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Name:
The Charge:

Age:
Profession:

Complexions
Forms
Hairs

Colour of
eyes:

Nose:
Mouth:
Placé of

birth:

Verdict:

Remarks:

Saber*

- Bgyptian

The youngest of my generation inspite of
the white hair which falls in plaits from
my forehead to below my waist.

I have inherited from my ancestors and the

centuries the making of civilization,
beauty and life.

The colour of wheat
Straight as a sword

Coarser than hay

Deep black
Like a tensed horse

Static and when I tried to move it
this is what happened.

In any dark room unier the sky and on the

soil of Egypt,

In any house between the palm trees

Wherever the Nile flows as long as it is
not a mansion.

For seven thonsand years I have remained
a prisoner
Crushing the stones between my teeth from
frustration
And I sleep sad.

If you ask me why my imprisonment has been
so long

I'11 tell you, its because I'm good-hearted
but sharp and satirical

I didn't commit any offence against the law

Because I'm afraid and the law holds its
sword in its hand.

If you ask the secret police about me at
any time

You will hear and understand my story from
A to Z.

My name : Patient under all misfortunes, .

like Job, like a fool,;

Carrying heavy loads and waiting is my fate.

I sink in rivers of sweat all day long,

At night I collect my sadness and lie over it,

Do you know why?

%*Saber: An Bgyptian name meaning he who is
patient.
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If the sun sank in a sea of fog,

And a wave of darkness unfurled over the world,

S .
I3 GIHe (yueisd 15
And sight died in the eyes and mind, -

And the road got lost in a labyrinth, —o_) b Slose \""J“ d"\-f)—e)
You who are living and searchi d can understand i ‘g .
g gsearching and can erstand, J‘#’JX‘) ()de\g\)%)\ &

There is no guide but the eyes of the words.
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Uncompromising words are like a sword _ -
They cut where they pass | ‘J{"J'L”“\ZL(‘-‘ -‘”.““;’J'_} —o))-n‘/;
Y : Y pass. . i o
Flattery is deceiving, AR\ _
_pen N OZFO Jh @ s
BEasy, comfortable but harmful. , Ci' "Ll\[ol
And the honest word is a debt that the free man must pay. \;%JLGéﬁJuééﬁeLl&}f o ¢%Aﬁ;
. . . L ‘

+. 2« UCOMPROMISING WORDS

*Phis poem, written by Negm . in the 1960's, was put to
music in 1973. It is the song with which Sheikh Imam
always starts when he sings n public.




} L FAAILING L AIN A AN
LS e e

Oh Paleétiﬁians, the armtidealer
on yousieae i

And killed vour'plﬁeons on your roofs.

Oh Palestinians, I want to travel to your country

With my fury in my hands and let my hands come down
with yours, ;

On the head- of the snake and end the rule of

» impose! Zionism

Oh Palestinians, your exile ha= been toco long

And your desert groans from refugees and victims
And your land longs for its peasants to farm it,
And revolution is the aim and victory is your first step.

Oh Palestinians, revolution is cerlain,

By the gun we will impose our new life,

And however long the road looks
Lengthening our steps is the only solution.

Oh Palestinians, Vietram is good news for you,
It is coming out in victory from under a hundred
- thousand air-raids,
And the candle is still alight and the Americans are

loosing

And going home confused - we wish you a similar
victory.

* ‘ Mongolian war leader
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Build your mansions in our fields

From our sweat and the work of our hands,

And your bars beside our factories
And prisons in place of our gardens,

And Telease your dogssin the streets

And close your cells on us,
And disturb our sleep in our beds,
We have slept long enourch.
And overload us with pain,
We are already full of sufferings.

And we ¥now who is the cause of our pains,

And we know and we went and we met
Workers, peasants and gtudents

Our time has come and we have started,

We are following a road that has no return,
And victory has come closer to our eyes
And victory has come closer to our hands.

*This poem was written by Negm in prison in January

1973.

Egyptian stu'ent movement.

It has become one of the major songs of the
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?.4. LED DOWN THE HOD

Let down the hod beside the others,

Sit down Hofny¥*and light a cigarette.

Think a little about this life,

What's the story, what's the problem?

Since my childhood I've been working hard,
And what have 1 eaten but Bosara**
I've gone into alleys inside alleys,
And in each alley I've raised a building.

Among the shovels I'm a builder and labourer,

e very cleverly,
eat

But the contractor has eaten my shar
He didn't leave me a morsel or a bite I could

without humiliation.

And 1ife is very bitter, most bitter.

¥Hofny; Cormon Upper Egyptian name

*% Bogara: a food of the poor
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5 NIXON'S VISIH PO eyl (MAY 1974) '
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Welcome Papa Nixon, ‘ ‘ T
You and your Watergate, a5 i C\.L L
The Sultans of Fool* and 0il have made great celebrations C

for you L(‘\.\.u) <=U~5@,Ll \_y\f

They've carpeted you the widest road from Ras-el-Teen**
to Mecca ) k"’Jj Lo Jyﬁ” Q)J)’__J/Lu.\
And from there you pop over to Acca**¥ —1,
And they say you've been on the lioslem pilgrimage. , - C )‘ ey L Jﬂ
Why not, its a circus, — VoL
God Bless You, you people of the Prophet. (J’Lc C)i“’\‘ (S
| | —UZ 4 and esile
On the day of your arrival your agents prepared an dj UL'A)
amazing exorcism ceremony for you (v‘w( I<|¢ \)) g
In wiich prostitutes, pimps and faggots danced, o2
And the exorcist was leading the Kodia#***¥ )‘\) _)J' ) 5L,
And the other particivants were spiders, busy weaving in \:uJ il
accordance with the great honour due you. . o ‘ @) LZLﬂ Lc:&_\jio«,w
They invited you and said
Come on, and eat Kastern sweets, G
And because you are so trivial ")JJJ“’-J’) C-«\J-u.u.u\

You believed that we were an easy prey. J\J)\ « | r

You arrived, already disgraced, so they made you a blg
- wedding party - you trivial, sudden groom ‘ C)“"’ )J \ = 4.9
Bring your face closer so we can spit on it - \

~ - \)-4) )\_A

A gift from the Egyptian people.
Listen to my words so that'they will remain with yéu ' C ;H
Although you are not going to survive, = O“Jg"‘” v\.u..J'
I am not going to say welcome ‘ &,J
' |
Or come, or don't come, v )o\.\ ul_ﬁ) \J) ”‘ké

But they say that BEryptian flesh cuts where it passes

And this is the effect of eating KoshariX#¥** : B *_,J”Lc_qj_}\l (3\))
And blighted fool, with oil. /,u,gh Z
Oh, its a circus. - A< OJJ_Q-(
God Bless You, you people of the Prophet.
A Q_,oJ—C
R SWS  ))
2 ;,L_U
*Fo0l; Beans. The food of the Egyptian poor. & d'\L'
-, “'. :‘.,‘1’7‘ QJ/,J)W
¥*Rgs-el-Teen; The presidential summer palace close v‘\u{):’v L;,&-'\ U‘ - -
to Alevandria “%
**%¥Accas A city in occupied Palestine wb c_d&;d
{ C_)“JJJ' L
*%%%¥Kodia: This is an allusion to the Bgyptian =),y LJJ’J—P 2]
countryside ceremony of "Zar" in wnich evil | ) ~s Gl
spirits are exorcised. The Kodia is the . r*"',, f;apf,fa/.w USP
name for the people who form circles and :
shake their heads and bodies during the P, 20 o
ceremony . U? 25 C"’"_,u>

CrJ#u)u».()u_aQJ“}Jd

*¥¥%¥Kosharis Another food of the poor, made from A l)))/:»\ \j}&y
rice and lentils. . Q)“’J—f’ L__\)) QJ‘))))
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i+ A SONG FOR VIMINAN

A, B, C,

Open the book and hold the pencil
Write as it is pronounced 8o e
Saigon has fallen and they have raised the flah.

The sun of this day has risen full of songs,

The more we hear them the more we :love them.

The sun of this day has risen like a fire

To cleanse the wound and sharpen the pencil.

Q

Saigon has returned to the revolutionaries,

Above the biood and under the fire.

They worked hard, so they deserved victory.

They planted, so they harvested,

But we, in Igypt, have held out our hand to the
estate-agent,

And all that the estate-agent said and the big boss has
repeated

Has been read from back to front and front to back by
the expleiting class

And they were shouting nonsense

About America and the frightening power of America

They claimed that the phantoms were carrying death

But death has been brought down with the American flag.

God damn you, you stupid backward class,

You act like smart alecs but you bring disgrsce,

You bought talkers and writers and estate-agents and
the big boss.

(-]

Saigon is a jewel to the revolutionaries

It has returned free to the free people.

Tomorrow we will hear many songs,

Pay attention and document you writer and record in
your paper that Egypt is full of longings;

Egypt is the bride and tomorrow is the groom,

And the lovers, we are the lovers.

In us and by us and for us is the revolution.

Ve are the revolution and Egypt is the people.

The past is in us and the nresent is by us,

And the future is the people,

All the people.
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Abtlla LNV Il AT Vo DT b Y
gathered in the Citidal prison¥*
cathered in Yab E1l Khalk**
a song rising from the cells
And BEgypt is a song rising from the throat,
The lovers are gathered in the cells,
However long the imprisonment and oppression lest,
However the vulgar brutality of the prison guards increase,
Who can imprdson Egypt for one hour?
<

They are gathered and passion is & fire in the blood.
A fire that burns hunger and tears and sadness,
A fire that burns when we step forward,
When the hands reasch forward to collect the flesh
And the flesh is scattered on the sands of Sinai,
And lies are holding back our hands.
The boots of the enemy are imbedded in the flesh of my earth,
And lies have formed nests of secret police-at my door
And the secret volice are coming out like rabid dogs
Gathering the lovers in the cells.
However long the imprisonment and opvression last
However the vulgar brutslity of the prison guards increzse
Who can imprison Egypt for one hour?

. o
Egypt, the daylight that sends us out into the souares,
Egypt, the weeping, Egypt the singing and the mud.
Egypt, the suns rising from the cells,
Rising and blossoming gardens in our blood.
®eypt is the blossoming gardens, who will harvest them?
Egypt, the gardens, is for he who will raise her sword.
However long the imprisonment and oppression last
However the vulgar brutablity of the prison guards increase
Who can imprison Ervnt for one honr?

The lovers are
The lovers are
And the sun is

* and ** State prisons for political prisoners
r
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