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The next issue of April will have a special focus on Sufi poetry with translation in
both Arabic and English.
“if-’lﬁy‘jMJJ‘M‘L;‘W}@J}‘A‘JMJ‘&VBWW&J\J(JL‘L“A"\"J‘




NADWAH

Poetry in Translation
Bimonthly e-Magazine
Chief Editor: Sayed Gouda
Issue 9 - 2nd. Year- February 2020

« [
o A il 4 5 58] s
R JS s
8352 Ao 1 )l
YTl A Rl ] sl



About Nadwah

Nadwah is a multilingual bimonthly poetry e-magazine
that focuses on poetry in translation. Poems published
in Nadwah are translated into both English and Arabic
together with the poem in its original language.

The magazine’s online pages:
https://www.arabicnadwah.com

https://www.arabicnadwah.com/e-nadwah.htm
https://www.facebook.com/

Nadwah-1909767062610646/

Editorial Board:

Nadwah welcomes more poets/translators to join the
editorial board. To contact the current editorial board
for submission, write to the respective editor:

Chief Editor/Arabic & Chinese sections editor:
Sayed Gouda
arabicnadwah@gmail.com
English and German sections editor: Birgit Bunzel
blinderbunzel@gmail.com
Greek section editor: Sarra Thilykou
sthilykou@gmail.com
Indian section editor: Dileep Jhaveri
jhaveri.dileep@gmail.com
Indian section editor: Durba Sengupta
durbadscribbler@gmail.com
Italian section editor: Luca Benassi
benax76
Japanese section editor: Maki Starfield

makistarfield@gmail.com

Korean section editor: Lena Oh
oh.sunyoung@gmail.com
Macedonian section editor: Trajan Petroveski
trajan.petrovski@yahoo.com
Polish section editor: Hatif Janabi
hatifjanabi
Russian section editor: Alexey Filimonov

afilimonov22@gmail.com

Slovenian section editor: Marjan Strojan

marjan.strojan@gmail.com

Art consultants: Birgit Bunzel
blinderbunzel@gmail.com

mkassifi@gmail.com
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Mamdouh Kassifi

Call for Submissions

Nadwah invites submissions in
English or Arabic. The
deadline for the April 2020
issue is 15 March. Please
indicate whether you are the
author/translator or hold the
copyright of your poem/
translation. Your poems should
be sent to the respective
section editors and cc’d to the
chief editor.

Nadwah reserves the right to
correct obvious language
errors, but will consult poets
and/or translators when in
doubt.

You may follow updates on the
Nadwah website:
www.arabicnadwah.com/e-
nadwah.htm

Publishing Guidelines

Font: 11, Times New Roman.
Titles: Unless the whole poem
is written in lower case, all
titles should be capitalized.
Length: Poems of 40 lines or
less are preferred.

Themes: Priority will be given
to poems of universal themes
and humanistic values.

Form: Nadwah focuses on
rhythmic poems, whether in
metrical traditional forms or
free verse proper, i.e.
accentuated or syllabic poems.
Nevertheless, the content is
equally important in order to
give form a meaningful
substance. Prose poems of
outstanding value will also be
considered for publication.
Language: Inappropriate
language or content will not be
considered for publication.
Footnotes: No footnotes
except for occasional and
necessary annotations.
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EDITOR’S FOREWORD

While working on this new issue of
Nadwah, the world is hit by the
coronavirus epidemic. Its first infection
case was discovered in the Chinese city of
Wuhan. The Chinese government failed to
deal with this infection in a timely manner
and chose to keep it a secret. Soon
enough, there was an outbreak in the
whole of Wuhan and the matter could not
be kept secret anymore. Even though the
Chinese government had to close off the
whole city, it was a bit too late as more
than 5 million citizens left Wuhan for the
Chinese New Year holiday. The virus
spread into every corner of China and is
now spreading in the whole world. Cases
of infection and of death are on the rise on
a daily basis. The situation does not seem
to get better in China, and possibly not in
the rest of the world.

Whether this virus was transmitted to
humans from a food market full of
inedible wildlife or leaked from the high-
security biological weapons lab next door
to it, is still unclear. Whether it is part of
China’s ambition to develop its biological
weapons arsenal, or part of a secret
biological warfare between two evils, it is
always the innocent who pay for it. In the
midst of this epidemic and all its
aftermaths, it is a challenge not to panic,
not lay blame on the wrong people, and
not to wonder what the future holds. It is
also a challenge to continue to focus on
poetry. However, as Frost once said, “In
three words I can sum up everything I’ve
learned about life: it goes on.” While you
go on with your life and poetry, please
keep safe and sound.

It is our pleasure to have Simon Ortiz
as our Guest of Honour, a prominent
native American poet, who uses his poetry
in order to voice out his people’s cause,
shed light on their heritage, and project the
the many injustices they have suffered.

We also welcome other poets who are
featured in this issue for the first time,
such as Kon Markogiannis, D. H.

Hamilton, Zi Ling’er, Mariko Sumikura
and Valentina Cirleo.

We pray that we launch the next issue
of April in a healthier world. Until then,
stay safe!

Sayed Gouda
Hong Kong
6 February 2020
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WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE - UK (1564 - 1616)

SONNET 1

From fairest creatures we desire increase,
That thereby beauty's rose might never die,
But as the riper should by time decease,
His tender heir might bear his memory:

But thou, contracted to thine own bright eyes,
Feed'st thy light's flame with self-substantial fuel,
Making a famine where abundance lies,

Thyself thy foe, to thy sweet self too cruel.

Thou that art now the world's fresh ornament
And only herald to the gaudy spring,

Within thine own bud buriest thy content

And, tender churl, makest waste in niggarding.

Pity the world, or else this glutton be,
To eat the world's due, by the grave and thee.

SONNET 2

When forty winters shall besiege thy brow,
And dig deep trenches in thy beauty’s field,
Thy youth’s proud livery, so gazed on now,
Will be a tatter’d weed, of small worth held:

Then being ask’d where all thy beauty lies,
Where all the treasure of thy lusty days,

To say, within thine own deep-sunken eyes,
Were an all-eating shame and thriftless praise.

How much more praise deserved thy beauty’s use,
If thou couldst answer “This fair child of mine
Shall sum my count and make my old excuse,’
Proving his beauty by succession thine!

This were to be new made when thou art old,
And see thy blood warm when thou feel’st it cold.

William Shakespeare was an English poet and
playwright. His work includes 154 sonnets and 39
plays. His influence on the English language and
literature is unmatched. His works have been
translated and studied worldwide maybe more than

any other poet in any language. (the editor).
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JOHN DONNE - UK (1572 - 1631

A VALEDICTION: FORBIDDING MOURNING

As virtuous men pass mildly away,
And whisper to their souls to go,

Whilst some of their sad friends do say
The breath goes now, and some say, No:

So let us melt, and make no noise,

No tear-floods, nor sigh-tempests move;
'"Twere profanation of our joys

To tell the laity our love.

Moving of th' earth brings harms and fears,
Men reckon what it did, and meant;

But trepidation of the spheres,
Though greater far, is innocent.

Dull sublunary lovers' love
(Whose soul is sense) cannot admit
Absence, because it doth remove
Those things which elemented it.

But we by a love so much refined,

That our selves know not what it is,
Inter-assured of the mind,

Care less, eyes, lips, and hands to miss.

Our two souls therefore, which are one,
Though I must go, endure not yet

A breach, but an expansion,
Like gold to airy thinness beat.

If they be two, they are two so
As stiff twin compasses are two;

Thy soul, the fixed foot, makes no show
To move, but doth, if the other do.
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JOHN DONNE - UK (1840 - 1928)
CLASSICS CORNER
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John Donne was an English poet and priest. He is a leading metaphysical poet in his time.
Modernist poets, such as T. S. Eliot and W. B. Yeats, rediscovered his poetic genius. His place as a
great English poet and writer is unquestioned now. (the editor) L
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ALEKSA SANTIC - BOSNIA & HERZEGOVINA (1868-1924) MODERN POETRY

EMINA

S grana vjetar duhnu pa niz pleci puste

Sino¢, kad se vratih iz topla hamama,
Prodoh pokraj baste staroga imama;
Kad tamo, u basti, u hladu jasmina,
S' ibrikom u ruci stajaSe Emina.

Rasplete joj one pletenice guste,
Zamirisa kosa ko zumbuli plavi,
A meni se krenu bururet u glavi!

Malo ne posrnuh, mojega mi dina,

Ja kakva je, pusta! Tako mi imana,
Stid je ne bi bilo da je kod sultana!
Pa jos kada Sece i ple¢ima krece...
- Ni hodzin mi zapis vis§e pomo¢ nece!

Ja joj nazvah selam. al' moga mi dina
Ne $¢e ni da Cuje lijepa Emina,

No u srebren ibrik zahitila vode

Pa po basti dzule zalivati ode;

EMINA

Last night, returning from the warm hamam,

I passed by the garden of the old imam,

And lo, in the garden, in the shade of a jasmine,
There with a pitcher in her hand stood Emina.

What beauty! By my Muslim faith I could swear,
She wouldn’t be ashamed if she were at the sultan’s!
And the way she walks and her shoulders move...
-Not even a hodja’s amulet could help me!

I offered her salaam, but by my faith,
Beautiful Emina wouldn’t even hear it.
Instead, scooping water in her silver pitcher,
Around the garden she went to water the roses.

A wind blew from the branches down her lovely shoulders

Unravelling those thick braids of hers.
Her hair gave off a scent of blue hyacinths,
Making me giddy and confused!

I nearly stumbled, I swear by my faith,
But beautiful Emina didn’t come to me.
She only gave me a frowning look,

Not caring, the naughty one, that I’'m crazy for her!
Translate

from the Bosnian by Omer Hadziselimovié¢

No meni ne dode lijepa Emina.
Samo me je jednom pogledala mrko,
Niti haje, alcak, $to za njom crko'!...
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Aleksa Santi¢ was a poet from Bosnia and Herzegovina. As a Herzegovinan Serb poet, his poetry
reflects the urban life and culture. He was one of the leading figures of the Serbian literary scene
in Mostar. The poem has become a popular folk song and played in cafes until now. (the editor)
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THOMAS HARDY - UK (1840 - 1928)

‘WE SAT AT THE WINDOW’
(Bournemouth, 1875)

We sat at the window looking out,
And the rain came down like silken strings
That Swithin's day. Each gutter and spout
Babbled unchecked in the busy way

Of witless things:
Nothing to read, nothing to see
Seemed in that room for her and me

On Swithin's day.

We were irked by the scene, by our own selves; yes,

For I did not know, nor did she infer
How much there was to read and guess
By her in me, and to see and crown
By me in her.
Wasted were two souls in their prime,
And great was the waste, that July time
When the rain came down.

A THUNDERSTORM IN TOWN
(A Reminiscence, 1893)

She wore a new 'terra-cotta' dress,

And we stayed, because of the pelting storm,
Within the hansom's dry recess,

Though the horse had stopped; yea, motionless
We sat on, snug and warm.

Then the downpour ceased, to my sharp sad pain,
And the glass that had screened our forms before
Flew up, and out she sprang to her door:

I should have kissed her if the rain

Had lasted a minute more.

Thomas Hardy was an English poet and
novelist. He was influence by William
Wordsworth. His poetry was praised by
Modernist poets such as Ezra Pound, W. H.
Auden and Philip Larkin (the editor)
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PAUL LAURENCE DUNBAR - USA (1872-1906)

SYMPATHY

I know what the caged bird feels, alas!

When the sun is bright on the upland slopes;
When the wind stirs soft through the springing grass,
And the river flows like a stream of glass;

When the first bird sings and the first bud opes,
And the faint perfume from its chalice steals—

I know what the caged bird feels!

I know why the caged bird beats his wing
Till its blood is red on the cruel bars;

For he must fly back to his perch and cling
When he fain would be on the bough a-swing;
And a pain still throbs in the old, old scars
And they pulse again with a keener sting—

I know why he beats his wing!

I know why the caged bird sings, ah me,

When his wing is bruised and his bosom sore,—
When he beats his bars and he would be free;
It is not a carol of joy or glee,

But a prayer that he sends from his heart’s deep core,

But a plea, that upward to Heaven he flings—
I know why the caged bird sings!

Paul Laurence Dunbar was an American
poet, novelist and playwright. His reputation
rests upon his verse and short stories written
in black dialect. He was the first black
writer in the U.S. to make a concerted
attempt to live by his writings and one of the
first to attain national prominence.
(Britannica) .
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ROBERT FROST - USA (1874 - 1963)

THE ROAD NOT TAKEN

Two roads diverged in a yellow wood,
And sorry I could not travel both

And be one traveler, long I stood

And looked down one as far as I could
To where it bent in the undergrowth;

Then took the other, as just as fair,

And having perhaps the better claim
Because it was grassy and wanted wear,
Though as for that the passing there
Had worn them really about the same,

And both that morning equally lay

In leaves no step had trodden black.
Oh, I kept the first for another day!
Yet knowing how way leads on to way
I doubted if I should ever come back.

I shall be telling this with a sigh
Somewhere ages and ages hence:
Two roads diverged in a wood, and I,
I took the one less traveled by,

And that has made all the difference.

MODERN POETRY
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Robert Lee Frost was an American poetAmerican poet who was much admired for his depictions
of the rural life of New England, his command of American colloquial speech, and his realistic

verse portraying ordinary people in everyday situations. (Britannica)
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SHU XTANGCHENG - HONG KONG (1921 - 1999)
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THAT NIGHT

That night, somewhere
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Came many a bark of dogs.
The diamond-like mountain lights
Glittered like other nights.
But lonely were those street-lights,

And the long streets were longer than ever.

That night, the locked-up doors were opened.

And the sound of footsteps died away.
Night was trembling. And the city’s pulse
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Was beating from heart to heart.

That night, standing in the turbulence of wind

The doors with scars on their faces
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Were waiting for the dawn

And the door-owners to come back.
Translated from the Chinese by the author
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POETRY

Poetry gives mankind
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Not silver nor gold;

Ah, it gives mankind

A beautiful mind!
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Shu Xiangcheng (1921-1999) was
born in Huiyang County, Guangdong
Province. He was a poet, novelist and
essayist. Considered by many critics to
be one of the best Hong Kong poets in
the second half of the 20th. (the editor)
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SAADY YOUSUF - IRAQ (1934 -

MODERN POETRY
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THE COFFEE GETS COLD ON THE BALCONY

The lantern hanging between the climbing plants
does not emit light,

but some eyes give me light on the balcony:

Two chairs and a table (all made of plastic)

and a tray of coffee.

The sun has not entirely set:

The fern is still green on the tree.

A squirrel jumps down to disappear completely in the
greenery.

The farthest house my eyes can see will light up its garden
lantern in a minute,

while the coffee gets cold on the balcony.

Some spring breezes waft under the table...

and the balcony gets cold, slowly.

O woman, do not count your breaths!
Do not take the lantern as a dress...
May I touch your palm?
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Translated from the Arabic by Sayed Gouda

SAADY YOUSUF is an Iraqi poet. Born in al-Khasib, Basra in 1934. He worked in teaching and
cultural journalism and moved to many countries. Yousuf witnessed wars and civil wars, put in
prison and forced into exile. He received several international and local awards. (http://

www.saadiyousif.com/new/)
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SIMON ORTIZ - ACOMA PUEBLO GUEST OF HONOUR

Simon Ortiz: “Sing, tell stories, make and do art, be
political and resist!’

Nadwah — Hong Kong
Interviewed by B.B. on 9 January 2020

Nadwah: Mr. Ortiz, you are a famous and award-winning indigenous
American writer and have given many interviews in the past. Although
I would like to avoid asking the same questions that were previously asked, allow me to
first pose some general questions for the international readers of Nadwah not yet familiar
with you and your work, and then focus a little more on your poetic style.

N. Obviously, your heritage and identity as a Pueblo Indian is the lifeblood of your
writing. How do you see yourself as a poet in this context in today’s world?

SO: My cultural heritage as an Indigenous American person is my identity. According to
the cultural tradition of my people and our cultural community, we, as human peoples and
beings, are to believe in the sacredness of life sustained by the Creative Powers that made/
created us, nourish us, protects us, and sustains us. With love and loving, we are sustained
by our human powers that are provided by the Sacred Powers/Forces that created us.
With a sense of responsibility and obligation for our lives and all other human peoples,
animals, plants, and all beings animate and non-animate that are part of the Mother Earth,
we shall continue within the dynamic lifeblood that is vital and essential to us. Poetry is
the essential element of comprehension, belief, energy, advocacy, spiritual nourishment,
and language that guide and advocate for us. In a sense, everyone and everything is a part
of this sustainable and creative and celebratory voice of poetry.

N: You have credited the political climate and activities of the day as one of the
fundamental reasons for altering your writing style from absolute self-expression, to
a new focus on the unheard Native American voice. Can you explain this further?
Have you found (or have you aspired to find) a balance between the two?

SO: Our political voice is the active struggle that is necessary for us to express in order to
live responsibly for the life we are provided by the Creative Force/Power that made us and
sustains us. We are a part of the Earth Mother Planet we live upon and the Universe we
are a part of. We are able to provide for ourselves with responsibility and obligation; we
are responsible for the property maintenance of the sacred land, water, air, plants, animals,
and all the other sacred sources of sacred life. To me, that is having a political voice in the
human world. Indigenous peoples of the Earth are still a very active and thriving force
within the Creative Force. Indigenous peoples recite the knowledge provided by their
elders--not only current ones but those who lived countless generations before the present
one--and they remind us this is the way current communities of people must conduct
themselves in order to keep on being responsible and have a sense of obligation to the
sustaining powers of the Creative Earth. I do not necessarily have a "new voice" or focus
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SIMON ORTIZ - ACOMA PUEBLO GUEST OF HONOUR

since I am voicing what has been said before. It's true the Indigenous voice is not heard
enough because Western culture and community are so insistent on being heard they push
our Indigenous voices aside. And we are a lesser heard voice and our population numbers
are very small and somewhat insignificant.

Although I'm fairly insistent on being heard, I'm not the only one who has such a voice.
And I do not know for sure if there is a balance possible between the Indigenous voice and
the Western voice. But I do know it is possible for the Western value system to allow itself
to listen to the voices that their ancient peoples also treasured and loved--they will find and
know once again it is the Earth Mother that gave them life.

N: Reading your past interviews, there are some expressions that appear repeatedly:
storytelling, poetry as a human voice, dispossession, spiritual dimensions, resistance...
Interviewing you from Hong Kong at this point, where resistance has gripped society,
it begs to ask how do you connect resistance and poetry?

SO: Resistance is necessary. The poetry I write insists there is no choice but to resist
destruction. Stay alive in the face of destruction. It is necessary to resist being destroyed.
We don't want to die and vanish from this earth. It doesn't make sense for that to happen. It
is very sensible to struggle to be alive. If water is being denied to human life and plant life,
fight for that water. If land is being ruined by mining, fight against mining. We and all of
human civilization need land to safely and healthfully live upon. If people are being
oppressed and jailed for voicing their beliefs about the necessity of beneficial land use, then
they have to fight for their land.

This is insistence on being alive. Resistance is needed in all of the Americas. Resistance is
needed throughout the world of Mother Earth.

Resistance is needed in all parts of the world but especially Mother Earth. Write and do
poetry, tell stories of your peoples' struggles to stay alive. Sing about love of your land,
people, culture, community. Teach and encourage your children to be expressive of being
alive with life. Sing, tell stories, make and do art, be political and resist!

N: As an Acoma Pueblo Indian, your native inner language—the language you
consider the language of your thoughts and passions—is Acoma. How do you deal
with writing in English? Do you feel that you are writing ‘in translation’? Are there
things that remain unexpressed?

SO: In this interview, | have used Indigenous American or Indigenous People. I have not
used the words "American Indian." Indian is a misnomer anyway. So I do not use the word
"Indian." Wrongful and destructive use of wordage purposely and intentionally is wrong.
That wrongful use took place very early in the contact of Indigenous Peoples and European
Peoples. (At least, according to recorded "history.") To purposely mislead history by
misidentification of Indigenous Peoples of the Americas. In our Indigenous cultural
communities, Indigenous Peoples have their own languages; there are hundreds of
Indigenous languages throughout the Americas today. While many of those languages have
perished over the past numbers of years, many have survived and continue today.
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SIMON ORTIZ - ACOMA PUEBLO GUEST OF HONOUR

Indigenous languages are a fact: alive and vibrant and thriving, although many of them
have also changed and, in fact, vanished at the same time. In fact though, today they are
alive within the newer languages--especially English, Spanish, French, Dutch, and others--
that were introduced into Indigenous lands, communities, and languages. In fact, English
and other languages have incorporated Indigenous meanings into their languages. Place and
event names in the U.S. and Canada and South America are derived from Indigenous
origins not European sources. Subconsciously, politically, culturally, Indigenous concepts
are a vital, strong, creative, poetic, and firm part of the modern-day vocabulary. Literary
terminology verbally is difficult to control and cultivate and "protect”" because the soul of
language is still human in the sense that we, as human beings, ascribe to a higher power
that is mythic in a reality unknown to us. And Indigenous Peoples of the Americas and
world wide are keepers and knowers of this reality. The question of translation asked above
is irrelevant in a way I have to say when it deals with language alone. Ways of cultural
philosophy come into play and this is a focus that still needs deeper insight, examination,
and recognition.

Poet, fiction and creative nonfiction writer Simon J. Ortiz (Acoma Pueblo) is a retired Regents
Professor at Arizona State University and editor emeritus of Red Ink journal. He is determined to
express an Indigenous voice that he believes is the essence of present-day reality, conscience,
culture, and sense of responsibility.
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SIMON ORTIZ - ACOMA PUEBLO

Dream are so important because they are
lifetimes and roadways, and nobody should
ever self-righteously demean or misuse
them.

If they could have

dreamed untroubled

and gentle dreams,

dreams would have been roads.
Instead, self-righteousness
became a necessary style

for breathing, and breathing
self-righteously they deemed
themselves blessed and pure

so that not even breath

became life — DAZE F IR
life strangled EFrELd—
in their throats. £E
7E 1t 1] 49 IR 06 3%
Blood B3,
gurgled and ran backwards
and swirled them into a whirl EESiI]
of greed and callousness. SESEMY, X[E,
And this very dream crossed S5 ELESR
rivers and burned forests AR TE RS
and scarred futures. X—i5%
Hot stream poured SHLT R, MR T AR
from red frantic mouths. B T 3K,
PURM AR ITRIE E
BB T,
R B
Ly (3 o 13 i)y ¢ i) Jot e ou@y@wwewm
).....AJUC..;-\ WL@\JALO}\EJ@A gk;ug)\.b-\dl;paqu4d)L)
J..,c—d.;b (d‘;-\ \,\Aj iYL o;u\j\ww’é&\w
Sl 3 15 Dl sliols S s il NURREES
el 7 s o s e o g
S e B
4o s ° : . . o
o e 2 g e - 7 e f\ ‘ «iﬁfw"
L NERSESVIEEEY

GUEST OF HONOUR

TRUNLEE, AAMmIIZE®
SR ETE, RARBUNZE
Iz R EAT.

q0RfthA]

B HE N RUTRY
Im17|<E’J

PRFITRIEE.,

Bxith, BMAZE

3w

IFIRAERTTEIL,

B MU AZHFRFHEATIAN
B4, WEhE,

ol ML’ u.la.)\ i o Y.b

Jany Ly 55 G o Goll sl



SIMON ORTIZ - ACOMA PUEBLO

When I was younger — and
America was young too in the 19th
century — Whitman was a poet 1
loved, and I grew older. And
Whitman was dead.

O Whitman
spoke for them,
of course,
but he died.
That shed their sorrow
and shame
and cultured their anxiety.
They spoke an eloquent arrogance
by which they thought
they would be freed.
In their theaters, in their factories,
in their wars.

They wasted
their sons and uncles
as they came westward,
sullenly insisting
that perhaps, O Whitman,

O Whitman, he was wrong
and had mis-read the goal
of mankind.

And Whitman
who thought they were his own—
did he sorrow?

did he laugh?
Did he, did he?
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SIMON ORTIZ - ACOMA PUEBLO

The future will not be mad with loss and
waste though the memory will be there;
eyes will become kind and deep, and the
bones of this nation will mend after the
revolution.

Probably,

they didn’t know

that walls

would be constructed,

that wars were to make

these men possible.

That there

would be a time

when eyes would grow shallow,
when bones were to be broken,
when eardrums would be shattered,
and the final atomic waste swept
into piles and used

to estimate futures.

But then, they did not think,
they would have survived

if they did not know arrogance
and would have to share reports
of history which now rise

before us as mutant generations.
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SIMON ORTIZ - ACOMA PUEBLO

GUEST OF HONOUR

Thunder rolling across the plains is a beautiful valorous noise, but the train that became

America roars and rises.

The sky is brilliant
and expansive like the universe
on the concave of my eye.
My mind is a cove

of light
shining upon a vista
of a grassed great plain.
I know
there is a world
peopled with love.
I know
there are people

who speak
not in undertones
but gallantly and joyously,
who are valorous
with simple courage.
But looking at the VA hospital
fortressed with dike walls
in defense against the rising
Arkansas River, I see
a train that carries dreams
and freedom away.

Thunder rises

in me and its waves empty me.
0

train and people and plains,
look at me and the hospital
where stricken men and broken boys
are mortared and sealed
into its defensive walls. O look,
now.
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SIMON ORTIZ - ACOMA PUEBLO

GUEST OF HONOUR

We all called him Apache. They said all he did was carry out orders in Korea. The only
thing he ever talked about was dawn at Dulce and freedom, just like Billy.

There should be
moments of true terror
that would make men think
and that would cause women
to grab hold of children,
loving them, and saving them
for the generations
who would enjoy the rain.
Who are
these farmers,
who are these welders,
who are these scientists,
who are those soldiers
with cold flashing brilliance
and knives.
Who struck aside
the sacred dawn
and was not ashamed
before the natural sun and dew?
Atrtistically,
they splattered blood
along their mad progress;
they claimed the earth
and stole hearts and tongues
from buffalo and men,
the skilled
butchers, aerospace engineers,
physicists they became.
The future should hold them
secret, hidden and profound.
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SIMON ORTIZ - ACOMA PUEBLO

GUEST OF HONOUR

[ have always loved America, it is something precious in the memory in blood and cells

which insists on story, poetry, song, life, life.

In the Dayroom,

the Oklahoma Boy sits
sunken into the arms

of a wooden and leather couch
that has become his body.

The structure of his life

and the swirl of his mind

have become lead.

There is beauty

in his American life,

but the dread implanted

by the explosive

in Asia denies it.

The life he now matters by
is pushed away without pity
by the janitors broom
which strikes his shoe.

Only the corners

of his eyes and the edge

of his shoe know the quality
of the couch he has become.

It is the life he has submerged
into, a dream needing a name.
He has become the American,
vengeful and a wasteland

of fortunes, for now.
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SIMON ORTIZ - ACOMA PUEBLO

This America

has been a burden
of steel and mad
death,

but, look now,
there are flowers
and new grass
and a spring wind
rising

from Sand Creek.
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The dream

shall have a name

after all,

and it will not be vengeful
but wealthy with love

and compassion

and knowledge.

And it will rise

in this heart

which is our America.
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All the poems in this section are selected from Simon Ortiz’s from Sand Creek. The University of

Arizona Press, 2000.
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SALAH ELEWA - EGYPT

LAMENT

All of them went away

When dark clouds covered the sky
All of them

Threw on the shadows of my sadness
Fragments of prayers

Or bits of pity

All of them

Assumed, after years of bread and salt,
The demeanor of strangers

All of them

The singer, the wool weaver, the old
shopkeeper

The son of the scheming laborer who
drowned the wheat harvest

All of them

Left me here alone

Standing in deserted daylight

Among the ruins of a house
Harkening to echoes of their voices
Mumbling their broken excuses

As they drift further and further away

Translated from the Arabic by the author

CONTEMPORARY POETRY
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Salah Elewa is an Egyptian poet. He left Egypt in 1995 to Hong Kong where he resides now. He
received his MA in Comparative Literature and Criticism from the University of Hong Kong.
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SHEIKHA A. - PAKISTAN

THE HAND OF GRIS

for Krysia Jopek and Laura M. Kaminski
(Halima Ayuba)

Words have become stubborn
refusing to flow any other way;

trees have wired down to twigs
like bones struck by dark spirits.

The shelves on walls are coming
loose; she is inverting and wilting

like a moss-eroding clay statue.
There is a fountain on rich ground

swinging like a pendulum, stops
and changes swirl the way solstice

sings its hues before drowning
into eclipse. The field of despair

is purple like the field of light;
her parts come loose like hinges

on doors. Something inside snaps
and disconnects, and just like that

she is over the pain. Before the hand
detached, falling to earth - the light

of the stone, the incandescent dark,
the healing of lavender - coming into

origin, she sang in mute, of voice
unknown to words; the stubborn

sludge of despair came - the hand
of invoking - like a trapped torrent,

like birds of prey. The ground under
her feet shattered and wings flapped

CONTEMPORARY POETRY

in her face as buried
fears. She cast
her head to the stars
billowing light

like auric rings
encompassing her
being. She gathered and built until

the hand was whole; her melodies
renewed, and the path a glimmer

of constellations - hived domains -
unending spiral, and the rise eternal.

This illustration is courtesy of Suvojit Banerjee.
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Sheikha A. is from Pakistan and United Arab Emirates. Her works appear in a variety of literary

venues, both print and online, including several anthologies by different presses. Her poetry has

been translated into Spanish, Greek, Arabic and Persian. More about her can be found

at sheikha82.wordpress.com
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SANJEEV SETHI - INDIA

JOYANCE

Memory hoards imperfections.
Serenity in frontispiece is an
hideout for shell games. Is it
saga of low-pitched flashbacks?
Editing is a hungry machine. It
eats into seams of multilayered
stories and sensations.

SAGACITY

Inflection

and its allicient peculiarities
spurred my tongue

to carry awkwardness of language
pawed on the microphone

of feelings

by cries of confusion

in well-lit recesses
of the body.

As debater in halls of ivy
fluency of lines

cheered the audiences

but impact of annunciations
never reached me.
Understanding,

deep understanding

takes a lifetime

of contemplations.

INWARDNESS

The illiteracy of intimacy

hits me

in your ambience.

Will manuals of memory
break the monotony of images,
and shift me to my trench?

This orchestrates the ache
and highlights mismatch
between the hollowness

CONTEMPORARY POETRY

and happiness

you generate in me.
When will Lofn bestow 1
me her blessings?

NICETIES

Euchred by hard-heatedness
of dispensations
I seek residence in riffs.

While inebriation

holds its run

an idea seems redolent
of noetic refinement.
Following day

it is ready to be rebuked.

b

Likewise while inditing
an image or a word
possesses the earmark

of a perfect fit.

On perusing the poem
freshly: one sees daylight.

1 Lofn is the Goddess of forbidden loves - any romantic love
that is forbidden or frowned upon by family, clan, or society.
Her name means "permission", and she can be invoked to get
rid of shame around one's forbidden desires. She also
facilitates lovers in coming together, and protects them from
the wrath of others. While she may not change the minds of
the disapproving, she helps star-crossed lovers find a way to
be together safely and create their own hearth where the

vision is more tolerant. (http://www.northernpaganism.org/
shrines/handmaidens/lofn/who-is.html)

Sanjeev Sethi is published in over 25 countries. He has
more than 1200 poems printed or posted in venues around
the world. Wrappings in Bespoke, is Winner of Full Fat
Collection Competition-Deux organized by the Hedgehog
Poetry Press UK. It’s his fourth book. It will be issued in
2020. He lives in Mumbai, India.
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THE 12
PHOBIAS

1.

I'm afraid
of tomorrow
today
yesterday

2.

I'm afraid
to live
afraid

to die

3.

I'm afraid

I won't wake up
from the lethargy
of existence

4.

I'm afraid

of dreams

which haunt

my waking hours

5.
I'm afraid
to look

at my own
self

6.

I'm afraid

of my thoughts
my desires

my shadow

7.

I'm afraid

of the beast
which lives
within my gut

8.

I'm afraid

of nothingness
emptiness

and zeroness

9.

I'm afraid

of the darkness
which lies
inside me

10 .

I'm afraid

I may be reborn
and repeat

the same mistakes

11.

I'm afraid

but I do not know
why I should

be afraid

12.

I'm afraid

I might find
that fear

does not exist

Kon
Markogiannis
Translated by the
author
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JOHN C. MANNONE - USA

COLLECTING STONES WITH MY
GRANDDAUGHTER

Big Frog Mountain overlooks the lillypad lake
where we’d swim. Near water’s edge, she’d rake
the Indian Boundary sand; that cornmeal sand
floured through her small fingers as she sifted

for stones: flat ones that changed from dull gray

to smoky blue, and shined under water. She’d pluck
them out, they covered the palm of her hand as if
they were huge sweet raisins, then she’d run to her
lime-green bucket full of water and kerplunk them
along with the other silvery pieces of shale with a
salmon pink glitter.

But the real prizes were the lead-heavy chunks
shaped like cubes, some no wider than a pinky’s
fingernail. Others too big to grapple with toes—
those were the gold. Their iron-black faces

of chalcopyrite glinted with a bit of copper. Akin
to fools’ gold, but there were no fools on the beach
that day. Just a couple of folks on either end

of life. I’d bring her here so many times, yet
smiles of discovery were never lost, always fresh.
And when she’d bring me a busted stone, I’d stash
the memory in a pocket full of gold.

There was nothing
broken
in her little hands.

John C. Mannone edits poetry for Abyss & Apex.
He won the Jean Ritchie Fellowship in
Appalachian literature (2017) and served as
celebrity judge for the National Federation of State
Poetry Societies (2018). His work appears in many
poetry periodicals. He’s a retired professor of
physics living near Knoxville, TN.

Website: http://jcmannone.wordpress.com
Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/jcmannone
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JOHN C. MANNONE - USA

CONTEMPORARY POETRY
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MENDING

Before the buck and kick,
the whinny and snort,

I see you gaze at me L. (Sl gk g
in the shimmer of your eye. Al el
TSR REREER]
Which'ong of us will break c Sl a3
first, give in to the other’s
. 10 e
stallion will? NETRAL
I feel the wet gleam 33, ety Yl
of your wide-eyed questions NS
in those mirrors
and the brokenness L i
P B ) JRA
washed with ebb and flow Gl dal ) el
of your heart, my heart— Ll el
so many ripples LY
in the sky-blue there.
S Qg oy ro J gl
No, you are free, [ will yield g0 o dedd
but not break — 5 ek
either you or me, yet [ am S| .
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on your bare back Blea e el
holding on for dear life
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http://jcmannone.wordpress.com

Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/jcmannone
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D.J. HAMILTON - USA CONTEMPORARY POETRY

WHY ARE THERE ACTORS?

There is a darkness inside some
that no sun, or moon, or candle or
energy efficient fluorescent lamp
may brighten.

Only the blinding light

of public affirmation

reaches that dark corner.

There is a rain so hard and a wind so cold
that only the laughter of others
might give us shelter.

There is a wound so deep
that no medicine may salve it
but applause.

And the wound and the dark
and the rain and the cold
come back

each and every dawn.

For Philip Seymour Hoffman, died 2 February 2014, and

Robin Williams, died 11 August 2014.

"From The Hummingbird Sometimes Flies

Backwards (Proverse Hong Kong, 2019), copyright D. J.

Hamilton, published under sole and exclusive license by
Proverse Hong Kong".

D. J. Hamilton is an American poet now living and
teaching in Hong Kong, having previously taught in
Mexico. The founder of Theatre Babylon, a small
alternative theatre company focused on new plays, he
has acted and/or directed plays in Canada, Europe,
Mexico, New York and other US cities. He has been
published in a handful of publications and has won
local awards for his poetry, and plays, and a New York
Fringe Festival award for his theatre directing. The
Proverse Prize is the first international prize to his
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Z1 LING’ER - CHINA

CONTEMPORARY POETRY
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It's windy. I'm back north, back on my land.
Back in the hoarse, waterless wind.

You're in the distance. The sea becomes imagination.
Some displaced blue, just over my eyes.

It's been a deadly encounter. There's no sea here.
Only autumn, purple, lonely, they are quiet and
beautiful.

I extracted the dialogue, the fire, the desolate four
wilds from my memory.
Like a leaf, warm from the dead yellow, and the
sunset.

Translated from the Chinese by Dr Rizwan Mansoor Bajwa

Zi Ling’er: Young writer and poet. Member of Shaanxi Provincial Composition Association, and
editor of the Round Table poetry periodical. Her work appeared in several periodicals. She has two
collections of poetry.
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MARIKO SUMIKURA - JAPAN
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CONTEMPORARY POETRY

MY VOICE

When I was born
I cried at the top of
My little throat

When I was a pupil
I ran in schoolyard
With cheers

I came to know later

The serious voice
Which breaks air.

I came to adult age

The voice became strong
And low

Still
Love never showed up
With the sound of a voice

Instead
Spirited eyes
Tender finger tips

No aerial margins
To make sounds
Between us

Love was not fragile

When a story appeared

My voice told it.

Translated from the Japanese by the author

Mariko Sumikura (Japan): Poet, essayist, translator. Born in Kyoto (1952), Graduated from
Ristumeikan University. Representative of Japan Universal Poets Association, Chief-in-editor of
online international journal "Poetic-Bridge: Ama-Hashi". She was invited to several international
poetry readings. Her poetry translation won several international awards.




MARIKO SUMIKURA - JAPAN

U5 e
e o

s e Yoy 018
Loles Cype
33 ) mlol Gl

Lﬁuia\}hy
gV e
b Led

&;}Ju&}
B g s 3l W o Lo 5

CONTEMPORARY POETRY

SFP

OLL! = 1) 58 g 5500l

Sl e
gl el
byl G

el ol (3 S

al Ul

RSO PR FE S
5l S )

J.‘LJJ\WL‘;’C&MT
(5 @ gl o
T s

Ot s sl (3 i ((V40Y) 5558 3y L OLU o e 20 ¢ Yo 518 €3l ¢ 5Sin pas 55 o
Qb\:-‘).@i\ua.)gu\a.ui;.:;) L;Luui—&;fuy@jﬂ\wj}wj«@bu\&u\;\ﬂ\wm

.@j)j\ﬁE.\;{L\,uﬁ\L@ﬁLQij\éwLﬂ\

41




JUMOKE VERISSIMO - NIGERIA CONTEMPORARY POETRY

BEFORE DEPARTURE

(For the Binj) “There s some promise
in what you wrote
promise,
but you need to work
on it. Some more.
Let's keep talking, but
I don 't know the future.”

I recall you
sitting
on a beach

with us—me
you, them—netting

dreams by the waters Frolicking waves play

behind a table
of disembodied texts;

we ate

roast fish A shoulder wants
as to carry the waters
frolicking and its burden
waves play ou can tell
behind a table Y '

of disembodied texts. Is somebody somebody

We resolve: (g)?\g i they
the cast the unbodied
on the table a body to depart with?
must drink Y part Wi
up encouragement.
Hence,
cpncealed WEST
cigarette smokes
blend into Lean against me
bibulous smiles. ; 8
Fish stars
Metal table shuddered In my eyes
as a slight slap Feel i
Nothing
on the back
But love.

asked legs to rise;
walk into advice.

Jumoke Verissimo is the author of two books of poetry, I am memory (Dada Books, 2008) and
The Birth of lllusion (Fullpoint 2015). She is the author of the novel, 4 Small Silence (Cassava
Republic, 2019). Her imaginative work explores the human condition, traumatic constructions and
the intersection of gender relations as it relates to love, loss and hope. Verissimo is also a PhD
Student at the University of Alberta, Canada.
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VALENTINA CIURLEO - ITALY

1.

Il limite dello sguardo
strozzato mai completo
come se non sentisse
non trovasse

luce.

Ma ¢’¢ un sogno

oltre il tempo

che passa negli spazi
scavalca silenzi

atterra tormenti

E alto il colore di chi ama.
Una notte alla lampara.

2.

E arte il sentire

toccare con gli occhi
danzare pulsando.
Esplode tra le braccia
come nel fiore il frutto.
Sensuale la rapina dei sensi.
Il tocco del gusto
I’incantesimo giunge
fin dove canta

la tempesta.

Svegliarsi accanto.

CONTEMPORARY POETRY
1

The limit of looking

is throttled and never complete
as it would not hear

and it would not find

light.

But there is a dream

beyond time

that passes through spaces

climbs over silences

knocks down torments.

The color of lovers is bright.

A night at the fishing-light attractor.

2.

Feeling is art

touching with eyes
pulsating dance

Explodes through the arms
as the fruit of a flower
The ecstasy of the senses is seductive
the touch of taste

comes as a spell

until the tempest sings

and you wake up.

Valentina Ciurleo was born in Rome (Italy) in 1973 where she works as a teacher. Her poems and
short stories appeared in prominent Italian magazines and web sites. In 2007, she published the
poetry book Oltre la linea dell’emozione (Beyond the Emotion Line).

Li




VALENTINA CIURLEO - ITALY

CONTEMPORARY POETRY

Y Wlay| = 5l 55 Lzl
O osal O3
el
u,a.,Ln L}.éjj \
3,800 05 oo ol oS et 5 uses
& e 13520 L e sY
‘3}.,\;.“ zbwl e L‘JJ}
By Jia S e 50
oo\l L;v’ﬁg”"
| e s Gl a0
53 3 oo 52 V) o Lo 5 oo g
Q\;W\ﬂ
AR FA

LB ha Olaall O 9
Lol

cé\yjo)’umézﬁﬁ_ﬂ\wjuﬁwoﬁ a.w‘).»\.‘od.o.ﬁdﬁ&- \QVV€-LG&§(LWJU=&)L{5JL}}1JJ}JJL?LJUQJJ}
.(wu\k};bj)i)\);@lv&iiﬁwaﬁ ¢ Y"V(s\.;‘:j SJLMS.?SU@H”J:SH

45




A MOMENT OF RHYTHM

Poetry, regardless of its culture and
language, spouted from the same source
and streamed down the same course
towards a universal destination. Poetry is
not only believed to be the earliest form of
art, but it also combines different art forms
in language like music and painting (Scott
1853: 14). It is not an overstatement to say
that poetry is the father of all arts, because
the invention of its medium, which is
language, predates all other human
inventions. In ancient times, poetry was
transmitted orally for generations before it
was written down.

Almost all poetics started as songs
chanted by poets either for self-
amusement or for people to sing it.
Ancient mythologies stress on the
fundamental connection between poetry,
music, and dance as we find, for example,
in Greek mythology that the Mousa or
Mousai (Muses), who are the nine
daughters of Zeus and Mnemosyne, are
the goddesses of music, dance, poetry, and
knowledge.

This ancient relation between
poetry, music, and dance merged them
into one harmonious form of art and
unified them in one common principle,
which is ‘measured motion’. Even after
each of them became independent, they
can still meet in modern drama (Atkins
1923: 7). The three forms of art are
identified by their ‘measured motion’
within their different mediums. This
homogeneous motion is what is known as
‘thythm’, which is the repetition of a
certain unit whether it is a unit of sound,
movement, tune, colour, design, or others.

In Arbeit und Rhythmus [Work
and Rhythm, 1899], Karl Biicher discusses
how rhythm began in the primitive ages
when people sang their fatigue away in
rhythmic words while toiling in fields or
doing their daily labour. Centuries later,
poets refined their primitive songs and
turned them into folk songs with less
focus on meaning and more refrains to

L

serve the same purpose these songs had
served in the past. Apart from the
entertainment purpose, these songs of the
primitive ages, accompanied by ritual
dance, also served the religious purpose of
warding off evil spirits.

In spite of his admiration of
Biicher’s theory, Atkins does not find it
answering the fundamental question of the
origin of rhythm in terms of aesthetics. He
explains that rhythm exists only in the
human mind and is a human creation that
started as a measured movement in dance.
When accompanied by music, the dance
rhythm becomes stricter, more
proportioned, and more rational. Words,
too, received the strict measurements of
music, and this is how the three forms of
arts united as perceived by Sievers. Only
when words divorced music, did a less
rigid and more subtle linguistic rhythm
arise in which speech became the sole
bearer of rhythm. In spite of this divorce,
which is best manifested in epics and
dramatic verse, lyrics still bear the
characteristics of music (Atkins 1923:
12-13).

In his defence of French lyricism,
André Gide quoted Baudelaire’s definition
of poetry in his notes to Preface to Les
fleurs du mal, (The Flowers of Evil) that
‘Rhythm and rhyme answer man’s
immortal need for monotony, symmetry,
and surprise, as opposed to the vanity and
danger of inspiration’ (Preminger 1993:
428). This rhythm is expressed by the
Pythagoreans in numbers and advocated
by Plato as harmony, which is ‘the first
condition of the highest good’ (Santayana
1900: 287). Not only did the ancient
Greeks combine both poetry and music,
ancient Chinese and Arabs did the same
too. This will be demonstrated in the next
issue. Until then, stay safe and sound.

Dr Sayed Gouda
PhD in Comparative Prosody
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THE STORY OF A PAINTING d> 5) a8

Van Gogh painted The Starry Night while he was patient in a mental institute just before
sunrise in June 1889. The east-facing iron-barred window in his bedroom in Saint-Paul-
de-Mausole overlooked this village. The stars and the moon in the painting were visible to
Van Gogh. Only the village was not visible to him from his bedroom window. It was said
that he painted the village from a sketch drawn earlier from a hillside above the village of
Saint-Rémy de Provence. (Complied from: https://www.vincentvangogh.org/starry-

night.jsp and https://mentalitch.com/famous-paintings-and-the-stories-behind-them/)
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https://www.vincentvangogh.org/starry-night.jsp and https://mentalitch.com/famous-
paintings-and-the-stories-behind-them/
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Artist:
Artist Info:
Title:
Dated:

Medium:

Classification:

Dimensions:

Alfiyah V

Pakistan, 1980

Dancing Pixies

2018

Mixed media

Painting

Overall 44 x 44 cm (17.32 x 17.32 in.)
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