
Hannibal Alkhas, 
a painter with passionate love for his mother language 
 

 
Born on June 15th, 1930 in Kermanshah, Iran 
Died on September 14th, 2010 in Turlock, CA 

 
I am very fortunate to have known closely our prominent painter and poet the late Rabi Hannibal 
Alkhas over the last few years of his life.  Upon his passing I decided to write this material on his 
very unique personality and his poetry works in vernacular Syriac.  I have selected a few of his 
personality dimensions and have shown how they are reflected in his poetry works in our 
beloved mother language, the Assyrian.  I went through most of this material on Tuesday, 
October 12th, 2010 in an over 60-minute recording for Atour TV (San Jose, CA) in celebration of 
his life and Assyrian poetry.  I also used parts of this material in my speech on Saturday, 
November 6th, 2010 in Almaden Community Center in an even held by the Assyrian American 
Association of San Jose for his commemoration. 
 
Marcel E. Josephson 
Sunday, November 7th, 2010 
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My first encounter with the late Rabi Hannibal Alkhas was in Tehran in 1971 at Sharif (formerly 
known as Arya-Mehr) University of Technology, the school I attended for my undergraduate 
studies.  In a poetry night he held for his father’s commemoration at this school, without any 
visual aid and merely from memory Hannibal drew a portrait of Nima Yushij (1897-1960), Iran’s 
founding father of the contemporary poetry.  As a young Assyrian I felt extremely proud of 
having within my community such a talented and skillful artist.  Having known Hannibal 
through his works for many years and in person for the past few years, today I would say that 
Hannibal belongs to humanity and our Assyrian community should be proud that he was an 
Assyrian. 
 
In this program I will share with audience some of the Rabi Hannibal’s characteristics that I have 
known him for and how these characteristics have been reflected in his poetry works in our 
mother language.  I want to also mention that Rabi Hannibal was known more as a great painter 
and I am hoping that someone within our Assyrian community would be able to provide a 
detailed insight to his painting artistry.  That is indeed beyond me but I can definitely talk about 
his Assyrian poetry. 
 
Although Hannibal had been encouraged and challenged by his father, the late Rabi Addai 
Alkhas (1897-1959) to write poetry in Assyrian since he was 15, but it was not until he was 40 
when he started writing in Assyrian.  His first work in Assyrian was a translation of one his own 
poems from Farsi, “White Friend, Black Friend”.  This was mostly because of the support and 
encouragement by late Rabi Nimrod Simono (1908-2004).  The late Rabi Hannibal’s works in 
Assyrian consists of some 700 hand-written pages and cover a wide variety of styles; quatrains, 
triplets, ghazals, tribute to friends and prominent individuals, and children poetry to name a few. 
 
Hannibal had tendency to get his audience involved with contrasting elements.  He would 
build a case around the elements that he had in mind.  He would then draw a meaningful 
conclusion.  His fist poetry work in Assyrian “White Friend, Black Friend” well represents use 
of contrasting elements by Hannibal. 
 
Once upon a time a little boy lived in a town where it never snowed.  One chilly winter it finally 
did snow.  Very excitedly, he made a snowman and called him "White Friend".  He would play 
with his White Friend until he lost him to a meltdown as the weather warmed up.  
Disappointedly he complained to his mother about the loss of his White Friend.  He then took his 
mother’s advice and made another friend, this time a mud man and called him "Black Friend".  
The friendship between the two developed rapidly.  Once again the temperature dropped and 
snow fell, covering the mud man.  Next morning the little boy noticed that his White Friend had 
returned, but his Black Friend had disappeared.  He was puzzled.  Through the changes in the 
weather, there was another meltdown where his Black Friend was back but the White Friend had 
disappeared.  Later on, the winter rain washed away the Black Friend as well.  Perplexed and 
seeking comfort after the loss of both friends, he goes back to his mother.  She teaches him that 
the key to longer lasting friendships is working harder at relationship.  The moral of the story is 
that maintaining relationships is a demanding challenge.  Let’s take a look at an excerpt from 
“White Friend, Black Friend”.  These are the words of wisdom of the mother to her young son 
who is just getting to learn about friendship. 
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Hannibal translated Alexander Pushkin’s (1799-1837) popular tale of the “Fisherman and the 
Gold Fish” to vernacular Syriac very skillfully.  In Pushkin’s poem an old man and his wife have 
been living poorly for many years.  They have a small cabin and every day the man goes out to 
fish.  One day, he casts his net and pulls out seaweed twice in succession; but on the third trial, 
he pulls out a gold fish.  The fish pleads for its life promising the old man to grant him any wish 
in return.  The old man does not ask for anything and lets the fish go.  When he returns home and 
tells his wife about the gold fish, she gets angry and tells her husband to go back to the sea and 
ask the fish for a new washboard as theirs was broken.  The fish happily grants this wish.  When 
he gets home, his wife asks for a new house.  The old man goes back to the fish and asks for his 
wife’s new wish.  The fish grants this also.  Then the wife asks for a palace and to become the 
ruler of her province.  This wish too is granted by the fish.  The wife goes on and asks to become 
the tsarina and finally to become the ruler of the sea to completely subdue the gold fish to her 
boundless will.  Each time as the old man goes back to ask for a wish, the sea becomes stormier 
until the last request where the man can hardly hear himself.  When he asks the fish to make his 
wife the ruler of the sea, the fish cures her greed by putting her back in the old cabin and giving 
her back the broken washboard.  The moral of the story is that those who get too greedy end up 
losing it all.  The Gold Fish The Assyrian translation of Pushkin’s The Gold Fish had been 
dedicated by the Rabi Hannibal Alkhas in memory of our prominent painter, the late Andre 
Gvalevich (1911-1985).  Here’s an excerpt from this fascinating work. 
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Hannibal always looked for his father’s approval.  While abroad for his undergraduate 
studies, Hannibal had married a non-Assyrian woman that had greatly disappointed the father.  
Hannibal returned to Iran after the passing of his father.  Below are excerpts from his popular 
poem “O Urmie Urmie Urmie” where Hannibal is having a monolog with his father.  Hannibal is 
telling his father about his accomplishments in those many years.  Hannibal makes references to 
his paintings and poetry works.  This poem gets the reader involved with a broken father-son 
relationship where the son is endeavoring to mend the relationship.  Hannibal had a great deal of 
love and respect for his father and he was fascinated by his father’s accomplishments and talents.  
Marrying an Assyrian woman in his second marriage made him feel that he had paid the dues to 
his father.  Hannibal always missed the emotional aspects of the father-son relationship.  In this 
poem, he wants to get close to his father; wants to touch him; wants to hug him; and yet, in a 
delicately coherent manner wants to appease him.  He is defending his case before his father by 
showing his accomplishments in both painting and poetry as both commend the greatness of our 
ancestral heritage.  Here are the excerpts: 
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Hannibal was filled with loved.  He followed his heart.  He freely expressed his feelings when 
interacting with people.  He was a very happy individual.  His poetry is filled with references to 
love and heart.  In 230 pages of his selected poetry works he has used words love and heart 218 
times. 
 
Hannibal was very critical with irresponsible stances within our Assyrian community.  He 
would criticize and question the motives that were not aligned toward true interests of our nation.  
He has an interesting poem “A Heated Discussion” that clearly shows his disappointment with 
those who do not address real issues in our community.  In an AAS-A’s event in Modesto on 
February 27th, 2010 he recited this poem that I would like to read in its entirety.  In this amusing 
and well structured poem, Hannibal addresses one of the most troubling issues of our Assyrian 
community.  Precious time and resources are consumed in our organizations in trying to solve 
imaginary problems.  Little or no attention is paid to solving real problems that require practical 
and hands-on approach.  The characters in the poem are typical elderly villagers who are having 
a heated discussion where each one claims if he were such and such known world leader, he 
would have done great things.  This village is in an enormous need for fresh water that is being 
carried over to homes by the women of the village for daily use from a far away fountain up in 
the mountains. 
 
The elderly are inconsiderate of this serious issue and are busy talking big business.  Observant 
15-year old young Ashur interrupts their discussion, calls their attention to the issue on-hand, and 
challenges them to get their shovels and start plowing a gutter to allow the water to flow from the 
fountain to the homes; and on the way down, to use it to run mills to grind grain.  He gets 
rebuked by elderly for not thinking BIG!  Finally, a wise man in support of young Ashur 
concludes the discussion by saying “those who just talk big are like fools who build their homes 
on the sand”.  Let us read through. 
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dčßŁì‘@Ýíbč‚nß@Õčza@âôŠqđa@

ÛŁëûđÏdčíŠ’fli@aĆˆİÓ@dčßŠÏ@h@
dčíŠÔfli@aĆˆč»@ÝîĆiñ…@dĆãč‡Łìç@

@
ĆènÜi@dč…ô@†đ×dŽßþìzčÛ@hÜÜà¶@d@
ðe@dčÓ@hÛŁìÐäđß@~dĆßŁìÔđß@ëe@dčÓ@

dŽäfl‘@ŠđÈđ’àđy…@‰þì‘ča@cëžóí@dčrmòí@
dŽäflj‘Łìy@hÛŁìî×@dĆÇŁìà’đß@ïčÜîĆi@
dčíŠ’fli@d½ûi@aĆˆİÓë@ÅčîÈčİÓ@

čäÏ@hčÜčİÔflidčíŠi@dĆíŁìzđß@dčî@
@

óĆßfl…@ëe@óÜyñ‰@dč•ž†đy@óĆä»Łëñ@
óĆàflíë@ôòčy@†đîi@dĆ’mˆç@dŽãõûÛŁëü@
óÜßfl‰Łìß@ač†ma@dččÏ@hčÜčÔ‘@dčÓ@

óÜßflŒßŁëô@dč…ô@dčàn‘‰@óÜ’nÏ@†đ×Z@
@

aŠčÔfli@Šđ‘@æđˆnß@|đÜÔč‘@æa@
_aŠčÔmü@ač…ëõ‹@åđäyđa@|đİčß@hÛ@

Ðčy@Åčië@dčäîđÇ@ÝîĆiÅčnÔđ‘@Š@
Åčàđy…@hčÜËŁì‘@dč•†đy@|đÜÔÜđÓ@
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ÖĆŠčÏ@†fli@hčÜËŁì‘@|đzÜčÏ@dčyŠđí@ž†đy@
ÕĆrč‘@†fli@æđòčÓ@dŽäfl’i@dčäčyë‰@

@
hÛŁëñŠđÏ@hÜÌflèi@dşÀčnß@æþëžμ@|đÔđß@
hÛþìÜçë@dİfly@dčÓ@dĆy‰a@åđÛ@pëô@
cñëòîđjÛ@åđäyđa@dşÀčnß@|đİàđß@æa@

@ÝđÇ@a‰Łìç@dčÐčÜyŁì‘cñčbi@åşÀđîđy@
ač†ma@ìčç@aß@|đàîčÓ…@fčÜm@oač…@
_ač†nÔ@|đm†zđß@dčàn’Ï@|đyŞûÐđß@

@aĆ̂ jđy@dĆãđa@†đ×@OæþëžóÜÈ@dčàîđÜÇ@
æþëžóÜÇflŠß@cñìjÛ@dči‰@òîĆãđñ@ƒíđa@

c₣úŁëŠÔđß@æþëžμ@cĆëžô@dčãžŠĆya@ëe…@‰òči@ž†đy@
dĆŁì‚äđß@dŽiìčäi@dčàîđÜÇ@‰þì‘ča@dčÓZ@

@
čÓ…@ñžìží@dčjčÜİfli@žpž…Łìà@OaĆ‡Łìç@dŽ’čãa@

_aĆ‡þìÇ‹@dŽäčÜËŁì’Û@dĆãŁì»đñ@pëô@
@

aŠčjfli@dĆiđ‡@dŽäčİÛŁì’Û@åđäyđa@
_aŠčÐy@čÅnÔđ’Û@|đä»đñ@đñča@

@
čÅčîàfli@čÅÜnÐã@ÝîĆqñ@fčÛ@|đÔrč‘@
_čÅčß@dčÓ@dĆy‰ü@|đä»đñ@|đqòčí@

@
čÅmŠi@fčÛ@|đÔrč‘@čÅčß@fčÛ@|đÔqč…@

|đ’äđß_čÅnÔđ‘@Šč…@dčàčí@fčÛ@@
@

đß@hčÜčí@„ŁìÜžßŁìÓ@aĆ…„Łìàflí@fčÛ@|fl–ž’@
„ŁìßŁìÏ@óÜí@dčqžóčí@dčrÜđy…@dč°Ć‰@†đ×A@
óÜÓđa@ÝđÇ@óÜànÓ@aÐ@dčrč@ž†đy@
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óÜÔflr‘@hčÛ@óĆ’÷đäi@dčàîđÜÇ@‰þì‘ča@dčÓ@
óÜyflìÓŁìß@dč…ô@dčß‰@hčÜčÓ@ž†đ¡@
¶@dčzn’y@dčqžôđ……@dčçŠđu@côčadŽyþì’Z@

@
BčÅîđi@hčÜĆ@ÝđÇ@a‰ûđÓ@dčyìčÏ@ÝđÇ~@

čÅîčÐÔ¶@dŽènÜi@hÜ‚đ@oäči@d×BN
 
Hannibal was very humorous.  Those who knew him well will attest to his hilarious nature.  In 
his poetry nights he often recited his works that amused the audience most.  I have selected two 
types of his poetry works for this section, quatrains and triplets.  We will discuss each separately 
and I will recite a few of each right after discussing that type. 
 
A quatrain is a two line verse with two parts per line.  Hannibal was influenced by Quatrains 
(Rubaiyat) of Omar Khayyam (1048–1123) a Persian poet, astronomer, and mathematician.  In a 
typical quatrain each of the four parts has 11 syllables and is recited in a 1234 + 1234 + 123 
count of syllables.  Rare quatrains have 15 syllables per part and are recited in a 1234 + 1234 + 
1234 + 123 count of syllables.  Additionally, the end of the first, second, and fourth parts do 
rhyme but the end of the third part does not rhyme with the end of other parts.  A quatrain is a 
stand alone verse that has a complete message.  Hannibal’s quatrains can be divided into three 
main categories; social, political, and love.  In his quatrains Hannibal has used a basic vernacular 
Assyrian vocabulary and yet has effectively communicated quite complex social and political 
issues.  He always gave credit to the richness of our mother language for being able to adopt this 
writing style.  Use of idiomatic speech in his quatrains adds an exceptional valve to these poems.  
Here are a few examples of Hannibal’s quatrains. 
 

Contrasting elements and 
exceptionally rhyming love 
quatrain. 

fčÛ†ÓŁìß@dčÓþì@ojÛ@dŽßŁì×a@dŽäîđÈi@
fčÛ†Ó‰Łìß@eŁëŠčß‹…@dĆ‘ˆ¡@ač†nÔží@ojÛ@
cëžô@ÖĆŠčÏ@ojÜß@dčiŁìy…@óÜjÜ@eŁìjÛ@
fčÛ†flí‹Łìß@dčiŁìy@ojÜi@fčÜİÜy@dčäma 

  

A social critique on how artists 
and poets live a poor life. 

ànÓ@dŽßìčí@žåíĆ‰ñ@ž†đydŽäčßŁëbß@oÜqòíë@oÜ@
ž†đy@˜flô…@oÛ@cĆŒyóĆãbčß@ìčç@dčàzđÛ@óÛ@òîđÛ@@

dčyþì’čß…@čÅîđjÛ@oÜ’flyž‰@dŽßìčí@žåíĆ‰ñ@ž†đy@
óşĆäčßìčí@dčäm@dŽßŁì×a@”Łìi@dčßŁì×bß@oÛ@cĆŒy 

  
She declines his request for some 
wine and a kiss through a proverb 
meaning “No Way”. 

flßčapŠB@@ZóÛñflëžôŁì‘@aŠàđ§@ojÛ@âþìí…aBN@
eŠflßaB@@ZóÛ@òîđÛ@aŠàđy@oÛč†čÓ@âþìí…aBN@
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pŠflßčaB@@ZoÛ@dčmëŠ¶@čÅÓŁì’äđß@ïşČčñìÐflßB@
pòčÓ@eŠflßaB@@ZóÛònß@dčãžŠĆya@dčjči@ëeBN 

  

She declines his request for taking 
a walk arm in arm through an 
authentic proverb. 

pŠflßaB@@Zï‚č’đyB@~eŠflßaB@@ZdŽîč§Łì’Û@Õfl’đçBN@
pŠflßaB@@Zï‚čiŠđ×B@~eŠflßaB@@ZdŽîčÓ@æþëžóä½úBN@
pŠflßaB@@Za‰ŁìİÛ@|Û‹ča@oäÇ‰…@ìčç@ï‚čäÇ‰…BN@
eŠflßaB@@ZdŽîčîÏŁìy@hÜÓđa@„ŁìÛ@òma@dčãþëŠiBN 

  

This is about those who give long 
speeches without honoring any 
time constraints. 

óÜàflßđòi@aĆˆjđy@žåíĆ‰ñ@oi@ðôŁìÜÜàđß@ôĆŠflßa@
óÜßflŒßŁëô@æþìöþëŠØîđß@‰òči@óÛ@hÜ×@óÜànÓ@

čÅ’nië@čÅrčİß@~óÛ@dÓŁëô@čÅ’čyž‰ë@čÅíčña@
óÜàfl‰Łì@dŽ’čàđ‘@áđÇ@dŽ’čÓ…@dč‘Ć‰… 

  
He begs for some wine and she 
refuses.  He is trying to influence 
her by offering to kiss her feet.  
Her reply:  “You are putting the 
cart before horses (in Assyrian it 
is said playing the trumpet at he 
wide end)”. 

pŠflßaB@@Zdčíòfl‘@æflìí@hÛ@aŠàđy@ž†đy@ï‚č½đòßBN@
eŠflßaB@@Z@hÛ@o½đòßdčíòma@ž†đy@dčíòfl‘@óÜíBN@
pŠflßaB@@Zïş‚čÜÓđa@dčÔč’äfli@åíĆŠđ’i@åíòč‘BN@
eŠflßaB@@ZdčíòÏ@eŁì‘ĆŠß@ñflìí@eŁìîčª@dčã‰Łë‹BN 

  

A little love story scene ending 
unexpectedly in an absurd 
manner.  The reader would expect 
a better outcome.  Hannibal liked 
this type of unexpected ending to 
his stories. 

pŠflßaB@@Zïş‚čäîđÇB@~fčÜÔfl@oÜđÇ@fčÜÔfl‘Łìç@
pŠflßaB@@Zï‚čßŁìÏB@~fčÜÓò‘@eŁëñìÐfl@fčÛûÜy@
pŠflßaB@@ZdčîÜflß@a‰žóđë@aÐđ‘@hÜîđÛ@

ač†ma@ìčç@ač†ma@|đÔqč…B@~fčÜÓflŠÇ@pònÜy 
  

Hannibal was a true advocate for 
peace.  This quatrain is about a 
young woman’s wish to give birth 
to a girl who would not know 
what the word “war” meant. 

dč‘‰Łë†i@cëžóí@čÅÜnÛú…@čÅàđy@eŠflßaZ@
B@cčñŁìÈči@ač†§@Odč’čÇŠfli@æìí@čÅäfl‘@

cčñŠi@dčãča@åčÛ†čí@æa@dčßìčí@cĆëô@
ß@oäflß@aŠÔđidč’čÜÏ…@ađy@óÜm@p…ŁìB 

  

A little love story scene 
humorously stating a proverb 
meaning “You are screwed (when 
all hope is lost due to some 
catastrophe)”. 

dčmña@ñflìí@aĆ†Üđu@eŠflßa@eŁìÇ‰đñ@oÛ@dª@
dşÀčnß@pò‘@dčäîđÈß@eŠflßa@æžìží@dčíôŞú@pŠflßa@

aïčòîđjÛ@oÛ@cña@ï‚čiŁìy@dčÓ@dčíôŞú@pŠflß@
dčîÈfl‘@„Łëòîđi@óÜí@ač…óß@oãđñ@eŠflßa 
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A little love story scene 
humorously stating a proverb on 
those who talk too much. 

dĆßŁìzàđy@ojÛ…@ač…ŁìîÔß@dčiŁì¡@dčãča@
dĆßŁëŒß‹@pòÐfl@eŁëòčäÛ@dŽîÜfly@aĆˆjđ¡@
dĆíŁìãđñ@dŽäîđÇë@dŽänrèi@eŁìàflí@dčÓ@ðe@
dĆßŁëŒßóß@dčÓŠÏ@óÜí@hÛ@dčãč…bĆ‘@côča… 

  

Complex in composition, this 15-
sylable per line is a thought 
provoking quatrain where he 
expresses a genuine love to her 
and in the same time shows off on 
supremacy of his poetry. 

dčßfl†ß@dčîÜflß@óÜí@hÛ@ïčòčÓ@p‰…ú@´Ćãđñ@~a‰Š‘@òîđÛ@
dčàfl’Û@dčÔÛŁëñ@óÜí@hÛ@pòčÓ@ï‚čiŁìy@´Ćãđñ@~a‰Š‘@òîđÛ@
ïčòčÓ@pŠflß‹@ïčòčÓ@oÜqò×…@čÅyŁì’ß@´Ćãđñ@~†mòÇđ…@ìčç@

dčßflŒß‹@hÛ@dčiŁì¡@hÜnÐã@oãča…@čÅÐflÛ@~a‰Š‘@òîđÛ 
  
A wishful lover’s fantasy ending 
in an absurd way.  Having missed 
her and planning to give her a lot 
of hugs and kisses when she 
arrives, upon her arrival, he 
doesn’t even get a chance to hold 
her hand for a handshake. 

fčäÔÐč¡@oiŁìy@óÜØi@dčíñča@pŠflßa@
číë@hÜîđÜifčäÔ’čäi@pòÈčr@fčÜØi@dčßì@

fčÜÔflr‘@hčÛë@fčÛ@cĆŒy@pòčÓ@fčÛ@dİß@fčÛ@cña@
fčäÔqč…@dčàčÜ‘@ž†đy@dčÓ@p†mbi@eŁë†ma… 

  

A genuine and loving praise to a 
female through a complex 
composition.  In order to get 
correct rhyming, parts of the 
quatrain have been moved around. 

óÜzÔÏ@hčÛ@ïčòčÐß@dčÔyfl‰@dčßŠđØi@ač…‰ë@
óÜyflŠÏ@hčÛ@ïčòčÓ@hčÛ@æa@dčîđà’i@ađ@

@Öþìr‘@OoşäîđÇ@âž†čÔß@ï‚čÜÔÛñ@åđ·a@dč’đy@
óÜzfl–ž’ß@hčÛ@ïşčòčz‘Łìß@ìčç@ÝÈđjnãô@dčÓ 

  

A genuine and loving praise to a 
female that turns to be happening 
in a dream (Hannibal’s tendency 
to get the audience by surprise). 

oÜ‘fl‰…@dÏþìčÜnÏ@áđÇ@ï‚čiŁìy…@cčaþìÜß@
oÜ‘flŠÏ@ï‚čm…@dčiŁìy@dčÓ@dŽiŁìy@dÐÛđbß@
dĆãŁì½ú@ïş‚čäîđÇ…@aŠÏŁì‘@oÛ@cĆëžô@dŽäfl’i@
oÜ’flÇ‰ë@oàÜ¡@oÛ@ïčíŒfly@dčÐčÏ‰@ž†đy 

  

Incorporating many contrasting 
elements in this quatrain to show 
the power of love that can make 
the heart leap from sea to sea. 

ôĆ‰fl†y@cčñŁë†đ§@o’đy@ïčòÔđ’đç@ač†¡@
ôĆ‰fl…ô@cčñŁìÛŁìÔÛ@oãëô@ï‚čãč†ÓŁìÏ@ž†đ¡@

@dč’đ¡@ojÛ@OôĆ‰flìã@čÅnÔč‘@ač†y@
@dčiŁì¡@ojÛ@OčàčîÛ@dčàčíôĆ‰flì‘@d 

  
A little grumble for friends not 
visiting him.  The book however, dÓŁëòÓđñ@oÇ‰đòÛ@dčäí@hÛ@dŽßìčí@dĆãđbi@
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keeps his company as a true 
friend. 

dÓŁëŠ’đß@pòíõŒ§@o»č‡@hčÛþìÜčÈß@åđí@
o’÷đäi@æžìží@dč’nÏ@~aŠmŠđ‘@o»‰@dčqčò×@
Üi@óÜí@dĆ‘ŁìÇŠđßdÓŁìàđÇ@dŽiŁìy@oj 

  

Describing a scene where the 
painter is mixing colors to start 
painting in nature.  Clouds have 
been described as sheep and sky 
being a blue curtain for the sea. 

dčİčyŠfli@aĆ‡ìy@dĆiˆflÇ@dčîđà’i@dŽrîđÇ@
zfli@hÜnß@aĆ‡òfl@dčàčîi@dčîđdčİčî@

dč‘Łì‘@ÝđÇ@dŽãìčç@dčmŠÏ@dčîÜ×@dčãča@
dčİčrzfli@dčänÔi@dčÓþì@ač…‰Œi@hčÜnß 

  

You cannot teach an old dog new 
tricks. 

dÏŁìÜzđ’Û@oqĆô@æþëžμ@òîđÛ…@dŽ’čãa@åđÛ@òma@
@dč’đy…@dŽîđyđ¡dÏŁìÜzđß@dŽí†fly@dŽî@

oãđòi@ðčñŁìä¹ô@ñŁìi@ïčäflß@ñflŠÔđi@
čjÜđ×dÏŁìÜđß@aŽ†äđÏ@cĆëžô@hÛ@dčrč@d 

  

Questioning the void and 
emptiness, looking for stars and 
moon in the sky and also looking 
for wine and her love. 

hÜîđÛ@côča@dčzč–ž’ß@dčäí@hÛ@dčîđà’i@dŽrìč×@
_óÜm@dčØíđa@hÜîđÛ@côčdi@a‰žóđ…@a‰žóđi@

čîÜflß@dčãčacčñŠflrđª@čÅíčò‘…@ač…ìčß@d@
_óÜm@hÛ@žpž…ŁìàčÓ@dč½đòi@aŠàđy@eŁìjÜi@dčiŁìy 

  

Serenity of nature.  A scene 
describing the dawn where the 
yellow leaves of trees are moved 
around by the gusting wind. 

dč‘čñŁìØi@dŽßŁì×a@dÏˆđİß@ač…‰‹@a‰žóđ@
čyìčÏdč’čÈ’fli@a‰žóđjÛ@dčØ’ª@dÏˆđ@d@

dčàčíŠfli@dčznã@dčznã@dčîđà’ß@dčØ’fly@
@a‰žóđ@óÜÓflŠÇë@dč’àfl‘@óÜÓfl‰‹@Odč’čÜÏ 

 
Triplets called RAVIs in Assyrian are believed to be originally an Assyrian folkloric poetry 
style.  RAVIs are three-line verses where each line has seven syllables.  The ends of the three 
lines do rhyme.  A RAVI by itself communicates a complete concept.  RAVIs can be compared 
and contrasted with Japanese haikus.  A haiku has 17 syllables in three unrhymed lines of five, 
seven, and five syllables.  Hannibal was fascinated by this poetry style and having studied 
haikus, had concluded that the extraordinary richness of our mother language is capable of 
producing a far more superior and pleasing poetry compared to haikus.  He used Urmian 
vernacular Syriac vocabulary in his RAVIs.  The reader will conveniently notice Hannibal’s 
skillful usage of very simple words to produce these captivating verses.  In addition to 
conventional (single-versed) RAVIs, Hannibal has also written multiple-verse poems using this 
poetry.  Here are some examples of Hannibal’s RAVIs. 
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A smile on her lips and her forgetfulness of anger 
recognized by Hannibal as a sign for a passionate 
love. 

dčî’@dčØzflç@ž†đy@eŁëòÐflÛ@
@eŁìiŠđ×@Odčî’flã@eŁìjÛ@

dčî’Ó@dčiŁìy@ž†đy…@dčŁë‰ 
  

Serenity of nature, a dialog between mountain 
and sky. 

a‰Łì@dčí@pòčÓ@oãđñ@
a‰ŁìÔđí@a‰Łìç@dčß‰@

_a‰ŁìÔđi@dčîđà’ß@ñflìí@žpž…Łìß 
  

This RAVI is Hannibal’s resume.  I created new 
poems.  I infused beauty in paintings like.  I 
flowed out from a fountain like water. 

oÛ@aĆŠi@cñž†đy@Åčz‘Łìß@
oÛ@aĆ‰…@Åčí‡Łëûi@aŠÏŁì‘@
oÛ@aĆŠu@dčäîđÈß@dşÀčnß@ƒíđa 

  

A proverb, every bird flies with its own flock. 

dŽãëô@čÅäčí…@ìčç@òma@æa@
óĆãìčç@óÛ@|fl–ž’đà×@dčãìčç@
dŽãìčí@áđÇ@oyŠčÐ×@dŽãìčí 

  

This is perhaps Hannibal’s saddest triplet, 
describing his mother’s burial site. 

cčñŠmŠđÓ@dčÇ‰đa…@dčjèi@
cčñrÓ@čÅzflîãŁìß@oàflí@
cčñŠmŠđß@”Łìi@cčñ‰Łëú@ðe 

  

Waited for her love, disappointedly facing a 
close door. 

aj@eŁìiŁìy@ÝđÇë@eŁìÜđÇ@
aqñ@dčn‘‰Łì‘@dčjÜi@

òîđÛaq…@dčÇ‰đòß@hčÜčÓ@ 
  

A tribute to his father for planting in his heart at 
early age the seed of pursuing freedom. 

cčñŁëŠrđ‘…@dčîÜfly@a‰č†i@
cčñŁëŠrèi@ojči@óÜqŞûã@
cčñŁë‰bĆy…@dčÇ‰‹@ojÜi 

  

A plea to a friend to convey his love message to 
her. 

đßeŁëòčã@ÝđÇ@pđy@oİà@
eŁëòčÓ@oiŁìy@óÛ@tflŠÔđß@
eŁëòčÏ@oj@hčÛòčÏ@Öþìr‘ 
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Comparing a RAVI to a haiku. 

pë‰@cčòß‰@”Łìi@ŁìØíóß@
pë‰@čÅ·ŠÓ@”Łìi@eŁëòîčÐÔi@

pë‰@čÅàč‘‰…@hÜÔfl@dčÓ 
  

Describing the technique of RAVIs and their 
positive influence. 

pë‰…@dŽîčçŁëô@dčÈrđ‘@
pìčÓ@d×@dŽiŁìy@dÐÛđbi@
pìč’×@dİÔÛ@dŽjÛ@ÝđÇ 

  

Stating that RAVIs are ours (Assyrians’). 

óÜm@åđm……@hčÛŁìî×@pë‰@
óÜí@åđm†yŁìß@ÅčíˆčßŒi@
óÜí@åđÇfl…Łìß@cčñŁì¤ëŠi 

  

Serenity of nature, the peak of a mountain 
greeting the sea. 

dčß‰@a‰Łì…@čÅÐđÓŠđÔÛ@
dčßŠßŁë‰…@dčyŁë‰@ž†đy@òma@
dčàčÜ‘@dčí‰†fli@čÅ‘fl†Û 

  

In advocacy for women.  Why women are 
considered queens but after they get married they 
are only a workhorse? 

čÅ‚đi@žpž…ŁìàčÓ@æŁìànãđñ@
čÅ‚čÜđß@fčÜm@dčiŁìy@ìčç@

aŠrčç@~_čÅzčÜđÏ@dčíëói 
  

Hannibal is fascinated by the style of triplets and 
acknowledges that once he got to know this style, 
he felt he had previously composed in wrong 
styles! 

oÛ@dİß@pë‰…@hčÛŁìî×@ÝđÇ@
oÛ@dİÓ@ojÜi@hčÛìčÓ@côča@
dİy@dĆãžˆĆya@hÛŁìî×@ìčçoÛ@ 

  

Another praise to triplets to the extent that they 
contribute to the survival of our language. 

dčîčçŁëô@ž†đyë@pŠflÇ@@ìčç@
ó×@dĆmëč‡dčíŠÓ@pë@

dčîčy@”bčÏ@åđäč’Û… 
  

An invitation to calmness and wisdom as fruits 
of maturity to help our nation stand tall. 

æđòà‚fly@fčÜm@cčñŁìîÜfl‘@
æđòßŁëa@dčÓ@åđiŁìy@æđòÜčà×@
æđòßŁìÓ@cõ‹‰đa@ƒíđa@dčîÜč×… 
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 For the love of Assyrians both of mountains andذ
the plain, I have sculpted in boulders. 

dĆíč‡þëñča…@dčiŁìy@dčÓ@
dĆíč‡Łì@åđí@čÅ‘fl…@şïđäi@
čí‡Łëú@æžìží@dč’nÔãdŽîčÔÛ@pò 

  

This is a call on the nation to love and respect its 
artists. 

eŁìäčßŁëa@dčÓ…@čÅßŁëa@ač†y@
eŁìäčî×@ìčç@dčiŁìy@fčÛ@òîđÛ@
eŁìäčßìčí@pëó×@dĆíˆ× 

  

Pearls before pigs or eye glasses for blind are 
like reading psalms to a deaf.  This is another 
fine triplet by Hannibal. 

aĆ‡ŁëŒy@âž†čÓ@Åčnäčçˆđß@
aĆ‡Łì×@dčÓ@ÅčîËþìË‹@åđí@

aĆ‡ŁìßŒđß@dč‘Šđy@dčÓ…@ƒíđa 
 
I had been in Hannibal’s atelier quite a few times.  He had a verse of Persian poetry on his wall 
by Saeb Tabrizi (1601-1677), a Persian poet and one of the greatest masters of classical Arabic 
and Persian lyric poetry.  This verse is a claim by the poet on his own transparency that has 
resulted in his acceptance by multiple factions.  Hannibal had translated this verse in vernacular 
Syriac right underneath of the original verse.  Hannibal’s translation is so thorough and skillful.  
It has simple vocabulary and flows very pleasingly.  By translating this verse, Hannibal has truly 
claimed this transparency to be his.  He truly sought meaningfulness in life.  Interestingly 
enough, I have a photograph of these two verses on the wall of atelier. 
 

 قومی هر دانند از صافی باطن ز خود مرا
 را روشن آرد آب خود بر رنگ به هر ظرفی که

 

ïčäèß@dŽààđÇ@oÛ@or’čz×@oäčî×…@cčñŁìîÏŞûß@pòčÓ@
č‘@d×@dŽîÏŞú@dşÀčnß……@dčãìčçë@dčŁìç@dčÓ@oÜÔčßïčä@

 
The last piece of poetry work I received from Hannibal was on Sunday, April 11th, 2010.  It is 
translation of a quatrain by Omar Khayyam.  This quatrain is the theme of one of his paintings 
(dated 9/16/09) and appears in both Persian and Assyrian languages on the painting.  I have a 
photograph of this painting.  Hannibal made a small change in the arrangement of translation in 
his note that I will keep as a precious memento from our friendship and mutual trust.  An astute 
reader of Persian and Assyrian languages from this quatrain alone will recognize Hannibal’s 
skills and artistry in composing poetry in vernacular Assyrian. 
 

 همی زد پهلو چرخ بر که آن قصر
 شهان نهادندی رو گه او بر در
 ای فاخته اش که بر کنگره ديدم

 کوکو کوکه کو  گفتهمی بنشسته
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ðôŁìÓ‰‹@dÏŁìzäđß@cëžóí@dč’àfl’Û…@a‰ûđÓ@ëe@
ðôŁìÔč’äfli@ëëžóí@dØmŠi@dØÜđß@ðôŁìÇ‰đa@ÝđÇ@

đÓŠđÔÛ@cëžóí@čÅrmòí@oÛ@cĆŒyčÅÏŁìÓ@ač†y@ôòÐ@
aŠčßŒfli@~dčîčîÜfli@~dÏŁìÜÏúë@ZžâŁìÓ@žâŁìÓ@ 

 
I did not cover Rabi Hannibal’s ghazal.  He has ghazals of his own as well as translation of 
ghazals by Hafez (1315-1390), the most celebrated Persian lyric poet, from Farsi to Assyrian.  
Although Hannibal started poetry late in his life compared to painting that he started in young 
age, he created a massive selection of fine poetry in our beloved mother language.  The late Rabi 
wanted to also be known as a poet.  In the introduction to his selected poetry works he wrote: 
 

ÝîĆŠčß@~@@@@@@@@flqòč×@pòčz‘Łìß…@dčqčò×@dčÓ@cčñŁìäčÇ…ìčß@ač†y…@ñflìí@dčjčÜİfli@oäflßå@@N@@ojÛ@dčãča
@@@@Öþìr‘…@óÜí@dčjčÜİfli@O@@@@@@dčyþì’čß@ž†đy@ÒŁëa@dčàn‘‰@”bčÏ@oàfl‘@aŠčíú@@N@@@dč’îčÏ@čÅàč‘‰@côča

@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@@‰flŠÀđ’ß@ïÀčÜčÓñŠi@pòčzÀ‘Łìß@óÀÛ@ïÀčíŠÓ@dÀčí‰þëñča@dÀčààđÇ…@åđ·a@pñča…@dŽäqŒi@čÅÈm†í
pòčíõû½@@N@@@@@@@Ç†đß@†fli@pñča…@dŽààđÇ…@óÜí@a‰Š‘@ž†đy@côča@@@@@@@@@@@†Àfli@dčäÀč’îčÏ@aŠÀč…@ž†Àđy@dÀčãča…@o

hčÛ@åđí@oÛ@cĆëôN 
 
And he persistently endeavored to show the richness and adaptability of our vernacular language 
to different styles of poetry.  These are his own words in the same introduction: 
 

@ÅčzÀÀ‘Łìß@æflìÀÀí@dčrmòÀÀ×@@dŽîčãčòÀÀßŁëa@caþìÀÀÜß@ÝÀÀđÇ@dÀÀĆ’mˆÏ@hÀÀÛŁìîØi@@~dŽîčÏčñìÀÀč‘@~dÀÀčiŁìy@
@@d¥ đ̂íë@dĆí ̂×@ÅčîÛòflßë@@N@@@@@@@@@čÅqčò×@dčÓ@åđàflí…@dčäč’Û…@cčñŁëŠmòđÈÛ@åíĆŒzđß…@óÛ@dčmëžô@o’nã
dĆ’mˆÏ@hÛûÏ@oi@Åčz‘Łìß…N 

 
I want to conclude with saying that the late Rabi Hannibal Alkhas was truly an exceptional poet.  
His works in any style he wrote as far as technicality did comply with the requirements of that 
particular style.  Furthermore, the artistry element in his works that is very unique to him makes 
his poetry timeless pieces of literature in vernacular Syriac.  He always gave credit to the 
richness of our mother language for enabling him to compose poetry in so many styles.  He often 
used idiomatic speech or made references to our ancestral heritages in his works.  His eloquent 
writing style was influenced by his intellectual capability and imaginative talent.  He did a 
tremendous service to our nation by helping the survival of our mother language through his 
works.  He truly followed the footsteps of his late father in this regard.  In my opinion, any 
reader of his works will acknowledge these statements.  To me however, Hannibal lives for 
ever.  I will cherish his friendship for as long as I live.  I feel so fortunate to have known him at a 
very personal level that resulted from our comprehensive interaction in the last few years of his 
life.  I learned the quatrain technique while putting Hannibal’s selected poetry works in a book 
for him and I composed two quatrains for him.  The last time I recited these two quatrains to him 
was on Saturday August 20th, 2010 in Turlock when I saw him for the last time.  I would like to 
wrap-up my speech with reciting these two quatrains. 
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ÝÈđjnãô@dčíZ@
@@@„ŁëòčzÀÀ‘Łìß@‰ñŁìÀÀîÐßþì×@ìÀÀčç@aĆ‰ŁìÀÀrÈđß@†ÀÀđ× 
@şëòÀÀÀčíõû¶ë@„ŁëòÀÀÀčîäđ»đòi@æflìÀÀÀí@dÀÀÀčÐčîÜfli„Ł 
@@@@@@ÊþìÀ’mžói@ðŠčß…@dÐflìčí@òîĆjß@ÝîĆŠčß@dčãča 
@@@„ŁìÀÀÀÀãŠÔđîßë@„ŁìÀÀÀÀäčjflzđß@åÀÀÀÀfl’îčÐië@æflìÀÀÀÀm@

@
ÝÈđjnãô@dčíZ@

@„ŁìäčîÇfl̂ ÀÀÀÀÀÀß@dÀÀÀÀÀÀčäí@a‰čòÀÀÀÀÀÀäfli@ÅčnäčçˆÀÀÀÀÀÀđß@
@@@„ŁëòÀÀÀÀčrmò×@dÀÀÀčäí@dÀÀÀÀĆíŁëđß@dÀÀÀŽrč@dÀÀÀĆ’Ëfl‡@
ïÀÀÀčÜzflíŒß@æđòÀÀÀßŁëa@ïÀÀÀđäi@ÝÀÀÀ×…@dÀÀÀčßìčí@cñča@

@@ëŠÀÀčjžäđçë@„ŁşìÀÀäßđa…@aŠÏŁìÀÀ‘„ŁìäčÜËŁìÀÀ‘…@cčñŁ@
 

 


