J o H N P E c K M A R I LY N H Ac K E R Their roots untwined, the verbs unwind in Arabic.

The poem scrolls down with its thyme defined in Arabic.
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Betrayals can be more refined in Arabic.

Here are a dozen words I could read yesterday—
If my mind goes blank, have I lost my mind in Arabic?

Have I illusions of recovered youth,
My eyes unblurred and my cheeks unlined in Arabic?

A velvet shadow on a declaration,
A metaphor that was left behind in Arabic.

Write in the language spoken by the neighbors—
Linguistics of the double bind in Arabic.

What did the olive tree say to the bulldozer?
An exercise | was assigned in Arabic.

The Syrian lady from Cairo described rare books
In Achrafieh, as we dined, in Arabic.

The little exile opens a thirdhand reader
Whose politics are unaligned in Arabic.

I wrote a page. The title was in French,
The text in English. It was signed in Arabic.
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