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1. Mulla ‘Abbiid al-Karkhi (1861-1946)

Extracts from ‘The Cat and the Rats’ (c. 1924)

Look at the cat that put on its head
The Sayyid’s fez, and on rats fed.

One day around his comfy home,

In search of rats a cat did roam;

But finding none, let out a groan:

His work had not produced a damn!

He wracked his brains, but then he thought:

‘The food-store’s where some might be
caught’;

When he went in, he pulled up short --
For what he saw gave him a plan!

“Will you occupy our store,

Or save us?” asked the rats in awe.

The cat replied, “Save you, for sure!

| am a charitable man!

Schools I’ll open and, what’s more,
Factories too, supplies galore!

New roads, inventions by the score!
And street lights, in a few years’ span.”
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The cat replied, “Shut up, you lot!

You fell into my trap, that’s what!

| played a game; but I will not

Let you escape, uncouth rat-clan!”
“You’re arrogant”, they said, “and strong;
You’ll eat us weaklings; o how wrong
We were to trust you! All along

You tricked us with a clever sham.

2. ‘Aziz ‘Ali (c.1911-1995)
‘O Doctor!” (1939)

O friends, what a catastrophe!

‘Cos if we speak, disgraced we’ll be;
If we keep mum, our malady

Will kill us; what should our course be?
O Doctor, guide us please!

-

Doctor, my family members,

Not one of them remembers,

Us ever falling ill;

We never caught a chill;

Or took a doctor’s pill;

But recently, these last few years
We’re been so poorly, felt so queer,
A chronic illness quite severe

Has made us lose our usual cheer,
Doctor!

*k*x

Doctor, for God’s sake and for your
own, treat us!
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Doctor!
This illness is ours, it is indigenous!
Doctor!

We caught it from those who’re near
and dear to us!
Doctor!

Make us drink colocynth — but please

cure us!
***k

O friends, what a catastrophe!

‘Cos if we speak, disgraced we’ll be;
If we keep mum our malady

Will kill us; what should our path be?
O Doctor guide us please!

—

Doctor, the illness we’ve got
Quinine won’t cure it one jot;

What use is calcium?

Or phosphate of sodium?

Or bromide of potassium?

These cures will heal a body sick,
But not a body politic

Afflicted by a mosaic

Of ills to which no name will stick,
Doctor!

**k*

Doctor, for God’s sake and for your
own, treat us!
Doctor!

This illness is ours, it is indigenous!

Doctor!
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We caught it from those who’re near
and dear to us!
Doctor!

Make us drink colocynth — but please

cure us!
**kx

O friends, what a catastrophe!

‘Cos if we speak, disgraced we’ll be;
If we keep mum our malady

Will kill us; what should our path be?
O Doctor guide us please!

—

Doctor, our body’s healthy,

We fear no illness stealthy;

The defect’s in our soul;

It takes a heavy toll;

Please heal it, make us whole!

O Doctor make our hopes be fact!
It’s getting worse, it’s time to act!
No speeches, poems that distract!

To our entreaties please react,
Doctor!

**k*k

Doctor, for God’s sake and for your
own, treat us!
Doctor!

This illness is ours, it is indigenous!
Doctor!

We caught it from those who’re near
and dear to us!
Doctor!

Make us drink colocynth — but please
cure us!
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O friends, what a catastrophe!

‘Cos if we talk disgraced we’ll be;

If we keep mum our malady

Will kill us; what should our path be?
O Doctor guide us please!

——

Doctor, trust God and act now!

Just cure us, we don’t care how!
We’ve been like this too long;
Diagnose with us what’s wrong;

Our illness don’t prolong!

Dissect, chop off both hands and feet!
And butcher us like camel meat,
Remove what can be, make it neat;

Make us walk straight down life’s high
street!
Doctor!

**k%k

Doctor, for God’s sake and for your
own, treat us!
Doctor!

This illness is ours, it is indigenous!
Doctor!

We caught it from those who’re near
and dear to us!
Doctor!

Operate quick; it may just save us!
**k*
O friends, what a catastrophe!

‘Cos if we talk, disgraced we’ll be;
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If we keep mum our malady
Will kill us; what should our path be?

O Doctor guide us please!

*k*x

‘Pray for the Prophet’ (1956)

All you who hear my voice, come,
round me gather!

Wise words I’ll speak to you, not froth
and blather.

The centuries roll on, now we’ve
reached up to twenty;

The Turks used to rule us, our
cupboards were empty;

Hardship our fate, soot and tail-fat a-
plenty!

But Muslims, see the changes now!
(Well, glory be!)

Our dreams have all come true, and
how! (Well, goodness me!)

We’re free and independent and we’re
nobody’s fool:

Thank God for democracy, and
popular rule!
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(Glory be! Goodness me! Glory be! Just look and you’ll agree! Just look and you

will seel)

-

Creatures of God, hold on ! Just wait a
minute!

Don’t give me a hernia! Conflict, ’'m
agin it!

Today, in God’s shadow we’re secure
and protected,
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Wallowing in luxury, by God not AaY) daxdy g (pgd e Gl

neglected;
In Islam or this world, could more be 1Lia ol Ak a2y A& e & i
expected?!

For all the bounties that will come, (e 1 sla) alaa Al i) o

(Say thanks, glory be!)

Each day we live is optimum! (We’ve (ille 1 5ha) Al uatia
banished misery!)

Today, all Iraq has style, she strides doald 18 de\ 4l 5 ad
out with a swagger;

No poverty, no hunger; life’s a breeze, u._'d‘\s J'jg Y L g5 N
not a stagger. daf s
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Glory be! Goodness me! Glory be! Just look and you’ll agree! Just look and you will

see!)
a A (ille Lol pille | sha ( qille | sha ¢ ille | sha)
(e

You with suspicious minds, leave your e ) sla (et gha bl b
suspicions! i

Progress is happening; we’ve great (e ) gla (adiia o galla
ambitions.

Two percent, once, just the bourgeois dgaidy) | Sl il ey Kaa
proportion,

Knew how to read and write: fact, not doally ol Ude (90080 9 0y 9800
distortion;

No jobs for the rest of us — what an ALY ) i g Agiladi g
abortion!

But nowadays on farming lands, (ille 1 sha) laLally 2 gall g
(Well, glory be!)

Peasants hold books in their hands, (s ) sha) QLS sayy Cjé
(Well, goodness me!)

We’ve even learnt (God be thanked) 45K a Ll A eld e

how English is spoken;

Where is illiteracy? From sleep we’ve SAaY) (g JEad) (g g ol U
awoken.

(Glory be! Goodness me! Glory be! Just look and you’ll agree! Just look and you
will see!)
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In past times, if you got ill, pray for
the Prophet!

You’d soon be in your grave, nothing
could stop it!

Iliness was rife, we all died from
diseases;

No doctors, no clinics, advanced
expertises;

Who fell ill would drop dead -- no
medical wheezes!

Appendicitis ? That’s you gone! (Pray
for the Prophet!)

Brucellosis? Death’s odds-on!
(Nothing could stop it!)

Today, read the bulletins in our health
publications:

Just two died of heart-attacks and
severe complications.
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(Glory be! Goodness me! Glory be! Just look and you’ll agree! Just look and you
will see!)
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Judge fair and honestly! Be
reasonable, won’t you?

You know the truth from lies and
falsehoods... don’t you?!

Our rulers were cheats and they stole
our resources,

We went on foot while those men rode
on horses;

They helped out the classmates they’d
met on school-courses!

This is Uncle So-and-so’s son! (Well,
glory be...)

Sheikh So-and-so’s brother’s turn has
come! (Right, let me see...)

Thank God today we’ve done away
with all favouritism,
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Relatives and cronies gone — there’s doal gdaat Vg s 8 A guia Yy
no nepotism!

(Glory be! Goodness me! Glory be! Just look and you’ll agree! Just look and you
will see!)
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Leave off your moaning now, won’t e ) sla Ao ) gl il U
you keep quiet! )

Don'’t just keep banging on, you’ll lle ) slia alie gailad ¥
cause a riot! i

Before, in the era of Ahmad the dsal I8l &) daa) zla ol
Police Chief,

The policeman connived with his dila sl Ligy zladl Ly ols )
partner the sneak-thief!

But now police patrols check the 4y, 99 Ude &) daal) a sl Ll
streets and then de-brief!

They work all night and never sleep! (ills ) sha) alii La 95 jalusa
(Well, glory be!)

Baghdad’s Damascus on the cheap! (g_\_dl.p | 3&@) al..d] S la dlang
(What next will we see?)

Our city’s secure with all the thieves 3.*4\ Al lag 45 gala &N 9§
in detention;

At least those who rob us now, rob A Gny Ko Sl an ol S

with good intention.

(Glory be! Goodness me! Glory be! Just look and you’ll agree! Just look and you
will seel)
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Listen! We’re in the pink, pray for the e oa pdsUa) WUl
Prophet! )

Better than most, I think, let’s hope ‘;_)_ULG | oba ard) () Cpn) ol
God won’t stop it.

The language was Turkish, our A 5 lilasand) e L] cuila
language official; ) '
If you couldn’t speak it, you were Z%A“JS\ datia e@s:‘ Ll Lol g

lamb sacrificial!

Say “nationalism” publicly, the case 3\,).4 &l o 3\7\.\.& ¢l Jl.h uaal g
was judicial! )



Treason just to say that word! (Better (u-‘-m" ) 33,4) e\;p\ 4AaSa g (A
not to say it!) i

Your fate was death if it was heard! (u_ujl.p \‘,La) alduaw 4d gadiuw g
(Better not relay it!) i

Today free speech is all the rage -- we ‘"\-ual\ u-°-‘3 S g o é‘J:‘-“J
claim we’re liberated:; i &=

Long live our democracy in freedom 1adal jiagal) Lot 4y all Jalsy
celebrated!

(Glory be! Goodness me! Glory be! Just look and you’ll agree! Just look and you
will seel)
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3. ‘Abbas Jijan (extant, in his 40°s/50s)
‘Letter to Obama’ (2009)

Arabic text:
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Translation:

To Barak Hussein Obama, President of the USA!

From an Arab citizen accused... of what, he cannot say;

Who lives in fear and trembling from his head down to his feet;
Congratulations, and best wishes! Your arrival let me greet!
You’re dressed to kill, and six feet tall, the ‘Antara of our time,
A noble family’s son; you’ve Bilal’s eyes and voice sublime!

This letter’s a complaint, dear sir, about what we’ve been through:
Tortured, executed for the smallest wrongs we do.

Your men, when they attack us, rage like bulls who’ve slipped their rope;
But when we do the same to them, they’re ostrich-like, can’t cope!

President Obama: the Two Rivers are our home,

A nation proudly civilized before the Greeks or Rome.
But now we’ve been divided, split in pieces, “federalized”:
Each tin-pot sheikh’s a ruler; each one polishes his prize.

40
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I’ve one important secret, Mr. President, to tell;

I’ll say it in my poet’s words, so pay attention well:

We all hate America! For you we feel no love,

Before you came, and after, with your olive branch and dove.
President Obama: I will tell you of the way

You waged your war upon us — like Hellfire on Judgment Day!
What happened, it was terrible, your cruelties astound;

Who saw it put a turban on, his thoughts became profound.
President Obama: we’ve two million widowed wives;

Five million orphaned children; millions more ran for their lives.
The richest in the world we were, two rivers, oil galore;

But now we frown and beg for crusts; no safety and no law.

What else is there to talk about...? “Abu Ghreb”, maybe?

That matter can’t be spoken of without indecency!

What about “Blackwater”, then?! A new-born’s hair turned white
To see its mother, standing there, shot dead in broad daylight.

President Obama: our complaints are on your slate —

You’re in charge of trash collection; you appoint our head of state.
And President Obama: you lacked nothing in the war:

Jet fighters, aircraft carriers, submarines that lurked offshore;
Bombers, warships, ‘clever’ rockets, and some ‘stupid’ ones that missed,;
ICBMs, poison gases, bases mobile, bases fixed.

While all we had to counter that — what is there left to hide? —

All we had to fight you with: our dignity and pride.

But that you stole at Abu Ghreb by letting loose that dog,

As we paraded naked, like some porn-shop catalogue.

And if you don’t believe me, well, you only need to ask

That barking dog in Hollywood, whose films our shame unmasked.

The cradle of the prophets and the saints is in our land,

And through their lives of virtue, justice gained the upper hand.
President Obama: do you know who they include?

Father Adam, Prophet Salih, Prophet Jonah, Prophet Had;
Prophet Noah, Prophet Ezra, and the Man in woodland Green,
And the Chosen One’s first cousin, Imam Lion, the Serene.
Ibrahim was born among us, he’s the Friend of God, unique;
“Abraham” is what you call him in the language that you speak.
And Hussein, the Prophet’s grandson, son of ‘Ali, the divine,
Martyr in the cause of freedom, round his tomb we built a shrine.

What else can I discuss with you? The Palestinian shame?

13



The problem’s not resolved yet; Gaza City’s all in flames.

Those sons of Sarah grant no rights; Jerusalem’s annexed;

Who knows what they are planning: the Tihama — is that next?!
Where is Khalid? Where is Tariq? Where is ‘Ugba? Old warlords!
Where is Abu Zayd Hilali? Why’s he not unsheathed his sword?

President Obama: yes, we’re scared that we’ll offend:

If we speak and ask a question, in Guantanamo we’re penned;

Don’t anger me! The New York Police regard me as the pits;

“The Twin Towers”, you keep saying, “by your kin were smashed to bits.
Osama, he’s your cousin, and of you he is the worst;

He’s destroyed the world forever, and forever he’ll be cursed.”

Excuse me, Mr. President: this ‘cousin’ doesn’t spend
Time with me, nor I with him; we’re enemies, not friends.
And as for who the mastermind behind this crime might be,
| have my doubts: it could be him... or you... or little me!
It could have been Jerusalem, up to dirty tricks;

What’s that to us, though, anyhow? Accuse us, ’cos it fits!

Will you withdraw? Will you stay put? Obama, that’s your shout;
But let’s suppose you leave us ... Ask our neighbours to help out!
’Cos when you’re gone, we’ll be forlorn, abandoned, feeling sad;
And lots of folks will take on kids who’ve got no mum and dad!

In conclusion, Mr. President — if you’ll let me lay the blame —
Iraq’s just like a pop-fan who’s obsessed with stars and fame;
Each singing star that comes her way, his number’s in her phone,
But one by one they dump her, she’s rejected. .. home alone.

*hkhkkkhkkkkikkkkikkkihkikkiik
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