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1) My heart is a satellite dish and your eyes are Arabsat // the signal is a live transmission direct from

your lips
2) The heart is the producer and [its] feelings are newscasters // and my desire is a correspondent [who

brings the news] right to you
3) A non-stop transmission shown five different times // but the best program is when I stay awake all

night thinking about you.
4) Cut off the broadcast of those who envy you // and switch their cable with the cable of those who adore

you.
5) Even if all the stations broadcast static // the receiver of my roaming mind will always find your

frequencies.
6) Try the buttons on the remote of my feelings a couple of times // you’ll find that it only picks your

channels.



