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Love & Courtship in the Poetry of Ahmad Shawqi
Nada Yousuf Al-Rifai
SHAWQI, EGYPT'S SHAKESPEARE
Muhammad Mahdi Allam, born in 1900, was an Egyptian man of letters who studied in England
and graduated from the University of London from which he was awarded certificates in
Hebrew and Persian languages. In 1934, he wrote in an introductory essay: ‘Yet I say it
uncomplicatedly and outspokenly, Shawqi is Egypt's Shakespeare’[1].
Ahmad Shawqi (1868–1932), the undisputed prince of poets (Ameer Al-shu’araa), was the
greatest Arab poet in modern times. He was also the leader of the school of renovators based
on preamble ancient Arabic poetry. He reflected the status and politics of the scepter of the
royal palace in which he was brought up. Thus, his poetic tongue was radical in its origin, but
his character belonged to the extreme right and within the traditions of the conservative
aristocracy in Egypt. Shawqi, the poet of the twentieth century, found beauty in everything,
including the past, the present, nature, and women. He had a pure tongue in mentioning
women even in his courting that flew with rich emotions, delicate sensations, and glowing
feelings transcending above profligacy and dissipation.
‘God granted Shawqi an eloquent tongue, and an inspired spirit, thus he lived with a beating
heart, dreaming eyes, and a chest filled with poetry by which he existed in the realm of
imagination, amid the quarters of beauty, there from where love and description come out’ [2].
Shawqi showed qualities of a religious man who directs himself to what he holds true of the
characteristics of Islam. He intended to clarify and increase Islam’s lofty truths and was one of
those who reinforced a high edifice of the love of Islam and respect to the Prophet in the hearts
of the Eastern masses, peace be upon him, through the poems that he composed in praise of
Prophet Muhammad, peace be upon him.
The owner of Al-Ma’refa magazine used to present Shawqi’s poems with the title ‘Poet of the
East and Islam’ so when Shawqi later met him he smiled at his face and said to him: ‘Calling me
the Poet of Islam is dearer to me than this resonant title given to me by the journalists, because
I really hope to be The Poet of Islam’ [3].
The writer Muhammad Al-Taftazani said: ‘Shawqi preferred to be nicknamed The Poet of
Islam, and he was pleased by this title more than he was pleased by the title of Prince of poets’.
He added:
‘I remember on the occasion of talking about Shawqi's Islamic spirit that he granted
Al-Ma'refa magazine at the beginning of its second year and some of the rare jewels
that he had collected in his book (Gold Markets) before it was printed. I presented this
book to the readers under the title The Poet of the East and Islam rather than the
Prince of Poets. When I met him later on, he had a halo of happiness covering his
bright laughing face while he said to me: “as if you mister uttered through the tongue
of the unseen, the title of Poet of Islam is dearer to me than this resonant title which
the journalists call me by. I hope to be the Poet of Islam really” ’[4].
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It might be that this penetration of religious sentiment prevented Shawqi from degrading his
poetry with shameless and nonsense subjects as many other poets did in the Eastern and
Western worlds. As for Shawqi, he had a chaste tongue since he never in his life wrote a line
that he would be ashamed to read.
Muhammad Hussein Haykal, (1888–1956), the famous Egyptian writer, journalist, politician,
and Minister of Education in Egypt, wrote in the introduction of the first edition of Shawqi’s
poetry collection (Al-Shawqiyat):
‘Shawqi studied in Egypt, then completed his studies in Europe where he was
significantly influenced by the European medium, the European lifestyle and the
European poetry. The influence of both environments remained apparent in his life
and in his poetry. You almost feel when your review parts of his poetry collection like
you were in front of two different men with no connection between one and the other,
yet both of them is a naturally disposed poet reaching the top heavens of poetry, both
of them being an Egyptian who loves Egypt to the extent of sanctification and
worship’.
Apart from this, each one of the two men is different from the other: one is a believer filled
with faith, while the other man is a worldly man who sees life’s hopes and goals in the world’s
pleasures. In his poetry, there are two independent images of life as if written by two persons;
although alcohol is banned in Islam, you can read from the poetry of his youth as if he is
describing a glass of wine:
ﺣﻒ ﻛﺄﺳﮭﺎ اﻟﺤﺒﺐ ﻓﮭﻲ ﻓﻀﺔ ذھﺐ
Its cup is bordered by beads, of silver and gold.
When you read the words:

 ھﺎﺗﮭﺎ ﯾﺎ ﺳﺎﻗﻲ،رﻣﻀﺎن وﻟﱠﻰ
ﻣﺸﺘﺎﻗﺔ ﺗﺴﻌﻰ إﻟﻰ ﻣﺸﺘﺎق

Ramadan has gone, bring it, oh waiter,
A craver seeking a craver.
Hence you find yourself in the presence of a poet who is fond of life, its pleasures, and delights,
a poet whose spirit is very different from the author of the prophetic praising poem
(Hamziyah) in which you read a description of prophet Muhammad’s holy birth:
ُ  ﻓﺎﻟﻜﺎﺋﻨﺎ،ُوِﻟَﺪ اﻟﮭﺪى
ت ﺿﯿﺎُء
ﺴٌﻢ وﺛﻨﺎُء
وَﻓُﻢ اﻟﺰﻣﺎِن ﺗَﺒ ﱡ
Guidance was born, all living beings are lighted,
the mouth of time is smiling and praising.
How did duality exist? How did Shawqi combine within himself these two poets? One was the
poet of Arab life, its Islamic civilization, ancientness and faith, and the other was the poet of the
Western way of life ruled by modern science and its daily new inventions [5]?
Shawqi's love poems are marked by excessive emotional tenderness. They express a lover’s
courting routine and could never be a tradition of hereditary debris even if they seemed to be.
They are in fact the love songs of a man who knew the meaning of the suffering caused by
loving a woman and then described this experience with a poet’s sentiment [6].
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SHAWQI'S WIFE:
Hussein Shawqi (in his book: Abi Shawqi [My father Shawqi]) described his mother with total
reverence and brevity. He described her with the utmost tenderness, and according to his
father, she resembled an Ankaran cat spoken in reference to her Turkish origin and the fact
that cats were very soft but also disdained!! The son attributes a great deal of the success of his
father to his mother and her gentle nature: ‘If my father was led to success in his literary life,
the greatest favor was due to my mother's nature, and her infinite kindness, she never blamed
him in his whole life, although he was sometimes to be blamed’ [7].
One of the shortest streets in Egypt does not extend more than a few steps and is located in the
suburb of Giza, but we constructed it to commemorate the greatest poet in the history of Egypt.
It is Ahmad Shawqi Street. The poet died on October 14, 1932 as the sun set.
There, on the top of the road, lies Shawqi’s house, Karmat Ibn Hani (Ibn Hani’s Vine), as he had
named it. It was in Al-Matariya and then moved to Al-Giza, with its garden, windows and
balconies overlooking the banks of the Eternal Nile River as if asking for its late Lord.
ﻣـﻦ أي ﻋـﮭـﺪ ﻓـﻲ اﻟـﻮرى ﺗـﺘـﺪﻓـﻖ ؟
وﺑﺄي ﻛـﻒ ﻓـﻲ اﻟﻤﺪاﺋـﻦ ﺗﻐـﺪق ؟
وﻣﻦ اﻟﺴﻤﺎء ﻧﺰﻟـﺖ ؟ أم ﻓﺠـﺮت ﻣﻦ
ﻋﻠﯿـﺎ اﻟﺠﻨﺎن ﺟـﺪاوﻻ ﺗﺘـﺮﻗـﺮق ؟
From which era do you flow into the villages?
And by which hand do you inundate into the cities?
Did you come down from the sky? Or did you gust,
rippling streams from highest heavens?
This is Karmat Ibn Hani, Shawqi's house, the location of poetry by the Prince of Poets. His
eternal spirit remains within the house, his presence is still in every room, and there is still a
cherished part of his spirit in every corner. The dearest one to him belonging to the rest of the
family there is his dignified widow, who secluded herself most of her days in a corner of the
garden, praying in the niche of her memories.
This honorable lady, Shawqi’s wife, is a descendant of a house with a long tradition of ancient
Turkey, the East, and Islam. Her mission in this worldly life was as a wife, a mother, and a
housewife. She had nothing to do with poetry, except for her relationship to Shawqi as her
husband.
The limits of her connection to this worldly life are the door of this house in which she lives.
Today, this Karma (vine) is sponsored by Shawqi’s youngest son Hussein, the gentle poet to
whom the famous singer Abdel-Wahab sang from his poetry:
The nights stayed up for him,
what has love got to do with me
He is also the elegant author, who wrote My friend Renan and My father Shawqi. Shawqi's two
other children, Ali and Amina, have long since left the house to build other houses, taking in the
grandsons of the Prince of Poets.
Is there a person who has not known love in this life?
So what about a poet? Or even the Prince of Poets?
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However, when you read what the others wrote about Shawqi, you will not recognize a
particular woman who played a role in his emotional life. When you read Shawqi’s poetry you
find love poems, yet they are not abundant or burning but rather smooth and elegant. What is
baffling is that Shawqi's love poetry does not paint a well-defined image of a woman in his
heart. Thus, I asked his son Hussein: ‘Don’t you know of your father’s love story? It is a loss to
deprive history from such a story?’.
Hussein unequivocally assured me: ‘Regretfully, he did not tell us throughout his life anything
about that, despite being unpretentious with us in everything.’
Thus, I went to seek the truth from his companions, who lived with him, yet none of them gave
me a clear answer. His friend Rami told me: ‘I asked him once; O Shawqi, had you ever fallen in
love, and he said to me: “Why do you do this to yourself, Rami? Shift from one love to another,
take from each beauty its meaning, and be like a bird who does not rest on one branch. Women
are meanings, do not limit yourself to one meaning”.’
Rami adds that Shawqi preferred brunettes with Egyptian features, slim without sickness, and
pale without weakness [8].
Courting represents a part of Shawqi’s poetry that cannot be neglected. There are 58 poems of
varying lengths, some of them consisting of only two lines, while the longest one consists of 27
lines. It is difficult to accurately determine the history of most of these poems as they belong to
the first half of the life of the poet and represent part of the poetry of the palace, which was
brilliant and graceful but was not shameless. It seems that Shawqi wanted in particular to
show off his talent in courting more than to express his own emotions.
Since ancient times, Arabic poets used to place courtship as the theme of the opening lines of
their poems. That method had its advantages as it paved the way for the poet to delve into the
subject, and it mimics the music that precedes singing. Thus, it awakens the heart of the singer
and sharpens his sense for chanting and warbling. Shawqi followed this course; thus, the
courtship chapter in his poetry collection was mostly taken from the opening lines of his old
praising poems. By using this method, he joined the majority of Arabic language poets who
took courtship as a form of ornament for their poems [9].
NAHJ AL-BURDA
Nahj Al-Burda is one of Shawqi’s longest poems. It is also one of the wonderful masterpieces
woven by the Prince of Poets in praise of the Messenger of Allah, peace be upon him, in
imitation to the famous Burda poem by Al-Busiri. Nahj al-Burda, written in 1909, consists of
190 lines in five parts or themes, the first of which is about courting following the old style of
traditional Arabic poems. Shawqi, as shown in the introduction of its first edition (1910),
dedicated this poem to his royal patron, the Khedive 'Abbas Hilmi II, upon his return from his
Hajj pilgrimage to Makkah to commemorate the Hajj of the year 1909/1327.
As for the language of courting in Nahj Al-Burda, its vocabulary shows us to what extent
Shawqi borrowed from the stock of ancient poets to depict the ideal woman with all her
decorations. Thus, we find the old words in the approach of Nahj Al-Burda, for example, his
description of antelopes straying in wilderness, rather than depicting young girls who used to
wander at his time in Cairo's palaces, on the beaches of Alexandria and Port Sa’eed, or on the
banks of the Bosphorus.
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Following the traditional approach of the Arabic poems, Nahj Al-Burda starts with a gorgeous
flirtatious introduction in which Shawqi depicts his beloved, who kills him with yearning and
infatuation, wandering as a beautiful and graceful doe.
َ ﻚ َدﻣﻲ ﻓﻲ ا
ﻷﺷﮭُِﺮ اﻟُﺤُﺮِم
َ ﺳﻔ
َ ع َﺑﯿَﻦ اﻟﺒﺎِن َواﻟَﻌَﻠِﻢ *** َأَﺣﱠﻞ
ِ رﯾٌﻢ َﻋﻠﻰ اﻟﻘﺎ
ً
َ
َ
ﺐ ُرﻣﻲ
ﺲ ﻗﺎِﺋﻠﺔ
ُ َﻟّﻤﺎ َرﻧﺎ َﺣﱠﺪَﺛﺘﻨﻲ اﻟﻨﻔ
َ *** ﯾﺎ َوﯾَﺢ َﺟﻨِﺒ
ِ ﺴﮭِﻢ اﻟُﻤﺼﯿ
َ ﻚ ِﺑﺎﻟ
ُﻚ اﻟَﻮﺟُﺪ َﻟﻢ َﺗﻌِﺬل َوَﻟﻢ َﺗﻠِﻢ
َ ﯾﺎ ﻻِﺋﻤﻲ ﻓﻲ ھَﻮاُه َواﻟﮭَﻮى َﻗَﺪٌر *** َﻟﻮ
َ ﺷﻔ ﱠ
َ
َ
ﺻَﻤِﻢ
ﻲ
ﻓ
ﺐ
ُ
ﻠ
ﻘ
ﻟ
ا
و
ﺖ
ﺼ
ﺘ
ﻨ
ﻣ
ب
ﱠ
ﻚ أُذًﻧﺎ َﻏﯿَﺮ واِﻋَﯿٍﺔ
َ َﻟَﻘﺪ َأَﻧﻠُﺘ
َ
َ ٍ ِ ُ *** َوُر
َ
َ
ُ
َ ﺲ اﻟ
َ ﺖ اﻟﮭَﻮى أَﺑًﺪا *** أﺳﮭَﺮ
َ ف ﻻ ذﻗ
ك ﻓﻲ ِﺣﻔِﻆ اﻟﮭَﻮى َﻓَﻨِﻢ
َ ت ُﻣﻀﻨﺎ
ِ ﻄﺮ
َ ﯾﺎ ﻧﺎِﻋ
ك ﺑﺎِﻟُﺒﺨِﻞ َﻣﻦ َأﻏﺮاُه ِﺑﺎﻟَﻜَﺮِم
ﻚ ِإﻟًﻔﺎ َوﻻ آﻟﻮ اﻟَﺨﯿﺎَل ِﻓًﺪى
َ *** َأﻏﺮا
َ َأﻓﺪﯾ
A white Antelope on the plain between the Moringa trees and the mountain,
Allowed the shedding of my blood in the holy months.
When it stared at me, I said to myself,
Oh, woe unto your side, it was thrown by the right-aimed arrow.
O you who blame me in her love, whereas it is a fate,
If you were touched by passion, you would not reprove and would not blame.
I lent you an unconscious ear,
how many a listener whose heart lies in deafness.
O sleepy eyes, may you never taste love,
you kept your worn-out lover awake, so have sleep.
A thousand times would I be your ransom, would not desist imagination for redemption,
You were tempted to be mean, when I tempted you with generosity.
In another poem, Shawqi also addresses his beloved:

Tell her my soul is her redemption,
to what extent is this false accusation?
I didn't turn her away,
so that she would burden me with her farawayness.
Things go to an aim,
except my anguish in her love.
I named her "darkness's moon",
yet it’s a wonder that I don't see her.
And I called her, “The branch of gardens”,
yet found no garden containing her.
And I say she’s the "Gazelle's brother"
yet I only see her brother.
The blamer said: She had shun you,

 ھَﺬا اﻟَﺘَﺠـﻨﻲ ﻣﺎ َﻣﺪاه ؟... ُﻗﻮُﻟﻮا ﻟﮫ ُروﺣﻲ ِﻓﺪاه
 َﺣّﺘﻰ ُﯾَﺤﱢﻤـَﻠﻨﻲ َﻧــﻮاه... ﺼـﺪوِدِه
ُ َأﻧﺎ َﻟﻢ َأُﻗﻢ ِﺑ
ُ َﺗﺠﺮي ا
 ِإﻻ َﻋﺬاﺑﻲ ﻓﻲ ھَـــﻮاه... ﻷﻣﻮُر ِﻟﻐﺎَﯾـٍﺔ
َ
ﺐ ﻻ أراه
ِ  َوِﻣَﻦ اﻟَﻌـﺠﺎِﺋ... “ ﺳﱠﻤﯿُﺘﮫُ ” َﺑﺪَر اﻟُﺪﺟﻰ
َ
ُ
ُ
ﺿﺎ َﺣﻮاه
ً ض “ َﻓَﻠﻢ َأِﺟْﺪ َرْو
.
.
.
ﺎ
ﯾ
ﺮ
ﻟ
ا
ﻦ
ﺼ
ﻏ
”
:
ُ
ﮫ
ﺗ
ﻮ
ﻋ
د
َو
َ
ْ
َ
َ
ِ
ِ
َ
َ
َ
َ
 ِل “ َوﻻ أرى ِإﻻ أﺧـﺎه... َوأﻗﻮُل َﻋﻨﮫُ ” أﺧﻮ اﻟَﻐﺰا
ﻚ ﻣﺎ َﺟﻔـﺎه ؟
َ  ﻣﺎ ﺑﺎُل َﻗﻠِﺒ...  َﻗﺪ َﺟﻔﺎ: ﻗﺎَل اﻟَﻌﻮاِذُل
َ َأﻧﺎ َﻟﻮ َأ
ُ طﻌ
 ـِﮫ َﻟﻢ َأِزْدُه َﻋﻠﻰ َﺟﻮاه... ﺐ ﻓﯿـ
َ ﺖ اﻟَﻘﻠ
 َﻧَﺜَﺮْﺗﮫُ َﻛﺎﻟﱡﺪﱢر اﻟ ﱢ... ﺼُﺢ ُﻣﺘﱠﮭَــٌﻢ َوِإْن
ﺸﻔـﺎه
ْ َواﻟُﻨ
ُ
ً
ً
َ
َ
 ِﺣﯿﻨﺎ َوِﺣﯿﻨﺎ ﻓﻲ ﻧﮭــﺎه... أُُذُن اﻟﻔﺘﻰ ﻓﻲ ﻗﻠِﺒــِﮫ
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So why doesn't your heart do the same?
If I obeyed my heart in her,
this wouldn't increase its pain.
Advice is accused even if,
it were thrown like pearls through the lips.
A boy's ear is sometimes in his heart,
and others, in his mind.
WORN OUT AND CANNOT MOVE:
In 1890, when Shawqi was in his twenties, he wrote the words:
 ﻟﻜﻦ ﯾﺨﻒ إذا رآك، ﻣﻀﻨﻰ وﻟﯿﺲ ﺑﮫ ﺣﺮاك
 ﻣﺎ ِﻣﻠﺖ ﯾﺎ ﻏﺼﻦ اﻷراك، ب إذا
ٍ وﯾﻤﯿﻞ ﻣﻦ طﺮ
 ورق اﻟﻤﺤﺎﺳﻦ ﻣﺎ ﻛﺴﺎك، إن اﻟﺠﻤﺎل ﻛﺴﺎك ﻣﻦ
ّ ﻓﻨﺒ
 واﻟﻘﻠﺐ ﻣﻦ دﻣﮫ ﺳﻘﺎك، ﺖ ﺑﯿﻦ ﺟﻮاﻧﺤﻲ
 ﻣﻨﮫ ﻧﺼﯿﺐ ﻓﻲ ھﻮاك، ﻟﯿﺖ اﻋﺘﺪاﻟﻚ ﻛﺎن ﻟﻲ
ﯾﺎ ﻟﯿﺖ ﺷﻌﺮي ﻣﺎ أﻣﺎﻟﻚ ﻋﻦ ھﻮاى وﻣﺎ ﺛﻨﺎك
ُ ﻣﺎ ھ ﻤ
 إﻻ وأﺳﻜﺮﻧﻲ ﺷﺬاك، ﺖ ﻓﻲ روض اﻟﺤﻤﻰ
واﻟﻘﻠﺐ ﻣﺨﻔﻮض اﻟﺠﻨﺎح ﯾﮭﯿﻢ ﻓﯿﮫ ﻋﻠﻰ ﺟﻨﺎك
Worn out and cannot move,
yet he hastens upon seeing you.
And tends joyfully whenever,
you tend like a mustard tree branch.
Beauty has covered you with,
whatever leaves it wished.
Thus you grew between my ribs,
watered by my heart's blood.
I wish that, from your straightening up,
I had a share in your love.
I wish I could know what had inclined,
and alienated you, away from my love.
I never wandered in love's garden
without getting drunk by your fragrance.
While my lower-wing heart
wanders in your harvest.
It is no secret that Shawqi was capable of writing the language of love; actually, he had
mastered it and spoke it as a lover [10].
In Shawqi's poetry, there are many who are witness to his ability to control the vocal elements
of the language and broadcast a special sense through them, that was fitting to the situation or
the moment [10].
In love poetry, Shawqi preferred the gentle to the eloquent, thus, his poetry was full of
sweetness and softness. In 1910, he wrote the words:
ت اﻟﺮوُح َﻋﻠﻰ اﻟُﻤﻀﻨﻰ َﻣَﻌﻚ
ِ ُرﱠد
َ ﺴُﻦ ا
ﻷّﯾﺎِم َﯾﻮٌم َأرَﺟَﻌﻚ
َ َأﺣ
َ
ُ
َ َﻛﻢ
ﺷَﻜﻮت اﻟَﺒﯿَﻦ ِﺑﺎﻟﻠﯿِﻞ ِإﻟﻰ
َﻣﻄَﻠﻊِ اﻟَﻔﺠِﺮ َﻋﺴﻰ َأن ُﯾﻄِﻠَﻌﻚ
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ُ َوَﺑَﻌﺜ
َ ﺖ اﻟ
ﺼﺒﺎ
َ ﺸﻮ
َ ﺢ اﻟ
ِ ق ﻓﻲ رﯾ
َ
َ
َ َﻓ
ﺸﻜﺎ اﻟُﺤﺮﻗﺔ ِﻣّﻤﺎ ِاﺳَﺘﻮَدَﻋﻚ
ﯾﺎ َﻧﻌﯿﻤﻲ َوَﻋﺬاﺑﻲ ﻓﻲ اﻟﮭَﻮى
ِﺑَﻌﺬوﻟﻲ ﻓﻲ اﻟﮭَﻮى ﻣﺎ َﺟَﻤَﻌﻚ
َ ﺖ روﺣﻲ
َ َأﻧ
ظَﻠَﻢ اﻟﻮاﺷﻲ اﻟﱠﺬي
َ
َ
ﺿﯿﱠَﻌﻚ
َ ﺳﻼ أو
َ ﺐ
َ َزَﻋَﻢ اﻟﻘﻠ
ك ﻻ َأﻋَﻠُﻤﮫ
َ َﻣﻮِﻗﻌﻲ ِﻋﻨَﺪ
آِه َﻟﻮ َﺗﻌَﻠُﻢ ِﻋﻨﺪي َﻣﻮِﻗَﻌﻚ
ﻚ ﺷﺎٍك ﻣﻮَﺟٌﻊ
َ َأرَﺟﻔﻮا َأﻧﱠ
َ
َ َﻟﯿ
ﻀﻨﺎ ﻣﺎ أوَﺟَﻌﻚ
َ ﺖ ﻟﻲ َﻓﻮ
َ ق اﻟ
َ ﺖا
ًﻷﻋُﯿُﻦ ِإّﻻ ُﻣﻘَﻠﺔ
ِ ﻧﺎَﻣ
ﺐ اﻟَﺪﻣَﻊ َوَﺗﺮﻋﻰ َﻣﻀَﺠَﻌﻚ
ُ َﺗﺴُﻜ

The soul came back to the worn out through you.
The best of days is that which has brought you back.
How many nights did I complain separation till daybreak, hoping that it would arise you.
And sent my longing yearning with the wind;
thus, it complained the heat of the deposit.
O you, my bliss and my suffering in love
what gathered you in love with my carper?
You are my soul the informer who claimed that
my heart forgot or wasted you, was unjust.
I know not what I mean to you
Oh, if only you knew what you mean to me.
They spread rumors that you are in sore and pain,
I wish, besides my pain, that what ails you ailed me.
All eyes slept, except an eye
that sheds tears and guards your bed.

THEY DECEIVED HER:
When Shawqi composed this poem, he invited all poets to divide up and complete its opening
line. He even allotted an award for the best completion. It was published in the newspapers of
Egypt and the Levant, and opposed by many poets who took part in completing it [11].
They deceived her by telling her you're a beauty,
as beauties are enticed by praise.

َﺧَﺪﻋﻮھﺎ ِﺑَﻘﻮِﻟِﮭﻢ َﺣﺴﻨﺎُء ** َواﻟَﻐﻮاﻧﻲ َﯾُﻐﱡﺮھُﱠﻦ اﻟَﺜﻨﺎُء

It is a beautiful poem by the Prince of Arab Poets, Ahmad Shawqi, and people became fond of it
and passed it on. The poet speaks in these verses about his beloved, who abandoned him, and
pretended she forgot him because of the many fans and lovers around her. In the poem, he
describes how she was flattered upon hearing the words of praise for her beauty.
Shawqi's way of completing his own opening line was expressed in several phrases:
َﺧَﺪﻋﻮھﺎ ِﺑَﻘﻮِﻟِﮭﻢ َﺣﺴﻨﺎُء ** َواﻟَﻐﻮاﻧﻲ َﯾُﻐﱡﺮھُﱠﻦ اﻟَﺜﻨﺎُء
َ ﺳﺖ ِاﺳِﻤَﻲ َﻟّﻤﺎ ** َﻛُﺜَﺮت ﻓﻲ َﻏﺮاِﻣﮭﺎ ا
ﻷﺳﻤﺎُء
َ َأُﺗﺮاھﺎ َﺗﻨﺎ
َ
َ
ُ ِإن َرَأﺗﻨﻲ َﺗﻤﯿُﻞ َﻋّﻨﻲ َﻛﺄن َﻟﻢ ** َﺗ
ﻚ َﺑﯿﻨﻲ َوَﺑﯿَﻨﮭﺎ أﺷﯿﺎُء
They deceived her by telling her you're a beauty,
as beauties are enticed by praise.
I wonder whether she pretended to have forgotten my name,
When there became many names in her love?
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When she sees me, she turns away, as if,
There weren’t things between us.
In the fourth and fifth lines, Shawqi summarized the love tale in all its chapters.

A look, then a smile, then a greeting,
then a talk, then a date, then a meeting.

ﺴﻼٌم ** َﻓَﻜﻼٌم َﻓَﻤﻮِﻋٌﺪ َﻓِﻠﻘﺎُء
َ َﻧﻈَﺮٌة َﻓﺎِﺑِﺘﺴﺎَﻣﺔٌ َﻓ
َ
ٌ ق َﯾﻜﻮُن ﻓﯿِﮫ َدواٌء ** أو ِﻓﺮا
ٌ َﻓِﻔﺮا
ق َﯾﻜﻮُن ِﻣﻨﮫُ اﻟﺪاُء

Then a separation in which there is remedy,
Or a separation from which there is an ailment.

She pulled my disobedient robe, saying:
Oh poets! You are the real people!

ُ س َأﱡﯾﮭﺎ اﻟ
ﺸَﻌﺮاُء
ُ ﺼﱠﻲ َوﻗﺎَﻟﺖ ** َأﻧُﺘُﻢ اﻟﻨﺎ
ِ ﺟﺎَذَﺑﺘﻨﻲ َﺛﻮﺑﻲ اﻟﻌ
َ َﻓﺎِﺗﱠﻘﻮا
ب اﻟَﻌﺬارى ** َﻓﺎﻟَﻌﺬارى ُﻗﻠﻮُﺑﮭُﱠﻦ ھَﻮاُء
ِ ﷲَ ﻓﻲ ُﻗﻠﻮ

So fear God (have mercy) in the virgins' hearts,
Since their hearts are as light as air.
A PARTY AT SHAWQI'S HOUSE:
At Shawqi's house, the poem’s location and the poets’ destination at Al-Matariya, between the
shimmering lights and the opening of the flowers with the sounds of the lute and the zither and
the tones of the vocalists and singers under the beautiful thickets and grandiose pavilions, a
group of dignitaries and writers met last Thursday evening to welcome the return of His
Highness the Egyptian Prince of Poetry to his capital.
Thus turned the rings around a dignified minister, or a poet, a man of letters, or a creative
singer, while the generous host moved between these seminars. It was a uniquely amusing
audition soiree, sparingly provided by time.
In the luxuriant garden, tables of many kinds of food and drinks were offered. It was a period
of time, attended by the prime minister, during which one of the vocalists chanted Shawqi's
love poem (Your lover’s bed rejected him). It was previously published by our magazine, and
opposed (imitated) by our major poets. Shawqi later on added many lines to it [6, 12]:
* وﺑﻜﺎه وَرﱠﺣَﻢ ُﻋﱠﻮُدُه ُﻣﻀﻨﺎك ﺟﻔﺎُه َﻣْﺮَﻗُﺪه
ُﺐ ُﻣَﻌﱠﺬُﺑﮫ
ِ * ﻣﻘﺮوح اﻟﺠﻔِﻦ ﻣﺴﮭﱠُﺪه ﺣﯿﺮاُن اﻟﻘﻠ
أودى ﺣﺮﻓﺎً إﻻ رﻣﻘﺎً * ُﯾﺒﻘﯿﮫ ﻋﻠﯿﻚ وُﺗْﻨِﻔﺪُه
ﯾﺴﺘﮭﻮي اﻟُﻮْرق ﺗﺄﱡوھﮫ * وﯾﺬﯾﺐ اﻟﺼﺨَﺮ ﺗﻨﮭﱡﺪُه
وﯾﻨﺎﺟﻲ اﻟﻨﺠَﻢ وُﯾﺘﻌﺒﮫ * وُﯾﻘﯿﻢ اﻟﻠﯿَﻞ وُﯾْﻘِﻌﺪُه
ح ُﺗﺮﱢددُه
ِ وﯾﻌﻠﻢ ﻛﱠﻞ ُﻣﻄﱠﻮﻗﺔ ٍ * ﺷﺠﻨﺎً ﻓﻲ اﻟﱠﺪو
َ ﻛﻢ ﻣّﺪ ِﻟ
َ ﻚ ﻣﻦ
ﺷَﺮٍك * وﺗﺄّدب ﻻ ﯾﺘﺼﯿﱠﺪُه
َ ﻄْﯿِﻔ
ﺾ ُﻣﺴِﻌﻔﮫُ * وﻟﻌّﻞ ﺧﯿﺎﻟﻚ ُﻣﺴِﻌﺪُه
ٍ ﻓﻌﺴﺎك ﺑُﻐْﻤ
ُ اﻟﺤﺴُﻦ َﺣَﻠْﻔ
ﺴﻮَرة ِ إﻧﻚ ُﻣﻔَﺮدُه
ﺳِﻔِﮫ * واﻟ ﱡ
ُ ﺖ ﺑُﯿﻮ
َ
ْ
ﻗﺪ َوﱠد ﺟﻤﺎﻟﻚ أو ﻗﺒﺴﺎً * ﺣﻮراُء اﻟُﺨﻠِﺪ وأْﻣَﺮُده
* ﯾَﺪھﺎ ﻟﻮ ُﺗْﺒَﻌﺚ َﺗﺸﮭُﺪُه وﺗﻤﻨﱠﺖ ﻛﱞﻞ ُﻣﻘ ﱠ
ٍ ﻄﻌﺔ
ْ
ش ُﯾﻔِﺴُﺪه
ﺑﯿﻨﻲ ﻓﻲ اﻟﺤ ﱢ
ٍ ﺐ وﺑﯿﻨﻚ ﻣﺎ * ﻻ َﯾْﻘِﺪُر وا
ُ  وأُوِﺷ: ﺗﻜﺎد ﺗﺠﱡﻦ ﺑﮫ * ﻓﺄَﻗﻮل: وﯾﻘﻮل
ﻚ َأْﻋُﺒﺪه
ْ ﺳِﻠﻤ
ﺖ َﯾُﺪه
َ ﺿﯿﱠﻌﮭﺎ
َ ي وُروِﺣﻲ ﻓﻲ َﯾِﺪه * ﻗﺪ
َ َﻣْﻮﻻ
َ ق ﻟﮫُ * وﺣﻨﺎﯾﺎ ا
ﺐ ﯾﺪ ﱡ
ﺿُﻠﻊِ َﻣْﻌَﺒُﺪه
ْ ﻷ
ﻠ
ﻘ
ﻟ
ا
س
ُ ﻧﺎﻗﻮ
ِ
ﺻُﺪُه
ُ ب اﻟ
ِ ﺴﻠﻮاِن َوأو
َ ﻣﺎ ﺑﺎُل اﻟﻌﺎِذِل َﯾﻔَﺘُﺢ ﻟﻲ * ﺑﺎ
ْ  وﻻ ﺧﻄﺮ، ﻣﺎ ﺧﻨﺖ ھﻮاك
ت * ﺳﻠﻮى ﺑﺎﻟﻘﻠﺐ ﺗﺒﺮده
URL: http://dx.doi.org/10.14738/assrj.610.7237.

152

Advances in Social Sciences Research Journal (ASSRJ)

Vol.6, Issue 10 Oct-2019

Your worn-out lover was rejected by his bed,
His visitors wept over him and asked God to have mercy upon.
His heart, confused and tormented
His eyelids sleeplessly ulcerated.
He is at the point of death, in the last spark of life,
Which keeps him alive, while you waste it.
His moaning appeals to the pigeons,
His sighing melts the rocks.
He talks to the star, tiring it
Raising the night up and down.
He teaches every ringdove a pitiful melody,
That she would repeat on the lofty tree.
I swear by the beauty of Joseph, (the prophet,
And the holy verse, that you are beauty’s single. *
Every woman who cut her hand witnessing his beauty,
Wished that she would be resurrected to witness yours.
Your beauty, or even a part of it,
was wished by heaven's good-looking people.
Between you and me, there is in love,
What a talebearer cannot spoil.
He says: you are almost mad about her,
And I say: I almost worship her.
Why does the censurer open,
The door of consolation, while I close it?
Never did I betray your love
Nor did a distraction occur to my heart to cool it down [5].
SHAWQI'S SELF-ESTEEM IN LOVE;
In the Al-Muqtataf magazine, the editor commented on part two of Shawqi's poetry collection,
the: ‘Only in courtship, Shawqi's spirit becomes less distinguishable, perhaps this is due to the
fact that Shawqi never forgets his position and his situation’ [13].
Thus, Shawqi was always ready to return the issue of love to himself, as he said:
ُ َأَﺗﻐِﻠُﺒﻨﻲ ذا
ﺻﺒﺮي
َ ت اﻟَﺪﻻِل َﻋﻠﻰ
َ
َ
َ
ع َوِﺑﺎﻟِﺨﺪِر
ِ ِإذن أﻧﺎ أوﻟﻰ ِﺑﺎﻟِﻘﻨﺎ
َُﺗﺘﯿﮫُ َوﻟﻲ ِﺣﻠٌﻢ ِإذا ﻣﺎ َرِﻛﺒُﺘﮫ
َ
َ
ُ َرَدد
ت ِﺑِﮫ أﻣَﺮ اﻟَﻐﺮاِم ِإﻟﻰ أﻣﺮي
ٌﺳﺂَﻣﺔ
َ َوﻣﺎ َدﻓِﻌَﻲ اﻟُﻠّﻮاَم ﻓﯿﮭﺎ
َ
ﺲ اﻟُﺤﱢﺮ أزَﺟُﺮ ِﻟﻠُﺤﱢﺮ
َ َوَﻟِﻜﱠﻦ َﻧﻔ
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َوَﻟﯿٍﻞ َﻛﺄَﱠن اﻟَﺤﺸَﺮ َﻣﻄَﻠُﻊ َﻓﺠِﺮِه
َﺗﺮاَءت ُدﻣﻮﻋﻲ ﻓﯿِﮫ ﺳﺎِﺑَﻘﺔَ اﻟَﻔﺠِﺮ

Would the coquette overcome my patience?
Hence, I am the worthier to be veiled and covered.
She becomes haughty, while I have a tolerance, which when ridden,
I return the issue of love to my myself.
I did not push away the blamers because of boredom,
except that a free man's soul is more qualified to scold itself.
In a night as if its daybreak was to be on doomsday,
in which my tears appeared preceding the dawn.

Among Shawqi's practice to withhold his emotions, it may be noticed that his poetry did not
appeal very much to those who were lovesick because Shawqi used to look at life from a royal
balcony. As he said:
‘I would never submit my safety to those eyes,
or permit my gravity to the love incident.’
He wrote in a poem on the Bosphorus gulf bridge of Istanbul:
َ  وﻟﻲ ﻣﻦ ا،ﻟﻚ َأن ﺗﻠﻮم
 أن اﻟﮭﻮى ﻗﺪٌر ﻣﻦ اﻷﻗﺪار,,, ﻷﻋﺬار
َ
 وأﺑﯿُﺢ ﺣﺎدﺛﺔ َ اﻟﻐﺮام َوﻗﺎري,,, ﻣﺎ ﻛﻨﺖ أﺳﻠُﻢ ﻟﻠﻌﯿﻮن ﺳﻼﻣﺘﻲ
َ و
ﺲ ﻣﺎﺿﯿﺔ ٌ ﻣﻊ اﻷوطﺎر
ُ  واﻟﻨﻔ,,, طٌﺮ َﺗَﻌﻠﱠَﻘﮫ اﻟﻔﺆاُد وﯾﻨﻘﻀﻲ
ْ
َ
ً
 أﺑﺪا وﻻ أدﻋﻮك ﻟﻺﻗﺼﺎر,,,  ﻻ أُﻣﱡﺪك ﻓﻲ اﻟﮭﻮى، ﺷﺄَﻧﻚ،ﺐ
ُ ﯾﺎ ﻗﻠ
ُ  ﻟﻮ َأﻧﮫ ﺑَﯿِﺪي ﻓﻜْﻜ,,,, أﻣﺮي وأﻣﺮك ﻓﻲ اﻟﮭﻮى ﺑﯿﺪ اﻟﮭﻮى
ﺖ إﺳﺎري
 ﻓﻤﺎ ﻟﮫ ﻣﻦ ﺟﺎر، ﻗﺒَﻞ اﻟﻤﺸﯿﺐ,,,  واﻧﺘﻔﻊ ﺑﺠﻮارھﺎ، ﺟﺎر اﻟﺸﺒﯿﺒﺔ
ّ ﻣﺜﻞ اﻟﺤﯿﺎة ﺗﺤ
ﺐ ﻓﻲ آذار
 ﻣﺜﻞ اﻟﺮﯾﺎض ﺗﺤ ﱡ,,, ﺼﺒﺎ
ﺐ ﻓﻲ ﻋﮭﺪ اﻟ ﱢ
ُ أﺑﺪأ ﻓﺮو
ي ﻣﻨﮭﺎ ظﺒﯿﺔ ٌ ﺑِﺴﻮار
َ  وﻣﻨﺎ,,,, ق ﻣﻦ اﻟﺒﻼد ھﻲ اﻟﻤﻨﻰ
 ﻣﺤﺠﻮﺑﺔ ٌ إﻻ ﻋﻦ اﻷﻧﻈﺎر,,, ﻣﻤﻨﻮﻋﺔ ٌ إﻻ اﻟﺠﻤﺎَل ﺑﺄَﺳﺮه
 وﻻ ﺑﺬات ﻧﻔﺎر، ﺗﻤﺸﻲ اﻟﱠﺪﻻل,,,, ٌ  ﻓﻼ ﻣﺰھﻮة، ﺧﻄﻮاﺗﮭﺎ اﻟﺘﻘﻮى
ْ  ﻓﺄَﺳﻔﺮ،ت ﺑﻨﺎ ﻓﻮق اﻟﺨﻠﯿﺞ
ْ ﻣّﺮ
 وﺗﻠﻔﺘﺖ ﻋﻦ ﻧﺎر،  ﻋﻦ َﺟّﻨﺔ,,, ت
 وﻻ ﯾﻨﻈﺮن ﻓﻲ اﻹﺻﺪار،  ﻧﻈﺮا,,, ﻓﻲ ِﻧْﺴَﻮة ٍ ُﯾﻮِرْدن َﻣﻦ ِﺷْﺌﻦ اﻟﮭﻮى
 َأﻣٌﺮ أُﺣﺎول ﻛْﺘَﻤﮫ وأُداري,,,  وﺑﯿﻦ ﻗﻠﺒﻲ واﻟﮭﻮى، ﻋﺎرﺿﺘﮭّﻦ
You may blame me, while I have my excuses,
Love is but part of destiny.
I would never submit my safety to those eyes,
or permit my gravity to the love incident.
A desire to which my heart is clung, then it is past,
since the soul follows its desires.
O my heart, it is your business, I will not supply you,
nor ask you to refrain from it.
Our love affair is in love's hand,
If it were in mine, I would have broken up my captivity.
Go along with youth and benefit from its neighborhood,
Before grayness, as it has no neighbors.
Life is loved in boyhood time,
as gardens are loved in March
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From among the countries, Istanbul is always my aspiration,
and from it I aspire an antelope wearing a bracelet.
She is forbidden except from whole beauty,
Concealed, except from the eyes.
Her steps are piety, she is not arrogant,
she does she not walk in coquetry, nor repulsion.
She passed by us over the gulf, uncovering a paradise,
Then turned around like a fire
Among women who get to fall in love,
And care not about getting out of it.
I opposed them, while stuck between my heart and passion,
was an affair that I tried to mute and hide.
I liked in, particular, the wonderful paradox between paradise and fire, in the previously
translated poem.
RATIONALITY IS A BETTER REPUTATION,
Shawqi shone in the field of love and affection in which he wrote many expressive poems. His
flirting was rich with flowing emotions and glowing feelings far above indecency due to his
conservative origin. The next poem was most probably written when Shawqi had grown older.

O Ahmad, rationality is a better reputation,
the beauty’s cordiality is further to you than your youth is.

اﻟُﺮﺷُﺪ َأﺟَﻤُﻞ ﺳﯿَﺮًة ﯾﺎ َأﺣَﻤُﺪ
َ ُوﱡد اﻟَﻐﻮاﻧﻲ ِﻣﻦ
ﻚ َأﺑَﻌُﺪ
َ ﺷﺒﺎِﺑ
ٌﻚ ِﻟُﻮﱢدِھﱠﻦ َﺑِﻘﯿﱠﺔ
َ َﻗﺪ ﻛﺎَن ﻓﯿ
َ َواﻟَﯿﻮَم َأو
ﺖ اﻟَﺒِﻘﯿﱠﺔُ َﺗﻨَﻔُﺪ
ِ ﺷَﻜ
ُ ھﺎرو
ﺼﺒﺎ
َ ت ِﺷﻌِﺮ
ِ ت اﻟ
ِ ك َﺑﻌَﺪ ﻣﺎرو
َأﻋﯿﺎ َوﻓﺎَرَﻗﮫُ اﻟَﺨﻠﯿُﻞ اﻟُﻤﺴِﻌُﺪ
ﻚ ُﻗﻠَﻦ ِﺷﻌٌﺮ َأﻣَﺮٌد
َ ﺳِﻤﻌَﻨ
َ َﻟّﻤﺎ
َ ﺖ ﻗﺎِﺋَﻠﮫُ اﻟ
َ ﯾﺎ َﻟﯿ
ﻄﺮﯾُﺮ اﻟُﻤﺴِﻌُﺪ
ت َوﺷﺎِﻋٍﺮ
ِ ﻣﺎ ِﻟﻠﱠﻮاھﻲ اﻟﻨﺎِﻋﻤﺎ
ﺼﯿﱠُﺪ
َ ﺐ ِﺣﺒﺎَﻟﺔً َﯾَﺘ
َ َﺟَﻌَﻞ اﻟَﻨﺴﯿ
ُ
َ َوَﻟَﻜﻢ َﺟَﻤﻌ
ﺖ ﻗﻠﻮَﺑﮭُﱠﻦ َﻋﻠﻰ اﻟﮭَﻮى
َ ﺖ َﻣﻦ َﻗ
َ َوَﺧَﺪﻋ
ﻄَﻌﺖ َوَﻣﻦ َﺗَﺘَﻮﱠدُد
َ ش َوِﻛﺪ
َ ﺳِﺨﺮ
ت ِﻟﻌﺎِذٍل
َ َو
ٍ ت ِﻣﻦ وا
ُ َواﻟَﯿﻮَم َﺗﻨ
ﺸُﺪ َﻣﻦ َﯾﺸﻲ َوُﯾَﻔﱢﻨُﺪ

You used to have a remainder for their cordiality,
Yet today this remainder is almost depleted.
The magic of your poetry, besides the magic of your youth,
Fatigued and parted with their pleasurable comrade.
When they (the females) heard you, they said: What a youthful poetry
would that a young beardless youth had said it.
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What have playful soft ladies got to do with a poet,
Who uses flirting poetry as a hunting trap?
So many times you gathered their hearts on love,
and deceived whoever cut off or showed affection.
you ridiculed the talebearer and tricked the censurer,
while today you seek a talebearer and a censurer
SHAWQI AND UM KULTHUM:
Once a singing soiree assembled Shawqi, the undisputed Prince of Poets, with Um Kulthum, the
most famous Arab singer. Shawqi felt the ecstasy flooding into his soul, so he rose from his seat
to salute Um Kulthum after she sang and then gave her a cup of wine. Um Kulthum acted
diplomatically and tactfully when she lifted the cup to touch her lips without sipping even a
drop because she did not drink wine. Shawqi was impressed by her behaviour. He left the
crowd and sat by himself and wrote a delicate poem that he was keen to deliver by himself the
following morning in a sealed envelope to where Um Kulthum lived.
Mohammed Sabri said in his book ‘The Unknown Shawqiyat, Part II’: “Shawqi estimated Um
Kulthum because she was a literary intellectual who understands what she sings” ’ [14].
Um Kulthum was pleased by the present, an she kept it for herself. In 1936, four years after
Shawqi’s passing, Um Kulthum decided to shake off the dust from this poem by presenting it to
the great composer Riyad al-Sombati, who wrote her an immortal melody to her in an Arab
song.
 واﺳﺘﺨﺒﺮوا اﻟﺮاح ھﻞ ﻣﺴﺖ ﺛﻨﺎﯾﺎھﺎ، ﺳﻠﻮا ﻛﺆوس اﻟﻄﻼ ھﻞ ﻻﻣﺴﺖ ﻓﺎھﺎ
 ﺟﺮت ﻋﻠﻰ ﻓﻢ داود ﻓﻐﻨﺎھﺎ، ﺣﺪﯾﺜﮭﺎ اﻟﺴﺤﺮ إﻻ أﻧﮫ ﻧﻐﻢ
 ﻛﺎﻟﺤﻠﻢ آھﺎ ﻷﯾﺎم اﻟﮭﻮى آھﺎ، ﯾﺎ ﺟﺎرة اﻷﯾﻚ أﯾﺎم اﻟﮭﻮى ذھﺒﺖ
Ask the drizzled cups if they touched her mouth,
And inquire the wine whether it pet her front teeth.
Her talk is magic yet it is a melody
Which rolled on David's mouth, and he sang it.
O neighbor of the bosket, days of love had gone
like a dream, ow to days of love
THE VALLEY’S NEIGHBOR:
On one of his visits to Lebanon, the poet Ahmad Shawqi returned to the city of Zahle, to which
he had visited as a youth. Upon his visit, he wrote his famous poem, ‘The Valley’s
Neighbor’.This famous poem by Shawqi is well-known as Jarat Al-Wady (The Valley's Neighbor)
although Shawqi named it ‘Time’s Story’. It is one of of Shawqi’s masterpieces sung by singing
giants, such as the musician Mohammad Abdel Wahab (1928) and the famous, soft-voiced
Lebanese singer Fayrouz (1954) and is considered as one of the best love poems in modern
time.
Under the Headline The Prince of Poets in Zahle, the editor of the Lebanese magazine Al-Ma’rad,
wrote:
The town of Zahle enthusiastically gave a beautiful welcome to Lebanon’s guest, the
Prince of Poets Shawqi (Bey). The large Qadiri hotel was overcrowded with the guests
who were invited to the honoring ceremony held by the local Ahli literary club. Shawqi
Bey was conveyed to the hotel by the car of the club’s president, the notable Najib
Shamoun Effendi, among the applause of the welcoming people along the roadsides.
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Shawqi was seated surrounded by pillars of the Lebanese government represented by
the Prime Minister, the Parliament Speaker, and the Ministers of the Interior, Finance,
and Justice in addition to some sheikhs, MPs, managers, and a great number of
dignified summer vacationists and notables who were warmly welcomed by everyone.
The Parliament Speaker elegantly welcomed the Prince of Poets, and then the poet
Halim Effendi Damous delivered a touching speech. The creative Egyptian writer and
the national MP, Fikri Bey Abatha, then stood up to read Shawqi’s poem; thus, the ears
were sharpened, and the necks stretched out to hear Shawqi's poem on Zahla during
which time each line was interrupted by continuous approving applause. Khalil Bey
Mutran, the poet of the two countries and the prince of rhetoric, then arose to
welcome Shawqi and all Egyptians on behalf of Zahle or rather on behalf of Lebanon
as a whole and mentioned in his charming statement some of the close ties linking the
two brotherly countries making them one country [15].
Zaki Mubarak, Shawqi’s intimate friend who wrote over forty books and held three Ph.D.’s in
literature from Cairo, Paris, and Sorbonne Universities wrote:
‘I have reviewed what Shawqi had said in courting and found out that the most
fascinating of them were his intimate talk to his heart, fare-welling his youth, as his
ropes were cut off in valleys of beauty and youth’ [9,16].
Hereby is my own translation of Shawqi’s marvelous poem, Jarat Al-Wady (Neighbor of the
Valley), in which Shawqi said:
ﺐ ﺑﺎِك
ُ ﺷﯿﱠﻌ
َ
ٍ ﺖ أَﺣﻼﻣﻲ ﺑَِﻘﻠ
ُ
ق اﻟِﻤﻼحِ ِﺷﺒﺎﻛﻲ
ُ َوﻟََﻤﻤ
ِ ﺖ ِﻣﻦ طُﺮ
ب َوَورِدِه
ُ َوَرَﺟﻌ
َ ﺖ أَدراَج اﻟ
ِ ﺸﺒﺎ
َ
َ
أﻣﺸﻲ َﻣﻜﺎﻧَﮭُﻤﺎ َﻋﻠﻰ اﻷﺷﻮاِك
َُوﺑِﺠﺎﻧِﺒﻲ واٍه َﻛﺄﱠن ُﺧﻔﻮَﻗﮫ
ُ
ﺸﺔ اﻟُﻤﺘَﺒﺎﻛﻲ
َ ﻟَّﻤﺎ ﺗَﻠَﻔﱠَﺖ َﺟﮭ
َ َﻗﺪ راَﻋﮫُ أَﻧّﻲ
ﺖ َﺣﺒﺎﺋِﻠﻲ
ُ طَﻮﯾ
ِﻣﻦ ﺑَﻌِﺪ طﻮِل ﺗَﻨﺎُوٍل َوِﻓﻜﺎِك
َوﯾَﺢ اِﺑِﻦ َﺟﻨﺒﻲ ُﻛﱡﻞ ﻏﺎﯾَِﺔ ﻟَﱠﺬٍة
ب َﻋﺰﯾَﺰُة اِﻹدراِك
َ ﺑَﻌَﺪ اﻟ
ِ ﺸﺒﺎ
ًﻖ ِﻣﻨّﺎ ﯾﺎ ُﻓﺆاُد ﺑَِﻘﯿﱠﺔ
ِ ﻟَﻢ ﺗُﺒ
ﻟُِﻔﺘُﱠﻮٍة أَو َﻓﻀﻠَﺔٌ ﻟِِﻌﺮاِك
ﻖ اﻟﮭَﻮى
ُ ِﺻﻔﱠﻘَﺖ ﻧَﺴﺘَﺒ
َ ُﻛﻨّﺎ إِذا
ﺷﱠﺪ اﻟُﻌﺼﺒَِﺔ اﻟُﻔﺘّﺎِك
ُ ََوﻧ
َ ﺸﱡﺪ
ُ َواﻟﯿَﻮَم ﺗَﺒَﻌ
ﺚ ِﻓﱠﻲ ﺣﯿَﻦ ﺗَﮭَﱡﺰﻧﻲ
ُ ﻣﺎ ﯾَﺒَﻌ
ﺴﺎِك
ّ ُس ﻓﻲ اﻟﻨ
ُ ﺚ اﻟﻨﺎﻗﻮ
َ ﯾﺎ ﺟﺎَرَة اﻟﻮادي
ﺖ َوﻋﺎَوَدﻧﻲ
ُ طِﺮﺑ
َ
ﻣﺎ ﯾُﺸﺒِﮫُ اﻷﺣﻼَم ِﻣﻦ ِذﻛﺮاِك
ﺖ ﻓﻲ اﻟِﺬﻛﺮى َھﻮاِك َوﻓﻲ اﻟَﻜﺮى
ُ َﻣﺜﱠﻠ
ﺻﺪى اﻟِﺴﻨﯿِﻦ اﻟﺤﺎﻛﻲ
ُ َواﻟِﺬﻛَﺮﯾﺎ
َ ت
ض ﺑَِﺮﺑَﻮٍة
ُ َوﻟََﻘﺪ َﻣَﺮر
ِ ت َﻋﻠﻰ اﻟِﺮﯾﺎ
َ
َ
ﺖ ِﺣﯿﺎﻟَﮭﺎ أﻟﻘﺎِك
ُ ﻏﻨّﺎَء ُﻛﻨ
ﺿِﺤَﻜﺖ إِﻟَﱠﻲ ُوﺟﻮُھﮭﺎ َوُﻋﯿﻮﻧُﮭﺎ
َ
ت ﻓﻲ أَﻧﻔﺎِﺳﮭﺎ َرﯾّﺎِك
ُ َوَوَﺟﺪ
ًﺖ ﻓﻲ اَﻷﯾّﺎِم أَذُﻛُﺮ َرﻓَﺮﻓﺎ
ُ َﻓَﺬھﺒ
ﺑَﯿَﻦ اﻟَﺠﺪاِوِل َواﻟُﻌﯿﻮِن َﺣﻮاِك
ﺼﺒﺎﺑَِﺔ َواﻟﮭَﻮى
َ ت َھﺮَوﻟَﺔَ اﻟ
ِ أََذَﻛﺮ
َ ﻟَّﻤﺎ َﺧ
ت ﯾَُﻘﺒﱢﻼِن ُﺧﻄﺎِك
ِ ﻄﺮ
ق َﻋﻠﻰ اﻟﮭَﻮى
ُ ﻟَﻢ أَدِر ﻣﺎطﯿ
ِ ﺐ اﻟِﻌﻨﺎ
ﻖ ﺳﺎِﻋﺪي َﻓﻄﻮاِك
َ َﺣﺘّﻰ ﺗََﺮﻓﱠ
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I buried my dreams with a weeping heart,
and collected my net, leaving the beauties' roads.

ف ﺑﺎﻧِِﻚ ﻓﻲ ﯾَﺪي
ُ َوﺗَﺄَﱠوَدت أَﻋﻄﺎ
َواِﺣَﻤﱠﺮ ِﻣﻦ َﺧﻔَﺮﯾِﮭﻤﺎ َﺧّﺪاِك
ﺖ ﻓﻲ ﻟَﯿﻠَﯿِﻦ َﻓﺮِﻋِﻚ َواﻟُﺪﺟﻰ
ُ َوَدَﺧﻠ
َ
َ
َ
ﺼﺒﺢِ اﻟُﻤﻨﱢﻮِر ﻓﺎِك
ُ َوﻟﺜﻤ
ُ ﺖ َﻛﺎﻟ
َ ﻄﻠَﺖ ﻟَُﻐﺔُ اﻟَﻜﻼِم َوﺧﺎ
َوﺗََﻌ ﱠ
طﺒَﺖ
ُ
َ
َ
َﻋﯿﻨﱠﻲ ﻓﻲ ﻟﻐِﺔ اﻟﮭَﻮى َﻋﯿﻨﺎِك
ت ُﻛﱠﻞ ﻟُﺒﺎﻧٍَﺔ ِﻣﻦ ﺧﺎِطﺮي
ُ َوَﻣَﺤﻮ
َ
ُ
ُ
َ
ﺐ َوﺗَﺸﺎﻛﻲ
ﺗ
ﺎ
ﻌ
ﺗ
ﻞ
ﻛ
ﺖ
ُ
ﯿ
ﺴ
ﻧ
و
ٍ
َ
ﱠ
ﺲ ِﻣﻦ ُﻋﻤِﺮ اﻟَﺰﻣﺎِن َوﻻ َﻏٌﺪ
َ ﻻ أ َﻣ
ُﺟِﻤَﻊ اﻟَﺰﻣﺎُن َﻓﻜﺎَن ﯾَﻮَم ِرﺿﺎِك

I turned back to the youth's runways and its flowers,
walking on thorns in their whereabouts.
Within my side was a weak fellow, whose beatings,
When it looked around, were the bursts into tears.
It scared him that I folded my traps,
After a lengthy tying and untying.
Woe to my side's son, the utmost of every pleasure,
After youth, is too dear to attain.
O my heart, no remainder was left of us,
For a chivalry, or a leftover for a fight.
When you applauded, we used to anticipate love,
And stretch tight like a devastating band.
Today, when you shake me, you trigger within me,
That which the bell triggers within the hermits.
O neighbor of the valley, I was enchanted and revisited,
By what looked like dreams upon your remembrance.
I recalled your love in memory and in sleep,
Since memories are the narrating echo of the years.
I have passed by the gardens upon a luxuriant hill,
nearby where I used to meet you.
Its faces and eyes smiled at me,
And I found your nice smell in its breaths.
I went through those days to remembering a flickering,
that embraced you between the streams and springs.
Did you remember our ardent love’s trotting?
kissing your steps when you pranced?
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I did not know what a good hug of passion is,
until my arm gently embraced you.
Your tender sides twisted within my hands,
and your cheeks blushed of shyness.
I entered two nights, its darkness and your hair
And kissed your mouth like the lightening morning
The language of speech disrupted, while my eyes,
Addressed your eyes in the language of love.
I erased every arousal out of my mind,
And forgot every admonition and complaint.
No yesterday exists in time, or tomorrow,
All time was collected to be the day of your gratification [5].
MAJNOUN LAILA (LAYLA'S MAD LOVER):
Majnoun Laila is the second poetic play that Shawqi presented to the audience after returning
to writing for the theater during the last period of his life. It is the first of his plays that took its
primary theme from Arab history. This play is a traditional and popular legend symbolizing the
chaste virgin love for which some of the tribes of Najd and Hijaz in the Umayyad era were
famous. Many myths abound about his love for Laila; thus, his real historical story was mixed
with legends. Ahmad Shawqi wrote this play according to the story of Qays Al-Mullawah with
his adored cousin Layla Al-Ameriya, yet he added some events. The play was mainly about
virgin courtship and what people at his time and tradition consider of publicizing the beloved
through love poems. Anyone who writes love poems about his beloved would never be allowed
to marry her, and the end is always tragic as one died on the other one’s grave.
‘Majnoun Layla’ is considered to be one of Shawqi’s best plays and one of the best poetic plays
in modern Arab literature in addition to its pioneering writing in the field of poetic theater
literature.
The issue of expressing love appears to be problematic in Ahmad Shawqi's poetry. Stating this
issue in the context of the his poetic play, ‘Majnoun Layla’ (Layla’s Mad Lover), is essential
when trying to identify the obstacles and barriers that made Shawqi look conservative or
traditional when writing about love and women in general, and then how the play (Majnoun
Laila) filled some of the gaps in his performance in regard to this subject and restored to his
poetry a bit of emotional and artistic balance. It is also essential to note the nature of the social
atmosphere and the sober personality within which Shawqi lived throughout his life and not
overlook the status of the woman in Shawqi's era, the multiple aspects in which she appeared,
and the fluctuation of cultural values around her. All of these factors caused the poet’s anxiety
and confusion when approaching this thorny subject [17].
Ahmad Shawqi's greatest dramatic work is without doubt his poetic play ‘Majnoun Layla’. In
the first scene Qays describes his love for Layla:
ﺳَﺠﺎ اﻟﻠْﯿُﻞ َﺣﺘﱠﻰ ھَﺎَج ِﻟَﻰ اﻟ ﱢ
ﺸْﻌُﺮ َواﻟﮭََﻮى
َ
َوَﻣﺎ اﻟِﺒْﯿﺪ ِإﻻﱠ اﻟﻠْﯿﻞ َواﻟ ﱢ
ﺐ
ﺸْﻌُﺮ واﻟُﺤ ﱡ
ُ َﻣَﻠْﺌ
ﺿﮭَﺎ
َ ﺳَﻤﺎَء اﻟِﺒْﯿِﺪ ِﻋْﺸًﻘﺎ َوَأْر
َ ﺖ
ْ
ْ
َ
ُ
ب
ُ ﻖ َﯾﺎَر
َ ﻚ اﻟِﻌﺸ
َ َوَﺣﱢﻤﻠﺖ َوْﺣِﺪى ذِﻟ
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Notice that the following is Arbery’s translation of the previous lines:
How still the night! It stirs within me yearning
And poetry. The desert is all night,
And love, and poetry.
God, thou hast filled
The heaven and earth with passion in this desert,
And I alone am laden with that passion.
Yearning has seized me for the tents of Layla ;
I have no guide, no convoy but my passion.
At night my tent was pitched but a step from hers,
Yet all that neighbouring wrought no cure in me.
When my heart goes about her, all its passion
Suddenly swells like an upleaping stream [18].

ت َﻟْﯿَﻠﻰ ِﺑَﻰ اﻟﮭََﻮى
ِ َأﻟﱠﻢ َﻋَﻠﻰ َأْﺑَﯿﺎ
َ َوَﻣﺎ َﻏْﯿﺮ َأْﺷَﻮاِﻗﻰ َدِﻟْﯿٌﻞ َو
ﺐ
ُ ﻻ َﻛْﺴ
ْ ﺖ ِﺧَﯿﺎِﻣﻰ ُﺧ
ْ َوَﺑﺎَﺗ
ﻄَﻮًة ِﻣْﻦ ِﺧَﯿﺎِﻣﮭَﺎ
ُ
ْ
ْ
َ َﻓَﻠْﻢ َﯾﺸِﻔِﻨﻰ ِﻣﻨﮭَﺎ ُﺟَﻮاٌر َو
ب
ُ ﻻ ﻗْﺮ
َ ِإَذا
َ ف َﻗْﻠِﺒﻰ َﺣْﻮَﻟﮭَﺎ ُﺟﱠﻦ
ُﺷْﻮُﻗﮫ
َ طﺎ
ْ
ﱠ
ْ
ْ
ُ
َ
ب
ُ ﻚ ﯾﻄﻐﻰ اﻟﻐﻠﺔ اﻟَﻤﻨﮭَُﻞ اﻟَﻌﺬ
َ َﻛَﺬِﻟ

While the following is my own translation of the same lines:
Night became tranquil till poetry and passion agitated within me,
And what are the deserts, except night, poetry and love.
I filled its sky and land with passionate love
And alone, O Lord, carried that passion.
Love befell upon me at Layla's dwellings,
while I have no guide or choice except my longings.
My tents have become apart steps from hers,
yet this neighborhood and nearness did not heal me.
When my heart passes around her, its longing is covered,
As like the fresh fountain masters defeats the burning thirst.
I felt as if Shawq's poem is more beautiful than Qay's poem himself.
In a profound and extensive thematic study entitled ‘Romantic Shawqi’ written by Ahmad
Abdel Mu’ty Hejazi and published in a special issue about Shawqi in the magazine, Al-Hilal,
published in 1968, Hijazi explores the effects of romanticism on Shawqi and finds it in some of
his poetic plays, especially the poem ‘Mount Al-Towbad’ written by Shawqi on the tongue of
Qays in his play ‘Majnoun Layla’ in which he says [19]:
ﺟﺒﻞ اﻟﺘﻮﺑﺎد ﺣﯿﺎك اﻟﺤﯿﺎ * وﺳﻘﻰ ﷲ ﺻﺒﺎﻧﺎ ورﻋﻰ
 ﻓﻜﻨﺖ اﻟﻤﺮﺿﻌﺎ,ﻓﯿﻚ ﻧﺎﻏﯿﻨﺎ اﻟﮭﻮى ﻓﻰ ﻣﮭﺪه * ورﺿﻌﻨﺎه
وﺣﺪوﻧﺎ اﻟﺸﻤﺲ ﻓﻰ ﻣﻐﺮﺑﮭﺎ * وﺑﻜﺮﻧﺎ ﻓﺴﺒﻘﻨﺎ اﻟﻤﻄﻠﻌﺎ
وﻋﻠﻰ ﺳﻔﺤﻚ ﻋﺸﻨﺎ زﻣﻨﺎ * ورﻋﯿﻨﺎ ﻏﻨﻢ اﻷھﻞ ﻣﻌﺎ
ھﺬه اﻟﺮﺑﻮه ﻛﺎﻧﺖ ﻣﻠﻌﺒﺎ * ﻟﺸﺒﺎﺑﯿﻨﺎ وﻛﺎﻧﺖ ﻣﺮﺗﻌﺎ
ﻛﻢ ﺑﻨﯿﻨﺎ ﻣﻦ ﺣﺼﺎھﺎ أرﺑﻌﺎ * واﻧﺜﻨﯿﻨﺎ ﻓﻤﺤﻮﻧﺎ اﻷرﺑﻌﺎ
 وﻻ اﻟﺮﻣﻞ وﻋﻰ,  ﻓﻠﻢ * ﺗﺤﻔﻆ اﻟﺮﯾﺢ, وﺧﻄﻄﻨﺎ ﻓﻰ ﻧﻘﺎ اﻟﺮﻣﻞ
ﻟﻢ ﺗﺰل ﻟﯿﻠﻰ ﺑﻌﯿﻨﻰ طﻔﻠﺔ * ﻟﻢ ﺗﺰد ﻋﻦ اﻻﻣﺲ إﻻ أﺻﺒﻌﺎ
 ﻛﻠﻤﺎ * ھﺎج ﺑﻰ اﻟﺸﻮق أﺑﺖ أن ﺗﺴﻤﻌﺎ, ًﻣﺎ ﻷﺣﺠﺎرك ﺻﻤﺎ
ﻛﻠﻤﺎ ﺟﺌﺘﻚ راﺟﻌﺖ اﻟﺼﺒﺎ * ﻓﺄﺑﺖ أﯾﺎﻣﮫ أن ﺗﺮﺟﻌﺎ
ﻗﺪ ﯾﮭﻮن اﻟﻌﻤﺮ إﻻ ﺳﺎﻋﺔ * وﺗﮭﻮن اﻷرض إﻻ ﻣﻮﺿﻌﺎ
Mount Al-Towbad, may you be greeted by rains,
May God water and guard our youth.
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On you, we talked tenderly to love in its cradle,
And suckled it, while you were the suckling mother.
We walked beside the sun by singing in its sunset,
Then early preceded the sunrise.
At your foot we lived an age,
And shepherded our parents' sheep together.
This hill was a playground,
And a pasture for our youth.
How many a times we built four of its stones,
Then we bent and erased the four of them.
We drew in the pure sand, yet the wind,
Did not keep it, nor did the sand hold it.
Layla, in my eyes, is still a little girl,
She did not grow, from yesterday, but a finger.
Why are your stones deaf whenever,
my longings agitate, they wouldn’t listen to me?
Whenever I came to you, I turned back to my boyhood,
Yet its days refused to return.
The whole life may become worthless, except one hour,
And the whole earth may become valueless, except one place.
Hijazi reviewed this poem and regarded it, similar to other poems, among the best of what
Shawqi had ever written. He added that it reflected the romantic spirit of Shawqi, noting the
gentle soul-stirring melody that was woven throughout the poem starting from its first line
until its ingenious end. He finally remarked that this poem did not reflect the spirit of Qays as
described in the books, yet rather discloses the spirit of a pondering old man; Shawqi, who
shaken by love, was delighted by old memories that flowed from his shy tongue.
To conclude my research, I could not find words more expressive than these by which Arthur
John Arberry (1905–1969) concluded his research entitled Hafiz Ibrahim and Shawqi:
‘Shawqi died in the summer of 1932 at the height of his great poetic gifts. The fertility
of his genius during the last few years of his life was truly amazing, and it is a
melancholy reflection that his best may have remained unwritten. So great a genius,
however, is never lost to literature, and the repercussions of his truly original mind
and well-nigh inexhaustible energy will continue to be felt for many years to come’
[20].
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