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Prix du Mérite — Merit Prize

Premio de Mérito 2004 — Morocco
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AYMAN DARAWISHA

Prix du Mérite — Merit Prize

Premio de Mérito 2006 — France .
Sl = 31 = YT a8 s — Adigh s Giayl

ik (31K A

sl 75555 ¢ Ll sy )l zmaniial Ty 21 RSN D syl )
sl e

s ) (amy )\M\J\.L.ayuu\dhycumuu (‘x\_\au\_\ -Y
Ju\@@aﬁx\@mﬂm)u\ J sl 4

u\s.d\ ;IA‘)\ u\.n‘}“ ru_ij ‘Y,LL..A\ c_\.um U)S....J\ AJ:.!:(_\asMA —Y

M.\Ld\ (_9‘).\4_5 w\;ﬁ U}S...J\ k_lls.\.\l d\;.d\ u«n d\;l\ V“-’J e )\qss 6‘4093 3
)\)MS\éﬁbug\)‘)uﬂ)\)ﬂ\}‘)udg\j
s\)&dﬂ)\\)ﬂ\}s‘)\ﬁdﬂ\ﬁuw\‘_"Atjﬂjﬂjdh\ “")“‘)‘MA:“LSL\ c\AA -0
M\@&}a,ﬂd\_ﬂjm@}s}wmﬁ

a\.\;.“ “_ﬂaj\ u_}.\lﬂ B ‘b)\ L@J)AJ cLe_uu\‘)ﬁ ch uas.u U‘“P}“ (C\),o -1
s A



81- Ayman Darawisha Adglya Gyl -4

Jlass ,d}laq ‘dfm &mwﬂ;}\ ’JJ\M (iialal @;3@3@ -ag)um -y
;uUcJ_\u_\JB‘).EmY \)S\A\JALG g_u\l..qSuS M\Gﬂuh );;\;\.n /\
ua...a\]\‘j g\s‘)(\ucc_n.\\@adjé‘}(\) Sl

&)Ua.\f}” VJ LS‘);Y ML«; calld J\j;]\ (KYY [BES JLAﬂ\ ¢Lu\ UA )\9} q
)&.\J‘}]‘A‘)\L}u‘y\éc)\_\m‘}”(JAE)MJ\C}A&-\SJJ&S‘)&}\&-\.\AL}SS&
Lul::dx\]\éu C‘)AAJ J\‘)ﬂ\‘dé‘j Jw\wbﬂé‘)ﬂ\ﬁus)ﬁ*\~
b A oLl b o) il o des Sl Y5 T8 Y ek D 160U
G 1

JLQ_\“&_\SMJJ,‘)LG—LAJY\UQJ-\“CJJ C_:‘)S\g_qs}:ﬁdsy R

L_I“).IA 4_\1:)\ «_ﬂ_\\}\; a_\...uS.:J y AN (e UJS....J\ A):.\ uasws 4.392 Y
)l Ak

ke Ssms O (o s S i s adgdll dngeg CigSaall it VY
SOAl A pa Wi dalea Cd pea 350 cldy LAl e aday cadal)
JUUCHE ECR PR Rt PN Fig JRCH VA I U I [ CS O
Al 5 Al A

BIN YOUNIS MAJIN

Prix d'Honneur — Honour Prize

Premio de Honor 2006 — Albania,— U.S.A.
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VOLEURS DE TERRES

A tous ceux qui attendaient I'heure de la délivrance
A tous ceux qui voulaient devenir des éxilés-témoins

v

Tant que l'oiseau au cceur triste

Est venu pour tituber

Le rite mendier

Qui attend la mort dans une avalanche obstinée
Sur laquelle s’enlace le cortége des ombres
La-bas un navigateur solitaire

Chasse les rivages éphémeéres

Et ravive le crépuscule dévoilé

L'aube tamisé par le soleil téméraire
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C'est enfin l'immigré n'est-il que la cible a bout portant
Son gouffre s’étendit sur le bled adossé

Obnubilé par le charme attisant de Londres et de Paris
J'ai tissé mes flux sur un mirage tangible

Et sur les boulevards d'Oujda

J'ai révé de contrées lointaines

Ot les trottoirs clandestins m'attendaient

CHARBEL TORBEY

Prix de Créativité — Creativity Prize
Premio de Creatividad 2006 — Lebanon
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THE BLACK DOVE

In the Arabian Desert, the night is silent and cold. The stars shine like rare
diamonds and the moon reflects the light of a sun that has burned the million
sands of the infinite dunes.

Sarah sat alone in the dark. She was contemplating this immense sea of sand
lying in front of her, a sea that never ends and never begins!

The tribe was quietly drown in the intense sleep of the night in the black tents far
from she was. Every night she came to the same place in the desert, she put a
warm woolen cover on her fragile shoulders. She took off the veil and let the cold
zephyr of the night sneak into her black hair and discovered the beauty of her
face that shined in the mysterious night surrounding her. She sang a song her
mother had taught her when she was a little girl playing under the sun in the vast
desert playground. Her mother had died two long years ago; she missed her like
the dead well missed a drop of rain in a long summer day! Her mother was a
great friend and a greater mother. The people in the tribe did not like her much;
they considered her a bad omen for the clan because she did not bring a baby boy
to become the leader of the tribe. Sarah was her only child and her mother had
taken very good care of her, she had used to tell her stories about great heroes
living in distant lands and beautiful princesses in green paradises... her father
was a great man, very comparable to the ones she had heard of in the stories of
her mother. He loved her, she was his first child. Even though he had baby boys
from other wives, he loved her the most...

She wore a golden chain with a small medal, a gift from her father the day she
was born. On the medal there were beautiful drawings of horses and oasis. She
kissed it and looked up at the sky, the stars had come together to contour the face
of her father, he was smiling to her then, her mother’s face became visible next to
him with a beautiful music that resounded through the silent desert and made her
shiver. She closed her eyes and smiled to know that her parents were happy and
looked upon her. An overwhelming sense of peace made her heart beat to the
melody of the nighttime and carried her into a state of trance and started to dance.
Her naked feet moved like light feathers on the warm sands. The wind danced
with her while the medal was shining under the moonlight.

Her tribe was among the strongest in the great desert, they had a large number of
sheep and a great wealth. They knew the desert well and where to find green
oasis and wells. It was the envy of many other tribes and had entered into many
wars and struggles with other peoples yet, they succeeded to conquer all enemies
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and return to the safety of tents. Her father, the leader, succeeded in establishing
a lasting period of peace. After his death, the powerful men of the tribe could not
name a successor, his boys were too young and inexperienced, and she was a
woman and not allowed to lead a clan. Her uncle, who had always dreamt of
power, was the only man who could become the leader.

The music stopped, Sarah sat and touched gently with her fingers the warm sand.
She took some in her hand and let it slip away from her fingers; she tried to see
the future in the falling grains like jewels from the sky. Some people in the tribe
said weird things about her and about her mother before her. She once heard
some women talking about her mother, they said she was a strange woman and
came from Africa. When she asked her mother about her origins and why some
people did not like her, her mother laughed, cuddled her face and told her that
some people feared their inner selves and refused to listen to their hearts, they
enclosed themselves in a shell surrounded by an immense sea of fears and trouble.
Every night, Sarah came to meet the faithful desert to escape the prejudices of
these people in the closed society of the tribe. She could talk to it freely and open
her heart and let out all her dreams and set her imagination free...but, the desert
did not always answer back, it had its secrets.

In the morning, she woke up early and heard voices outside of her tent. She
covered her face and went out; her uncle was inviting all men to meet in the big
tent to name the future leader of the tribe. Forty days had passed since her
father’s death; it was time to select the next man to lead the greatest tribe of the
desert. She was not allowed, like the rest of the women, to take part in the
selection process. Her young brothers were among the participants. She followed
the men and tried to listen to her brothers’ voices but could not hear any! What
would her father think about all this? She wished he had been here to hold her
hand and tell her not to fear for he would always be with her. She looked at her
medal; her uncle’s aggressive speech was getting louder and louder, the silent
surrounding tents were waiting for the outcome. Her uncle talked about wars and
attacks on other tribes. She hated violence; the desert never spoke about violence!
Some women slowly approached her and invited her to enter a small tent. They
feared war and did not want to lose their men and children in confrontations.
They told her that the wise old man of the desert saw the unseen in the sands,
there would be war, blood and death would fly over their tents like black hungry
CIOWS.

They had accused her mother of black magic yet, they believed a man who could
sea the future. Sarah decided to meet the old man!

The old man’s tent was the biggest of all tents. A strange odour reigned over the
place in a hypnotizing smoke. The wise old man looked young! He invited her to
sit on a red cushion in front of him then, he was silent...he only smiled to her.
Gold chains decorated his naked chest and made a sweet music every time he
moved. He poured for her some hot tea in a silver cup. People of the tribe had
warned her not to eat or drink from the hands of this man. She felt a terrible urge
and a great thirst; she wanted to drink that strong smelling tea. A strange force
moved her hand towards the cup; she held it to her trembling lips. The man was
still smiling! In a sudden reflex, she pushed the cup away and looked straight at
the eyes of the wise man and said: “T know when to drink!” and dropped the cup.
Strangely, it was empty!

“I came to you asking for advice.” She said.

“you don’t believe me!”

She looked him in the eye then smiled.

“Your advice will not be my decision.” She firmly said.
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“Why did you come to me then?”

“People believe in you and I love my people!” she answered.

“Following people’s will is not a wise thing.”

His words were true; she had never wanted to come here. She had thought he
might have an answer.

“War!” he said and broke into her thoughts.

“You can’t prevent war from happening.” She defied him.

“True, but you can!” he said.

Suddenly, she heard a strong lightning outside of the tent. The wise man smiled.
“Don’t fear your inner self, it will guide you and show you the path on which you
will lead your people to peace with other tribes. I can see children laughing and
playing under the beautiful sun...the future is bright.” He finished his words and
entered into a terrible silence and closed his eyes. She shivered, she wanted to
leave. She put two gold coins and put them on a small table next to him.

“I want your medal...” he said and opened his eyes.

She touched her medal and firmly refused to give it away; it was her father’s gift
and would not accept to exchange it for the world.

“To give the dearest thing of one’s heart is the true meaning of giving!” he said.
“It’s a gift, it’s impossible!” she firmly said.

“I showed you the future...”

“You only told me what I want to hear!”

“Then why don’t you give me what I want?”” he asked.

“If you need more gold, I can give you.” She showed him a small black bag full
of gold coins.

“Gold is meaningless, feelings are eternal.” He said then closed his eyes.

She touched the medal to make sure it was still in its place.

“Go...” he said.

As she was leaving his tent, she looked back at him.

“My father gave it to me the minute I was born into this world, the first minute I
saw the light of the bright sun of the desert.” She explained in a calm voice.
“You’re a good daughter, your father was right, I knew him well, he saw in your
eyes a great destiny, you were his pride and he is your guardian. You fulfilled
your destiny. If you give away the medal, it will lose its powers and you will not
see your children...it’s written on the palm of your hand and it’s carved in your
heart!”

She walked back to the tribe thinking of the man’s words of wisdom. In her tent,
the women were anxious, they waited for her and wanted to hear a word to relief
them but, she was silent. She looked at her medal, it was brighter than usual.

An old woman came next to her and whispered:” open it.”

She hesitated. She was afraid. She looked at the women sitting silently on the
green cushions. In their eyes, they were calling her to open the medal and reveal
its secrets.

The sun was setting behind the dunes and the men’s tent would give birth to a
new leader. How she missed her father and her mother, she wished they were
here beside her and to tell her what to do. The dunes, the moon and the stars were
waiting for her. She wanted to escape and meet them in the cold night of the
desert but, she knew they would blame her for not facing her destiny and taking
her matters in charge. They taught her courage and wisdom, bravery and talent
and above all she learned the most precious thing in life: Love.

She smiled to the women beside her and took off the chain. She held the medal in
her hand and opened it in the other, her heart was beating fast and she could hear
her father’s voice coming out of it. In the medal she discovered a black feather.
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“It’s a black dove’s feather; it’s sacred!” the old woman told her.

She could not understand, she had expected a message, a will or an advice...she
did not know what to do with a black feather.

“Trust your father, he knew everything...go to the men and show it to them.
They have the answer!” the old woman politely opened the door of the tent and
led her to the other tent.

All men were sitting, some were confused and her uncle was anxious, he wanted
that meeting to end as soon as possible and ensure his political future. Her
breakthrough into the tribe’s men’s world was like a storm. Her uncle objected
her presence among them and ordered her to leave. The oldest man in the tribe
calmly asked her to go. She kissed his hand and showed him the black dove’s
feather. He let a cry that echoed till the woman’s tent. Her uncle was enraged!

At night, the stars were shining. Her parents’ face appeared in the sky of the night,
they were smiling to her. The night and the desert would stay her dear
companions, they made her wise and for a long time they would guide her
through the path of life. Her father smiled to her, he was happy to know that the
tribe is in safe hands. They would avoid war and their children would play under
the sun. He trusted Sarah, the new head of the tribe.

Sarah caressed the warm sand under her naked feet and sang to the souls of her
father and mother. Her voice travelled over the dunes of the desert.

People of the desert still talk about a beautiful voice that sings at night when the
stars shine bright in the sky.

'EID SALIH

Prix de Créativité — Creativity Prize
Premio de Creatividad 2006 — Egypt
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Prix du Mérite — Merit Prize

Premio de Mérito 2004 — Morocca
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MUHSIN AKHRIF
Prix du Mérite — Merit Prize
Premio de Mérito 2004 — Morocco
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Prix du Mérite — Merit Prize

Premio de Mérito 2006 — Morocco .
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RENEE FERRER
Prix d'Honneur — Honour Prize
Premio de Honor 2004 - Paraguay
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GUERRAS

No importa que las guerras tengan nombre,
siempre serdn un llanto

y un silencio,

un trdgico desvelo

en los acantilados de la muerte.

Las aves agoreras beberdn en los huesos
traspasados de viento

un sabor de abandono,

y partird, aiin doliente,

su viuelo fugitivo

hacia el tajo insaciable de la ausencia.

Sevolverdn los pdramos albergue

de un pulso coagulado,

un alboroto en sombras,

y tendrdn los creptisculos

la calcdrea tristeza del astro taciturno.

No importa que las guerras tengan nombre
y un lugar en el tiempo.

El soldado que esparce sus pedazos

en la antesala del silencio

es siempre el mismo.

RICHARD BOUSKILA

Prix du Mérite — Merit Prize

Premio de Mérito 2006 — France |
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LA MAIN D'OR

Tout comme la lampe magique d’Aladin, la main d’or que j’ai étais cherché au
sommet de I’Himalaya
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Tout comme monter tout en haut d’une montagne semer d’embiiche, tout comme
me faire trébucher sans avoir pu marcher

J'ai fais la connaissance de la main d’or, celle qui ne mort pas mais qui
m’apportera joie et prospérité

Apres avoir connu multiples souffrances

Apres avoir vu la couleur de la délivrance, or!

Noir et feu comme un aigle volant au-dessus de moi étant voler de ces droits dans
laurore

La main d’or je I’aime encore

La main d’or je la touche encore mais je ne veux plus la laisser m’échapper
désormais sans la caressé et lui dire un mot dans loreille fine

La main d’or comme une dme délicate ne demandant qu’a faire imploser son
énergie de l'intérieure

Aussi timide était t-elle, je ne pense pas qu’elle aurait oser s’exploser

Pour laisser des traces, pour laisser des blessures, faire montrer son extérieur et
se faire traiter de voleurs

En couvrant sa honte, la main d’or aurait pu empécher tout cela car elle était
fiére et avait une certaine dignité cacher

Enfoui comme la puissance de la vie

Cacher comme mon premier baiser

Je n’étais que le reflet de mon miroir magique parfaitement ensoleillé et réveiller
apres tout

Sans avoir pu lui dire combien je I’aimais en un seul souffle qui aurait fait
restaurer ce souffre d’or

La main d’or comme un cafard sortant de mon miroir pour devenir éternel, belle
comme un ceeur et doux comme un agneaux

Peut étre trop car si elle restes comme elle ’est n’importe qui pourrait I’écraser
ety laisser sa trace

N’importe qui pourrait I’écraser en la faisant pleurer et peut étre bien que I’or
deviendrait trésor si personne n’y entravait sa route encore

Encore oui encore cette nuit j’ai révé d’elle

La main d’or j’y crois encore comme la main de ma blanche colombe que je
réverais de prendre aprés voir visiter une tombée hécatombe

Croulant sous les rochers apres avoir constater les dégats je n’étais qu’éprouver
Je n’étais qu’effondrer mais je voulais quand méme visiter

La roche mais au-dessous de celle-ci

Qu’aurais-je découvert?

Peut étre bien que si je I’aurais frapper trop fort, je n’aurais rien vu mais en
Peffleurant avec la lenteur d’un baiser échanger

C’est la main d’or qui est apparu dans la tombe de ce rocher

Je I’ai touché puis elle m’a envolé

Comme la femme avec qui j’aurais fait I’amour sans lui dire deux fois

Je t'aime!

Je t'aime!

ROZI THEOHARI
Prix d'Honneur — Honour Prize
Premio de Honor 2006 — Albania — U.S.A.
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Albanian and English versions by the poetess
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LEGJENDA SHQIPTARE E ROZAFATIT

(Krahun e djathte ma lini jashte-Jam akoma gjalle)
Per tri dite e tri net

Nje mjegull e dendur varet mbi Bune,
Shkoder-ligen mbuluar ne shkume

E bardhe mjegullime-kurre e papare

Nga te mocmit plegnare.

Si gjuhe e zberdhylet nje mije kucedrash,

Fije, fjolla e bishta mjegullash

Rendin, zvarrisen pambarimisht,

Ngerthyer mes druresh, shtepish,

Mes flokesh e gjymtyre gjallesash

Mbuluar fshehtas ne pangjyresi e shurdhesi.
Kujshem lehin gente-si me lebeti,

Kujisje qe ndiellin, oh, fatkegesi

C’gjeme mund te ngjaje, valle, kushedi...

Fati ge e solli, diten ge filloi,

Keshtjella fatale, aty lart mbi koder...
Ndonese tre vellezer, me djerse e mundim,

Per tridhjetetete hena e dymbedhjete dite
Vazhduan ndertimin sic bene premtim:
“Keshtjellen ma t’forte e ma t’sosun me e godite,”
Diten ngrinin murin, te rende, te forte

Por nata tinzare e rrezonte pertoke.

Eh, ¢’mundim i kote.

Sikur nje force e panjohur, ne fshehtesi
Zberthente qoshet e mureve, ne brendesi,
Duke u dhene te shtymen-gurgullime, c’makth!
Guret leviznin, shkogeshin si me magji
Merrnin tatepjeten-ortek-rrokullimthi,
Rrokopuje, zhurmshem e dhunshem,

Vallzim i gurte grykave e honeve me lemeri
Mbuluar nga re te bardha pluhuri,

Sitosje gelgeresh ne ajer e gjelbersi.
Mbeshtjelle tre burrat-kokekembthi,

Floket e zinj zbardhur si argjend,

Kthyer ne fantazma ge shpirti u dhemb.

Tre burra si tri hije fanitur,

Lekundur lart e poshte, rreth murishtes
Mbledhin e zgjedhin me mundim guret copa-copa
Gurajes thepa-thepa e lirishteve me gropa.
Ndersa era e harlisur perthan ne vajtim
Currileza gjaku mbi duart plasaritur,

Mbi duart nga guret e ashper plagosur,
Kumbon, oshetin tej grykash zvarritur:

“Oh, c’gjeme, gjeme! Oh, dhembje e pasosur!”

THE ALBANIAN LEGEND OF ROZAFAT

(Do leave out my right hand - I am still alive)

@)Rsl (g59) AV



91- Rozi Theohari )Raxl 959y AT

Dedicated to my infant grandson Jan, half Albanian, nursing by the breast milk of an
Albanian mother with my desire, hope, and wish that he’ll grow up to learn about and to
love Albania.

For three days and three nights

A thick fog fell mysteriously over the Buna river
Covering the lake and Shkodra city

A fogginess- never ever seen by the old folks.

The mist, as the white tongues of a thousand dragons
Outstretched and knitted with the trees’ branches
The houses, the people’s hair and their limbs
Making them walking blindly and fearfully
Becoming irritated, moving arms and hands

Into the emptiness of a terrible, impenetrable fog bank.
While scared dogs barking with squealing sounds

As to foreshadow the misfortunes

A catastrophe that might happen

With the ruin of a high castle

At the top of the steep hill--right there in the south side of the city.
Even though three brothers who

Promised to build a strong citadel

And continued for thirty eight moons, twelve days...
Duaily the stonework was built up

Nightly it tumbled down

As an unknown force dismantled

The big corner stones-pushing the walls like an avalanche
Down the hill into the chasm,

Dancing rocks with horrifying, fearful, violence
Raising in the air a white cloud of lime and dust
Covering through the leaves of the trees.

And the men alike

Dusting their auburn hair--turning three phantasms
Moving unceasingly around and up

While a wild, cold and gray wind dried

The blood of their grasping hands

Also sounded the alarm... Why?...why?...why?...
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