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Poem by Alia Mleihat of the Jordan Valley
Translated by George Sahhar

Of Hope, Loss, and Estrangement
I feel like a stranger at home and on the land

I mourn at the outskirts of the village that had embraced my dreams, pain, and life

The village is not a mere spot

It is the lost world and homeland

Mu’rajat is the land of stead fasting and dignity

I am honoured to be steadfast and defiant on this land

This land is the field where my childhood took place

It is my beautiful days

It is my parents’ laughter

It is the home I lost due to oppression

The home I lost in sadness and tears that burnt my cheeks

I stand in front of the home demolished in front of my very eyes
I wish that the sighs can erase my pain

Ease my weeping

Speak on behalf of my silence

And heal my wounds

I am a refugee and there is no shame in that

It is an honor

I defend my land

Today I am driven by yearning to my destroyed village

I am surrounded by memories

I walk by the door like a stranger

I wonder

With a sense of oppression

Was I not here at some point?

[ used to be

Why do I stand by the door and find no one to welcome me?
As if this home was not once vibrant with kind people?
Where are they?

The house does not speak and cannot tell me where they went
The house stands lonely

The roses remain in the garden

In the front garden where the willow tree is oppressed as well
I gaze while I am there

And I weep

Then the weeping becomes louder

Why has life died in this place?

I find no answer to my questions

I stand near the house and I give my greetings to the people
Those who left the house in tears

I did not lose a mere dwelling

I lost a homeland



