42 CTPYLWKN BEYEPY HA MOE3NJATA

Tapek Enrajed
(Cynan)

Popen e op cymancku pogurenu BO
Kawpo, 1959. ITounysa ga nuimysa Bo 1985
¥ OTTOrau copadoTyBa BO OpOjHU aparcKu
BeCHHMIIM M cnucaHuja Bo EBponma u
apanckute 3eMju. [Jo cera My ce o6jaBeHn
Bo Bumena gpBe 30upkum moesuja Ha
repMaHCKu U apancku (Bo 1999 u 2002) u
MpeBOJi Ha POMaHOT [ padosu 6e3 iaamu
(2000) mpBoGUTHO OGjaBeH Bo Kampo 1992,
KOj € o0jaBeH W Ha (paHIycku Bo 1999.
a MMa noOueHo pasHU CTUNEHJAMM BO TEKOT

Ha 1990-uTe, a Beke BTOpa TrofguHa € Ha
€/lHa TPUTOJUIIIHA CTUIIECH[Mja HA aBCTPHUCKAaTa Biaja. 2Kusee BO
Buena.
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author was granted the Federal Chancellery’s project scholarship for
2001/02, 2002/03 and 2003/04. Lives in Vienna.

KA®E N1 BOOA

CTo maT JHEBHO, MU BEJIH:

“Mopa aa ce Bpatam. Tyka HeMa MIJIOCT.
A Tamy ¥Ma TOIUTMHA M MIPUCHOCT H...~
ITa moTeM 3amomuyBa.

I'o mpamyBam: “Tamy?

A xagpe e Toa?”
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[ 42 STRUGA POETRY EVENINGS

Mu nocouyBa HeKafe.
Jlumero My e 6e3u3pa3Ho
U HE BEJIM HUIITO MOBeKe.
T'o mo3emawm 3a paxka.
OpuMe Bo efiHa KadeaHna
U celHyBaMe Ha TUBKA Maca.
My HapauyBaMm Kacge
a 3a ceOe BOJIA.
My 360pyBam Ha apancku
7 My MelllaM Bojia BO KaeTo.
Mu ce nytu: “Ila He cu nyn?”
W npoba nma ja omgenn BoaTa
of Kacero.
Ce oOupysa.
Ce Tpyau fia ja BpaTu BojaTa
BO BOJIaTa.

Buena, Kagpe I'punwitiajoa, 27 jynu 1997

COFFEE AND WATER

A hundred times a day, he says,

“I’ll have to return. Here, there is no mercy.
There, there is kindness and warmth and ...”
Then he falls silent.

I ask him, “There?

Where is that?”

He points somewhere.

His face is expressionless,

and he does not say anything anymore.
I take his hand.

We go to a café

and sit down at a quiet corner table.

I order coffee for him

and water for me.

I speak to him in Arabic

and mix water into the coffee.

He is annoyed, “Are you crazy?”

He tries to remove the water

from the coffee.

He tries to.

He tries to get the water back

into the water. Vienna, Café Griensteidl, June 27th, 1997
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