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About Nadwah

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

Call for Submissions

Nadwah invites submissions in English or Arabic. The deadline for the June 2019 issue is
15 May. Please indicate whether you are the author/translator or hold the copyright of
your poem/translation. Send your poems to arabicnadwah@yahoo.com in Word format.
You may follow updates on Nadwah website:

www.arabicnadwah.com/e-nadwah.htm

Publishing Guidelines
Font: 12, Times New Roman.

Titles: Unless the whole poem is written in lower case, all titles should be capitalized.
Length: Poems within 40 lines are preferred.

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

Editorial Board:

Nadwah welcomes more poets/translators to join us on the editorial board each to be in
charge of poetry translated from a certain language into English. To contact the current
editorial board for submission, write to the respective editor:

Editor-in-chief / Arabic and Chinese sections editor: Sayed Gouda

arabicnadwah(@gmail.com
blinderbunzel@gmail.com

sthilykou@gmail.com
jhaveri.dileep@gmail.com

benax76(@gmail.com

makistarfield@gmail.com
trajan.petrovski@yahoo.com
afilimonov22@gmail.com
marjan.strojan@gmail.com
mkassifi@gmail.com

English and German sections editor: Birgit Bunzel
Greek section editor: Sarra Thilykou

Indian section editor: Dileep Jhaveri

Italian section editor: Luca Bneassi

Japanese section editor: Maki Starfield

Macedonian section editor: Trajan Petroveski

Russian section editor: Alexey Filimonov
Slovenian section editor: Marjan Strojan

Art section editor: Mamdouh Kessifi
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EDITOR’S FOREWORD

This new issue of Nadwah features sixteen
established and published poets that
represent a wide varieties of cultures. We
are happy to have in this new issue Native
American, African, Pakistani, Mongolian,
Greek and Italian poems translated in
Nadwah for the first time. As we did in the
previous issue, we have translated some
master poets as well: Rilke, Nabokov and
al-Malaeka.

This issue welcomes new editors who
joined our editorial board: Marjan Strojan
for the Slovenian section, Sarah Thilykou
for the Greek section and Luca Bennassi
for the Italian section. We still welcome
more editors and translators of different
languages to join our editorial team.

We are starting a new trend that we shall
keep in the coming issues, which is to
translate each and every poem into both
English and Arabic. Therefore, all poems
not written originally in either Arabic or
English, will be published in three
languages: in its original language, as well
as in Arabic and English translations. We
insist on having the poem in its original
language so that it can be a reference for
translation teachers and students.

The inside page of the back-cover will be
used for announcements such as new
releases or important coming poetry events
and festivals, etc. Readers are welcome to
send us this kind of news but
announcements have to be up to 100
words maximum.

You may also submit essays on poetry or

poetry translation of up to 1200 words in

either English or Arabic to be considered
for bilingual publication.

Sayed Gouda

Changchun

31 March 2019
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RAINER MARIA RILKE - AUSTRIA

HERBSTTAG

Herr: es ist Zeit. Der Sommer war sehr

groB.
Leg deinen Schatten auf die Sonnenuhren,
und auf den Fluren laf} die Winde los.

Befiehl den letzten Friichten voll zu sein;
gib ihnen noch zwei siidlichere Tage,
drénge sie zur Vollendung hin und jage
die letzte Siile in den schweren Wein.

Wer jetzt kein Haus hat, baut sich keines
mehr.
Wer jetzt allein ist, wird es lange bleiben,
wird wachen, lesen, lange Briefe
schreiben
und wird in den Alleen hin und her
unruhig wandern, wenn die Blatter
treiben.
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AUTUMN DAY

Lord: it is time. This summer was
immense.
Unfold your shadow across the solar
clocks,
and across the meadows, unleash the
winds.

Command the last of fruits to fill to shine,
give them another two more southernly
days.
Compel them toward completion and then
chase
the final sweetness into heavy wine.

Those who have no house, will not build
these days.
Those who are still alone, will remain
forlorn,
will stay awake, and read, and write letters
long,
and will wander through the alleyways
restlessly, while the leaves are drifting on.

Translated from German by Birgit Bunzel
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VLADIMIR NABOKOYV - RUSSIA

B PAIO

Mos nymia, 3a CMEpThIO JaJIbHEN
TBOW 00pa3 BUICH MHE BOT TaK:
HATypaJIUCT NPOBUHIIUAILHBIN

B paro MOTEPSIHHBIIN YyIaK.

Tam B poriie ApeMIieT aHrea AUKAH,
MOJIyaBIUHBE CYIIECTBO.
ThI 110003HATEIILHO MOTHIKAH

3CJICHBIM 30HTHKOM B HETO,

cooOpaskasi, Kak cCHadaza

0 HEel HalWIIeNh Thl CTAThIO,
MOTOM... HO TOJIBKO HET )KypHaa
Y HET yuTarenen B paro.

U TbI cTOMIIIB, €111€ HE BEPS
HEMOMY TOPIO CBOEMY:

00 3TOM CHHEM COHHOM 3BEpe
KOMY PacCKaXKellb Thl, KOMY?

I'ne Mup 1 Ha3BaHHBIE PO3BI,

My3€el U ITUYbH yydesna’?

W cMmoTpuilb, CMOTPUILB ThI CKBO3b CJIE3BI
Ha Oe3pIMSHHBIE KPbLIA.

IN PARADISE

My soul, beyond distant death
your image I see like this:

a provincial naturalist,

an eccentric lost in paradise.

There, in a glade, a wild angel slumbers,
a semi-pavonian creature.

Poke at it curiously

with your green umbrella,

speculating how, first of all,
you will write a paper on it
then — But there are no learned journals,
nor any readers in paradise!

And there you stand, not yet believing
your wordless woe.

About that blue somnolent animal
whom will you tell, whom?

Where is the world and the labeled roses,
the museum and the stuffed birds?
And you look and look through your tears

at those unnamable wings.
Translated from Russian by Vladimir Nabokov



VLADIMIR NABOKOYV - RUSSIA
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LIU DABAI - CHINA

AN AUTUMN NIGHT ON THE

AR B9V

PPN E! RIVER

I i< ¢ ; ,

IRELHT 5L The birds that return to their nests,
RERET,

SR R B[] 2 though exhausted,

X —FH, always return toward the setting sun.
JERHH AR L Their wings flap,

DS E

and drop the setting sun into the river;

WM Bl — B £ T .
the white-headed reed1

1 A reed in the Chinese culture is a symbol turns into crimson red, t00.2
used for girls.

2 The red colour is a metaphor for a Translated from Chinese by Sayed Gouda
bashful girl.
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LIU DABAI - CHINA
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MAIL KISS

Not that I cannot tear it with my fingers,

not that I cannot cut it with scissors,

but slowly,

gently,

and carefully I open the the lips of that
purple letter.

I know that inside the letter’s lips

hides her secret kiss.

From the very bottom of her heart she f
folded it solemnly.

And so, I solemnly open

this pink letter.

What she wrote solemnly

word by word, line by line,

I read solemnly

line by line, and word by word.

Not that I like this vague stamp in the
corner,
not that I like its delicate patterns,
but slowly,
gently,
and carefully, I lift this green stamp.
I know that beneath this stamp
hides her secret kiss.
Translated from Chinese by Sayed Gouda
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NAZIK AL-MALAEKA - TIRAQ

STRANGERS

Blow out the candle and leave us here,
strangers.
We are two parts of the night. What is the
meaning of the light?
Light falls on two mirages in the evening’s
eyelid.
Light falls on some flinders of hope.
They are called ‘us’ and I call them
‘boredom’. Here, we’re like light:
strangers.
The pale cold meeting — cold like a rainy
day —
has killed my songs and buried my
feelings.
The clock tolled in the dark, nine and then
ten.
My pain has made me listen and count. I
was confused,
asking the clock why I was happy
when we spend the nights, as you know:
strangers.
Hours have passed like the past, wilting,
like the unknown tomorrow. I did not
know dawn it was or sunset.
Hours and silence have passed like a
winter’s mood.
I felt it suffocating my breath and
spreading widely in my blood.
I felt it whispering in my soul:
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NAZIK AL-MALAEKA - IRAQ

In the evening storms, you are

strangers.

Blow out the candle, for our spirits are in
thickening darkness.
Light falls on two faces in the autumn’s

colours.

Can you not see?

Our eyes are fading and cold.

Can you not hear?

Our hearts are extinguished and blown
out.

Our silence is the echo of fearful warning,

sarcastic that we shall return:

strangers.

Who brought us here?

From where have we started?

We were not companions yesterday. Let us

forsake the memory as though it hadn’t
once been a part of our childhood.

An insane love has visited and forgotten

us.

Oh, if we could return to where we were

before we both would pass away

strangers.

Translated from Arabic by Sayed Gouda
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MARJAN STROJAN - SLOVANIA

BREZ DOTIKA

Sit sem poslavljanj... Kar naprej same

drobne smrti; ko se jih hoces dotakniti,

odskocijo od tebe kakor majhna zival,
ki te ne pozna.

BEZEG V VRTU

Zares zastane mi srce, ko spet zagledam

v brezc¢asno no¢ cvetoci bezgov grm

in vrt in ozko pot, ki vem, kako

drzi ez travnik, a ne vem,

kje se konca.

Ob poti rasejo lapuh, koprive, ¢e$nje, umite
od rose ali od deZzja; ¢e bi pogledal, bi
videl mravlje v bezgu, macko

v travi in ptice v vrtu,

ki se zdi ves bel

od mesecine ali od dreves, ki sijejo v temi.
Tu sva, Se par, nerazlozljiv, brez senc,

brez teze. Pa vendar je obcutek

prisotnosti tako gotov,

da se Cez hip,

ko je trenutek mimo (in midva z njim), zazdi
to znak, da se neko¢, zacudena, oba prvic¢
na tem kraju, ustaviva pod bezgom

domov grede s poti, ki jo

od nekod poznava.

From 'Hills, Clouds, Greetings', Mladinska knjiga, Ljubljana 2019
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MARJAN STROJAN - SLOVANIA

NO TOUCH

I’'m fed up with farewells. All those little
deaths time and time again: when you try
to touch them, they recoil like a small
animal

that does not know you.

ELDER IN A GARDEN

Truly, my heart stops whenever I see the
garden again
and the elder flowering into the timeless
night,
and the path which I knew runs across
the common but did not know
where it ends.
Beside the path grew coltsfoot, nettles,
and cherries
washed by dew or by rain. If I looked I
might
see the ants up the tree and the cat’s eyes
in the grass or a bird in the greenery —
now turned white
by the moonlight or by the trees that glow
in the dark.
There we were, still a couple, casting no
shadow,
weightless beyond explanation. Yet the
sense
of our presence was so strong
that after a while,
when the moment passed (and the two of
us with it),
it seemed a sign that we, for the first time
there,
should stop on our way home, amazed
under the elder tree, somehow
known to us both.
Translated from Slovenian by the Author
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MILOVAN STEFANOVSKI - REPUBLIC OF NORTH MACEDONIA

BEYEPHO COHLE

He rnenaj

BO BEYEPHOTO COHLE
CO NOCNegHnNoT 3pakK
MOXXe Aa T! ' 3aTBopu
ounTe

MOXXe Aa Te 3acnenmu
Ha cneryBame na Te
noseme

pony!

Toa e 6ecMpTHO

yTpe nak Ke ce poau
TpuymdanHo ke
nanese

HW3 rofiemMaTa BpaTa Ha
NCTOK

of, 3naTHo-XonTtaTa
narteka

3naTeH Joxna,

nak ke uctypu!

He rnepnaj

BO BEYEPHOTO COHLE
CO NOCNeaHNoT 3pak
MOXXe fa Te npenaxe
BO L@pCTBOTO Ha
YyMpEHUTE

na Tte octasu!
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EVENING SUN

Do not look

at the evening sun

with its final beam

it can close your eyes

it can blind you

on its way down it can take you
along!

It is immortal

tomorrow it will be born again

it will triumphantly come out
through the great gate in the East
from the yellow-golden path
golden rain

will pour again!

Do not look

at the evening sun

with its final beam

it can deceive you

into the Kingdom of the Dead
to leave you there!

Translated from Macedonian by the author
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SIMON J. ORTIZ - AMERICA

In this hemisphere, corn is ancient
and young: it is the seed, food, and
symbol of a constantly developing and
revolutionary people.

Don’t fret now.

Songs are useless
to exculpate sorrow.
That’s not their intent anyway.

Strive

for significance.

Cull seeds from grass.
Develop another strain of corn.

Whisper for rain.

Don’t fret.
Warriors will keep alive in the blood.
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KIKA HOTTA - JAPAN

1
RNE S0 F D HEDWED 72

The desert is pregnant

her dunes
softly curved 7
<~ EITARE D BN D
2 Even more unshakable
WIZE W B 7= 7= LHhER[A] 5 than the North Pole
I lie on sand Makkah
feeling its warmth —
the Earth rotates 8
KDT 7T LFITIRD LA
3 Just when the ripples of water
WIRNT S DS EETOBESNT are turning into
Sniffing up this sand Arabic alphabets
I search for the road
back home 9
TR ISR 2 T3 44l
4 Inscribed on a desert
WOHWOENDE~D is my name —
Within the sand ah, eternity!
the sand giant
is strolling about 10
TIET 045 L KEDA A
5 Arabia at this
FREE DRI D Tl Moment — Mars
Afly during this century
carried by wind of light —
what ecstasy! Translated from Japanese by the author
6

e 0 Jal & KRRz & B
In harmony
the wind, the shade of a tree

and the chirp of birds
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KIKA HOTTA - JAPAN
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SARAH THILYKOU - GREECE

NHzOz

|

Avol&e To TTapdbupo
Aeg

Eival n vijoog

11

Kavévag dvBpwrog dev eival vnol
AEve, OUWG

akou

kdBe vnoi

elval évag avbpwrog

TIOU MaG KaAel

1
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SARAH THILYKOU - GREECE

ISLAND

I

Open the window
Look

It's the island

I

No man is an island,
they say, but

listen,

every island

is somebody

calling us

I

The scapes of water
as you sink

on the surface

the depth of time
the time of depth
on the foam

you cannot enter
twice the same sea
or come again

to the same island

v

Amorgos

mysterious

crimson

Gatsos'

Verne's

Bulgakov's
how they mystically twinkle
on maps of the art
of love

\Y%

I have time on my side

I have God on my side

- certainly

you excused me tenderly,

you are on the island, my love
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SARAH THILYKOU - GREECE

VI

We shall go,

you promised,

without fail, to the island
we shall go, I agreed

- if we are not there already

Vil

I know that you prefer
words over hearts

but the heart

1s a word, too,

a word

an island it is

come

VIII

The lizard consents,
a stone lizard
stretching

- how else?

on the island
- where else?
whenever else?

IX

Roses and pomegranates,
figs we ate on the beach
the sun sets as

the moon rises

stars stand by for us

and we are there

on the island

trembling in our embrace
how strong we felt, my God
enduring such paradise

X

Very few miles, very little gas

- no roads on half the island

I begged

that you show me that other island
all the way to the end

hidden as it is in the water

hidden as we are

to the end

Translated from Greek by Yiorgos Chouliaras
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MEND-OYOO GOMBOJAV - MONGOLIA

YAM YPYY BM ABX BANHA

OH uarunr TyynaH Hap capbIr paryynaag

OHY M3praH eBregninH 6aptaaTt 3ambIr CYJHKI3L
OnoH 0N10H yyn TOMroA, AaBaa ryB3ar XaXas,
X3[3H 3yyH ron MepHUIr XeHA1eH ratancaap
X3333 yypaxaa Taaxk 3¢ M3A3BY

Xanax yraa xanxaH 6oacoop

Yam ypyy 6u ABx 6arHa

Aspan 3ama Meceep Wwyypy, ranaap Typruey

ABraH xan, xoB YrnimH MaHaH TaTtas4

Anpam TyHranar 604100 ToN60 TOPTOr0OC XapaMHaH
YYH 3YPXHUIX33 Xampaap 3aHrunaa 6yxXHUnIr Tammk
Yuiir paacaH XyMT3H CanxvHa Wnnéyypayyncasp
YMrnacaH 3yraa yaHx 6apbx

Yam ypyy 61 ABX G6ainHa

HaMpbIH ryHUr, XaBpblH CIPUNT XamTag, Hb T3
HacHbI ranbir HapHbI UAYTAN LYrT Hb aTrax
HaBuTan uyr HaBYMIK, raHgaxag Hb XamT raHoax
LIauar >XMMCTAM LIHraNaaxX XypaanaH oyHayyp
LlaHran amnax xyHgaratan MyTpbiH A3praayyp
LlaxanxX Xypax Xycannaa xeTneraceep

Yam ypyy 6u ABX 6ainHa

AfH TYPLWUWIAH XaMrMiiH raraaTan 604100
AmbapanbiHxaa 6ypam MaT aMTaT Mevyyn9ad
AMUH XyBUINHXaa anue HyyL aang 6yxHas
OroyHbIxaa caHf, 3pUXNaH X31X334,

OH uarumH auac Tercrenryn ayHayyp

OpoH 3aiH xaAa xA3raapryn ayHayyp

Yawm ypyy 6m aBx 6anHa

Yumx 4ummx 3yya HOMPOO XyracnaH

YupaMm Xninx 6YXHNNX33 A3 Hanpraac WUMI3H
YnHUN 3ypXaHA 66pUNHXE6 YaBXaachir 0S10X00pP
XaHran eHgep yyncblH aHran xasuranr erceH
XaHrun nx 6aptaartanm xanuni >XUMUIAr MeLrmH
XarpblH OXb-MEHXWUNH Oyyraa apcasp

Yam ypyy n 6u ABX 6ainHa
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MEND-OYOO GOMBOJAV - MONGOLIA

IAM COMING TO YOU

Traveling through time, in company with the sun, the moon,
Along the bumpy and winding roads left by old wise men,
Climbing up and down the high mountains and the hills,
Fording hundreds of rivers,

Although I do not know when we may meet,

I am thinking about the words that I will say to you.

I am coming to you;

My roads are open to icy winds and fire.
Although the mist of slander falls on them,

I free my transparent thoughts from any mark,
Untying all knots with my love.

Lashed by freezing winds,

I’'m keeping onwards in my chosen direction.

[ am coming to you

Carrying together autumn’s grief and spring’s renewal,

Grasping the fire of my age and with the sun’s warmth in my hand,
Growing with the growing leaves and withering with them,

In a garden full of flowers and fruits,

I pass by a hand offering the glass of enjoyment,

Driven by my desire.

I am coming to you.

All my gentle thoughts of my journey,
All the sweet moment of my life,

And all my secrets, everywhere,

I bind together in the house of my spirit.
In time without beginning or end,

In space without limit.

I am coming to you,

Having only parts of my dreams,

Tasting in my own poetry the very basis of everything that is mine,
Wishing in your heart to tune the strings of inspiration,

Climbing the chasms of high mountains,

Following impassable paths,

Seeking the eternal song of the essence of love.

I am coming to you.
Translated by N. Enhkbayar
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MEND-OYOO GOMBOJAV - MONGOLIA
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LUCA BENASSI - ITALY

SALMONI

Bisogna aspettarli al varco i salmoni
al collo di bottiglia della foce
spauriti, mentre accalcano 1’acqua
bisogna tendere la rete dove

la superficie si increspa di pinne

le branchie annaspano quel desiderio
che riproduce il transito di nuove
generazioni. Allora ¢ il momento

di calare la rete, di tendere

alla gola il laccio, I’arpione aguzzo.
All’uscita della metro noi siamo
salmoni ignari verso la mattanza.

SALMON

Salmon are to be waylaid

at the bottleneck of the river mouth,

when they are scared, cramming the water;

you have to let the net down where

the surface ripples with fins,

gills fumbling the desire

that doubles the passage of new

generations. That is the moment

to shoot the net, to stretch tight

the noose to the throat, the sharp spear.

At the metro exit we are

oblivious salmon to the slaughter.
Translated from Italian by the author
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JUMOKE VERISSIMO - NIGERIA

IT°S NEAR TIME TO LEAVE FOR
THE UNKNOWN

(For a friend living with cancer)

It’s time to leave for the unknown
Time when past years skid in my head
Time to shed the burden of despair

From a mind where tears peak gut

Ignorance is no virtue for one dying

I choose contentment in knowing nothing

Gathering strength thinking and
disregarding

Doubts in your eyes: my death foretold

I sign off from your despondent sigh
I am very alive to see before me
A past glistening with visions of the

undone

I have lived life, I brim of memories
Of past days. What I see these last days
Are smiles, chuckles, grins suppressed

My favourite people in their favourite
places
Here, now, I sing and smile in future tense
Shutting these eyelids, sipping this life.
Slowly.
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CATHERINE PETEINARI - GREECE

E=Q AM' TA TEIXH

MpomnuUAala - o oplop6g Tou wpaiou

N eUPAvion Tou dpAyuaTog eVTOG HOU KAl EKTOC LOU

Anuoupyw -

AVTIOTEKOMAL OE KATL

0 aépag Tou TeplkAeiel Ta OWOIKA HoU
Kal avaocUpel HVAHES Kal ovopata
£Ew amo Ta 6pla Tou Teixoug

orou udaivouv kal oprvovTal.

O pubuobg yéoa ota
mMaiola ™g ¢opuag -

eKel OTEKETAL O TIOINTNAG

avaoaivel kat pavtaletal

navta pe v dla oeipd

agnvovtag oto dldfa Tou

dpoUOUG Kal TiporUAata

oe KatdoTtaon

18UvovTOog XpoOVou

oTapaTda Kal opnvel

TNV nadAa Tou TapovTog
dpaneTteliovtag

ME €va XALPETIONO OTNV AlWVIOTNTA.
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CATHERINE PETEINARI - GREECE

OUTSIDE THE WALLS
Propylaea — the definition of beauty

the appearance of the barrier inside and

outside me

I create —

I resist against something

the air that envelopes my guts
retrieving memories and names
outside the limits of the wall

where they weave and get erased.

The rhythm within

the framework of form —

there the poet stands

breathing and imagining

always in the same order

leaving behind him

roads and propylaea

in a condition of

leading time

stops and erases

the hyphen of the present

escaping with a greeting to eternity.

Translated from Greek by Yiorgos Chouliaras
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ADJEI AGYEI-BAAH - GHANA

TO THE WIDOW

You are the sleepless duck

Who rests on a single leg

Keeps vigil over a silent compound
And waits upon the ancestral spirits
To come for the last morsel of the day

You are the abandoned lover

Who plies the memory lane in acidic tears

Walking the footpath that closes in with weeds

And mull over multiple mouths meowing to be muted

Your bed is made of bamboo
Denied of warmth by the icy hands of fate
Its discomfort turning you into an early morn bird

That wakes to catch no worm

You are the quivering lamb at the kangaroo court
Around you the predatory pride prowl

The ripen pawpaw by the roadside

That the wayfarer chances upon with joy

You whom tradition mocks with hyena’s laughter:

The wicked witch who killed the breadwinner

The half dark moon that must be caged in the murky skies
And forced to take an oath of innocence

By gulping down bath water from your husband corpse

But you are now the desert cactus

Who once nursed your seeds in the hooves of the passing caravan
And prayed for the rains to water them anywhere they fell

For now your children have returned through the stormy weathers
With a tearful joy for your crackled lips
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ADJEI AGYEI-BAAH - GHANA
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OSITA IGBO - NIGERIA

)}

DEAR CHIMAMANDA NGOZI ADICHIE

We should all be feminists? No! It is rusty; and rust cannot be a bluing for the gecko’s
skin. You claim to stuff rare sutures in fissure of the sun. You are the warmth of moon at

night feast, trumpeting crystals of talons.

This call is ripeness, taking flight to the cloud, yeasting to strange ashes within a ring
unguided; strewn shards grey in circuit. Night like faceless thieves at the depth of the sea, I

saw your subtle eyes forged fluorescence.

Settling with sieved fibres of ghost, holding the pulse incessant to an ageless mute. Long
on the brine, and if not clam and moss circumambulating swath hole, then frayed of peace
offerings for tapestry.

It cannot be, the heaven heading the earth is a sort of crevice lawn, bereaved morass and
sesame. This cottoned feet conjugation with my earth yields yowling treads, alien tongue
feeler on lakes. And how it beats.

On rectrices of eagles to the throne of severance. Women never sat in the circle of
ancestors! Remember still, rains arc for grains to coo with green pigeons. The yam wholly
earthed, the stick binds to it for the stolon.

River blends with ocean for a tide, yet at the terror of ebb recedes she quickly, trembling in
her transparencies. Children should frolic in their mothers’ bosom! Lush petals and myrrh
woman the counterpane must not be cold!

There is callus on my palm and sole, I need the oil! Scrub-brush at dawn touches the sward
for a crossway of flame. O shield me now in the valley of knowledge! I shall not be a
victim when this veiled spectre haunts the lavender earth; I swear, we all should not be
feminists!
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OSITAIGBO - NIGERIA
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SHEIKHA A. - PAKISTAN

MERKABAH: THE WIND OVER THE MOUNTAINS

after Tafiyar Qaguwa: A Crab's Journey in Search of God by Umar Saleh Gwani (Stunned

Collection)

Wastage teaches us scraps are meaningful;

we wipe plates with pieces of bread before setting
them in a sink. Running with wolves could mean
the same as salvaging grace. Our lessons become
thinner the higher we trek, for the short gasps

of breath are tedious each foot forward. Countries
settling between canyons where visibility of sky
is an unreachable billow of hope in thick geysers
of despair, spray angst with the kind of agitation
only water at boiling point would understand

the churning of their core. Centre of the earth is

a magma eye - omnipotent seer of graves
essentially locked within metals and stones

we excavate as export of life: the means by which
to craft our place in the lesser fire away from

the eye, between the earth's plates - our canyons -
so when the wind over the mountains avalanche,
shutting the gates of shelter in tight-lipped silence,
we will know our plates are unshakeable

and the bread we had eaten unstained.
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Follow us on Facebook:
https://www.facebook.com/Nadwah-1909767062610646/

The magazine’s online page:
https://www.arabicnadwah.com/e-nadwah.htm

Read more poems on our homepage:
https://www.arabicnadwah.com

New Release:
Serina is the third work of fiction by Sayed Gouda, after his debut novel Once Upon A
Time In Cairo and his second novel Closed Gate. And in this work as well Gouda proved
to be a cosmopolitan author who tries in this unique fashion to reconcile a number of
divergent elements, topics and ideas. He manages to find subtle underlying and unifying
themes, tones and commonalities in places that seem to have nothing in common. The
work’s power also lies in the manipulation of conflicts in the real world while using them
as a backdrop or a metaphor for the conflicts and tensions battling within the main
character... Serina is a cry against oppression, a clear condemnation of violence, an
appeal not to accept injustice, and that acts of repression shouldn’t be passed over in
silence.

Salah Elewa - Egyptian poet and critic
To buy the novel online:

https://www.arabicnadwah.com/nadwah.htm

SAYED GOUDA %
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Front and back covers are courtesy of Birgit Bunzel.
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