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This is I. This is he. 
 

This is the miserable one, son of the miserable man and miserable woman. Son of your water and fire. 

I came from you, from nothingness, from one of your old poems, I came. I came from the imagination 

to return it to you and to carve your name, in stone like all the other poets of this wasteland. I asked a 

mule about its father and it said to me: 
 

My uncle is a horse. Then it disappeared. 
 

I asked a girl about her father. She became shy and she said: Perhaps it is you, and then she slipped 

into the fog. 
 

I asked a lark that was whispering to its mother about its mother. It approached and said: Perhaps she 

is you, so please carry me. And it slept in my hand. 
 

I asked myself: Who am I? 
 

The nocturnal echo around me responded: Who am I? 
 

This is I. This is he. 
 

This is all of my imagination. 

—Mahmoud Darwish 
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But expressing emotions, they say, is not one of the attributes of exile. 

—Mahmoud Darwish 
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The proactivity, experimentation, and openness that define the field of environ-

mental design are accompanied by a profound sense of respect. This attitude must 

guide all of its processes. Through respect for basic forms and certain environ-

ment-shaping principles, both ethics and operational standards are ensured. This 

respectful attitude never suppresses creative, innovative forms of proactivity. On 

the contrary, such an attitude tends to avoid opportunism and the plunder of 

shared goods, resources, and spaces. 



It gets fainter and fainter. The capacity for compassion. Life’s purpose is the fulfillment of 

duty, under social pressure. The line of personal responsibility grows fainter and fainter. 

To escape. To escape responsibility. To escape responsibility through the fulfillment of duty: 

to submit. You are you, fainter and fainter. To escape compassion copiously. 

 

Behavior only obeys a series of abstractions: it acts in fulfillment of duty. Without personal 

responsibility. It integrates itself, flees abandonment under social pressure. It doesn’t admit 

fear. It doesn’t accept pain. Callously. It denies itself: the central point of pleasure and pain. 

So faint. It searches openmouthed, like the child you were. It searches as if searching for the 

maternal site, with its mouth, to obey. Under social pressure, the hook that strengthens and 

is transformed according to the structure. You’re vanishing. Without personal responsibil-

ity. The site of the watchtower. The tower, with its hook-mouth. Callously impoverished. 

To lose one’s blood. To lose all of it. In this fog, the fulfillment of duty and responsibility are 

now a selfsame circumstance. Under laborious construction. The prison of identity. The 

identity of forty hours a week. To give life, in fulfillment of duty. To take life, in fulfillment 

of duty. Callously impoverished. Fleeing from pain. Without compassion. You’re vanishing. 

You’re a set pinned with the threads of the circumstances: social pressure. There, in the focal 

point of pleasure and pain, with yourself. You and not you, together. One muzzled and the 

other submitted, obeying in fulfillment of duty, with yourself. Pleasure and pain, assembling 

in secret. Under laborious construction. Vanishing. 

 

We’ve all had this same experience. Pleasure and pain. Distorted. Under social pressure. 

The pleasure and pain of others. Under social pressure that opens its mouth. That searches 

in every sense. The force of nature, under social pressure, searching with its mouth. The 

immediacy of the senses, to communicate. To communicate. To communicate. The focal 

point with itself. The pleasure and pain of others. The true meaning of the world. Under  

laborious construction. Since childhood. We’ve all had this experience, far from our own 
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feeling: to communicate. To open the mouth for the hook to slip in. In this fog where the 

blood shows through. To lose it. To lose all of it. In fulfillment of duty, because we think it’s 

the same. The ability to see in all that fog: responsibility, the fulfillment of duty. To give or 

take life. The ability to see the clasp calling out to us in our own tongue, and at which mo-

ment, seeping through the fog. Blood. The blood seeping through the fog. To open. To open 

one’s hand and memory: to communicate. 
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To do is to undo. Copiously. You live because someone cast 

enough light onto the edge of the highway. The decomposi-

tion of light. You live because you removed yourself from 

your condition while your family prayed, trapped in the fire, 

undoing darkness and substance. To do is to undo. You live 

because the soldiers set their march and their checkpoints 

above the nest. The soldiers plotted a safe shelter with your 

blood. To lose one’s blood, to lose all of it. To lose one’s iden-

tity. You live, like an animal or like a room ousted from its 

place. To lose one’s place. To lose one’s mind. To lose one’s 

address. Because it’s precisely this bird leaving the nest, 

draining the pond, to be callously impoverished, to be trans-

formed, that you embraced as you embraced life. 
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A commonplace: to feel. An order. The decomposition of 

blood. To lose the edge. To lose the start. To lose one’s place. 

You embraced decomposition as you embraced life. A com-

monplace: to feel. An order. When you’d cross the check-

points, you also embraced this bird leaving the nest. When 

they’d interrogate you, you also embraced this draining, this 

extracting the blood of a person or animal. Your gaze focused 

on the lake. You live because the moon touched the stone jut-

ting out of the pond to show you, copiously, its edges. You 

clung to predation. You clung to opportunism. You clung to 

proactivity. 
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Dolores Dorantes is a Black-Indigenous acharya in 

the Buddhist tradition, a journalist, writer, therapist, poet, 
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Robin Myers is a translator and poet. Recent transla-
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