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Excerpt from a novel
Drowning
or
What The Narrators Did Not Tell About Sallamah And Her Daughters

“Wounds, all wounds, bleed one blood, with one smell, one color, and one memory.
With such chemistry between us and pain, who can ever distinguish one tear from
another? Nevertheless, pain wears the masks like a master, and perhaps those masks
are the most real manifestation of its truth. The overwhelming presence of pain comes
with the sinful absence of its reasons. The logic in its aim is the impossible, and the
absolute, its only aspiration.”
- Abdullah Habib
“And of water, we made every living thing.” *
Al-Mutawaha taught them... On that day, she slipped running along the blue, feeling
her limbs about to take flight.
“And of water, we made every living thing...” She jogs...
Water. Life. "Sword." The sea. Me. She runs...
As if recalling her own voice, now in front of the endless blue, her exhausting
questions about what comes next, what is beyond, and what is beneath, at the surface,
or by the shore...
“I am for this sea, and you are for the land.” Jassim said
He was sailing away in the sea, and she was afraid of salt. She kept running along the
shore, and he kept running along her side until their feet stood firm. She disappeared
behind the doors, and he disappeared with the vast blue once he took on his golden
skin and his long body burned under the coastal sun.
- Nothing is soft but the sea, my heart is dry, the skin on my face is rough. Sallamah,
even the pearls are rough!
He told her once from behind the door, and then he went back to his absence. She
kept staring at that vast sea, recalling the day she saw them weaving their rituals with
pride.
“It is time,” whispered the houses of the “swords”. The trunk behind the trunk, AlMajdami counts them with reverence. With a lover’s patience, Al-Qallaf examines the
body of Al-Sambouk. Alnhham rehearses a melody as if it signals the start of the
journey, and then comes the passion of the returning sailors.
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As a child, she followed them, and that day, Jassim brought her back to her mother.
- Sallamah wants to go diving.
The mother laughed. They all laughed. Then they forgot. But she did not forget...
She watched the women grow serious about playing their roles, with a proud sadness,
with an absurd surrender to absence. In all their rituals, yielding behind their minor
heroism, no one will ever mention their rare celibacy.
She approaches this obsequious world, indifferent, waiting for the glorious moment of
return. A return, after which she hoped she would discover that absence... or she
would become that absence.
The strong smells of henna, the rouge on women's lips, as if preparing for a big
wedding to come; the boys who condense their hours of training on the beach, rushing
to their puberty, and the prominent Suhail star--all are signs that time has come for
their return with the cold.
As the North Star paves the way for the winter with what sounds like a faint meow,
the answers come back. Sallamah is eager to catch their voices from behind the door,
“What’s out there?” She asks her father as she touches the depth of the Gulf marked
on his cheek. She makes him rush into his words to get the answers she had waited
for, but the voice reveals nothing but a damaged sound that believes it’s enough to
repeat, "Good things are out there." Then the voice falls into the stillness of the sea
that she had always wanted to cross. She leaves him and sneaks into where her mother
used to hide the tools, alfitam, almiskal, aldien, alkhabt and all that will remind her of
the sorrow of absence until the next diving trip. She touches them with such care. She
puts the first on her nose and drapes the aldien around her neck like a medal. She puts
on the alkhabt as if it were a captivating jewel that always comes bigger than her
small palm. Pretending to dive, to explore the depths, she descends more and more to
see... Was she looking for a pearl? Or the trick of eternity embedded in Gilgamesh?
Suddenly she felt suffocated, drowning on land, not knowing when the moment of
escape would come.
The day her father, the diver Abu Banat, wounded his eyes, then lost his vision, then
his body, she came out from behind the door and said:
- I am a body that blocks a body, an ear that replaces an ear, and two eyes that take the
place of all eyes. I want the whole grand sea to hold me, not throw me to the land. I
want to break the atrocity of salt.
This time, no one laughed, no one forgot either.
Al-Mutawaha, the one who, in the name of God, said, “And of water, we made every
living thing.” To those talking behind her back, she said, “And of water, we made
every living thing”. And out of anger, she said, “And of water, we made every living
thing.”
Page 2 of 7

Salha Obaid Hassan

IWP 2021

Writing sample

“Let's find her a husband.” Al-Mutawa said.
So the diver's daughter was married to another diver, the smell of salt remaining in
her nose. The roughness of his body scratched hers. The pearls, in all their radiance,
broke any feeling of desire. “Nothing is soft but the sea,” she reminded Jassim.
The sea stayed there the whole time, even in the eyes of her baby girl, in the sound of
her cries, roaring like a wave. She waited for her husband, the diver, who did not
return to see his own baby that looked like a drop of water.
That day, she came out again, shouting “of water we made every living thing.”
“Let's find her a husband,” they shouted back.
There was another trip through the salt, then another, then another, and there was
another child, then a third, then a fourth, all of them packed like loud waves on their
mother's heart.
After the death of four of the finest divers, they said she was a criminal, they said she
was either poisonous or cursed.
The day the boats were marked, they said: Sallamah brings bad luck to the coast.
The day the houses on the coast were burned, they said, Sallamah killed the people of
the coast.
They took her to swear off water, and she shouted again, “And of water we made
every living thing.”
“Kill her and her daughters, they are bad seeds,” they shouted back.
That night, she grew calm, then disappeared. No one saw Sallama nor her daughters
again, no sound was heard from behind her door anymore. But after some time they
saw her there, down there, near the Strait of Hormuz, in the far distance, standing as if
a mountain, surrounded by her daughters, laughing.
They devour the divers and sink the boats.
Translated from the Arabic by Iman Marouf
English-language editing by Kaled Rajeh and Shene Mahmood

*The Holy Quran (Al-Anbiya 30)
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"ﻏﺮق "
أو
" ﻣﺎ ﻟم ﯾﺷﻌﮫ اﻟرواه ﺣول ﺳﻼﻣﺔ وﺑﻧﺎﺗﮭﺎ"
ﻓﺎﻟﺟراح ﻛﻠﱡﮭﺎ ﺗﻧزف دﻣﺎ ً واﺣداً ،ﻟﮫ راﺋﺣﺔ واﺣدة ،وﻟون واﺣد ،وذاﻛرة واﺣدة .ﺣﻘﺎً،
ﻣن ذا اﻟذي ﯾﺳﺗطﯾﻊ اﻛﺗﺷﺎف اﻟﻔرق ﺑﯾن اﻟدﻣوع ﻓﻲ ﻛﯾﻣﯾﺎء اﻟوﺟﻊ؟ .وﻣﻊ ذﻟك ﻓﺎﻟوﺟﻊ
ﯾﺗﻔﻧن ﻓﻲ ارﺗداء اﻷﻗﻧﻌﺔ ،ﺑل رﺑﻣﺎ ﻛﺎﻧت ﺗﻠك اﻷﻗﻧﻌﺔ ھﻲ اﻟﺗﺟﻠﯾﺎت اﻷﻛﺛر ﺣﻘﯾﻘﯾﺔ
ﻟﮭوﯾﺗﮫ اﻟﻔﻌﻠﯾﺔ ،ﺣﺿوره اﻟﺳﺎﺣﻖ ھو اﻟﻐﯾﺎب اﻵﺛم ﻷﺳﺑﺎﺑﮫُ ،ﻣرا ُدهُ اﻟﻣﺷروع ھو
اﻟﻣﺳﺗﺣﯾل ،وﻣطﻣﺣﮫ اﻟﻣطﻠَﻖ ،وﻻ أﻗل ﻣن ذﻟك.
 -ﻋﺑد ﷲ ﺣﺑﯾب

اﻟﻣﺎء ﻛل ﺷﻲء ﺣﻲ " *
" وﺟﻌﻠﻧﺎ ﻣن
ِ
ﻋﻠﻣﺗﮭم اﻟﻣطوﻋﺔ ..ﯾوﻣﮭﺎ اﻧﺳﻠت ﺗرﻛض ﺑﻣﺣﺎذاة اﻟزرﻗﺔ ،ﻛﺎﻧت ﺗﺷﻌر ﺑﺄطراﻓﮭﺎ
ﺗﻛﺎد ﺗرف.
"وﺟﻌﻠﻧﺎ ﻣن اﻟﻣﺎء ﻛل ﺷﻲء ﺣﻲ" ..
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ﺗﮭرول
اﻟﻣﺎء ..اﻟﺣﯾﺎة " ..اﻟﺳﯾف "  ..اﻟﺑﺣر ..أﻧﺎ.
ﺗرﻛض
ﻟﻛﺄﻧﮭﺎ ﺗﺳﺗﻌﯾد ﺻوﺗﮭﺎ اﻵن أﻣﺎم اﻷزرق اﻷﺑدي ،ﺳؤاﻟﮭﺎ اﻟﻣﺿﻧﻲ ﻋن اﻟﻣﺎ ﺑﻌد
واﻟﻣﺎ وراء ،واﻟﻘﺎع ..اﻟﺳطﺢ واﻟﺿﻔﺔ ،ﺗرد ﻋﻠﻰ ﺟﺎﺳم اﻟذي ﻗﺎل:
 أﻧﺎ ﻟﮭذا اﻟﺑﺣر ،وأﻧت ﻟﻠﯾﺎﺑﺳﺔ.ﻛﺎن ﯾﻐﯾب ﻓﻲ اﻟﻐﻣر ،وﻛﺎﻧت ﺗﺧﺎف اﻟﻣﻠﺢ ،ﺑﻘﯾت ﺗرﻛض ﻋﻠﻰ اﻟﺳﺎﺣل ،وﺑﻘﻲ
ﯾرﻛض ﻣﻌﮭﺎ ﺣﺗﻰ ﻧﺿﺟت أﻗداﻣﮭﻣﺎ ،ﻓﺗوارت ﺧﻠف اﻷﺑواب ،وﺗوارى ﻣﻊ اﻷزرق
اﻟﺷﺎﺳﻊ ﯾوم اﻛﺗﻣل ﻧﺻﺎب ﺳﺣﻧﺗﮫ اﻟﺳﻣراء ،وﺟذﻋﮫ اﻟﻣﺳﻔوع ﺑﺷﻣس اﻟﺳﺎﺣل.
ي إﻻ اﻟﺑﺣر ،ﻗﻠﺑﻲ ﯾﺎﺑس ،وﺟﮭﻲ ﺧﺷن ،ﺣﺗﻰ اﻟﻠؤﻟؤ ﯾﺎ
 ﻻ ﺷﻲء طر ٌﺳﻼﻣﺔ.
ﻗﺎل ﻟﮭﺎ ﻣن ﺧﻠف اﻟﺑﺎب ﻣرة ،ﺛم ﻋﺎد ﻟﻠﻐﯾﺎب ،وﺑﻘﯾت ﺗﺣدق ﻓﻲ ذاك اﻟﻣﻣﺗد ،ﺗﺗذﻛر
ﯾوم ﻛﺎﻧت ﺗراھم ﯾﻧﺳﺟون طﻘوﺳﮭم ﺑﻣﮭﺎﺑﺔ" ،ﺣﺎن اﻟوﻗت" ﺗﺗﮭﺎﻣس ﺑﯾوت
"اﻟﺳﯾف" ،اﻟﺟذع ﺧﻠف اﻟﺟذع ،ﯾﺣﺳﺑﮭم " اﻟﻣﺟدﻣﻲ " ﺑﺧﺷوع ،و "اﻟﻘﻼف"
ﯾﺗﻔﺣص ﺟﺳد "اﻟﺳﻣﺑوك" ﺑﺻﺑر ﻋﺎﺷﻖ" ،اﻟﻧﮭﺎم" ﯾﻣرن ﻓﯾﮫ اﻟﻠﺣن ﻟﻛﺄﻧﮫ ﯾؤذن ﺑدء
اﻟرﺣﻠﺔ ،ﺛم اﻟﺑﺣﺎرة اﻵﯾﺑﯾن ﺑﺷﻐف .ﺗﺑﻌﺗﮭم وھﻲ طﻔﻠﺔ ،ﯾوﻣﮭﺎ ردھﺎ ﺟﺎﺳم إﻟﻰ ﯾد
واﻟدﺗﮭﺎ.
 ﺳﻼﻣﺔ ﺗرﯾد أن ﺗذھب ﻟﻠﻐوص.ﺿﺣﻛت اﻷم ،ﺿﺣﻛوا ﺟﻣﯾﻌﺎً ،ﺛم ﻧﺳوا ،ﻟﻛﻧﮭﺎ ﻟم ﺗﻧس ..راﻗﺑت اﻧﮭﻣﺎك اﻟﻧﺳوة ﻓﻲ
أدوارھن ﺑﺟدﯾﺔ  ..ﺑﺎﻟﺣزن اﻟﻣﺗرﻓﻊ  ..ﺑﺣﺎﻟﺔ اﻻﺳﺗﻼم اﻟﻣﺑﺗذل ﺗﺟﺎه اﻟﻐﯾﺎب  ..ﻓﻲ
ﻛل طﻘوﺳﮭن  ..ﻣﻧﺳﺎﻗﺎت ﺧﻠف ﺑطوﻻﺗﮭن اﻟﺛﺎﻧوﯾﺔ  ..ﻟن ﯾﺄت أﺣ ٌد ﻋﻠﻰ ذﻛر ﺣﺎﻻت
ﺗﺑﺗﻠﮭن اﻟﻧﺎدرة  ..ﻗﺎﺑﻠت ھذا اﻟﻌﺎﻟم اﻟﺧﺎﻧﻊ ﺑﻼ ﻣﺑﺎﻻة ﺗﺗوﺛب ﻟﺣظﺔ اﻟﻌودة اﻟﻣﺟﯾدة
 ..ﻋودة ﺗﺄﻣل ﻓﯾﻣﺎ ﺑﻌدھﺎ أن ﺗﺗﺳﺗﻛﺷف ذاك اﻟﻐﯾﺎب  ..أن ﺗﻛوﻧﮫ .
رواﺋﺢ اﻟﺣﻧﺎء اﻟﻧﻔﺎذة  ..اﻟزﯾﻧﺔُ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺷﻔﺎه اﻟﻧﺳﺎء ﻟﻛﺄﻧﮭن ﯾﺗﺄھﺑن ﻟزﻓﺎف ﻛﺑﯾر آت
 ..اﻟﺻﺑﯾﺔ اﻟذﯾن ﯾﻛﺛﻔون ﺳﺎﻋﺎت ﻣراﻧﮭم أﻣﺎم اﻟﺷﺎطﻰء ﻣﺳﺗﻌﺟﻠﯾن ﺑﻠوﻏﮭم و "ﻧﺟم
ﺳﮭﯾل" اﻟﺑﺎرز ،ﻛﻠﮭﺎ رﻣوز ﺗﺷﯾر إﻟﯾﮭم  ..ﺣﯾث ﯾﻌودون ﻣﻊ اﻟﺑرد  ..و"اﻟﺷﻣﺎل"
ﺗﻣﮭد ﻟﻠﺷﺗﺎء ﺑﻣﺎ ﯾﺷﺑﮫ اﻟﻣواء اﻟﺧﻔﯾف  ،..ﺗﻌود ﻣﻌﮭم اﻷﺟوﺑﺔ ،ﺗﺗﻠﻘف ﺳﻼﻣﺔ
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أﺻواﺗﮭم ﻣن ﺧﻠف اﻟﺑﺎب ﺑﻠﮭﻔﺔ ،ﻣﺎذا ھﻧﺎك؟  ..ﺗﻘول ﻟواﻟدھﺎ وھﻲ ﺗﺗﺣﺳس ﻋﻣﻖ
اﻟﺧﻠﯾﺞ اﻟﻣوﺳوم ﻋﻠﻰ وﺟﻧﺗﮫ  ..ﺗﺳﺗﻌﺟل ﻧﺑرﺗﮫ اﻵﯾﺑﺔ ﺑﺎﻹﺟﺎﺑﺎت اﻟﺗﻲ ﺗﺗرﻗﺑﮭﺎ ..
ﻟﻛن اﻟﻧﺑرة ﻻ ﺗﻛﺷف إﻻ ﻋن ﺻوت ﻣﻌطوب ﯾﻛﺗﻔﻲ ﺑﺄن ﯾردد" ، .ھﻧﺎك اﻟﺧﯾر" ،
وﻗد اﻛﺗﺳﻰ ﺑﺳﻛون اﻟﻌﺑﺎب اﻟذي ﺗرﯾد ھﻲ أن ﺗﻌﺑره ..ﺗﺗرﻛﮫ وﺗﺗﺳﻠل ﺧﻠﺳﮫ إﻟﻰ
ﺣﯾث ﺗﺧﻔﻲ واﻟدﺗﮭﺎ " اﻟﻔطﺎم " و " اﻟﻣﺛﻘﺎل "  " ..اﻟدﯾﯾن " و " اﻟﺧﺑط" وﻛل ﻣﺎ
ﯾذﻛرھﺎ ﺑﺄﺳﻰ اﻟﻐﯾﺎب ﺣﺗﻰ رﺣﻠﺔ اﻟﻐوص اﻟﻘﺎدﻣﺔ  ..ﺗﺗﺣﺳﺳﮭم ھﻲ ﺑﺷﻐف ..
ﺗﺿﻊ اﻷول ﻋﻠﻰ أﻧﻔﮭﺎ وﺗﻌﻠﻖ "اﻟدﯾﯾن" ﻛوﺳﺎم ﺗرﺗدي "اﻟﺧﺑط" ﻟﻛﺄﻧﮫ ﺟوھرة آﺳرة
ﺗﺄﺗﻲ دوﻣﺎ أﻛﺑر ﻣن ﻛﻔﮭﺎ اﻟﻣﻧﻣﻧم  ..ﺗﺣﺎﻛﻲ ظﺎھرﯾﺎ ﻓﻌل اﻟﻐوص  ..ﺗﺳﺑر اﻷﻋﻣﺎق
 ..ﺗﻧﺣدر أﻛﺛر ﻓﺗرى  ..ﺗﺗﺟذر وﺗﺣب  ..ھل ﻛﺎﻧت ﺗﺑﺣث ﻋن اﻟﻠؤﻟؤ؟ ..أم ﻋن
ﺧدﻋﺔ اﻟﺧﻠود اﻟﻣﺗﺟﺳدة ﻓﻲ زھرة ﺟﻠﺟﺎﻣش ؟ ..ﺗﺷﻌر ﺑﺎﻻﺧﺗﻧﺎق اﻟﻣﺑﺎﻏت  ..ﺗﻐرق
ﻋﻠﻰ اﻟﯾﺎﺑﺳﺔ ،اﻟﺗﻲ ﻻ ﺗﻌﻠم ﻣﺗﻰ ﺗﺣﯾن ﻣﻧﮭﺎ ﻟﺣظﺔ اﻟﻔرار .
ﯾوم ﺗﮭﺎﻟﻛت ﻋﯾﻧﺎ واﻟدھﺎ اﻟﻐواص "أﺑو اﻟﺑﻧﺎت" ،ﺛم ﺑﺻره ،وأﺧﯾرا ً اﻟﺟﺳد ،ﺧرﺟت
ﻣن وراء اﻟﺑﺎب ،ﻗﺎﻟت:
أﻧﺎ ﺟﺳ ٌد ﯾﺳد ﺟﺳد ،وأذن ﻣﺣل أُذن ،وﻋﯾﻧﺎن ﺑﺳﻌﺔ ﻣﻐﺎرة ﺗﺳد ﻛل اﻟﻌﯾون ،أرﯾداﻟﺑﺣر ﻛﺎﻣﻼ ،ﻣﮭﯾﺑﺎً ،ﻣﺗﻘﺑﻼ إﯾﺎي ،ﻻ ﯾﻠﻔظﻧﻲ ﻟﻠﯾﺎﺑس ،أرﯾد أن أﻛﺳر وﺣﺷﺔ اﻟﻣﻠﺢ.
ھذه اﻟﻣرة ﻟم ﯾﺿﺣك أﺣد ،وﻟم ﯾﻧس أﺣ ٌد أﯾﺿﺎً.
ﻟﻠﻣطوﻋﺔ اﻟﺗﻲ ﺑﺳﻣﻠت ﻋﻠﻰ رأﺳﮭﺎ ﻗﺎﻟت "وﺟﻌﻠﻧﺎ ﻣن اﻟﻣﺎء ﻛل ﺷﻲء ﺣﻲ"،
ﻟﻠﮭﻣزات ﻗﺎﻟت "وﺟﻌﻠﻧﺎ ﻣن اﻟﻣﺎء ﻛل ﺷﻲء ﺣﻲ " ،ﻟﻠﺳﺧط ﻗﺎﻟت "وﺟﻌﻠﻧﺎ ﻣن اﻟﻣﺎء
ﻛل ﺷﻲء ﺣﻲ".
زوﺟوھﺎ .ﻗﺎل اﻟﻣطوعﻓﻛﺎن أن ُزﻓت اﺑﻧﺔ اﻟﻐواص إﻟﻰ ﻏواص آﺧر ،ﺑﻘﯾت ﺗﺗﺣﺳس ﻓﯾﮫ راﺋﺣﺔ اﻟﻣﻠﺢ،
ﺧﺷوﻧﺔ اﻟﺟﺳد ﻛﺎﻧت ﺗﺧدﺷﮭﺎ ،اﻟﻠؤﻟؤ ﺑﻛل ﻟﻣﻌﺎﻧﮫ ﯾﻛﺳر ﻓﯾﮭﺎ ﻛل اﻟرﻏﺑﺎت ،ﺗﺗذﻛر
ي إﻻ اﻟﺑﺣر".
ﺟﺎﺳﻣﺎ" :ﻻ ﺷﻲء طر ٌ
وھﻧﺎك داﺋﻣﺎ ﻛﺎن اﻟﺑﺣر ،ﺣﺗﻰ ﻓﻲ ﻋﯾﻧﻲ طﻔﻠﺗﮭﺎ اﻟرﺿﯾﻌﺔ ،ﻓﻲ ﺻوت ﺑﻛﺎءھﺎ
اﻟﮭﺎدر ﻛﻣوج ،ﻓﻲ اﻧﺗظﺎرھﺎ ﻟﻠﻐواص زوﺟﮭﺎ اﻟذي ﻟم ﯾﻌد ﺣﺗﻰ ﯾرى ھذه اﻟطﻔﻠﺔ
اﻟﺗﻲ وﻟدت ﻟﺗﺷﺑﮫ ﻗطرة اﻟﻣﺎء ،ﯾوﻣﮭﺎ ﺧرﺟت ﻣرة أﺧرى ،ﺻرﺧت "وﺟﻌﻠﻧﺎ ﻣن
اﻟﻣﺎء ﻛل ﺷﻲء ﺣﻲ".
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زوﺟوھﺎُردت ﻋﻠﯾﮭﺎ اﻟﺻرﺧﺔ..
وﻛﺎن ﺳﻔر ﻣﻠﺢ آﺧر ،ﺛم آﺧر ،ﺛم آﺧر ،وﻛﺎﻧت ھﻧﺎك طﻔﻠﺔ أﺧرى ،ﺛم ﺛﺎﻟﺛﺔ ،ﺛم
راﺑﻌﺔ ،ﻛﻠﮭن ﺗﻛﺎﺛﻔن ﻛﻣوﺟﺎت ﺻﺎﺧﺑﺔ ﻋﻠﻰ ﻗﻠب أﻣﮭن.
ﺑﻌد أرﺑﻌﺔ ﻣن ﺧﯾرة "اﻟﻐواوﯾص" ﻗﺎﻟوا ﻋﻧﮭﺎ ﻣﺟرﻣﺔ ،ﻗﺎﻟوا ﻋﻧﮭﺎ ﻣﺳﻣوﻣﺔ أو
ﻣﻠﻌوﻧﺔ .ﯾوم "طﺑﻌت" اﻟﻣراﻛب ﻗﺎﻟوا :ﺳﻼﻣﺔ ﻧﺣﺳت اﻟﺳﺎﺣل ،ﯾوم اﺣﺗرﻗت ﺑﯾوت
اﻟﺳﺎﺣل ﻗﺎﻟوا ﺳﻼﻣﺔ ﺗﻘﺗل أھل اﻟﺳﺎﺣل ،ﺳﺎﻗوھﺎ ﻟﺗﺗوب ﻋن اﻟﻣﺎء ،ﻓﻌﺎدت ﻟﺗﺻﯾﺢ
"وﺟﻌﻠﻧﺎ ﻣن اﻟﻣﺎء ﻛل ﺷﻲء ﺣﻲ".
اﻗﺗﻠوھﺎ وﺑﻧﺎﺗﮭﺎ ،ھذا ﻧﺳ ٌل ﺑﺎطل.ردوا ﻋﻠﯾﮭﺎ اﻟﺻﯾﺣﺔ.

ﺳﻛﻧت ،ﺛم ﺗوارت ﻓﻲ ﻟﯾﻠﺔ اﻟﺻﯾﺣﺔ ﺗﻠك ،ﻟم ﯾﻌد أﺣ ٌد ﯾرى ﺳﻼﻣﺔ وﻻ ﺑﻧﺎﺗﮭﺎ ،ﻻ
ﺧرﯾر ﯾُﺳﻣﻊ ﻣن ﺧﻠف ﺑﺎﺑﮭﺎ ،ﻟﻛﻧﮭم ﺑﻌد أﻣد رأوھﺎ ھﻧﺎك ،ﻓﻲ اﻟﻘﺎع ﻗرب ﻣﺿﯾﻖ
ھرﻣز ،ﻓﻲ اﻟﻣﺎ وراء اﻟﺑﻌﯾد ،ﻣﻧﺗﺻﺑﺔً ﻛﺟﺑل ،ﺣوﻟﮭﺎ ﺑﻧﺎﺗﮭﺎ ﯾدرن ..ﯾﺿﺣﻛن..
وﯾﻠﺗﮭﻣن "اﻟﻐواوﯾص" ،ﺛم ﯾُﻐرﻗنَ اﻟﻣراﻛب.
.................

Ξז )ﺳورة اﻷﻧﺑﯾﺎء (30
* ♣≈‡¿ֿ ♀♣≈-ڼ ֿ
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