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AbdelAziz Alhaider (in that biue planet......that called
earth)
When they open your eyes by the dangerous big operation
When you saw all those sad faces of your people
You were Crying until you became blind again
Works:
Iam now at the shore of memory river ready to drink...
itis my first dose
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Around the fountain
The words were flowing….colliding….snapping
My erupt from the fountain of sorrow
The closed door….the few hard verses
The first surprising fountain……the smell of paint…the lilting of the rhythm
I was a kid….I look forward open-mouthed
Lodging with surprise to old Picasso
Who a company with me to the school garden to draw the nature
In that day I filled with rain and the mature spring flowing in the leaves and the garden
gate
Oh..sad fountain that
I do not see all my life
Where were you been, old man
Did you have to go all this distance?
To authorize you to enter the AI-strange Dictionary
Today I put the papers in front of me poem
Draw a tree professionally
And I feel what's behind the pace
Fishing the vocabulary with bullets of surprise and validation
I'm not a stranger to the word
No longer a stranger from the world
I'm now only son of the earth
In front of the sad fountain……..I sit? ? ? with silence…….or…..that is one thing
Because the words who are danced……shaping
Forming a choir..
Is it the last hymn to be always like this
Abstract…..naked…..soft
You old…which child in you take you back again to your garden
Which soft hand…little hand take your hand
It is particularly encourage you to continue to walk
Slowly…..fear…but always amazingly
AbdelAziz Alhaider
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bringing around
Abdul Aziz Haider
Publication 1986 in the Journal of the Republic Baghdadiya

To the whisper that sat on my desk
And its strewn face papers
Pens, and Inkwell
To the whisper that poured from the jar of the full night
whisper that became a night cockroach To the
In my arid room
Or to the whispered tunes such as puff mixed the side of the curtain,
I listen.....
,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,
...............

• Are you finished?
• final glass..........
Usually I finish the cup at a defining moment
Listen
And throw a stone in the stream of silence
Belt my voice with rings
And listen again
To the whisper that boom in the bitterer boredom blood ...... In
isolation

my fatal

As threads of spiders.. or smoke... is an illusion....... Or confused
language
And the heart is a virgin cocooned by the becoming
And blood
Ah, the blood is the light of rubies published in the depth of the cave of autism and
existence,
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Of from which face?
Which picture....? ? Coming to listen
I do not hear more than the laughter of immoral
Laughter's of the pretty girls dancing with the waves of the poem as pictures of
wilted flowers
To the whisper of complicated dark...... the poem is listening... I listen
Away from the hearing
Away from the memory
Listen to the world under the pillow collected by the dream
Balled them to a pellet violated the ball of the memory
And explode it at the site of the wound....
lights
Of tattered pictures scattered ….confused
- A last cup?
• Did you listen?
• Cup final
• It is usually in the loving to draw with the light
And make with their poems keys of the gates of their imposable expectations
And language - word - Witch Pictures
Away from the hearing nearby from memory
To my whisper……….from mine to mine
Listen to this clicks of the branches of the poem
As It is growing
Listen... and attract the dream and the memory
To die together.. In the critical point
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...................
...................
..................
AbdelAziz Alhaider
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Chatter
Abdel-Aziz Haider

And under the polished stars
Under the light-house
The darkness of words.
The darkness of silence..
The death had a conduit under the feet and another as a loop strangle the Spirit
O, O soul... Reassuring to the battered trees…., crumbling sky..
Ailing souls
Go back to your self-Pearl
Return talkative with sad
Mute... if words were crossed
This is the time of ruin
This is the zero point... Time of adulterers
Go back to the language of the sea and magic
Maybe you become able to speak
Or have a death with pink smell
Spread in the waves and storm
Baghdad 31/03/2010
AbdelAziz Alhaider
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Grandson
Grandson
When he learn the earlier words
Step earlier steps….. stumble
Hailing hearts that with God's name
Reverse the letters
Invent big headlines.... New… Upside down
laugh loudly in my eyes.... and imitates the sound of a cat or a wolf
I heighten him to the roof of a dream
descend him to the bottom of the roses.. gardens of my heart blooming with the
flowers for him
Collect played.... played
Colored pens….. Photos
Dolls..... wheels
And tell him tales of the sea and the hunter...... story of livelihood
The city and horse cart
And the ill donkey......! ! ! !
If stumble, or cough
Pain squeeze inside my heart........ and with the feather of colored love
Draw around him the name of God...
When he begins counting...I. enfold him with the fear from reaching the
thousand……the million....
So he may lost by the path....! ! !
Uh... What a beautiful his childhood….. soft as the roses
His innate intelligence...as the pitcher vapor
And the purity of his movements...as the streaming train in the forest
I hop him growing but peacefully...
peacefully guarded with the name of God
Abdel-Aziz Haider
Baghdad 2010
AbdelAziz Alhaider
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Hijazi stethoscopic tone
Are all nights those surprised us are the strange?
Are all ways those we digging are no things more than illusions and worms nestle in
the wound?
Are all treasures of-pearl and ruby of heart... of the brazier's essence of the spirit?
Not more than the stones lying on the path of from falling? ?
Our lost are those steps watchful us and the passion, as they said from the oldest of
the old burns lovers
And we burned... but still not be irrigated from the wound of the nights... and not be
deterred from hardened Daggers
Which we draw from there blades sugars or flowers
We delude ourselves that we are the witness and the martyrs
We delude the palm holding water
That that eyes burst out for us
But we are the Illusionist
The steps does not lead.... and the end in the most beautiful trip of a lifetime for the
unwary
Peace... peace on the unwaries
Eyes staring, and then seeing...
Then apply in the illusion.... in fear that inclines by shadow
And shadow tired them all these years
O immorality years
Write our history with blood and tears
And leave our bodies naked in the deserts of exile
And hunger.... and nibbling by the myths and impossible
O for the years..............
Years
Baghdad 2010
AbdelAziz Alhaider
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Magician
Magician
who is breaking this arch of the blossoming sleepy under the eyelids?
Who is breaking in of this dream.... Rose.... And flooding on the shores of most sad
longing and suffering and hardship......! !
And crazy love suspended to the tip of beauty braids
Or between the fingers of the feet of a boy fascinated by playing ball..... colors
Or in the mouth of newly borne who recognize the first sweet laugh at the dawn...?
Who is bewitching this earth?
And filling it with the fruits and times and.human being......
Dancing with the poplar trees....? ?
as crystal in sun face? ? glancing Who is
Who is fascinating the poets eye? ?
And joking with flowers the Minstrels throat
Who is filling what is behind-the-hill, reddish twilight?
And embroidering the gown of this night with stars
Who is that witch playing with Colors
And ripening the moments of joy with wine of words
Who is barking in the valleys of the mind
And awakens the rain of the memory in the abandoned awareness forest
Who is jumping over the death and crossing the times rings?
Magician........
This Devil's crowned as king in the Kingdom of eternal disobedience
Abdel-Aziz Haider
2009

Baghdad

AbdelAziz Alhaider
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Memories
Memories
The river is spreading a memory made by mud and small stones
alluvium... palm leaves
sea mew......... human beings and years
hair- house is flying with hearts wings in the sky of the city
Rolling in both sides...a roll... rolling twice at all times
sinking eyes of its alleys
its streets which laden by the beating of absence and humiliating attendance..
houses …..its deserted cafes... Its
Its extinguishing firebrand squares naked shaking in the cold
neglected.... Abandoned from years... O injustice years
The man who was a river is laying
his white papers…… his white hair on the upper side of the face
His pigeons…….. his losers lotteries...
Cups that smash by the wars and the chairs of immorality..... and the nations
crammed into heads small the
Leaves at the edge of the river
memory Naked
Begging warmth under the midday sun
Abdel-Aziz Haider
Baghdad
2010
AbdelAziz Alhaider
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My Little Ragamuffin
O Little Tramp.... my poor heart
festivals of cranky and the ego flying as a smoke In the multiple
there is no place for you...!
in the parties of distribution of mummified bodies.... and the parties of Wake-up bodies
Suppose you are being...
Witness to the drowning in the last sin?
You.. my soft smile heart
who homelessly roam the misery eternal yards
heavily pushed vehicle with the
your tears always from sticky burned blood
You tramp
Masked or without mask
This is not your cirque..... no Children laughing here nor girls putting their hands on
the surprising mouths
Here the game biggest than you... and as supposed in you.. Dear Child polite
the questions were died before you arrange them in your little mind
Oh, my big heart
How many your torn down files contain from desolated papers which repeated every
time
O Little Tramp.... my poor heart
does not have Incense
nor prayer beads
And your anger voice unmasked with the trembled anger
Be greedy with your acrobatics steps and do not forget traffic rules of the walking
with hands
Abdel-Aziz Haider (originally in arabic)
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Baghdad 2010
AbdelAziz Alhaider
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Nothing
There, ….. there is no sea, there is no blue
There is no wood in the foundations of the subject of the docks
no cranes.....! !
No sailors....... Thus, there are no sailing vessels
Not even sailing boats........ not the horizon and waves...! !
There is no bar? , And ceiling fans coordinates this monotonous. Or reflect the
shadows on the ground......! !
Imply that moisture and longing for fresh air.
then necessarily no cups of any kind
No Crystal,

no does not and cups of kmbari

Not even a beer large cups, with hands
There is no paved road with stones not with bricks
To going to the top of the hill where the archeologic temple
The shrine of a righteous man........... So there is not a cemetery no tombstones
indicating chronicle of death.......... Is there no death… necessarily as well? ?
There are no sky full of stars, glittering in the sky with the withdrawal of different... Or
swollen.... Obscured the moon and sometimes it reveals... Other
There is no, and that is most sadfulness most, unfortunately! ! ............. Small
chilled heads of children dream in tomorrow and plays................... There are no O
for heartburn heart (to the borders of yearning death) ....... There are no toys for
children
There is no. Any book, or window or curtain breezes shake
No female chest wrapping the sad the grief exploded in your head
And clasp him......, fragmented rocks of grief.. fans them' in the wind........ There is no
near or far….. black or white
There is nothing
Anything

06/20/1989
Abdel-Aziz Haider
AbdelAziz Alhaider
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One word
1985-2009
One word
1985-2009
Abdel-Aziz

Haider

Two roses dropped from the rose bush
there for it was the time to move to the dream
-Whenever I supports my head to palm of my hands
earth took place a full cycle on its centered
-The Guitar on the chair
the book on the table
and the stars, laughing with great pleasure
-Christ hanging on the cross
and the mother crying at his feet
the general ignites a posh Cuban cigars
-Sun shines every day
only because there are eyes see him
-When the moon laughs
the wind fluctuating the pages of the book
-Do not become cold! !
I will catch for you, two days of my life
and bloat under their pebbles
-I will send to you a message
afford for you by the coming storm
-Do not cry, my little child
because, if your small teardropp fall
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the entire universe will blew up in my head
-I'll take another cigarette
then have enough time to melodious cry
--The flower that in my imagination
made of pure nickel
--Whenever I grabbed a song
a bird flews from the nest
--The river freezes
because the moon angers
--The guitar, which often grieve
now dealing with sleeping pills?
--Who does not know sadness of others
should not demand the love
--A bottle of medicine split in half
because the disease rejects to dealt with it
--Autumn is slowly creeping
and winter, seated next to his tobacco pipe
--In my next trip
my traffic to the earth planet will be a sad
exciting memories
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The angels surround the throne
and the god puts his head between his hands
--Is the idealist way
focusing the universe in one word
--Only here in the life, the life seen heavy
and solely there in the death, the death seen
---

Heavy

When can we send again
If time does not exist?

Open door
the words

--enter through it all the time

--I filled the tanks of my heart with love
then Children of the world sat around them
asking the warm
--With one word, God created the man
then he looked at him with great love
--When the tree of love buds
the planet's inhabitants wakened and kissing
each other
&#1611;
--No advantage from anything
except the love
--The poem rebelled
raised a protest banner which is the title
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--All the worlds ports are warm
as long as all seas are estrangement
--The man is not creature from ordinary clay
the man is creature from mud that name
the love
--I lived forty generations of suspend oranges
but I do not know any thing except one word
--The hero came out from the epic
burned the book and warmed from its fire
--If it is possible, to return back the time
If it is possible, to stop the movement
it is not possible to stop crying
--The eyes created for love
as well as the coats made
--I pay half of my life
to whom , who creates a rumbling laugh in
the child's throat
and pay the second half
to whom, who put a loaf into the hungry mouth
--When Nazem and al-Baihtty appeared on the balcony
of the palace
millions opened their mouths, amazing by the
shine in their eyes
--Do not read the poetry only
but kiss the collection s of poems also
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--Half the world's water is salty
the other half is fresh
but the water you drink is the only freshwater
--Are human beings create the music
or the music created the human?
--Every night the Cat enters in the bed
balling meows then sleeps
--Look to the God always
he is beautiful
--A sound beating in the depth
it is the growth of bough
--It is simple as possible
and it is most cruel
hammering a nail in the heart of painting

--The day of the city exciting the worry
applies under the skin
and the moon trembling with fear from its night
--The bread is dancing in the oven
and the eyes of the waiting child dancing too
--The evening is newspaper
and the readers.......... locusts that biting the paper
--The light runs through the curtains
so they tremble
--Everything can be turned with the carbon
to Poems........ or tableaus
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--Millions of emotions
pervade the characters of the poems
sometimes collide
with thunder and awe
--The bright morning
with his colored brush hits
the fields, the streets, and the country sides
--The Pen is brilliant dancer
and the three fingers dancing with him
with the points rhythm
--Waterfalls are gushing with white water as snow
and the sinews are gushing with the
white melodies as pigeons

--The life is prison
and the poem is the door
--The poem is not solution
the Poem is beam
--the planet is too small / to the extent that crazy one
that can destroy it
--That wonderful blue planet
is the planet where I born in it
--One two
one two
is the infinite frequency of the universe
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--The alienation is the same alienation
in the sea Ship
or here in the spaceship
--Injustice is not an individual act
it is a work of many cooperators
working hardly to accomplish it
and serve it
--white paper
is the biggest challenge
--Tons of evil
unable to splitting
one atom of good
--If the person was slave of the yesterday.............
he must be the mister of today
--Do not buy white goods which blackened
and black goods which became white also
--The chairs…..the chairs...
their big wheels
crushing the sitting
--Red
yellow
green
are all the matter of the universe
--The hanging coats
Since year
the branches grown in their sleeves
--I left my eyes
In the windows glass
--Hundreds of years took to discovering the earth
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is spherical
It takes hundreds of years to discovering
that the earth was not spherical
--The land is fire…the clouds is flames…. and the
hurricane wraps each terms ……
where I hide my heart?
--Tomorrow the sun will rise again
tomorrow the river will be overflowing with songs
tomorrow all the branches of the tree will foliate
but tomorrow who will ensure
that the hungrier will not die?
--Large explosion in the awareness oven,
led to the collective death of the poems
and this continued bleeding in all tableaus
of the land
--Some days I blockade by the watch's indicators
I do not see any consolation
but only jumping between the minutes and
seconds indicators
--Chief priest in the Pharaoh temple,
Still repeating his calls
Indifferent to the thousands of years
that have passed
--Between the bottom and the bottom
Window opens on the rose garden
--Can all these worlds
pass with in your eyes?
then how much grief and sorrow that you carrying?
--Kafka's terrible worlds
I still wake up scared from them every day,
-

--he most beautiful poems been when they
stretched out on the sun carpet
The poems,

---
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the hearts, the tears
and the forgetting
the basic wonders of the universe
--The departure from pleasing
and the return from missing
that is what not written by any pen yet
--The engineering of world
is the building engineering of bread ovens
--The black bag
put together beside the teas cup and the gun
and the Jawrnica suspended upside down
--The most beautiful paintings is that which ends from
colors to light
and the most beautiful poems is that which ends up with
question and exclamation marks

words to

--Southern winds came to reviewed by sands
and the northern wind came wrapped in wool
when they met each other
colored ribbons fell from the sky
--Scourge of the times... nudes of the history
from the damaged fruits of my eternally wounded country
--In our blood the poisons of hatred
and the spiders thread are blend
then our forms and resonant names specified
--Who is wandering around our souls
other than the dark rooms deaths
and their paralyzed limbs which extended
floor wet lands in the depth
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--Withdraw the paradise fields from under our feet
and do not pollute your fresh air with our
damned suffocated exhalation
--Drop down our heads from the Cans cartons
that borne them
they are heavy…… heavy............ Enough to totter and fall
--The existence was aged and his limbs was
slumped
his teeth grow old in his blue pit
but it is still tearing the meat and turn the carcass
under the slut sun preparing his food
--What I do with this rusty swing
the door that leads to the underworld
his creak as the saw shaking painfully my
bones and my keratinous skin
---The existence...the existence
the damned father of jellylike creatures
source of foggy light
and the moist tubercles roots darkness
---Burn what comes out from our horror dreams
tore our dead images
and justified our stupid sitting in the stitch hole
---Dear Father...
we are under your palms we drinking your
holy water
and dipping our long pollutants fingers
in the blue blood
we praying for you to perpetuate our rats
our hearts from tin as you taught us in
your Happy prayers
--The dreams machine was broken
laughter's machine
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honesty's
ethics machine was defective
---In the boilers of chemistry and physics
the reasonable and unreason are cooked
--Cry, oh tree
cry, o river
cry, o stone
they stolen the home from you
---

The nations measured by the sorrows of the past
we measure ourselves by our strange ability to

that they disregard
vivification the sadness

--That faraway planet in the left side of the galaxy
the blue planet
it is the misery planet's
--When you look at the nature around you
you will exactly understand why we say: that the
the human is a speaking animal is a
completely wrong argument

argument of

--The Friday(holiday) was finished
and tomorrow morning we will return to the
waterwheel
--The morning is shining with bright laugh
but the morning in my heart is still rolled and
wrapped with his sorrow
In the dark corner and no one visit him in his illness
--With the love
I filled the clouds water
give off a pleasant smell to
all the flowers
colored all the childhood
But my blood still not altered to sweat in the
pores of my soul
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---The man is the only creature who has no one origin
he was and is a fish or a pigeon or a wolf or a fox
--In the hot summer night
I dreamed of peaks with snow so my spirit faulted
with delight and shake
--Whenever I start draw a dream or a dream image
I exterminate from my the memory an image of injury
--Winds are come from the middle
come from the west
thus, the wind was before the beginning of creation
which blind tyranny who is trying to stop the wind
from passing through our land
---Wonders of the World is not seven or nine
wonders of the world more than one can count them
It is a sea….. it is a ocean
every minute of our lives float above
its laughing blue waters
--When he wake up for the first time and he was on the surface of a new strange
world
the world of the punishment
filled for the first time with the feelings of surprise and distress, and sadness
together
and since that day till now his sons inherited these feelings did not know
detaching from them
--The flower attract her dreams
surrounded them with its pink fragrant, rolling them one by one and sprinkle them
to the winds
and we are following her writing the poems that we found in the streets
---AbdelAziz Alhaider
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Return ports
Abdel-Aziz Haider
the boats are returning
the boats are returning with proudly rapturous
the boats are returning….. and the wave… from the season of a difficult campaign
From the coast of love….. songs
..........
And returned..... And returned
O dawn Star It is oranges which came back with the returned blue wave ….
returned
From the eternity blue which mount horseback of the decline and memories
......... O dawn star.. these coasts returned back and we returned to it
How many times it is not more than sands and rocks
How many times I have visited it and it was not more than sands and rocks
O my stars how many times my heart hanged with its sands and rocks
But today it is packed with all beauty and all please
salutations of
returnees

So in my imaginations I do not know

is it sands and rocks or

..................
The boats proudly returned back between land and water
To a coast crowded with the receptionists
They are returning back on their surfaces square of waiting and interest carried in the
eyes
O my star……with the oranges I said farewell to your eyes mounted by autumn
............
And year by year on the coast of white
foam
of birds and waiting
I wrote stories….. sing them......... torn them
Changed the times image changed my photo
slumped from my interior twice lengthened... melted then became skinny as a
thread of light
dispersal
In my loneness and the road
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...............
O my star... all boats mounted by the spring and those yellow as the selected gold
We said it will give

fruits in the blue of the sea returned
And returned by all boats mounted ecstatic proudly

..... O my stars o dawn Star
O my sweet voice you…. in which vehicle are you? ?
Or you distributed in the womb of oranges? ?
AbdelAziz Alhaider
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sit down to the sea
The time and the wave are roaring …….and the time
Extends as a coast of myth fog
As bodies of the cunning sessions
As the bodies of the days dumped onto orthogonal to the city and the sea
The time crying in the faces that burned with the suns of machines
Crazy April winds
Wheels.. Shops windows in the al-Aramla station,
Vapors of globalization
And its promiscuous obscene smiles
The time and the wave are roaring …….......... And
The tired sellers and sad girls sellers
And the congestion of the festivals night
And the minarets that lift their caps as salute
And the sky that become bloody blue from the madness of the poem
And the roses.. which was blue and dark as a soul - naked under the rain –
The wave was roaring as the time
And the time as the wave... in the game between sit down and leaving
Sit down to the sea
Or the departure from the empty ……..memory............
Abdel-Aziz Alhaider (originally in Arabic)
Baghdad 2010
AbdelAziz Alhaider
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sometimes
Sometimes I extend to some steps towards your spring
As a morning breeze on the balconies
As a green silk over the Waves
As effects of horses feet steps
But sometimes words exclude me
Miles from the face of the picture
Sometimes I knock....... Listen to the seas play in my heart
…frighten..... filled with pent up screaming
Releasing…… hiding in my legs in any angle
In any drawing
Sometimes I sit
Smiling all the time
Talking for hours to the trees …. Posting
My laughters in the forests of the crazy imagination
Losted in the streets
07/12/1993

Abdel-Aziz Haider

AbdelAziz Alhaider
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Swing
Swing of childhood that stopped in the point of surprising punched point
O swing.. expanded from the depth of the poem with which shaking hand I can hold
your ropes?
your ropes that did not stop dancing in the gardens of the scorched heart
They are birds that ached me... digging mercilessly in my old memory
with which trembled hands I can fragile them?
.
If I want? ? ? ? ? Do I want? ? ?
Swing of childhood

oh most beautiful poems

coated by pour cloudless colors of
boxes

blue, red, bloody, velvet green with pens and

Play a jumping memory game
I have not seen the rabbit yet, but the cat that is meows at the other side of the
waterway
The other side... Under the Mulberry
Is she afraid of water like me? ? ? ?
But I smelling a hot fragrant... from exhale of the waterway which tempted to throw
the hook all the time
Close to the thymus …far for the time..
I set up a hammock for the exercise of ritual feast, but it is still shaking all seasons
Hey, trembled hand
It is not useful to evading… not useful to pretending senility…..
existent

in fact… you have no

Swing is shakens it self
It self for it self
Abdul Aziz Alhaider(originally in Arabic)
20/07/2009
AbdelAziz Alhaider
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The network
The network
There behind these transparent mirrors
Behind this network... a sea and fishing and a boat
Lively Photos
Chanting gardens and blue... red lamps
Behind these Pages
Nice creatures... working hardly
Antlike creatures
Human beings like to make surprise
Make colored links between the hearts
Nice creatures
With the ordinary human heads
Like to making a twisted solid ropes from a number of
Latest news
Latest information
The latest pictures and movies
This is the web
Life palpitating with life
As for why they called spiderwort? ? ?
that is the secret
That no one can know it
Abdel-Aziz Haider
Baghdad 2010
AbdelAziz Alhaider
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The sin
The sin
under the chin of the ages
The boy of the wandering mind.. free mind from the facts of the battle
He participated in…….. in the past ages
However, he deny has distanced himself from the memory of death.. by the death
But he still remains since the age of the Mamluks
To the age of the new slavery .. til now.
Busy with the big uncertainty and windy storms
with the rain that enveloped by the fire and the forest that its branches creeping
…….branches extending from the
bottom of the feet of the heart... to the suffocation
Still busy
with the disobedient question
The sin is the daughter of the human or the human her son
Or see the repentance of death annuls all sins
By the Sin.... the Death

Abdel-Aziz Haider(originally in Arabic)
AbdelAziz Alhaider
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The Stone
The Stone
To Saadi Youssef
by Abdul Aziz Alhaidar
The calm which cover the rock
Interesting picture of beauty
And the hearts that became

mass of stone

A picture of the death
And the stones that add weight to the time
And the time crushed the time under the stones
Stories that blending the entities
Blue.. Green.. Yellow
Balls... the heavens.. just raised breasts
The hands that expand the bread on the spreading

bed

How that will take us towards the ships
Fortune wind.. travelers..... hunters…. homeless
World of the inconstancy... a picture of the carefulness
It is the image of grief
Depth of the dark... a sea of black anger torn by the lightning from time to time
But, Sir, will remain the sea
Its wave…. its coast.......... ships And humans
And if you did not drink (1) .......... like that you are in time not belong to you
And which time have a dew Like yours, which place not expecting good news
from your existence
Crossing with quiet steps
Between your hands the formation of magic
Sweet images
Song of nostalgia
Song of the marriage between the ages
Visions in the eyes of childhood
www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

34

Sheikh passed the stage of the wisdom to the rules settle
In the depth of the pearl
From the silence of the stone
structure maintained by the love crossing the time, stone by stone

(1) and that if you did not drink more times by eyesore
which people have a cleared drink (old Arabic said)

you became thirsty and

AbdelAziz Alhaider
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The way
Abdel-Aziz Alhaider
azzizalhaider@yahoo.com

The way who left the steps
Slipped as a thin line of sadness
As some tears that wet cave of the poem
Abdomen of the ship which lift off the sea - widespread in sight – blind the border
This way.. which is supposed to been roses
Sat on thorns instead of the roses …….... balm for wounds
It became narrow … old tobacco.. repeater melody
The way which flashing light between the tears
...... Became dark…….its trees turned to the rainless side
And the years that run in the race of the winds….. barking in the wind..
Screaming in the memory
which old Jinn coming now kidnapping boys whose still stay out door on the roads
after the sunset
Joy the game
Delusional with the youth
fill with

childhood

Ratified this song that sneak behind the way
That the way to love is the shortest way
And the way to love is the most difficult way
And the departure to the love is easy in every way
However, the end is not as the whole roads
AbdelAziz Alhaider
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Times
Times
Abdel-Aziz Haider
The time of alienation
Train with a heavy movements cross over the rusted railroad of the spirit
And the Spirit under the wheels..is busy with the old mysteries ...! !
The time of Love
The soul is flying
Dancing naked under a white rain
Breathe the smell of benzoic
Of the
old memories....! !
The time of surprise
The spirit put her cracked head between tow curves
Of the gratings of the traffic blocking
Awaiting the opportunity to escape...! !
The time of death
The spirit is breathing a fetid fear
And is vomiting
Hot tears of volcanic colored...! !
Strangled in the intensity of memories
Time for reflection
Spirit is wearing swimming clothes
Sit down at the beaches of nude Metaphysics
Reviewing the vocabulary of love.. and absolute discretion.
Then soon it sleeping with the rhythm of rocking.....! !
Dreaming a rivalry childhood
Baghdad 2009
AbdelAziz Alhaider
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trees
Lofty trees at the horizon of love
River flooding with its alluvium … agony, … color, . its, perfume on each shore
Lofty trees between a dream and dream

Repeated

Repeated
Erase the gloom

Erase the distance
Repeated
Erase the bitterness
trees fill the horizon standing, ... spread. Its color in the memory

Abdul Aziz Haider
30 / 4 / 2010
AbdelAziz Alhaider
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Two steps prior to departure
Two steps prior to departure

If you do not stop this tampering
Do not stop this unjustified downpour of your rancid acids
What does this monkey do..? ? this Malignant
My hand do not accept me to spank his face
The time….. circus clown...
This fool who always boast with his adultery
His glorified adultery.... his yellow books and his censers those have strangled each
beautiful perfume
Give me your hand... maybe I am close to death, but I do not want to meet you
Give me your hand......... may you feels the pulse of life
Once and for ever.! !
What is between me and you not your burned hunting net in the open air
Your branches that withered to the hell
You are a piece of no thing
And I am a burning Sea...... train which did not pay attention to the Valley of illusion
days
And the experience did not terrifying me.... I did not hide it... I'll go two steps …. two
years further..
Draw clouds that coming with the freshwater
Sweet Water… and childhood faces... and the. friend book...
I will awake after death to the people reading my poems
Lurks my short steps
Where I am being under the rain
Balled In the whirlwind… ready to explode
Abdel-Aziz Haider
Baghdad 2010
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