Dia Al-Azzawi

Your face has been the blossom of all sunny mornings, your eyes
lined by the Tigris water and fragranced with the scent of your lem-
on and orange groves. You were so graceful when greeting those who
smiled upon you. This is how you were, coyly hiding the history of
your mrany lovers, away from those who crossed your path.

You were never-acity like others! Your Abbasid glow had nothing
but a message of seduction. So often did your children try to imitate
you? And how they likedto carry with them some of your charm
and magic when they travelled far from you. They were confident
that you would never belong to ‘@nyone but your people; and when
anxiety crawled into their hearts theyreturned reluctantly, forgetting
that they left their places open for heartache.

Despite all the wars, your universal name elicits d@ileep fascination.
We became accustomed to it with all that came of hardship and a
forged history written on coloured banners, and the wastéd ruins

of the clans and the tribes that came from a bygone era. You fémain
etched in our souls, we who are far from you in the diaspora, despite
repeated predictions that your land will be pierced by the spears of
foreigners and occupied by bandits of duplicitous politicians, by men
who have built alpine walls of hatred to rob and kill as they wish, by
anonymous attack or malicious gossip.

Peace be upon the shrines of saints scattered around you. Peace be
upon your children who were assassinated in cold blood. Peace be
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Drowned in shadow and stillness.
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