the doors, 

a rainbow 

drained of color 

and a dot above 

like a lonely god. 

 

Tomorrow the earth will turn  

with their fields, 

with leaves scattered  

as if shaken off by the tree. 

The earth will turn with their shops 

of timepieces, antiques,  

and suitcases; the dust will fall off  

their ancient stuff, 

but something they can’t fix 

will land on their chests,  

like a sunset… 

 

Tomorrow they will gather 

what remains: mud  

stuck in the shoes,  

kite sticks, safety pins  

and buttons, a distant star  

in the dark.  

Tomorrow they will make a country  



         
 

 
 

         
 

  
 

from the straw 

and from what else remains… 

 

The N  

a lap 

in the mountain. 

Every grain a bell 

relentlessly ringing… 

 

Where will the ring carry them? 

 

How many will survive 

to return someday 

and see the pictures of the dead ones 

on the walls? 

 

How many girls will outgrow  

their dresses  

while on the roads?  

Behind the backs of the departing ones 

the countries grow smaller…  

 

The N 

and the pen 

and the footsteps 

and the late sun 

and their crumpled shadows   

on the walls of the cave… 

 

Sisyphus, tired, 

left his rock for us, 



         
 

 
 

         
 

  
 

and when my turn came 

I paused 

to ask about my father. 

Did he emerge from the whale? 

Did he leave his bed when sick? 

Did he die from thirst? 

The rock opened its mouth: 

“I didn’t see your father for twenty years… and who are you?” 

 

I am the child who ran 

seeking the hidden one. 

She screamed for them to come out 

or else she will quit the game. 

 

I am the stranger who forgot 

to put out the fire  

and now, returned to collect  

the scattered feathers 

in the ash, 

suddenly sees  

her wrinkles in the map. 

 

I am the village on the hillside. 

They left my doors open 

and left. 

They didn’t tie their shoelaces. 

No doughs rise in the ovens this evening. 
 

nuun 

nuuna 

Nye* 
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Nye for little Mariam 

who made sandals 

from tree leaves 

to wear 

in the caravan. 

 

Nye for Khudayda 

He didn’t bury his family. 

Frozen and tearful: a half-melted glacier 

and their photos in his hands. 

 

Nye for the child  

They don’t know his name 

nor where his parents are. 

His quiet gaze, a lightning 

in the eyelids. 

 

Nye for the mother. 

Which child to save first? 

She sang 

the same lullaby 

to each of them. 



         
 

 
 

         
 

  
 

 

Nye for our people who fell down 

before their fruits. 

The grass  

grows around them 

with no memory  

as it grows 

elsewhere. 

 

 
 

 ———————— 

 

Notes: 

 
nuun: the name of letter N which has been inscribed in the doors of minority groups in the cities 

north of Iraq as a warning to leave home or get killed. 

nuuna: whale in Aramaic  

Nye: flute in Arabic, an instrument used in Iraq usually for sad songs. 

 

 

 


