Ismi Adam/~/ -/ (Arabic edition. P. 119) - Elias Khoury.
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My name is Adam (English edition, p. 123) — Yranslated from Arabic
by Humphrey Davies

Thirst

As my mother told the tale, I was born in thirst. Now, as I write
about that woman who vanished from my life when I was fifteen,
I don’t know whether her lips were indeed cracked in parallel,
straight lines, or if it is the image of thirst, which has pursued
me since childhood, that transforms her thirsty lips whenever I
recall her.

She was my mother, and she was Manal, daughter of Atif
Suleiman, of the village of Eilaboun in Galilee. When [ remember
her, I say, “Manal was . . .” for to me she’s like the first word in
a sentence that was never completed. After I left the house at
fifteen to work in Mr Gabriel’s garage in Haifa, I discovered that
the woman had passed through my life like a sigh of wind, leaving
behind her nothing but her world of stories, and that the only
things 1 could remember of her were her cracked lips, her wide
almond-shaped eyes deep inside whose pupils trembled a hint
of dark brown, two fine, almost invisible, lines on her cheeks,
and a deep feeling that I had been abandoned so that I could live

alone.



Meu nome é Adam (Portuguese (Brasilian) edition, p. 107) — Translated from Arabic by
Safa Jubran

SEDE

Nasci na sede, foi isso que minha m3e disse. Agora, enquanto escrevo
sobre aquela mulher que desapareceu da minha vida quando eu tinha
quinze anos, nio sei se seus labios estavam realmente rachados em
linhas paralelas, retas, ou se é a imagem da sede, que me persegue
desde a infancia, que torna seus labios sedentos sempre que eu me
lembro dela.

Fla era minha maie, e ela era Manal, filha de Atif Sulaiman, da
vila de Eilabun na Galileia. Quando me lembro dela, ponho o verbo
“ser” no passado, depois o nome e s6. Para mim, ela € um sujeito
numa frase sem predicativo. Quando eu sai de casa, aos quinze anos,
para trabalhar na oficina mecénica do sr. Gabriel, em Haifa, descobri
que essa mulher tinha passado pela minha vida como uma brisa, ndo
deixando nada além do seu mundo de histoérias, de quem s6 recordo
os labios rachados, os largos olhos amendoados, onde no fundo das
pupilas uma cor marrom-escura ondulava, duas linhas finas quase
invisiveis nas bochechas e um sentimento profundo de que eu tinha
sido abandonado para viver sozinho.



