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Time has changed, and we’ve become different people! And we forgot our dream in the old 
neighborhood. 

 
Time has changed, and we’ve become different people!! And love songs forgot all about us on the 

roofs of the old neighborhood. 
 

The smell of burning tires and the cold neon lights; 
Portraits of our stolen worlds, and the noise of silent streets; 

The all took away the child in me,  
and the whole city. 

The moon fell on pine trees, on our hopes and backyards. 
It fell on mirrors, and boulders, on our school and distant neighbors. 

It fell on graffiti, on a gathering and a flute. It fell on a palm tree and on its shadows. 
 

Issa Boulos 
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Tghayyarat al-Ayyam 


