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MOHAMMAD SKATI()

I was born gifted in some fields of learning. My late dad encouraged me too
much, my teachers, my friends, and some periodicals and newspapers.I
completed my university studies. I loved reading Arabic and English poetry. I am
an Arabic-English translator - an interpreter. I experienced life and traveled too
many places which helped me shape an optimistic view about people
everywhere. I love people everywhere and I feel people in my heart and my
mind. I educated myself and experience life. I am happy to write poetry and
novels.I love poetry and short-stories too... I enjoyed Jane Eyre by great English
novelist Charlotte Bronte that is considered a great masterpiece by me... I love
to write the Arabic free verse and the English free verse simply because I find
both of them can get me into those readers whom I love greatly and wonderfully
anytime, anywhere, and everywhere...
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2014 / Twenty-Eourteen

2014 is coming next year, so What's the difference
between 2013 and 20147? ! A
happy new year to everyone on earth.
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2014 Is The Pretty Year Of Hope

2014 is going to be like any year, but I hope and I wish that
it will carry all Kinds of love, forgiveness, and patience

On all our mother earth anytime and anywhere, I hope
everyone to be in kind and in pretty Situation in his ongoing
life and his or Her future and not to be in any bad shape,

I wish a happy and good year to all those Who

suffer and lack any good resources, then I hope that 2014 is
going to be a pretty Year to all lovers, friends, and relatives.
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2015 Is Still Ahead

If 2015 is our next year, then I hope everyone on
earth A good, wonderful, and pretty year
Just to make it my only wish That
remains permanent and everlasting... I love 2015 to bring
happiness and pleasure To all those who love life and
To all those who love Their
bothers and their sisters Anywhere and everywhere...
A happy and new year
To all those who have hard times Hoping them all that
is good and lovely... A several days separate us from
That 2015 year... I wish all
bothers and sisters A very lovely year...
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2015 Is The Best Year

I am very optimistic About 2015
Simply because this is the way
With me... All new years bring good or
bad Things to us anytime, so
No wonder if 2015 is going to be My new year...
I am just very optimistic about it...
This new year is welcome by me Whatever
the things that might bring To us anytime, anywhere, and
everywhere.
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2017 Is A Great Year

Twenty-seventeen shows us

Its running course by watching
Those days and nights

That we are inside anytime...
This year is a great year
Although our current world
Suffers from many problems that

Are not solved up to this moment...

I wish everyone all that is
Lovely, great, and wonderful...
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24/24 Twenty-Four To Twenty-Four

Every day has twenty-four hours

That are divided

between our sufferings and Between our pains

Anytime, anywhere, and everywhere.
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This poem is called 24-7 the American poet ADRYAN ROTICA. I
translated it into Arabic, so more can enjoy it.
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A 2015 Without Any Headaches

I hope and I wish the 2015 year To be headache-free
to all of us Simply because we like to see peace
And love prevailing greatly and wonderfully
On our poor planet... We have to make this new
and coming 2015 As an ideal year of all years
Simply because we love to be influential In
supporting love and peace For all people
Anywhere and everywhere...
I hope everyone a great and a wonderful year That will

achieve all everyone wishes...
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A Bad Choice

Her choice of a pretty man is a matter of either money or the man Himself
anytime, anywhere, and everywhere, Some women (girls)
choose a man either for his money or for his Character simply because that's
the way with some women (girls) , Some choose men for both simply because
they work for life anytime And they prefer money first of all, then the pretty
man himself, It's a bad choice for a woman or a girl to choose money first, then
To choose a man to live with him as a second entity for whole life, Life has
taught us many lessons to be or not to be in our whole life Simply because a bad
choice leads to dramatic results and bad Outcome anytime, anywhere, and
everywhere in our whole life, so Choosing the worst (like money) is not a
priority, but choosing a Pretty man is the best choice with love to that man
always comes First.
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A Bad Critic

A broken mirror does not show A clear image
Simply because it shows only
Scattered pieces of an image... A bad critic is
greatly a broken image Of a certain image, so

How can compare a mirror to
critic? !
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A Bad Mind

When an ugly Satan talks About morality,

I vomit...
When a hypocrite talks About a promise,

I shiver...
When a big-mouthed defends The bad,

I hide my eyes...
There is nothing great and brilliant Like being well-
behaved In front of other people...
There are big-mouthed Scattered

here and there...
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A banana ????

Any banana is called a Mouza, Its color is yellow,
It looks like the pretty crescent,
It looks like a finger... We all love bananas and
Some people cook them...
Bananas are available anywhere and everywhere, but Their

prices vary from one country to another... Some animals love that
fruit...
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A Bar Of Ice

Instead of a tablet or any laptop I'm going to write all I
know including My memories on a bar of ice because
If it remains iced, then everyone can Easily

read what he likes or what she likes, but If it melts (by a blackout)
, then no one will be Able to know anything about me or about my
memories, I can easily say that we can apply this to our world

And on anyone or on anything we need to know about, Writing on
ice is pretty, but it's not everlasting, The ice is melting in the arctic
simply because the Ice is not satisfied and happy with what we do to
our World directly or indirectly anytime and anywhere, so
We're extremely unhappy and we're extremely frustrated By what we
do and by what's going on around us.
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A Barrel Of Oil

A pretty soul is better Than the whole barrels
of Oil anytime and anywhere,
People are addicted to oil Because
they love oil and They love to drive anytime,
People are slaughtered like
Sheep and cows everywhere And no one
cares about people's Lives anytime and anywhere,
Some people see a barrel of
Oil is better than a pretty Soul and a very
great life, The whole world is addicted
To save the barrels of oil
Rather than to save a pretty soul, so A human being's
life is cheaper Than an ugly barrel of oil anytime.
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A Basket

In a basket

I can put some eggs, but

I can not fill it up with water or

With oil...
How many do you have?

I have only one basket, but
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A Big Liar

He says what he does not believe in what he says, so
does he want me to believe him,

How
He contradicts himself,

but I know him only as a big liar,

Yes, he is a big liar, then
liar.
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A Big Tsunami Is Going To Come

Like great floods or Pretty rains,
A big tsunami might come
To scare us or To test us, but
Are we ready to get it? A
tsunami is not any word or A lovely thing, but
It's a huge thing that lasts
A few seconds or more To show us that
inevitable death Which we never experienced before,
Things happen in seconds or in A
few seconds to sweep everyone and Everything anytime
and anywhere, Where shall we go if a tsunami comes
Suddenly to us? We all
live in the same boat, so We will get the same fear!
We all in great oblivion because
We go in the opposite direction, so If a sudden tsunami
comes, then It is a big one that will sweep everyone
And everything, but are you scared?
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A Blood Donor

I give life To others by donating
Blood Simply
because there are a lot of people Who are greatly in need to
my blood... I donate my blood
To save others' lives... If I don't donate

blood, then Some pretty souls might die...

I love to donate My blood
to others willingly... I am a blood donor

Anytime, anywhere, and everywhere...
I love all people and I love to help all of them...
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is called 'A BLOOD MOON NIGHT 'by an American poet.I translated it into Arabic,
SO more can enjoy it.
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A Book Is A Good Friend

We are better friends Anywhere and
everywhere Simply because we do love
Each others sincerely and
all times... I see myself in a book's
Pages engaged in reading
that is pretty and Wonderful anytime...
I carry it everywhere I go
And it carries me in its pages Like a lover and a
beloved...
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A Book Of Days

Everyone of us Has one's book
Anytime, anywhere,

And everywhere... That book has pages

That get our good

Deeds and bad deeds... We just need some

Time to check our
Deeds, good or bad... We need to
watch Ourselves from within, then
We need to show our

Real images to others Through our deeds....

Every day we turn
A new page that copy What we do
accurately... Some people are in

Great oblivion when it Comes

to read their pages... Revision is needed
Everyday simply because

That's the way with life... If we forget our days, then

Sudden death might come

To close our book of days In a glimpse for

ever and ever...
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A Bouquet Of Flowers And Roses To You

Because they're pretty, Because they're fragrant,
Because they're lovely,
Because they're a good reminder, Because they work,
Because they mean more than they're,

Because they're sweet, Because they
express good feelings and emotions, and Because I chose them for
you And only for you

In the shape of a bouquet of sweet, fragrant, lovely, pretty flowers And
roses, You deserve more than this

Because you're my pretty queen.
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A Broken Promise

To say something, but You do something else
Means that you break a promise...
Never, for God's sake, Break a promise
For any reasons...
Words must be respected Simply because
they mean Too much to all of us...
Those who break a promise Are not
trustworthy anytime... A broken promise is not lovely
Simply because it leads
To bad results anytime... Words are great,
wonderful, and lovely Only when respected by all of us...
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A Cake Party

There is a pretty party

The pretty cake's decision

Is still undecided because

pretty decision
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A Camel

I saw a camel, but I never rode its back

simply because I did not have the opportunity to do this,
I would like to ride a camel one day, but

When? A camel is called the desert's

ship simply because It's a great creature that can cross easily

deserts without Any remarkable problems,

It can save as much water as he can, so It has a big

reservoir inside his big belly, It can cross into the unknown

simply because God created it with a great shape,

It's a pretty creature that can be tamed easily to be friendly and Vice
versa anytime, A desert is always its pretty
playground To be or not to be,

Its red meat is so delicious, but I never tasted it,
If touched,
It's a sensitive creature that might retaliate even Against its owner
anytime, so It's a great thing to test a camel in all

circumstances.
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A Candle

I need only One candle

At that time That it
takes To melt up... If it takes one hour to
melt, then I need that one-hour

To write those pretty words Which are in
my mind To my loved ones...
It's a pretty candle That

sacrifices itself for me... I love those who give

Anything good To
those who need and To those who are in need

Anytime, anywhere, and everywhere.
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A Candle Of Pretty Light

Dead ends are not my choices, but

Open ways in a pretty world,

I chose this greatly and willingly

To walk towards a pretty candle of pretty light
light up all ways towards

The real and pretty freedom in life.
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A Car Ran Over The Little Kitten Ringo

Two days ago while Ringo was crossing the street into the sidewalk Suddenly a

careless driver ran over the little kitten Ringo, His mom called Possy did not
about that accident, but She gave birth to four little kittens in the
same day Ringo had that Accident, Possy
cared about Ringo, but His fate was not a matter of
questioning, We all felt sorry for Ringo's death, but

We can not do anything, Ringo rests in his
tomb for ever, so No fear about him anymore.
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A Carefree Situation

Those higher skies are absolutely clear, We are sometimes
carefree for many reasons, but Not always...
We are a little bit tired of Our daily
life... We are still looking for things
Here and there... We love only
to be, but Not always as thought anytime...
We are always in-between things
Simply because that's the way with our life... We sometimes go
beyond things Simply because our ambitions are
infinite... We often look for the unknown
In the heart of the known things... Clouds penetrate
into our situation Just to make rain inside us...
Our hearts get scared due to many things and
We get scared too... Fears dwell inside us
Just to make us down...
Some blackouts happen Here and there...
A care-free situation dwells anywhere and
everywhere, but We have to look for it anytime, anywhere, and even
everywhere...
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A Carefree World Is My Pretty World

Care Kkills a nine-soul cat or Any great hero here and
there Because it is the greatest soldier

To face a man on earth or anywhere, To be
carefree, It means to be in an ideal world

Which is not found on our planet
Anytime, anywhere, and everywhere Due to many
ordeals and headaches We are living together

With or without a pretty reason,
This is our world and this is the Stage we stand on and
we live on, We suffer on all levels for any reason

With or without our wish or our wishes, We
die in life to live in death A million of times everyday,
It's not our wish to be like this, but
What shall we do to change ourselves? We're totally

disabled by what comes From all kinds of pains and
sufferings Around us anytime and everywhere,

We're merely pretty human beings, but Care
downs us to the bottom to be or not to be, We live amid a sea of
cares, so How can be carefree?

We're drowned in a pile of headaches and in piles Of cares
that make us drowned in the bottom of our life, We're in a world full of
cares, then We're totally broke because things

Are out of our will anytime, anywhere, and everywhere.
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A Certain Situation, But Without That Pretty Solidarity
Anytime

When in critical times, People should be united
Like one whole body, but
Instead we notice that Some ride their heads
Towards what is stubborn
And towards what is absurd... Life itself can
change Certain people, but others
Can not be changed at all... Stupidity
and stubbornness Do not help us to be, but
When we need to come together
Towards what is good for All of us anytime,
anywhere, And everywhere on our planet...
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A Certificate Without A Job

A job wanted for a certified graduate Simply because there
must be a pretty life For someone to take and to give...

A certified graduate might find a job, but Many
don't find pretty jobs for many reasons... Not all graduates get
jobs Simply because of the life's routine...

Graduating without finding a job anytime hurts

Everyone anytime... Killing many years for
getting a certificate, then No one is able to get a job for many
reasons... A pretty formula to connect a certificate

To a pretty job anytime and anywhere... We all need
pretty jobs to go on enjoying Working for many ways...

Life without work will be like an empty glass

Without water anytime... A pretty certificate is

needed and A pretty job is needed too, so
If that formula is not fulfilled, then That life will

be absurd and useless anytime...
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A Chalet

A pretty chalet is A pretty refugee's
Dreamy house when he
Will leave his ugly tent, but As long as
he lives in his Permanent tent
It seems no chalet, A
chalet is a great reward For those who will leave
Their ugly tents, but they
Hope one day to leave their tents, All
pretty refugees wish to leave Their tents as possible
as they can, but It seems nothing happens in the near
horizon, Staying in a tent is hellish and it's out of
A pretty soul's imagination anytime and anywhere, People
look forward for a better life, but a Refugee is doomed for a
life imprisonment in a tent, and It looks a tent life is
outbalancing a chalet life Just for the present moment and may
be for the near future.
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A Civil Engineer In The Hard Time

She is a great person

Whose love to everything and everyone
things,

She chose to be a civil engineer, but

This is not her ultimate choice,

She wanted to be a dentist or

Any doctor, but it was

Her hard circumstances,

She studied hard, but

Things went the other direction,

She accepted to be better than

Not to be,

She was born great to be or not to be, so
She is now in the Faculty of Civil Engineering
plan for a good future and

For a good career in life,

They need her to be a great civil engineer
For that great and pretty future that is

Beats all other

Studying how to

Waiting for her to

build love and life, so Tomorrow will be hers to give hope for

others.
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She loved to be such and such Because to be in life
so and so and Such and such matter,

To be or not to be That is the
question, In life one should stand against all

Obstacles until reaching what one wants, To
be a doctor, It means to work hard by day
and by night Until achieving one's aim,
To be a philosopher, It means to work for

this, She loved to be a civil engineer and

She got what she wanted, The more
someone works harder, The more he or she reaches
one's aim, Nothing comes from emptiness, but

Everything comes from working harder and harder, so
She enjoys being a civil engineer Which was her pretty
dream.
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A Coffee Kettle For A Cup Of Coffee

I love to drink coffee more than tea Simply because a cup
of coffee lets me feel well The moment I start the first sip
anytime, Coffee is delicious and it makes someone
Awake all his or her daylong, Tea is good to
some people, but I choose coffee first,
Drinking something is a matter of one's mood
Anytime, anywhere, and everywhere, In reality,
I started drinking coffee when I was a little kid
Where I used to share my parents' morning coffee And

anytime's coffee, Most of the people whom 1
know drink coffee It depends if it is sweetened, if it is
unsweetened, or If it is medium coffee,
Some prefer the Arabian coffee Simply because it is
number one in town, Some prefer the Brazilian coffee
because It has a certain taste, and

Some enjoy the American coffee Simply because it
is great especially the well-known brands Like Starbucks, ........... ,
.......... , Coffee is the greatest drink if it is

Compared to the other hot or cold drinks....
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A Coffeehouse

When you are not employed or When you don't have
anything to do, then A coffeehouse is place for

Wasting most of your time... Some
waste all their time over there Simply because they got
stuck over there... There are many other places

For someone to benefit from one's time Other

than a coffeehouse... It's not bad to go to a
coffeehouse, but One should not make as a permanent place
anytime...
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A Coffeehouse Is Good Place For Talking About One's
Past

I rarely go to a coffeehouse, but Some old friends meet
together just To talk about that past they lived it one
day... Some go to coffeehouses just To
waste time or to play cards anytime... There are coffeehouses
anywhere and everywhere For anyone just to be over there...
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A Coffin, But Where Is The Dead Person?

When someone dies, then Automatically the
funeral home will be told To get ready for the dead person
simply because It's better getting the dead person buried

To put in one's tomb to rest, Some people
think that they are alive while they're in reality dead, Some other people are
dead while they're alive, We don't need to bury those who are

thinking that they're alive and They live among us only in their bodies,

We don't need to bury those who are thinking that they're dead while
They move physically among us, There are dead people
among us because they just live only in bodies Without being real ones in their
deeds and in their words, What's the use of being a body without a soul
anytime? A coffin is needed only to really dead people who lived with
their Bodies and with souls among us, Those who never
lived with their souls, but they had only their bodies, then it's better to keep
them as is, The funeral procession and all its expenses adding a
luxurious coffin cost too much money, so saving money helps these days! A
good burial with a good coffin must be done only to those people Who lived great
life and contributed greatly with their bodies and With their souls to everyone
and to everything around them anytime.
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A Common Sense

It is greatly and wonderfully To be or to be not
Anytime, anywhere, and everywhere
To have that common sense You feel
beautifully... It is to own anything
Just to feel that invisible Common
sense, but You greatly feel it...

Without our common senses, then
We are absolutely nothing...
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A Comparisaon Between Good And Evil

Any evil lasts just one ugly round, but
and ever

Good lasts for ever
Simply because good beats evil greatly

And strongly until it is defeated...
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A Comparison Between A Cockroach And A Mosquito

A cockroach and a mosquito are Both ugly and mean
Simply because they bring all
That is bad to us... A cockroach brings
dirt and A mosquito sucks our blood...

Both of them are totally ugly and mean Simply
because they never bring anything good... If we don't get rid of
them, then They will do their best

To make us unhappy and angry anytime,
Anywhere, and everywhere...
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A Comparison Between Bad People And Good People

Comparing a bad person to a good one Is unfair and ugly
simply because I can not Compare a bad robber who invades a
pretty store To get money for his addiction and someone else
Who tries to save a pretty soul anywhere, It hurts to
compare bad things to good things Because good things are
great, wonderful, and brilliant While bad things are only bad anytime
and anywhere, Life is full of many examples when you see good
people Help other people in great floods or earthquakes
While you see people hurt inside stores during ugly Robberies or
anything bad anytime and anywhere, then A comparison between
good things and bad things are not Fair, balanced, and realistic due to
the impacts on us.
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A Coward Mind Of A Coward Man

Courage versus cowardice because It's greater and

sweeter Anytime, anywhere, and everywhere,
Courage can not get married from cowardice

Anytime and they can not live under one ceiling anytime Because

they're like ice and fire, A coward chose to be like this,

but Not a courageous man,

Life differs between those who are cowards and Those who are
courageous anytime, A coward flees to unknown land
for His selfishness, while

A courageous stays to help and to be, Time shows us
cowardice in its arrogance till the end When it fails and it falls like a
broken wall, while Courage is like a hard rock that resists breaking
till the end, so A coward mind is like a dead corpse, while A
courageous mind prevails only to be.
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A Coward Tyrant

Hope never sides with Tyranny and the coward tyrant

Does not have hope Among these tired faces...

Endless hiding is Useless... Man's
upper-hand is, but A bubble that flies A little bit,
then It goes away... The coward tyrant
knows Himself... Tyranny will not remain

For ever and ever...

MOHAMMAD SKATI

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

76



A coward tyrant

- 7777?77

2797 777?777
P07 0797 ?0°007°0° 27007077
27?777,
0707 270907007
270797 2707077
2079777,
207907 007,
27977 ?77?

27?7

?7?

P72?27°?7?7?°?

MOHAMMAD SKATI

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

77



A Crazy War

A war results only In the death of kids,
Women, and men,
Dead bodies scattered Under the destroyed
buildings Waiting good people to bury them,
Nightmares of death come closer To
everyone, so the scared people Run away to the open
fields, Magnanimity dies in the iron hearts
Of the mass murderers and nasty Kkillers, Only God
knows what's going on to the Pretty people's ordeals here
and there, We all watch this bad image silently
It's like something trivial near us, Love died long
time ago because there is No love in the tyrants' iron hearts,
SO O world! Please go to bed and tomorrow
Will be the cowards'day.
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A Cross-Eyed World

Our world is

You sell it or
buy it because

It's useless in dealing
important issues in

It is greatly a cross-eyed
World anytime, anywhere, and everywhere.
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A Cruel Outcry

I am alone, In a tent,
In a cruel world

That can not protect me From the

hard time I got Being in a tent
Suffering from all kinds
Of human pains. What did I do?
The world is silent and

I am chocked. I amin ajungle

rather I am in a pretty world
Like the other people.

Please I am dying alive A thousand times a

day. I am crying a million of
Times everyday.

I am alive, but I am dead. My heart is going to

stop and All my five pretty senses too.
Where is the pretty world?

don't see anyone except me, But I might die

tomorrow. My nights and days are almost
Over and I am going to die.

It's not raining anymore, but Tomorrow is my last

day. I don't know what happened

To my little kids! It's my

fate! I am going to die tomorrow!
All is over!
no more! Can anyone hear me?
I am talking to the dead and only

The pretty dead talk to me. The world is a

pretty graveyard And I am no more.
Good bye, O world!
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A Cry In The Wilderness

There is somebody crying
our world,

In the wilderness of
But nobody hears him at all,

A cry echoes, but no one hears it

Because everyone is busy,
our world

In the wilderness of
You and your cry are lost, so

This is the life of our wilderness And

everything is missing over there.
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A Cup Of Coffee

IN THE MORNING BEFORE THE DAWN
OF A NEW DAY STARTS,
I EXERCISE A LITTLE BIT TO START MY
DAY, AS USUAL,
BY HAVING MY DELICIOUS
CUP OF COFFEE. PLEASED AND HAPPY
THIS CUP OF COFFEE
WILL MAKE ME ENERGETIC AND LOVELY. THERE IS
NOTHING BEAUTIFUL THAN THIS CUP OF COFFEE
WITH MY MORNING SNACK.
I FEEL MYSELF ALONE AND HAPPY

WITH MY CUP OF COFFEE
WITH A LOT OF SWEET FEELINGS

AND EMOTIONS. I DRINK MY COFFEE AND
EAT MY SNACK IT'S LIKE I OWNED THE WHOLE WORLD
AROUND ME.
MOMENTS OF JOY MIXED WITH MY
FRESH THOUGHTS TAKE ME INTO
A WONDERFUL IMPRESSION

OF HOW A LITTLE THING CAN MAKE ME A
HAPPY PERSON WITH NO TOO MUCH COST

OTHER THAN
A CUP OF COFFEE AND A SNACK.

I AM HAPPY
WITH MY DAY AND NOTHING CAN ME SAD
IF I HAVE THIS FEELING.
I AM DONE WITH MY COFFEE

AND MY SNACK I AM BACK TO START MY

LOVELY DAY.
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A Dead Conscience

When one's conscience dies, then Everything becomes
possible... That inevitable death awaits those
Pretty emigrants who paid A lot of
money to those criminal smugglers Just to take them into that
bitter and ugly death... Either you get a visa or
To get a journey in one of those Boats of
death... Those hopeless emigrants pay for
their deaths And that's the irony...
We live in a brainless, shameless, absurd, and Even an ugly
world that does not care about Human life at all...
Those drowned emigrants chose to risk

Their innocent lives rather than To come closer to any
consulate's door Simply because they have already known
the answer... Crocodiles' tears don't help restore
All lost lives including those little babies Who share death
together... I denounce and I condemn any dead
conscience Simply because it's out of order and

It's out of work... Only smugglers get
richer and That treacherous sea's belly gets fatter

With the drowned emigrants' corpses... It's

a shame on a dead conscience Again and again! !'!
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A Dead Conscience Of A Dead Man

He is alive in body, but His soul is dead because
he Sold himself to his Satan, so
He is dead and his conscience is dead.
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A Dead-End Road

All ways and subways lead to certain destinations except A dead-end
road because it is closed, To open new roads,
It means spending too much money and too much time,

Time sometimes does not help to start Things that
bankrupt people, All dead-ends lead to dead-end
solutions Simply because they're useless,

If someone can achieve a certain road, At any cost,

It means he will help other people
To use new ways in their life, If nobody
helps, It means there are always dead-end
roads, so A new road without a dead-end,
It means a new life to all people.
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A Deaf In A Wedding

There is a pretty wedding In our world and
I am like a deaf in that wedding
Because I can't understand what's going on around me Like
a little baby Smiling and laughing
When he sees people
Or when he see things, I am, in addition to be
deaf, I am a stranger in this world

Because I don't know anything about me, Iam
not here and not there Because I can't
comprehend anything or I can't be aware of everyone
or everything, May be I am here in my body, but

My mind is completely missing somewhere else,

I am totally unaware of our world Because
our world ignores me and Ignores everyone and
everything around it, so I can say I am like a deaf in a
wedding In our pretty world.
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A Declaration Of War Anytime, Anywhere, And
Everywhere

A war starts when Ugly minds minds works
On it anytime, anywhere, and
Everywhere... A declaration of any
war is Easy as we count from one to ten...

It's just a little spark can ignite A crazy war
anytime... The end justifies the means for
anyone To go all the way towards an ugly war...

Some war-mongers look for ways To start
any war...
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A Dentist, But He Has A Toothache

To fix one's teeth, It means visiting a dentist,
There must be a toothache or any
Decay in one's teeth, Some people are scared
to go To a dentist because he might
Drill a certain tooth, Teeth cost too
much money to be fixed Anytime, anywhere, and
everywhere, A toothache means a great headache,

There are many people in the dentist's clinic, but The
dentist is not available, The nurse tells the people who
are waiting That the dentist is not coming

Because he has a toothache, so A
toothache is concerned with the dentist and his patients.

MOHAMMAD SKATI

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

91



A Dervish - ???7?? - 2?7?7?

=)

)
~)
~N
1

27 2777?0277
27272722772

P90 000°0 90907 0002 727
2?22?272?27?

2797 7900 790°707...
2272272 2?2722 27272

200?272 0707,
2?7227 2272 227272

29?2722 727277,

??7?7?7?7?7?27? !

2777 90?92?7977

P7?7?7?7?7°7° ?°?

2790770077,

P A Aririririaririririrlr el ir

P07 22?7?77 7?07?02 7?0 2?9?02 27?°?°

22227 ?7?
2 272727 27 722777
?2?27?
222 227272 ?
?7?7?7°?7°

? P00

VP97 2?2 ?27?7?7°?7°?7

???°7?7?

MOHAMMAD SKATI

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

92



A Different Dream

MY DREAM WAS DIFFERENT AND
WONDERFUL. THIS DREAM HAPPENED
YESTERDAY.
IT WAS, ALL BY MYSELF, SWIMMING IN THE

SPRING WITH THE BIRDS
AND FISH
MORNING. IT WAS A DIFFERENT
DREAM.
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A Different Smile

When the pretty and smiling season comes Life comes

with all its pretty flowers,
smile.

Its pretty birds, and everybody's
It's spring with all its energy and vitality

Comes to us bringing its pretty smile. It's

spring's different smile.
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A Donkey's Dream

A pretty donkey's pretty dream To be a pretty
singer needs pretty Time to sing a very pretty song
Because its voice is so harsh, so
It needs a million of light years To improve its
voice adjustments, A pretty donkey made up its mind
To fly up in the sky, but
Unfortunately it lost because it Did not think well at
that time, A pretty donkey wants to have a
Driver's test to be licensed, but
Unfortunately it failed because Its eye test failed
completely, A pretty donkey wants to go to
A concert, but he can not go
Because it needs to walk on two legs, A pretty donkey
made up its mind To write all its donkey diaries, but
Unfortunately it was illiterate, so
It decided to go to the donkey's school To learn all
about the donkey's life.
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A Dream

I live in a dream That is not a nightmare, but
What is that dream about?
I don't know... I have only one dream
Everyday that disappears
When I get up... We have only passing
dreams or Broken dreams
When we get up... Our dreams
disappear Simply because they refuse to
Come to our reality anytime... A
dreamless dream lives in us and We only live in a
dreamless world... Even they are dreams, but

They come miscarried anytime...
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A Dream In A Pretty World

The pretty world Around us and in us
Is like a flashy dream,

When we grasp it, It flies away
like a passing cloud. It's the dream that lives
in us And we don't live in it because

It does not stay. It's
a difficult dream that Flips from between your
hands. It's a tricky dream that

You live it for long time, then It goes

suddenly in a moment. It's a moment that goes
quickly In a huge trip in one's life.

It's our pretty dream that we
Live it for a short period of time. This is our pretty
life Summed up in one pretty moment

That vanishes suddenly.

The whole life is like a pretty Dream
that is a moment that Goes away quickly
though we feel it Like a long trip in our life.
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A Dream In Our Life.

What is a dream? The whole life is merely
A dream that starts at a certain point and
It ends at another point... We all have dreams,
but They depend...
A dream might come true or Untrue, but
It depends...

We all love our dreams, but Not when they
turn into Horrible, ugly, and even absurd dreams
anytime... Dreams are not only what we see

When in bed, but What we see when
they come true In our whole life...

The more our dreams get lovely, The more
we feel happy and glad... The truth of any dream lies in
our Reality and in our imagination anytime,

Anywhere, and even everywhere...
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A Dream Inside A Grain Of Sand

There is a pretty dream inside A tiny thing,
That dream is only inside

A pretty grain of sand Which is a pretty kingdom

In my daily thoughts
Where anyone can find His or her pretty
dream, In our current world
Most of our dreams are born Premature
or already dead, Even our pretty dreams turn into
Passing bubbles and they fly away,
Only pretty dreams are existing Inside these pretty
grains of sand, but We need to go inside these tiny
kingdoms To have them and to live them,
Our current world and all its dreams Are cruel
because it's difficult To keep them alive, so
Only there is that pretty dream In
that pretty and tiny kingdom Of that grain of sand.
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A Dreamer (Me Or She)

I am not a dreamer, but She is a dreamer
A different dreamer,
My world is different From her world,
I went so far to fulfill
Her dream which we shared together, But
I discovered that the dream she Is looking for is
different From what we shared together,

I got sad and of course I
was all right, We shared a pretty dream,
but All was in vain,

A dream lost and a dreamer lost Only a bitter
memory was remembered, It's unfair to lose a
pretty dream For a wrong wish's sake,

A dreamer is not a precious person now, but
A loser and an absurd loser,
Now I am looking for a new dream Because I am a
pretty dreamer Of a pretty dream in a pretty
dreamy world.
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A Dreamless World

We only swim in Our emptiness just
To look for the unknown
Anytime together... We only fly without wings
Just to fall in the unknown too...
We only look for the unknown dream In a dreamless
world... Our world is ultimately

A dreamless world...
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A Driver's Licence

I JUST GOT 18. I AM READY NOW
TO GO INTO A DRIVING SCHOOL
TO LEARN AND EXPERIENCE
THE ACTUAL MEANING OF DRIVING. FIRST OF ALL
I HAVE DO THE WRITTEN TEST
ON THE COMPUTER AND

IF I PASS IT, I WILL HAVE TO MOVE TO THE
SECOND STAGE. THE DRIVING SCHOOL'S
TRAINERS WILL HELP ME DRIVE
ON ALL ROADS AN STREETS. I
HAVE TO LEARN ALL STOP SIGNS, YIELD SIGNS, SCHOOL
BUSES, AND A LOT OF SIGNS. I HAVE TO CHECK THE
ENGINE'S PARTS AND THEIR USES FULLY.
AFTER I DO ALL THESE
THINGS I HAVE TO DRIVE
ACCOMPANIED BY MY
TRAINER WHO WATCHES ME.
I AM A LITTLE BIT SCARED,
BUT I AM READY TO PASS THE
PARKING TEST AND THE STOP SIGN.
I DO ALL THESE PERFECTLY
AND MY FINAL STEP IS TO HEAR MY
TRAINER'S RESULTS. AFTER A PAUSE AND SOME
REST HE SAYS '": YOU'VE 'VE PASSED.'
O MY GOD! THANK GOD
GRACIOUS! ONE MORE STEP IS
ALCOHOL TEST. I
SHOULD NOT DRINK AND DRIVE. I GETA
CERTIFICATE FOR THAT. AND AFTER THESE THINGS
DONE THE DRIVER'S LICENCE
WILL BE IN MY HAND. I HAVE
NOW A DRIVER'S LICENCE AND

I AM READY TO DRIVE.
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A Drop Of Water

IT'S THE SYMBOL OF LIFE.
WHEN WE MISS IT
WE LOSE, WE GET THIRSTY AND
WE FEEL SAD.
THOUGH VERY SMALL, BUT IT'S
LOVELY AND BLESSED.
WE LOOK FOR IT

WHEN WE NEED IT. IT'S MUCH MORE
PRECIOUS THAN THE PURE GOLD ITSELF.

IT'S THE DROP OF
WATER.
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A Drop Of Water In A Glass Of Water

The world is mostly water, but Do each of us get a
drop of water In a glass of water anytime and
anywhere? We're thirsty because we can not get

Just a drop of water in a glass of water! Some
people have a lot of pure water in Pretty tanks and in
pretty bottles of water and There are some people who die
because they're thirsty And they can not get even a drop of
water! It's a shame upon the whole world because
some They get the best water and some die because of

Lack of water anytime, anywhere, and everywhere!

Where is the water we want? Where is the H207? Life is
useless with water! The pretty lands will Die, the animals will
die, and we will die without water! A drop plus another drop equal two
pretty drops and so on, but Where are the other pretty drops that heaven
drop to us! Life is going to die if we don't take care of our water
on the Surface of our pretty earth and everything around us!

We will die if we don't keep our water well because of a lot of Troubles
arising from our mistakes and global warming!
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A Drum And A Drummer

All wars start with A war drum and a war
drummer. The pretty beating of a drummer

Shows clearly his good drum.
There are a lot of pretty drums And they need
pretty drummers. A known war has a starting
drum and A nice drummer.

Wars are ugly and their drums are

Uglier, but their drummers are the ugliest. Our world is a
place for some wars Here and there.

Undoubtedly war drummers play a great

Role in staging an ugly war. In reality the war
drum is the Tool of war.
Wars are sometimes justified greatly
By their tools and reasons. Wars are ugly and
horrible. A drum and a drummer are needed
For any ugly wars.

The pretty beating on a drum by A distinguished
drummer makes A big difference.
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A Fair Balance (Haiku)

There are two scales One for you and the
The other one for him (the tyrant) .
Which one weighs heavier?
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A False Victory Over Kids & Women

When you Kkill kids and women You become less
than a rabbit or You lose directly your manhood
If you originally have what is
Called manhood in a jungle, but If you declare a
pretended victory Over kids and women

You will be announced as a loser
Because this is a false victory.
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A Fisherman's Basket

His fishing kit is consisting of A pretty fishing rod,
A small chair, A
hat, A basket,
Some live baits, A water
bottle, and A few other things,

He comes to fish brilliantly hoping To
get some fish for himself and for his family, The sun is still rising
hotly and clearly, He spends a lot of time getting a fish,

He struggles to get as many as he can, If
his luck is good, then He will get a pretty load of
a basket anytime, Its pretty livelihood everyday is to get his
daily portion of fish, Life is sometimes cruel and hard, so

He has to have very good patience, His pretty wife
and his little kids are waiting for him, He has no choice, but to get fish,
Life is so hard, but
He has to face all unexpected things, The days runs fast,

He has caught some fish, but that is not
enough for the whole family, He asks God to help him,

After a short period of time, The pretty and patient
fisherman gets a 4-kilogram fish that made his Heart cold and warm at the same
time, then Immediately goes home to cheer up the waiting
members of his family.
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A Fisherman's Wishes

THE FISHERMAN IS LOOKING FOR ALL
FISH AND THIS IS A WISH .
THE FISHERMEN IS
LOOKING FOR A BASKET TO PUT IN IT
ALL FISH. THE FISHERMAN'S WISH
IS TO CATCH FISH.

THE FISHERMAN'S WISH IS TO BRING

FISH. THE FISHERMAN'S WISH
IS TO SELL ALL FISH.
THE FISHERMAN'S WISH IS
TO EAT ALL FISH. TO LOOK FOR A FISH
OR FISH IS A WISH.
TO LOOK FOR A BASKET

IS A WISH. TO CATCH FISH IS A

WISH. TO BRING FISH IS A WISH.
TO SELL FISH IS A WISH.
TO EAT FISH IS A WISH. THE FISHERMAN'S
wish is to fulfill his wish.
IN EVERY YEAR THE

SAME FISHERMAN HAS A WISH.

ALL THE FISHERMAN'S WISH
IS TO HAVE A WISH.
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A Fishing Rod

Suppose you're a fisherman with A fishing rod,
but you don't have A snare because you lost it while
You were fishing near the Suicide

Rock near the Southern Korniche, so What do
you want to do about this? You have only one pretty
solution is To throw yourself in the sea's water

And look for the missing snhare otherwise

You will not be able to do anything,

You're like our world when you can't Do anything you
start looking around You to see what you can do, but in
vain, Our world is like that fisherman who
Lost his snare and instead of shortening His

search for that snare he threw Himself in the sea's
water to look for it, If the fisherman is not skilled in
swimming It means he will be drowned for ever

Our world is like that fisherman will Be
drowned amid its problems for ever, so A fishing rod with a
snare fixed well to To it is better than a loose on
anytime.
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A Flafel Sub With Some Cheese

If your breakfast is a Flafel sub, then Add some creamy
cheese into it because that Will make it tasting better in any
day, Please listen to me and have a pretty sub

Like this anytime, Flafel and cheese are
pretty neighbors anytime... So, do you wanna have one today?
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A Flashback Image

Yesterday was my past And all that it contained
Good and bad,
I almost remember all The images of my
childhood With everyone and everything,
A flashback image makes me
for things and for persons I don't see them anymore, so
This flashback image reminds me
Of a lot of things in every detail Of life anytime and
anywhere.
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A Flower

You can enter a heart easily By a flower...
A flower means more than
What it is... Happiness draws itself
Through a lone heart that
Gets it... If you love someone in truth,
then Give a flower...
A flower is the symbol of Bringing true hearts
together... In addition to its fragrance, its pretty shape,
And its image, A flower

cheers up hearts...
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A Flower Is Like A Poem

I look at all flowers happily and Gladly simply because
I love all of them anytime, but when
It comes to picking a certain flower, I
immediately go towards a fragrant and a good-looking Flower that
makes my heart leaps up... All flowers are pretty and
wonderful Except when it comes to pick a certain flower
To my loved ones... I do the same
with those poems Anywhere and everywhere...
I might go to a garden full of a lot of poems, but when
It comes to pick a certain poem Just to enjoy it
like I enjoy any pretty flower... There is no difference between a
pretty flower and A pretty poem
Simply because both of them Make me happy and
glad anytime... I love to pick the best fragrant poems
and I love to pick the best poems ever...
It's the picking of anything that makes me Happy, glad, and
satisfied anytime... A pretty flower is not better than any
pretty flower Simply because both of them enjoy our hearts, our
minds, and Greatly our eyes that convey all that enjoyment...
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A Flower's Tomorrow And That Of Ours Anytime

Any pretty flowers that smile today, then Tomorrow will be
their last day... What's the difference between a flower's
tomorrow and That of our tomorrow?
Indeed I don't find any difference Simply because that
tomorrow Will come next day or
In the coming days inevitably... Tomorrow's
coming is inevitable For us or for a flower
Just to expire permanently... It is
something normal for all things' tomorrow To come, then to
expire... It is something inevitable for all of us's
tomorrow To come, then to expire...
Our expiration is inevitable Whenever it comes and
all other things too Including those pretty flowers
That smile one day, then They will
die in the next day... This is the life we live and

everything too...
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A Fourth World War Will Be Inevitable Anytime

There is now an ongoing war Global invisible or
invisible Against a bitter enemy or bitter
Enemies whom they don't have any mercy... We are
witnessing now an going Third World War That is merciless, ugly,
and ruthless... No one ignores that ongoing war that we
See some of it clearly and the rest of it Is clearly
hidden anywhere and everywhere... All indications tell that our
world Will move inevitably into a Fourth World War
That will perish everyone and everything, so Are we going

to avoid this inevitable war later on? !
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A Friend In Need Is A Friend Indeed

Some yesterday's friends (They used to be) Are no more on
my pretty list because I lost Trust in them for ever and ever,
I tried to contact some of them, but they thought
I am in a great need, I am not in need for any
and I am very great, A good friend is very-well known if another
Friend is in any need, but Some
get scared if talked to or contacted, People are made of
different minerals, so The genuine and original ones will last,
Yesterday's friends are like rusty pieces of
iron because they're useless, Friendship is a great thing
and a good friend Is of great value anytime and anywhere,

Not all friends are useless, but only those Who
got rusty and got useless in our life, So-and-so is not like
another so-and-so because One's fingers are not the same in our
time, so I say willingly: ' Bye-bye to all yesterday's

Rusty and useless the so-called friends and I welcome all
other friends anytime and anywhere.'
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A Friend Is The Real Gold

THE HIGH PRICE OF GOLD, THE METAL, ITS
CLOSER COUSIN, THE SILVER, THE METAL,
THEIR RICH RELATIVE, THE PLATINUM
AND ALL THE OTHER METALS DO
NOT MAKE ALL THESE METALS
BETTER THAN A NICE
FRIEND WHOSE METAL IS
MADE OF A SPECIAL METAL.
MY FRIEND IS BETTER
THAN ALL THE ABOVE-MENTIONED METALS.
THERE IS NO DOUBT
THAT GOLD IS PRECIOUS TO
TRADERS, BRIDES, AND ALL THOSE WHO OWN
IT, BUT GOLD, TO ME, IS NOT
PRECIOUS THAN A GOOD FRIEND.
A FRIEND, IN NEED, IS THE REAL GOLD THAT I
OWN. WHAT'S THE USE OF LIFE
WITHOUT HAVING GOOD FRIENDS.
'A FRIEND INDEED IS A FRIEND INDEED' AS THE
PROVERB SAYS. PURE GOLD IS A GOOD
FRIEND. A GOOD FRIEND IS RARE AND
HE IS A RARE GOLD. THE
REAL FRIEND IS THE REAL GOLD.
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A Frozen Body

That little kid Was found dead
Inside that ugly tent... His

parents carried him away and Some cared about all of
them... Little kids can not play

When their bodies turn frozen anytime... That little
kid's soul ascended to Heaven because it could not
resist Winter's Cold and ugly situation...

In an ugly tents All poor kids die
bitterly As a result of that freezing life...

Tomorrow the pretty sun will rise again and
Snows' melting is going to start...
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A Funny Truce

A victim can not be equal to an aggressor Simply because the aggression's

beginner is The wrongful at wars, There are accepted terms and
There are funny terms, A truce sometimes is comic-tragic
and It might be other than this... It happens for human reasons,
but We see it in the case of Gaza as a genocide And something history
did not witness it, A truce should be for the victim's interest And not for the
aggression's interest... Any talk other than this is chewing, munching, and
swallowing stones and rocks... No more...No less!
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A Genuine Winter

I can define that Pretty Winter Which I feel it
In my mind anytime, anywhere, and
Even everywhere... It is usually cold,
but It rarely comes as a nominal Winter
When we don't feel it well... In my
childhood and When I was a little kid,
It was completely different from
What I am witnessing now... Everything has changed
around us Even the usual Winter itself...
I keep loving this pretty season With all that
it has... It is a great feeling to love
Those white snows, Those heavy
rains, Those cold winds,
Those thick plovers and dark sweaters, Those
pretty umbrellas, Those wet streets,
Those roaring waves,
Those Winter's novels like Jane Eyre, Those roast
chestnuts, Those snow-men anywhere and
everywhere, Those frozen rivers and creeks,

Those lovely nights in-doors or pretty days out-doors, and A lot
of things visible or invisible... A genuine season is called
Winter and I am in love with it in truth...

No one denies or even No one rejects this
pretty and sweet Although it is often tough, cold, and
Even unbelievable... No need
to compare all Winters Simply because we know each
one of them Although they are sometimes totally different...
Assuredly we love the cold season and We
keep loving it For ever and ever...
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A Genuine Winter - ???7? 7?77
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A Glass Of Water

I greatly and wonderfully Stare at a glass of water
Just to see what's going
On inside it anytime... I see a standing cup that
Contain some of clear water...
Water is inside that glass Of water waits for
someone To drink it just to quench
One's thirst in this hot Weather in the
daytime... A glass of water is needed
Just to put clear water in it... A glass of
water is useless If it does not contain water...
Water needs a glass of water Just
to be poured in there... A glass of water and the water
Itself are in need to each other...
Water is needed and a glass Of water is need too
anytime... Water consists of hydrogen and
Of oxygen mixed with each other... A glass
of water is made of Sands heated very much
anytime... Without water, then life will be
Almost impossible anytime... There are
many kinds of glass Of water that are filled with
Water that is ready to be drunk...
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A Glass Of Water - ??? ???
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A Good Deal Or No Deal At All

If a good deal is reached in any matter, then
All's well that end's well, but
If a bad deal is reached, then
All's not well anytime
Simply because a ceasefire or a truce
Is not a good achievement and is not a good deal,
Either you choose the lesser of two evils,
These two evils are not appreciated, that is,
A ceasefire and a truce,
We can not equalize the victim with the aggressor anytime

Simply because there is no fair balance

Between the two parties,

If a good deal is reached with good intentions, then
We say that something has reached or vice-versa,
Any ugly aggression is a great evil simply
Because it starts with illegal justifications anytime,
Any right never dies as long as being pursued by its people,
A ceasefire or a truce is merely nonsense because
It's merely buying time for more aggressive actions, so
Only fair deals that comply with the international laws are
Only eyed anytime, anywhere, and everywhere.
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A Good Listener Is Needed

I need greatly and wonderfully A pretty man or a
wonderful woman To listen to my words I whisper
anytime... I need our world
To listen greatly to my poem's words... I need all birds
To listen to my words this time...
I need a good listener Who can me lend his
or her ears anytime... I need flowers and roses
To listen to my silence anytime... I read
this word only With my eyes...
I am alone... Those
fallen leaves shape My feelings and my emotions
More than those who are resting
In their graves for ever... I am hopeful, but
I am suffering from all that goes around...
Out of my painful pains and out of my sufferings, I write my
poems For a good listener
To have one's ears listening To those
available yutubes... I am merely any individual
In this poor world Who
loves others to listen to him and He in turn to listen to
others anytime.
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A Good Luck

I was born with a bad luck! I was not born with a
good luck! A good luck never was on my side,
but a bad luck and sinister was always on my side.

A golden spoon never was in my mouth. I looked for
a good luck everywhere, but instead I found a hard
luck. Though they read my luck good, but

always the reverse comes. I went

everywhere to have a good luck, but always had a bad
luck. I can't buy a good luck!

Can anyone buy me just a luck and not a good luck? No one!

WHY? !

Because I was born like this! I can
change everything except my luck. What shall I do for my
luck? Alas! I have only a bad luck!

Can I advertise looking for a good luck? Everyone
has a dream and my dream is to look for a luck. Some people's luck
comes creeping to them! My luck is crippled!

I have a permanent address called a bad luck!

But others born with a good luck! I am not
pessimistic, but I try just a luck. My luck breaks a rock, but I
do not gain a luck! O my God! What shall I do?

Can you guess, what? A bad luck
always hovers over my head! Still, with all that, I am
looking for my luck. Astrologers cannot find me a good luck!

Can I find a luck on the surface of the moon?
Or, can I find my luck on the other planets other than the earth? O my God!

Permanent my life with a bad luck!

A bad luck is my star! In my

cells there is a bad luck? ! Still I have a dream
regardless of anything else
to find a luck or some alternative. I do not thing I have a
good luck. Only I have a bad luck.
From birth to death it's a bad luck. If you ask

me about my address, I will tell: 'It's the bad luck.' A bad luck is my luck.
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A Good Truce, Talks, And A Pretty Cease-Fire Are Not
Clearly Options

An ugly fighting goes on endlessly Without any hope for
any coming cease-fire To resume those empty talks

About what's going on around... More
and more refugees influx towards Those ugly destinations
of the unknown In vain and uselessly...

Air-raids go on without any hope To stop
them endlessly... The whole situation is in a bad
shape and There is no pretty hope to end

All people's sufferings and pains... All talks' parties
are against Each other while more and more victims
Fall as a result of that on-going infighting... All
empty talks go on uselessly and Only the war's ugly
sounds are heard clearly...
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A Grain Of Sand Can Build A Dome

Only in our current world A grain of sand can build
a dome, but It is difficult for our world to solve

A trivial problem because Our world is not
ready to solve any problem, so Relying on our current world

Is like relying on the dead!
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A grain of sand is a true friend of mine anytime,
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A grain of sand is a true friend of mine anytime,

Its dwelling is in the desert, but Not a tent, Not a
luxurious palace or In a high skyscraper... It's pretty
and it's brilliant like gold... It's never restricted by anything... It flies away
from here to there Without a visa... As long as it's
playing with the other grains... As long as it's flying
with the other grains.... As long as it goes merry
making and As long as it does not bother me, then It's a true
friend... I'm dearly proud of its friendship as long
as I am alive... Such are the true friends

Anytime, anywhere, and everywhere.
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A Grain Of Wheat 7?7?? ???

A grain of wheat can be easily found In a spike of grain,
A spike of grain can be easily found
In a green field, A loaf of bread is made
from grains of Wheat brought from spikes of grain, then
The baker turns them into pretty bread To
be turned later into pretty loaves We buy them for
ourselves, It's a long process, but
People don't feel this, Our bread is
Heaven's blessed giving To us in a long, long process,
We get things easily, but They
take a long process Until we get them
Ready for us.
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A Great August

All lilies and daffodils look pretty In our garden located at
the end of that pretty street, All orange trees and the other trees look
great From the other buildings, All
birds, all butterflies, all bees, and some doves Come to our garden to
do their daily job, It's too hot, but
The green plants change the whole scene around, I look at
everything admiringly and wonderfully, I sit near the flowers and
near the pretty roses To smell their pretty fragrance,
It's pretty outside our garden, but It's still hot,
This is August
In the heart of Summertime, We love August
and everything in it, There are still some days left for
August, Swimming is the best sport in August, so
We will be on the seashore tomorrow.
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A Great Mistake

I don't know what led me To give everything I
had to those Who might not deserve to be given
anytime... I sacrificed a lot for them, but
All it was vain... I don't know if that was
because of My simple goodness or it was anything
else... I was so naive to give my love, my feelings, and
All T had to those who never deserved my giving... I had no
choice at that time, but My action was a big mistake...
I was supposed to be careful when giving only
Simply because I got denial and refusal from Those whom I
loved and I trusted in truth... I gave in truth, but
I reaped only disappointment and failure... It
was my mistake Simply because I myself did
it... I am reaping now loss, sadness, and
All that is bad only... It's too late for me
Simply because my big mistake led me
To pay very high prices later on... It's all my
mistake and I admit it...
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A great mistake??? ????
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A Haircut

I need a pretty haircut, but The barber I go to his
shop is not Doing good simply because he is moody

And he wants to have me a haircut That
I don't want, A haircut is needed because my
hair is So long, I
have not had a haircut for a long time, My barber is doing
what's in his mind Simply because he thinks what he is
doing is good, My haircut is not free of charge, but

On the contrary I pay more money, The problem that

I like my barber, but He is greatly moody and I can't resist
one's moodiness anytime, I have to have a special haircut for a special
occasion, but My barber is moody today,
When my barber is moody, then I have to keep silent
or leave the shop, I have to choose the lesser of two things,

I need a pretty haircut and I like
my barber, so I choose to have to have what
he wants.
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A Hair's Breadth

I need a hair's breadth to get to the moment of truth, but I can not
at all, I need a written page to get to the
pretty words, but I can not at all,

I need a grain of sand's size to get to the whole building finished,
But I can not at all, I need a drop of water's
quantity to get to size of the sea, but I can not at all,

I need a lover's love to get to the eternal life of love, but I
can not at all, and I need a pretty world's trust
to get to the essence of things, but I can not at all

Because it is impossible to achieve everything in a day and a night.
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A Hollow War

Much ado about nothing Does not help
anymore, but What it helps is a strong

Will and a rare courage
Because our time needs More than what's
going on Around anytime and anywhere.
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A Homeless And Tired Refugee

His eyes are sunken like two swimming pools In a desert,
His ears are like two dishes on top of a roof
In a pretty building, His
smelling nose has turned like a fixed chimney In a corner of
a house, His mouth is a piece of swollen
flesh in a reddish Face in a cold day,
His pretty hairs, on top of his head, have turned
Separated and rugged, His reddish cheeks are
greatly swollen like two Apples on a lone tree,
His skin is crying like a little baby in the hug
Of his mother's pretty hands, His hands are
dangling like two heavy weights In big bags,
His tired legs are sore and greatly exhausted in
A lot of walks here and there, and The rest of
his poor body indicates that he is Like an alien from a remote
planet in the universe.
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A Homeless, But A Pretty Man

It's not your fault to be a homeless Whether you're a
man, a woman, or a kid, But it's their mistake,
It's not a crime to be a homeless, but

It's a big shame to leave a homeless in a street, It's a
crime to leave a pretty homeless amid The ugly corners of
the forgotten and the needy, The homeless people are pretty
people, but Something happened made them outside,

The homeless people are pretty souls like all the
Other souls, but something happened to our thoughts, The homeless
people's homelessness is an ugly thing That has an ugly
impact on all of us and on the whole world, Why are the homeless
people in the streets, on the sidewalks, Inside the ugly and thrown cars,
and anywhere? They are our brothers, our sisters, and our kids

Like all the other people who live comfortably,
These pretty people have great feelings and wonderful emotions Like
anyone of us, but something pushed them outside, They might be
hungry, they might be thirsty, or they they might need a Kind of human
warmth just to make them feel life well, Their homelessness is our
mistake and their mistake because They can not be cared for by all of us
or they die in the streets, If they need help for any reason they need our
help because without Our help they will be ending in an inevitable death,
and I can say greatly that they're our brothers and our sisters
In humanity anytime, anywhere, and everywhere on earth.
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A Hope That Is Not Available

We hope to see that pretty hope Coming wonderfully
like that of the Rising sun anytime, but
That hope is far from coming into Our
reach anytime... Everyone is sad and
everything is gloomy Simply because nothing indicates
That's all well that ends well...
Everything is as is and It might be worse...
Days get more gloomier and life is not better
Than those gloomy days anytime... We hope, but
Our hopes fade away with everyone and
everything... We hope to be, but
Instead all our hopes go away if Compared to our
future's expectations... We keep hoping for the best, but
There are still dark clouds in our skies...
Hopes remain our priorities, but They're far from our
reach right now... We will be keeping hoping until
Our true hopes come true...
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A Hopeless And Desperate Hope

Grave-yards are anywhere

And everywhere where they

Put all the dead people in

Their clothes stained with

Their blood on them anytime...
That ugly infighting goes on
Endlessly and in oblivion...

All people have got scattered

Here and there without hope...
Hundreds of thousands of innocent
People have got perished with
Their houses have got leveled to
The ground in a painful sight...

All pretty dreams have turned into
Those ugly and cruel nightmares
That cover all life around anytime...
Empty streets and silent roads

Tell their stories of those who

Have emigrated unwillingly into
Those remote and unknown destinations
Looking for safer havens for themselves
And for their displaced families
Anywhere and even everywhere...
A hopeless and desperate hope
Draws a gloomy picture of a turmoil
That have attacked everyone on
earth...
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A Hopeless And Desperate Hope - ??? ??27?? ? ????
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A Hopeless Hope

If the whole world goes collectively into a global war, then There will be no
hope for any eternal peace, but In the long run
There will be a desperate image of a hopeless hope only.
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A Hopeless Hope Anytime

If a rose's thorn Cuts my finger, then
I can say that there is no hope
Behind that Simply because thorns hurt
anytime and A hopeless hope comes from within...
I am not complaining, but I throw a
light about a reality... It's no need to have my finger cut
Just for the sake of a rose... I
can buy a bunch of roses To my loved ones
Without having my fingers cut...
Roses are pretty, but Their thorns are ugly
and There is no hope

Out of these ugly thorns anytime.
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A Hopeless Hope Anytime In Our Life.

When hope departs without waiting us To say a good-bye
for it, then It becomes hopeless
Simply because we know its Lovely
horizon when it's pretty or not Anytime in our life...
When it travels unaware of us, then
It's called cruel and absurd... It becomes hopeless
Simply because this is the way with it...

We love to be hopeful, but It differs when

we're at any crossroads... A hopeless hope breaks all ways
With its ugly barriers anytime...
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A Horrible Image Of A Wicked Mind

Ruined houses and destroyed buildings, Up-side-down
and overturned cars, Broken trees and plants,
Heart-broken flowers and roses,
Torn books and copybooks, Damaged
frying pans, Burnt holy books,
Abandoned pieces of human flesh,
Thrown mattresses on the ground, Dead souls
on the flours, Headless corpses,
Smashed bodies,
Roofless houses, Burnt words of man's
cruelty, Dead paintings of things,
Sad sights of everything,
Lifeless life, Scared cats,
Half-dead dogs,
Dead end streets and roads, Painful cries,
Bloody spots everywhere,
Broken bikes, Hungry rats are
everywhere, Ugly mosquitoes are anywhere,
Dead men,
Dead women, Love letters got flown
away, Electric posts got fallen,
Fallen leaves in summertime,
Overturned glasses of tea and cups of coffee, Absurd images of
things, Man's cruel and wicked mind,
Infinite hatred and ugly revenge,
Thirsty plants and grasses, and Everything
indicates that something Horrible happened here and
there By a wicked and criminal mind, and
This is a new kind of civilization Of
hit and run, but there is no Pretty controller of men
and things.
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A Hypocrite

Who is the hypocrite? Is he a liar?
Is he the one who breaks his word?

Is he a cheater? Yes, yes, a
thousand yeses, a million yeses, a billion yeses, and a trillion yeses he is all
these mentioned before. these?

A is not a liar, but the biggest liar. A promise course, he is.
A cheater.O my God.A Very big cheater.
A hypocrite tells lies bigger than himself. He is bigger than
any balloon on earth. When he is promising, never trusts
him. Never faithful in anything
Except in his lies. He cheats and cheats
Until his feet go to his grave.

Like a rat he never does a good thing, But

dirt and hypocrisy. He flies in lies away
With his wings made from wax

That the sun melts. A big liar he

is. He is the biggest liar even

If compared to any treeless mountain.
Lying, breaking, and cheating All his rotten
life. Everyone knows him,

But they sit with.
Although not trusted, but he has a company.
Appearances are his and Whom they like.
Rotten like a nightmare.

Deserted like an empty well. In public
very well known and In secret very well known
too. What do you say about him?

A hypocrite is the one whose heart filled with hypocrisy. He
has no dream, but always has nightmares. A hypocrite was
born and To grave goes like this.

Never his roses or flowers smell good
His fragrance is rottenness. He is like a scattered
cloud, but no rain or life. Good-looking but nasty he is.

Mean -no one trusts, loves, or believes
Except his own clan. Sick in his heart, but no
medicine . His heart is made of stone.

He loses never wins When we
know our opinion. A hypocrite never changes
himself, But we can isolate.
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A bad name is called: a hypocrite.
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A Hypocrite - ???????
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A Hypocrite - 2227227 ***
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A Jack Of All Trades

I am the jack of all trades Simply because that's the
way with me Anytime, anywhere, and even everywhere...
Although I might like like To stick
myself to one job, but I find myself getting involved in
many trades... Everything is possible in our current world
Due to our difficult circumstances... Sticking oneself
to one job isn't enough Simply because that's the way
With our world anytime... To
be the jack of one trade, It means that you are
completely Replenished with everything in our world...
Not all people are greatly replenished, so One
should be the jack of all trades and It includes me in truth...
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Our world, This world we got stuck in,
This world in which we were born,
This world of hard time and headaches, In this time which
Is different from all times ever,
We're in a world of sciences and technology, but We suffer
on all levels, A job is required to anyone of us
Because this is an urgent requirement,
You might have a job or You might not have any
job, If you're lucky, then
You can get a pretty job, If you're not lucky,
then All your life is up-side-down,

Everything is expensive in our daily life, so You have to
have a several or a few jobs, In a word you need to be a jack
of trades (jobs) Because this is the way in our life,

You have the family's needs and All other needs,
If you, for some reasons, come short
Of any pretty need, then you might Lose
everyone and everything, This is our current life and
This is our current situation, so
You want to be or you don't want to be? !
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A Jail Of One's Obsessions

I am not carefree, but

I am greatly full of care because I can't stop
thinking about what's Going on around me all the
time Without having a clear horizon to

Stop thinking and guessing about the
World's sufferings and pains here And there and
carrying the ladder In a way that I hit everyone and
Everything I see or I come by in my way,

It's out of my will and out of patience To do this
because I got stuck with A lot of headaches and a lot
of ugly pains In my surroundings and in my
thoughts, It's difficult to stop thinking about

The world's ugly sufferings and bad Pains of
the pretty people and everything In life and in the core of
life itself, Again I am not pain free or carefree

Because I am too much obsessed with
The sufferings and the pains of everyone Around me and I
feel it's like they all Belong to me and not to anyone
else, and Painfully I judge I am all right obsessed

And too much stuck with everyone and everything.
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Any ugly aggression assault or any ugly war Will inevitably lead
to destroyed planes, destroyed tanks, Broken buildings, damaged armored
vehicles, helmets thrown here and There, assault rifles,....,..... ,

These piles of broken arrogance will turn in time Into a
junkyard where the pretty people will disassemble them to turn Them into an
ugly war's stuffs museum, To benefit from turning them into
their benefits, If any strike that does not kill you, it will inevitably

Strengthen you, The victims are on
the rise, but their will is on the rise too Just to foil any ugly aggression
anytime, Fighting a bitter enemy is not a picnic, but

It's a big test by God to all those who defend their people, All
aggressive planes will turn into piles of junkyard, so The defenders will
show them to the whole world and To benefit from them as much as
they can, These fallen jet planes (All war planes) and all
destroyed war Machinery will turn, by time, into dolls in the hands of the
Defenders who downed them, The defenders will
strongly start rebuilding all broken buildings, All destroyed mosques and
churches, and all other places because life Must go back to normal,

The martyrs are buried honorably, The
wounded will be back to normal, then Only the war's ugly
junkyard will be shown in the streets here and There as an ugly evidence of an
illegal and unjust war against Peaceful people.
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A Kettle Of Coffee Or A Teapot

Coffee or tea, Sweetened or unsweetened,
A cup or a glass,

Cold or hot, Daytime or night

time, A kettle of coffee or a teapot?
It doesn't matter It's what
you like or what you prefer, I don't mind,
Whatever it tastes good or nice, have it, so

Coffee is good and delicious and Tea is lovely

and drinkable.
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This poem is called ' A KISS ' by an American poetess called RACHEL
NICHOLS.I translated it into Arabic, so more readers enjoy it.
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A Knife In The Coward's Hand

Only a cowad or a coward mind Can use an ungly
knife to cut poeple's Bodies or to scare them anytime and
anywhere, Only a knife in a coward's hand

Can cut because only cowards use knives, A knife is
supposed to be in a kitchen To cut letteus, tomatoes,
apples, but Not pretty people anywhere,

A coward never courage to be, but His

cowardice pushes him not to be, so In the cowrd's mind,

To be means to be coward and not to be a pretty
Man anytime, anywhere, and everywhere.
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P77 07 0°7°7? 7?7 272 27 27277, This poem is called ' A KNIFE IN THE

COWARD'S HAND ' by me. I translated it into Arabic, so more can enjoy it.

MOHAMMAD SKATI

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive 183



A Land Phone... A Moblie Phone

Some people like you to phone them Through your
house's phone or through your mobile phone Simply because this is a
good way not to bother anyone, They invented the phone to help us
differently, so Why don't we use it for our pretty usage

Especially some like to knock at doors badly and unexpectedly? There
are many pretty things in our life That can help us be great
and be civilized In others' eyes.... Phones are are

available and they're very cheap..........
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A Laughingstock

There are pretty images of life and There are images that
are not because This is the way in our current world,
To make pretty scenes of some images of

Life, it means to have them in a good way or They will be out of
order or out of control, A laughingstock means that we move
from A good position into a laughing one

That makes a pretty image turns into a cynical one Like a person,
a book, or anything, so There are many laughingstocks in
our life Who know themselves or they ignore themselves.
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A Liar

That lying cord is short, but A liar insists on his lying...
Anyone who grew up a liar, then He will stay as is till the end... A
liar has his private life, He can not, but to lie to... All people
know him, but He thinks that no one knows him... He utters
lies By day and by night... He is the biggest
liar, His words are all lies, but He insists on his honesty
From his cradle into his grave... He is a weak and an absurd
person... No one trusts him... His lying cord is short

And whatever it might stay, then One day he will fall with his lies
Into what deserves in his life.
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A LIFE I NEVER KNEW 7?7?77 7?7 27?2?77 277

2222 2222 22 22?2722 2?27? 2?72 22272 27222
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P?7? 2?22 2?2 2922 2220?22?27 2?72?2222 22 22?277
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2?2?72 277 2?22 22?2 22 77277 27?27?77
P0707°7°°? 2777 27?727 2?7?7277 ??.This poem is called 'A LIFE I
NEVER KNEW ' by a French poet. I translated it into Arabic, so more readers can
enjoy it.
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A Life Without A Pretty Thing

Always pretty things and Pretty souls prevail
sooner or later Because we love to be and to be anytime
and anywhere, Evil prevails temporarily and when we're in bed only,
but Good things impose themselves on us,
We love so-and-so for his such-and-such in life, but We don't like so-
and-so for his such-and-such in life, If evil prevails for a long,
long time, then There is a bad thing going on around, but

In fact pretty things prevail for ever and ever because
Life is pretty and people are too, In life,

There are things that are two-edged and double-
faced, but Good things are always clear whether they have one face
or more faces Just for good only, We
live to be and only to be, then Other than this,

It means we're alive in death, so
Life prevails only with its good and pretty faces only.
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A Lifeless And An Ugly Life Goes On

Those poor emigrants look for A safer haven for
themselves And for their tired families

Anytime, anywhere, and everywhere
While our world turns its back To them and to their
loved ones... That imposed and on-going war

Goes on mercilessly anywhere... People
flee their houses and They let everything behind
them... A ruthless and merciless war
Preys on people in all directions... A careless
world focuses on Their lovely dogs and their cats
More than paying attention to

Those poor and fleeing people... A life life draws its
maps towards A new world that is ruthless...

Misery, poverty, displacement,
Wretchedness, injustice, and a lot Of things prevail
around us... Tomorrow will not be better than

Today simply because there is no

Pretty hope towards this lifeless life...
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A Lifeless Atmosphe hout
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A Lifeless Land

Whereas that ugly infighting goes on
We only feel sad and unhappy about
Those who pay very high prices for
Things that happen on a daily basis...
We all lack that very good life that
We have greatly enjoyed some day...
We all cry for those who get killed
For no reasons other than they are
Amid a life land that is over there...
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A Lit Bit Of Salt

Our world tastes bitter, Sweet, and bitter-sweet,
It is our world

Which we're its sons and daughters, but In fact, we

have a lot of headaches and pains, Our world is smiling, but
Like a lion and
They say: When you see a lion
laughing Don't think it is smiling,
Our world is pretty, but It needs

a little bit of salt, We're pretty and our world is pretty,
but It needs to pay attention to us,

Our world looks like a sugarless tea or
Unsweetened coffee to those who like coffee or tea sweetened, Saltis
good, but it causes a high blood pressure rate, We need just a little
bit of salt To make our world a little bit better.
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A Little Bit

We only need A little bit
Simply because that little bit
rare... They steal it it
From our mouths...
to be, but We are driven hard into

That to be not anytime...

insist to get any little bit of anything Simply because we will

not surrender anytime...

We want
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A Little Kid's Decision

Sometimes a little kid Can make a pretty
decision Better than an unwise adult,
Taking a pretty decision is

Not that big thing, but it's A trivial thing in one's
life, We don't compare between a kid

And an adult, but we need to
Clarify the size of everyone, If taking or making a
right Decision takes a light year,

Then we can say that a little Kid can
take a right decision Better than an adult who is

Unable to do anything anytime,
People are minerals and some Of these

minerals are rusty, then Actions speak louder than
words.
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A Little Princess Looks For A Pretty Love

I know nothing of her Except that this little
princess looks For a pretty prince anywhere

Simply because, She said that
she got tired looking for pretty princes of love for her,

She is a poor girl Simply
because she does not know anything about love and its lovers Anywhere
and everywhere, She never experienced love
anywhere and everywhere, so She is totally sad and unhappy,

If she falls in love, without knowing it or experiencing it, then
It will be a disaster for her, Love is a different world

Which we might enter it easily, but
We don't know if we manage it or if we fail it, This little
princess of love is very poor simply she needs To stick to her school's
desk with her classmates instead of entering A differnt world that is totally too
much for her, In our life, We
never get things easily simply because We need to come to
different stations, If that princess of love falls in love, then
She has no choice, but to go forward either To

experience it or to fail in it, Life becomes hard and cruel if
someone falls or fails Simply because things are not easy,

Going to love anytime is not a picnic or a walk, but It's a
real test to the abilities of a human being, Starting a new life of a
new love is a great thing Because entering without full knowledge or
great experience Will inevitably lead to horrible results and an unexpected
outcome, So it's too early for a little princess of love to slow down in life While
pursuing any entrance of love or any exiting anytime because They say entering
to a place you don't anything about is not like Exiting from it anytime.
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A Little Refugee Found Him Alone Asore, But Dead

Those poor refugees fled their houses away To meet horrible
situation away too... A little refugee whose parents got
perished In one of those death's boats found alone dead

Like someone who has just finished his prayers... No one
knows exactly what happened To that innocent soul or
even To his parents or the rest who were aboard
that Boat at a certain moment...
Those rescuers found that little innocent boy dead Alone ashore
without his parents! The big-bellied sea swallowed
everyone, but It threw that little body ashore after he
pronounced dead... Of course, that three-year old boy suffered a lot, but

Finally was thrown ashore to tell us a certain message... We are
all responsible for what happened to that little soul Directly or indirectly,

Willingly or unwillingly, and

If we want or if we don't want... Our whole world is
greatly strange, vague, and weird Towards all those death tolls of
those poor refugees... Yes, of course, our whole world should be blamed
and Without any exemptions anytime...
Dead consciences prevail only to control this world's will, but There are no
other alternatives... Death tolls tell us daily about those
fleeing refugees into those Unknown havens anytime...

They tell you to come to their destinations, but It's your job to
do your best... It's a long trip to get into those remote
havens, but You don't any choices utterly...

Those poor refugees risk their lives just to reach the impossible Which is not fully
worthy... Our whole world is utterly blind, deaf, and
even dumb Simply because that the only way with it...

Please keep in your mind that you will find tomorrow A lot of deed
refugees here and there, Anywhere, and even
everywhere... Thanks to the whole civilized world for its
support! I don't have more words to tell the whole world about about
what Happened to that little and innocent boy who was found ashore
alone.
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A Little Refugee Was Found Alone Ashore, But Dead

Those poor refugees fled their houses away To meet horrible
situation away too... A little refugee whose parents got
perished In one of those death's boats found alone dead

Like someone who has just finished his prayers... No one
knows exactly what happened To that innocent soul or
even To his parents or the rest who were aboard
that Boat at a certain moment...
Those rescuers found that little innocent boy dead Alone ashore
without his parents! The big-bellied sea swallowed
everyone, but It threw that little body ashore after he
pronounced dead... Of course, that three-year old boy suffered a lot, but

Finally was thrown ashore to tell us a certain message... We are
all responsible for what happened to that little soul Directly or indirectly,

Willingly or unwillingly, and

If we want or if we don't want... Our whole world is
greatly strange, vague, and weird Towards all those death tolls of
those poor refugees... Yes, of course, our whole world should be blamed
and Without any exemptions anytime...
Dead consciences prevail only to control this world's will, but There are no
other alternatives... Death tolls tell us daily about those
fleeing refugees into those Unknown havens anytime...

They tell you to come to their destinations, but It's your job to
do your best... It's a long trip to get into those remote
havens, but You don't any choices utterly...

Those poor refugees risk their lives just to reach the impossible Which is not fully
worthy... Our whole world is utterly blind, deaf, and
even dumb Simply because that the only way with it...

Please keep in your mind that you will find tomorrow A lot of deed
refugees here and there, Anywhere, and even
everywhere... Thanks to the whole civilized world for its
support! I don't have more words to tell the whole world about about
what Happened to that little and innocent boy who was found ashore
alone.
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A Lonely Refugee In A Tent

Alone and in a tent by himself, Located on an
isolated land, Brought into his inevitable fate
Like a dove brought into a strange house.

He looked around to find his parents, Brothers,
sisters, and all neighbors, but in vain. He couldn't find
anyone except himself Surrounded by misery and
despair. Found him somewhere in a corner and

Brought him here to a new house (tent) .

Alone he does not know what to do, but He
waits and waits until he gets dizzy. Perhaps the tent
will be his eternal House for ever and ever.

Lonely he comes and goes in front of
His tent just to count days. The tent was
made for him and for poor Refugees waiting for
unknown future. His palace is a tent, but he wants to
go to His pretty house to see his missing hope.

All the other refugees are like his case Isolated
and deserted in the unknown land. The tent was not his his
desire nor all the Other ones' desires, but the fate's
desire. He lives in his tent and they live in their

Tents waiting to come back to their pretty houses.
He is still over there in a tent alone and So all the other
poor refugees.
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A Long Trip

That endless trip never ends Simply because we take
it Everyday for granted...
I take that life's long trip As a test
To my feelings and my emotions
Just to get myself Out of what I am
involved in Every time...
Life's long trip takes its way Ahead without
listening to us... We take all life's trips
Guaranteed without taking cautions... We are
merely travelers into the Unknown to be only in the
unknown... I can not sometimes complete my
My life's long trip Simply because
I have to have Some compulsory pauses
Here and there... Life is
always hard and difficult Simply because we challenge
its Absolute authority
Without any reasons... Life never stops its
course Simply because it can not wait
For anyone... A long trip is the
only way Everyone must take it willingly
Or unwillingly anytime... That's our
life...
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A Long Trip In Life

This life is lifeless and absurd Simply because it starts
from its beginning Until its end
With a lot of hard times and With a lot pains
and sufferings Divided between here and there...
We can not get any rest
Simply because we're in a hurry With everyone and
with everything around us... As long as our life goes like this,
then This symphony of headaches will not end easily...
We are greatly and totally exhausted and We are
regretfully tired from everyone and from everything On the surface of our
planet... We can not abandon our own problems and
Our own troubles stemming from
Anything and from everything Simply because we
got stuck hard With all aspects of life
For any reason or for all reasons... This is our
life and This is our reality, so
What shall we do with long trip We have
in our life?
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A Love-Addicted Pretty Dove

This pretty dove knows The real meaning of love
And its pretty taste, so
She is addicted to it in All pretty her feelings
and Emotions anytime and anywhere,
She lives this pretty love In every
moment of her life And she cares about it, so

She is addicted to the true
Love she started it some time ago.
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A Lovely Day

The pretty sun only rises For those pretty smiles in
Their faces anytime...

Their pretty laughs are only Songs heard by our
ears... We see their pretty innocence

When they play together anywhere... Angels
guard them happily When they to kindergartens
and to Their schools anytime...

We all love their smiles and Their smiles
wherever they are... Innocent souls play on the ground
And everywhere they are so beautiful...
We care about them more than We care about
ourselves... Kids are the flowers and the roses
Of our life anywhere and everywhere...
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A Lovely Engagement And A Great Marriage

If two lovers are engaged to be A pretty bride and a
pretty groom, then A wonderful marriage will happen
Because during any engagement two lovers' hearts
Are united to be one pretty heart, so A pretty

marriage takes place If any pretty engagement is
activated in truth.
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A LOVELY ENGAGEMENT AND A GREAT MARRIAGE
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A Lovely Winter

Snow falls heavily To be or to be not
Anytime, anywhere, and
Everywhere... We love nature to be
Dressed up like a bride
In her pretty wedding... Although it is very, very
Cold out-doors, but
We all enjoy that pretty Snow-man and its
pretty broom That it carries on its shoulder...
It sometimes rains dogs and cats Just to
make flashy floods Here and there, but
We keep ourselves in love
With any pretty Winter... A lovely Winter brings us
together To be in-doors sitting around
That old stove just to be warm... We keep loving
that pretty season In all that it has...
Assuredly it is a love season Which we
miss it when the other seasons Approach anytime,

anywhere, and everywhere...
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A Lovely Winter - ??? ?2??? ????
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A Lovely Winter - ??? ??7? ??77? -
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A Man Without His Five Senses

God gave us five pretty senses To feel life around us
wonderfully, but Some people intentionally disabled these
pretty five senses For a reason or for many reasons

Simply because they chose to be on the wrong way Anytime,
anywhere, and everywhere, God gave us eyes to all of
us without any exceptions, but Some people are unable to see the
right things, He gave all of us ears to hear what's going
around us, but Some intentionally do not want to where what's going
on around, He gave all of us good mouths to praise Him and to say the best
in Life, but some ignored that they even have pretty mouths, He gave
us the sense of smelling things to know what is good from what Is not good, but
some insist on smelling bad odors, and He gave the pretty sense of
touching, but Some used their sense of touching for other
purposes, When someone chooses the best,
It means he has a good choice, but When someone
chooses the worst, then It means that is his choice too,

It's what you choose in life becomes applied

To you the whole of your life, For some not to
see, not to hear, not to feel, not to taste, and To smell is a catastrophe at
anytime because it means That someone is existing only in his body
among us while His soul has gone away.
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A MARTYR'S MOTHER ?
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A Melancholic World

Our world is melancholic And if a certain
doctor tries To diagnose its melancholy
He will say that our world has A
great rate of melancholy due To a lot of problems
here and there, Melancholy is a bad thing and if
Someone or something is
melancholic It means it's like the bad plague,

Our world's pretty image has turned
Into a melancholic image that never

Pleases or cheers up anyone at anytime, Everyone and

everything are greatly Melancholic on all levels here

and there, We don't see any pretty horizon because
Everything tells of a bad and melancholic

Image of a world that does not help, and It's a bad thing

to see melancholy in Our pretty world or its melancholic

image.
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A Message To Him - 27?2?77 ?77?7?
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A message to my mother - ????? ??? ???
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A Midnight Phone Call

Suddenly the phone rang loud and I rushed towards
it For I was waiting for a phone call.

I put the book I was reading aside A
sense of calmness happened. An interruption
followed The caller ID showed his name.

I knew what he wanted, He
wanted to ask for money as usual But, before he started
to, I yelled as much I could, 'Stop bothering me every midnight
ashamed of yourself." He didn't reply. He
got scared. His name still in the caller ID.

But his voice trembled and said: 'I am so sorry.'
Immediately he hung up. I knew what he
wanted. He just wanted my car's keys
I remembered a day before
What he said in the party. 'Can I try your new
car, sir? ' I looked at him but said nothing.

Just he wanted to try my car. He was
scared to tell me about it. This time money was not his
phone call. I called him back.

No answer came. He knew my answer.
The car is like my soul.

I swore no to let anyone drive it. The
midnight phone ended and I returned to my book. The phone call I
waited for Was not the midnight phone call.

It's just a call and not the
midnight call.
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A Mirror Looks At Us

Our images are really duplicated When we look at
ourselves in a certain Mirror just to know
What's going on with ourselves... A
mirror looks at ourselves Just for curiosity anytime,
Anywhere and everywhere...
It is mutual to look at Ourselves in a mirror

and A mirror looks at ourselves...

We love to know our shapes, Good or bad,

High or low,
Rich or poor, Lovely or unlovely,

and Laughing or crying...

We look at ourselves just for Many purposes
anytime... A mirror gives us something

About our true or untrue personalities... It is
a strange thing thing To discover new things
About one's personality anytime...
We can not distance ourselves from Any mirror simply
because It shows our real world...
We clearly hide ourselves Either in

front of a mirror or Behind it...

We need to know about faces and Even
about many hidden things We have them in
ourselves... The world of mirrors reflect ourselves
clearly To that extent in which
We discover our true truth fully... It is weird not to know

One's true world in front of a certain mirror...
Life itself is a big mirror that Reflects our images
anytime, Anywhere, and everywhere...
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A Missing Hope

Undoubtedly if there is hope, then It will be behind some
crossing clouds or Behind that brilliant sun...
It fades away if No one can get it
immediately... If no one looks for it, then
It's up to him or to her... If there are
people pursuing any pretty hope, then it will be in the front...
It lies where we able To find
it and to get it Anytime, anywhere, and
everywhere...
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A Missing Hope - ??7? 7?7777
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A Monkey Wrench

You need a monkey wrench To fix some stuffs
here and there, but If you don't have anything to fix it,
then Put it on the right shelf, please.

A monkey wrench can be used to fix everything And
everyone because it's all free, Fixation is necessary
when you don't have Any other works anytime and
anywhere, and we Need to fix all around us with a pretty

monkey wrench.
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A Monkey's Like A Ghazal In His Mom's Eyes
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A Mosquito Of Mass Pains

Stealthily it comes into my poor body To biteitin a

cunning and an absurd way, Awkwardly it bites any spot in

my body, So it makes me suffer and rub crazily,

Ironically it bites my body or any spot it

Chooses as it likes and not as I like, Absurdly it

challenges all my abilities And I am incapable of doing

anything, Cowardly this small mosquito attacks me
With all weapons of mass pains crazily,

Crazily I look for it and when I catch it It becomes mine

and only my favorite hunt, Happily I scratch it off of the

map and I Start rubbing my spots of pains, and
Finally I go back to my normal life in

Chasing the rest of the mosquitoes of Mass pains.
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A Mother

My parents are greatly my dad and My mom,
All other people are merely neighbors,
A mother, as they say, is a school by herself, A house
without a mom is like a building Without foundation stones,
A great formula is consisting of a pretty dad
And a pretty mom anytime, Without a mom,
It means there is no warmth,
A mom is the true and the pure love in any house
Simply because she knows how to deal with everyone Wonderfully
and greatly, then A house is where the mom or
There is no house at all.
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A mother ??7??

There is nothing sublime In our existence More
than the word mother Because it means Too
much Anytime, anywhere, and everywhere, A
mother is the house's head, She's the school's mother,
She's the warmth's mother, She's the giving, and
She's whose heavens are under her feet... Who is to be compared with a
mother? She is the maternity, She is the affection,

She is the spirit, She is the time and the place, and
She is the feelings and the emotions...  Out of her school,
The greatest peoples are graduating, She raises the best people,
Her food is unmatched, and She is the pure fountain of maternity

That never runs out... There is no place for the world

Without her... The world is the mother herself and
Without her, then There is no world... She is

the truest and the clearest truth  Every time and everywhere.
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A Mother ??7??
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A mother ??7??

There is nothing sublime In our existence More
than the word mother Because it means Too
much Anytime, anywhere, and everywhere, A
mother is the house's head, She's the school's mother,
She's the warmth's mother, She's the giving, and
She's whose heavens are under her feet... Who is to be compared with a
mother? She is the maternity, She is the affection,

She is the spirit, She is the time and the place, and
She is the feelings and the emotions...  Out of her school,
The greatest peoples are graduating, She raises the best people,
Her food is unmatched, and She is the pure fountain of maternity

That never runs out... There is no place for the world

Without her... The world is the mother herself and
Without her, then There is no world... She is

the truest and the clearest truth  Every time and everywhere.
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A mother ??7??

There is nothing sublime In our existence More
than the word mother Because it means Too
much Anytime, anywhere, and everywhere, A
mother is the house's head, She's the school's mother,
She's the warmth's mother, She's the giving, and
She's whose heavens are under her feet... Who is to be compared with a
mother? She is the maternity, She is the affection,

She is the spirit, She is the time and the place, and
She is the feelings and the emotions...  Out of her school,
The greatest peoples are graduating, She raises the best people,
Her food is unmatched, and She is the pure fountain of maternity

That never runs out... There is no place for the world

Without her... The world is the mother herself and
Without her, then There is no world... She is

the truest and the clearest truth  Every time and everywhere.
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A mother ??7??

There is nothing sublime In our existence More
than the word mother Because it means Too
much Anytime, anywhere, and everywhere, A
mother is the house's head, She's the school's mother,
She's the warmth's mother, She's the giving, and
She's whose heavens are under her feet... Who is to be compared with a
mother? She is the maternity, She is the affection,

She is the spirit, She is the time and the place, and
She is the feelings and the emotions...  Out of her school,
The greatest peoples are graduating, She raises the best people,
Her food is unmatched, and She is the pure fountain of maternity

That never runs out... There is no place for the world

Without her... The world is the mother herself and
Without her, then There is no world... She is

the truest and the clearest truth  Every time and everywhere.
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A mother ??7??

There is nothing sublime In our existence More
than the word mother Because it means Too
much Anytime, anywhere, and everywhere, A
mother is the house's head, She's the school's mother,
She's the warmth's mother, She's the giving, and
She's whose heavens are under her feet... Who is to be compared with a
mother? She is the maternity, She is the affection,

She is the spirit, She is the time and the place, and
She is the feelings and the emotions...  Out of her school,
The greatest peoples are graduating, She raises the best people,
Her food is unmatched, and She is the pure fountain of maternity

That never runs out... There is no place for the world

Without her... The world is the mother herself and
Without her, then There is no world... She is

the truest and the clearest truth  Every time and everywhere.
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A mother ??7??

There is nothing sublime In our existence More
than the word mother Because it means Too
much Anytime, anywhere, and everywhere, A
mother is the house's head, She's the school's mother,
She's the warmth's mother, She's the giving, and
She's whose heavens are under her feet... Who is to be compared with a
mother? She is the maternity, She is the affection,

She is the spirit, She is the time and the place, and
She is the feelings and the emotions...  Out of her school,
The greatest peoples are graduating, She raises the best people,
Her food is unmatched, and She is the pure fountain of maternity

That never runs out... There is no place for the world

Without her... The world is the mother herself and
Without her, then There is no world... She is

the truest and the clearest truth  Every time and everywhere.
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A mother ??7??

There is nothing sublime In our existence More
than the word mother Because it means Too
much Anytime, anywhere, and everywhere, A
mother is the house's head, She's the school's mother,
She's the warmth's mother, She's the giving, and
She's whose heavens are under her feet... Who is to be compared with a
mother? She is the maternity, She is the affection,

She is the spirit, She is the time and the place, and
She is the feelings and the emotions...  Out of her school,
The greatest peoples are graduating, She raises the best people,
Her food is unmatched, and She is the pure fountain of maternity

That never runs out... There is no place for the world

Without her... The world is the mother herself and
Without her, then There is no world... She is

the truest and the clearest truth  Every time and everywhere.
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A mother ??7??

There is nothing sublime In our existence More
than the word mother Because it means Too
much Anytime, anywhere, and everywhere, A
mother is the house's head, She's the school's mother,
She's the warmth's mother, She's the giving, and
She's whose heavens are under her feet... Who is to be compared with a
mother? She is the maternity, She is the affection,

She is the spirit, She is the time and the place, and
She is the feelings and the emotions...  Out of her school,
The greatest peoples are graduating, She raises the best people,
Her food is unmatched, and She is the pure fountain of maternity

That never runs out... There is no place for the world

Without her... The world is the mother herself and
Without her, then There is no world... She is

the truest and the clearest truth  Every time and everywhere.
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A Mother ??7??
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A Movie That I Liked

It was a long, long time ago That I went to watch a
very lovely movie About Adam and Eve...

I was a young man at that time, so I
comprehended that movie As it came through my
eyes At that time...

It was a lovely thing to see Movies about pretty
things... @ e e e e e e e e e e e e s s s e s m -
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A Museum Is A Big Image

A museum is greatly Our past, our present,
and Our future shaped in one place
To show our pretty inheritance of Our all
times, Good or bad,
Happy or unhappy, and Up or
down... A nation which is without a
museum Is like a body which is without a soul...
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A Museum Is A Big Image - ???
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A New Autumn Is Seen Here And There

Autumn does not look-like
Any other seasons

Simply because it is pretty,
Short-lived, and even wonderful
In its pretty days and nights...
Only lovely and fallen leaves
Are seen here and there,
Scattered clouds are greatly
Seen up in the sky,

Lovely creeks and running rivers
Are seen like snakes

Here and there,

Winds blow faster a little bit
Anywhere and everywhere,
People put on themselves
Different clothes,

Animals disappear while

Some birds get ready to leave
To their own destination,
Wavy seas are clearly seen
With some scattered boats
Here and there,

Schools open their doors

To their pupils and

To their students just

To start a new year,
Evergreen trees are never affected
By Autumn's coming

Simply because that's the way
With them anytime,

Nature behaves differently
With everything around it, and
A new Autumn is clearly seen
Anywhere and everywhere.
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A New Back To School

Everyone is back to school And every school is
ready to welcome All those who head for it...
A mutual love between a school and Those
who like to back to it anytime... There is nothing pretty
Like to come back to one's school
As a teacher, as a pupil, as a student, As an employee,
as a principal, or Anyone else anytime...

A school opens its doors To all of
its lovers... To back to school means to come
back To that pretty and wonderful place

That brings together all old friends and All other new-
comers anytime... A school is not just a building, but
It is a place where we get the best...
Any school is our second house that Gives us a lot of
learning and more... A warm welcome waits for every comer
To one's second house anytime...
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A New Civilzation

Ruined houses and destroyed schools Are scattered
anywhere and everywhere, Broken trees and twisted roses
and flowers Are thrown anywhere and everywhere,

Dead people including pieces of human flesh Are
visible everywhere, Damaged and destroyed buses
and cars are Everywhere,

Rotten corpses and dead dogs and cats are Scattered
anywhere and everywhere, Silence prevails in all
directions because All pretty words are no more, so

This is a new civilization we see and we witness In

front of us and in all directions.
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A New Poem To Her

I have a lot of lovely words I want to write down for
her In the shape of a nice and pretty poem
That tells her about my sincere love to her, I do
love her wonderfully and My whole feelings and my
emotions Are working together for her,
She(my sweetheart) really lives in my heart And she
dwells in my mind, She is my real princess whom
I can not find any alternative for her,
My words are true and sincere Because I am honest
in my love to her, She is occupying my heart and my mind
With her great love, She is
my pretty rose and she is my sweet flower too, She is a great love that
I never break as long as I am alive,
She lives in my thoughts and My thoughts
always depict her wonderfully, I can not forget her because
She lives in my whole entity for ever and ever
And she is the pretty name of my whole love poems Anytime,
anywhere, and everywhere.
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A New Spring

A NEW SPRING ONLY COMES WITH A
PRETTY FLOWER AND SWEET FRAGRANCE. IF SPRING
COMES AND NO SWEET FLOWER OR SWEET
FRAGRANCE, THEN THIS IS NOT
SPRING. INEVITABLY A NEW SPRING IS A
SWEET FLOWER AND SWEET FRAGRANCE.

THIS IS A NEW SPRING.
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A New Spring Is Another Pretty Image Around Us

Spring's new buds And all colorful images...
Green and colorful landscapes
Extend from a certain point To another certain
point... Light showers are clearly seen
Here and there... Some pretty
flowers and Fragrant roses are beautifully seen
All around the whole places...
Smiles accompany that pretty Spring To add some beauty
to any place... Spring is totally different
In all of its dif