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I am a pearl; a shell imprisoned me,
But leaving it, all trials I have left.

I am a bird, and this was once my cage;
But I have flown, leaving it as a token.

At the immortal touch of thy hands my
little heart loses its

limits in joy and gives birth to utterance
ineffable.

P L. Dunbar

Is there no hope for me? Is there no
way

That I may sight and check that
speeding bark

Which out of sight and sound is
passing, passing?

And the tears fell into the bubbling basket,
Each drop hissing and dancing inside.
Life struck me abruptly as both long and
short.

My mother stands in front of the school
Where she first taught fourth grade.
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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(@gmail.com
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@gmail.com
Russian section editor: Alexey Filimonov afilimonov22@gmail.com
Slovenian section editor: Marjan Strojan marjan.strojan@gmail.com
Spanish section editor: Mariela Cordero marielacorderog@gmail.com
Art consultants: Birgit Bunzel blinderbunzel@gmail.com

Mamdouh Kassifi mkassifi@gmail.com

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

The front cover, the magazine layout, and the drawing and painting on pages 9, 44 and
45 by Sayed Gouda.
The paintings on pages 6, 10, 29, 30 and 32 are courtesy of Birgit Bunzel.
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Call for Submissions

Nadwah invites submissions
in English or Arabic. The
deadline for the October 2019
issue is 15 Spetember. 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
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EDITOR’S FOREWORD

Ever since Nadwah was launched in
October 2018, the objective has been to
offer a platform for quality poetry. To a
certain degree, we can discuss what
constitutes ‘quality’ poetry, but perhaps
we can agree that the most essential and
integral components of quality poetry are
rhythm and its twin, metre. Perhaps due to
misunderstanding or misinformation,
there is a belief that ‘free verse’ can be
free of rhythm or metre, and we find
many poems that are cut in lines and look
like poetry but sound no rhythmic quality.
Understanding rhythm in a given
language is the fundament of writing
poetry, whether a poet decides to use a
specific traditional metre or not. Adding
to the confusion is the belief that anything
expressed in lines is poetry, even if the
lines add up to a prose text. Yet, even the
hallmark of good prose is rhythm.

Poetry is not simply a text cut in short
lines. Rather, it is a delicate weaving of
imagery that is expressed in and through
carefully crafted metre that creates a
rhythm that further reflects upon the
content. Exactly because we appreciate
and value rhythm and understand the vital
role it plays in creating quality poetry, the
main objective in launching this
magazine is to offer samples of good
rhythmic poetry from around the world,
and to showcase how rhythm can be
translated from one language to another
—even if the formal aspects of a
translated poem do not remain the same
as in the original. In this pursuit of quality
poetry, we have initiated contact with
world-class poets who have gained
recognition exactly for the rhythmic
quality of their poetry. It is my hope that
this is an opportunity for all of us to be
further inspired by the masters, as well as
by each other.

Perhaps there is no better way to learn
than to read. On the other hand, although
as poets, we might have an intuitive
proclivity for rhythm in our respective
mother tongues, few of us are trained in or
aware of the intricate ways in which
rhythm can be created, especially when it
comes to the various metres. Since my
research has focused on rhythm and metre
in several traditions of poetry, I would like
to offer to those further interested in the
topic short essays analyzing the rhythmic
structure of some poems and translations
featured in every issue. I will also use that
opportunity to illustrate how metre creates
rhythm in a poem or its translation. This
will be a regular column called ‘A
Moment of Rhythm’ and will always be
located at the end of the magazine.
Although this is not something that can be
covered in a short essay and needs an
extensive study to demonstrate the value
of rthythm and its intrinsic relation to
meaning, Nadwah does not aspire to
become an academic journal. Therefore, I
will offer short essays that address one
point of interest at a time.




By all means, Ezra Pound was right
when he wrote, ‘Rhythm must have a
meaning.” And so was Wen Yiduo when
he stated that there can only be prose of
rather simple rhythm, but there cannot be
poetry of no rhythm (Luo 2009: 574).
Surely, solid knowledge of metres will
increase our ability to write rhythmic
poetry, and my column is meant as an
inspiration for this.

Some of the poets we approached to
be featured in this edition and who kindly
accepted the invitation are Sydney Lea,
Poet Laurecate of Vermont, Baron
Wormser, Poet Laureate of Maine, and
Hatif Janabi, a well-known poet from Iraq.
Our next issue in October will feature
Brian Pattern as our Guest of Honour. We
are grateful that they accepted to be part of
this journal.

We also warmly welcome the poets
who are featured in Nadwah for the first
time, such as George Veis from Greece,
Annamarie Ferramosca from Italy, and
Kokken Yokoyama from Japan. This issue
also commemorates the fifth anniversary
of Samih al-Qassem’s passing by
publishing two of his poems in both
Arabic and English, together with a short
essay about the poet written by his
translator Nazih Kassis. The same warm
welcome is renewed to poets who
regularly contribute to Nadwah, such as
Birgit Bunzel, Lena Oh, Stathis
Gourgouris and Eleonora Rimolo.

In this sixth edition of Nadwah, we
continue to feature classical and modern
poets, canonical and non-canonical, from
different languages and poetics, such as
Abu Hamid al-Ghazali, A. Mickiewicz, M.
Lermontov, P. L. Dunbar, Hu Shi, Ku
Sang and Shu Xiangcheng. This repeated
glance at our poetic predecessors echoes
an Arab proverb that says, ‘Those who
have no past, have no present’ and the
Chinese proverb, ‘The falling leaves
return to their roots’. They are further
examples of the kind of poetry we might
aspire to in our own writing.

On a personal note, I would like to
share the news of the passing of my
younger brother Mustafa, who was and is

very dear to me. The news of his sudden
death shattered me from within and made
me lose all interest in life. To aide my
grief, I immersed myself in reading,
writing and translating. In spite of my
deep sorrow, poetry arose in my heart as
though written by tears, and it became
therapeutic to me. In the weeks since
Mustafa’s passing on June 4, I have
written more poems than in the last few
years together. Moreover, working on this
issue and adding sixteen pages helped me
turn my solitude into something useful. As
those of you who have lost a loved one
know, the painful experience of loss
compels us to ponder death, a subject I
have written about copiously in poetry and
prose. In my current situation, it has
preoccupied me to the degree that
departed people visit me almost every
night in my dreams. Incidentally, several
poems in this edition have therefore struck
me on a very personal level. Sydney Lea’s
line, ‘Life struck me abruptly as both long
and short’ is one such example. Other
poems that touch upon death one way or
another are the poems by al-Ghazali, M.
Lermontov, S. Lea, B. Wormser, K. Sang,
L. Oh and B. Bunzel. On this rare
occasion, in order to commemorate my
brother and to share an experience that is
most universal and most personal at the
same time, | am also adding three of my
own recent poems to this issue.

Last but not least, I call upon poets
and translators from different languages to
submit their best writing and translations
for consideration in the October edition.
We prefer rhythmical and lyrical poetry.
Essays on poetry and on the translation of
poetry will also occasionally be
considered, as long as they don’t exceed
1000 words and address an issue of
general interest.

My heartfelt thanks to all the poets
who have submitted their works and
continue to inspire our community of
poets!

Sayed Gouda
25 July 2019
Hong Kong



ABU HAMID AL-GHAZALI - IRAN (1058-1111)
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SAY UNTO BRETHREN WHEN THEY SEE ME DEAD

Say unto brethren when they see me dead,

And weep for me, lamenting me in sadness:

‘Think ye I am this corpse ye are to bury?

I swear by God, this dead one is not L.

I in the Spirit am, and this my body

My dwelling was, my garment for a time.

I am a pearl; a shell imprisoned me,

But leaving it, all trials I have left.

I am a bird, and this was once my cage;

But I have flown, leaving it as a token.

I praise God who hath set me free,

and made for me a dwelling in the heavenly heights.

Ere now [ was a dead man in your midst,

But I have come to life, and doffed my shroud.’
Translated from the Arabic by Martin Lings

Minutes before his death, Abu Hamid al-Ghazali asked for his shroud saying that
he needed to get ready to see the King. He took it and went into a room upstairs.
He did his ablutions and put on his shroud. Minutes later, his brother and others
went upstairs to check on him. They found him dead and this poem placed next to
his body. This is just an excerpt of the poem. (the editor)
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* The painting is by Birgit Bunzel



OMAR IBN AL-FARID - EGYPT (1118 —1234)
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* The drawing is by Gibran Khalil Gibran
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PASS ROUND THE REMEMBRANCE OF MY LOVE

Pass round the remembrance of my love, even in reproach,
For tales about the loved are my wine!
Let my hearing witness whom I love, though she be far,
Through specters of reproach, not dreams!
Her remembrance delights me in every form
Even when my upbraiders mingle it with strife.
It is as if my censurer gave me good news of union
When I had not hoped for response even to a greeting.
My soul is hers for whose love I destroyed my soul;
Death’s time has come to me before the day of death.
For her sake I relish my disgrace and wallow
In rejection and in shame when once my rank was high.
I was devout but dissipation, casting off restraint
And committing sins are sweet to me now because of her.
In prayer I sing when reciting the remembrance of her
And rapture fills me in the sanctuary for she is my imam.
When I don the pilgrim’s sacred cloak I cry out in her name.
When I break my fast it is from her that I refrain.
My tearducts flow due to my state and gush because
Of what has passed and my laments convey my inner fire.
At night my heart is rendered mad with longing,
At dawn my eyes are pouring in their grief.
Heart and eyes are stricken, one afflicted by the meaning
Of her beauty, the other tempted by her tender poise.
My sleep is lost, my morning too—may you be spared!—
Ever present is my wakefulness and still my longing grows.
My bond shall never be dissolved nor shall my covenant change;
My love remains my love and passion is my passion.
So wasted is my body that its secrets are made plain
And meaning is disclosed therein through my withered bones.
Felled by love’s pain, with wounded heart
And ulcerated eyelids ever bleeding.
Yet true to love I have become ethereal like air
With breaths of morning breeze my only company.
Sound I am, yet sick; seek me then from the zephyr
For cure to my sickness and coolness for my burning thirst.
Love has left nothing of me save grief
Sorrow, torment and grave illness.
No one I know knows my place except love
Nor the concealment of my secrets or my bond’s custody.
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And of passion, patience and solace
It has left nothing for me but the names.
Whoever is free of my love, may he be saved with his Self
In one piece; Self of mine, be gone in peace!
‘Forget her!” my chider said to me, fanatically
Chiding me. I said: ‘Forget your chiding me!’
If I sought consolation, who would be there to be my guide
When in love every leader follows my lead?
In my every limb is every yearning for her
And every longing tugs at my reins.
As she bends I imagine every hip she moves
To be a branch in a sand dune topped by the full moon.
Mine is every limb filled with every inner core
Wherein, when she glances, is embedded every arrow.
And if she dissolved my body she would find in every atom
Every heart inhabited by every human love.
In union with her a year to me is but an instant,
An hour’s separation like a year.
When we met at nightfall as the twin straight paths
Between her dwelling and my tents brought us together,
We moved away a little from the tribe,
Avoiding spies and slanderers with their deceitful talk
I spread my cheek upon the ground for her to walk upon;
And she said: ‘Good news, now you may kiss my veil.’
But this my Self did not permit, jealously
Shielding her from me, for higher is my purpose.
We passed the night in hope as my wish decreed

And I saw the world my kingdom and Time itself my slave.
Translated by Stefan Sperl
In Stefan Sperl, C. Shackle, Qasida Poetry in Islamic Asia and Africa, V. II, Brill 1996, p. 106-111



STEPY AKERMANSKIE

Wptynaglem na suchego przestwor oceanu,

Wz nurza si¢ w zielonos¢ i jak todka brodzi,
Srod fali tak szumiacych, $rod kwiatow powodzi,
Omijam koralowe ostrowy burzanu.

ADAM MICKIEWICZ - POLAND (1798-1855) CLASSICS CORNER

Juz mrok zapada, nigdzie drogi ni kurhanu;

Patrze w niebo, gwiazd szukam, przewodniczek todzi;
Tam z dala btyszczy obtok? tam jutrzenka wschodzi?
To blyszczy Dniestr, to weszta lampa Akermanu.

Stojmy! — jak cicho! — styszg ciggnace zurawie,
Ktorych by nie doscigly zrenice sokota;
Stysze, kedy si¢ motyl kotysa na trawie,

Kedy waz §liska piersig dotyka si¢ ziota.
W takiej ciszy — tak ucho natgzam ciekawie,
Ze styszatbym glos z Litwy. — Jedzmy, nikt nie wola.

THE ACKERMAN STEPPE

Across sea-meadows measureless | go,
My wagon sinking under grass so tall
The flowery petals in foam on me fall,
And blossom-isles float by I do not know.

No pathway can the deepening twilight show;

I seek the beckoning stars which sailors call,

And watch the clouds. What lies there brightening all?
The Dniester’s, the steppe-ocean's evening glow!

The silence! I can hear far flight of cranes—
So far, the eyes of eagle could not reach—
And bees and blossoms speaking each to each;

The serpent slipping adown grassy lanes;
From my far home if word could come to me! —

Yet none will come. On, o'er the meadow-sea!
Translated the Polish by Edna W. Underwood
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MIKHAIL LERMONTOYV - RUSSIA (1814 —-1841)

COH

B nonnHeBHsI xap B nonuHe Jlarecrana
C CBUHIIOM B TPY/IH JIeXKall HEBUKHIM S,
I'my6oxkas emie qpIMUiIach paHa,
ITo xamuie KpoBb TOUMIACS MOSI.

Jlexxan oauH g Ha IIECKE TOJIMHEL,
YCTyTIBl CKajl TECHIIIACS KPyTOM,
W comHIte KTII0 X KENTHIE BEPITUHBI

N X110 MeHS - HO cIial s MCPTBBIM CHOM.

U canncsg MHe CUSIOIINN OTHIMU
Beuepnuii nup B poauMON CTOPOHE.
Mesx IOHBIX JKCH, YBCHYaHHbIX LIBETaMU,
[en pa3roBop Becenblit 000 MHE.

Ho B pasroBop Becelblii HE BCTyIas,
Cunena Tam 3ayMYIHBO ONTHA,

W B rpyCTHBIN COH Aym1a ee Miaaaas
Bor 3naer yeM ObLIa Orpy’KeHa;

W cuunace et nonuHa Jlarecrana;
3HAKOMBIH TPy JIeXKaI B TOTWHE TOM;
B ero rpynu, n1pvsce, yepHena pasa,
U xpoBb mi1ach XJajeroliei crpyen.
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CLASSICS CORNER

THE TRIPLE DREAM

I dreamt that with a bullet in my side

in a hot gorge of Daghestan I lay.

Deep was the wound and steaming, and the
tide

of my life-blood ebbed drop by drop away.

Alone I lay amid a silent maze

of desert sand and bare cliffs rising steep,
their tawny summits burning in the blaze

that burned me too; but lifeless was my sleep.

And in a dream I saw the candle-flame

of a gay supper in the land I knew;

young women crowned with flowers.... And
my name

on their light lips hither and thither flew.

But one of them sat pensively apart,

not joining in the light-lipped gossiping,

and there alone, God knows what made her
heart,

her young heart dream of such a hidden thing

For in her dream she saw a gorge, somewhere
in Daghestan, and knew the man who lay
there on the sand, the dead man, unaware

of steaming wound and blood ebbing away.
Translated from the Russian by Vladimir Nabokov
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RABINDRANATH TAGORE - INDIA (1861 - 1941 MODERN POETRY
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Thou hast made me endless, such is thy pleasure. This frail vessel thou emptiest again and
again, and fillest it ever with fresh life.

This little flute of a reed thou hast carried over hills and dales,
and hast breathed through it melodies eternally new.

At the immortal touch of thy hands my little heart loses its
limits in joy and gives birth to utterance ineffable.

Thy infinite gifts come to me only on these very small hands
of mine. Ages pass, and still thou pourest, and still there is room to fill.
Translated from the Bengali by the author
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* The drawing is by Sayed Gouda
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PAUL LAURENCE DUNBAR - USA (1872-1906)

SHIPS THAT PASS IN THE NIGHT

Out in the sky the great dark clouds are massing;

I look far out into the pregnant night,

Where I can hear a solemn booming gun

And catch the gleaming of a random light,

That tells me that the ship I seek is passing, passing.

My tearful eyes my soul's deep hurt are glassing;
For I would hail and check that ship of ships.

I stretch my hands imploring, cry aloud,

My voice falls dead a foot from mine own lips,

And but its ghost doth reach that vessel, passing, passing.

O Earth, O Sky, O Ocean, both surpassing,

O heart of mine, O soul that dreads the dark!

Is there no hope for me? Is there no way

That I may sight and check that speeding bark
Which out of sight and sound is passing, passing?

MODERN POETRY

THE DEBT

This is the debt I pay
Just for one riotous day,
Years of regret and grief,
Sorrow without relief.

Pay it [ will to the end —
Until the grave, my friend,
Gives me a true release —
Gives me the clasp of peace.

Slight was the thing I bought,
Small was the debt I thought,
Poor was the loan at best —
God! But the interest!
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https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poets/paul-laurence-dunbar#

HU SHI - CHINA (1891 - 1962) MODERN POETRY
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BUTTERFLY

A pair of yellow butterflies together flew into the sky.
But one of them returned so suddenly, I don't know why.
The one who's left behind felt lonely, pitiful.

Nevertheless, he flew into the sky, so lonely, sorrowful.
Translated from the Chinese by Sayed Gouda

ON THE LAKE

One firefly flying over the water;

another one flying under the water.

On a parallel line,

and lightly,

they touch our boat and fly away.

As they fly farther, they get closer,

and gradually merge into one being.
Translated from the Chinese by Sayed Gouda
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* The painting is by Birgit Bunzel
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KU SANG - S. KOREA (1919-2004) MODERN POETRY

SEMFH dd= ETERNITY TODAY
ELT HFo B8 Helt], Today again news came of a friend's death.
BEE dAY HAAY Well, we all have to go,
o] x}3] 7=k, some sooner some later.
U o %) 9kA] 4T}, I hope my turn comes soon.
_ Is it fear of the pain before we die
o 1=} [e]
2 5ol ] 2 Ecg & ?\;: that makes death so threatening?
1 =7 7]};(] o] age] FA 917 Surely there is always euthanasia?

shobl QrebAHAE) = A ket
But the dread of something after death

-3].;(] o IAE S AL makes that a problem too.

o =7t 242} The lights and darks of that other world.
Z A} 71 Koy h=a
1 Aﬂ ol wA = While I evoke in this way
the afterlife, my life today

olF X WAl E e : :

0no] b ate is so much amiss.

Ul 25 E o gl Surely, if I am really concerned about the
afterlife,

WAl S X% A% gt shouldn't I already begin to live that

LEAREH YAE afterlife,

ol Y& or rather, Eternity,

Arolok 3R] A =7H today?

Translated from the Korean by Brother Anthony of
Taizé (An Sonjae)

P NENTRE P AR
s e A3 L S

o5l oo 2y LY
apdl S - gl S

.;,ﬂwo)g:gs.iu:g‘uwg\@w\sjw

ol Sl s ST lizn M le Laay
elas Y La 52

< s e erle (g5 50 055 01 2]
AP gd 15 e 38 3 U oS O )

(aﬁj\’h\.g\[)\g u.\.cpau Q}\Jé&w\yd}\)ﬁy
AV WS Bl Tlases bl Jazmy g1 52
SN ¢~ ] 0 e of e 3
¥~V § e ) s of S Y

53 g o 32V 0 Lgar 5

15



SHU XIANGCHENG - HONG KONG (1921 - 1999)

MODERN POETRY

EAg=L GHOSTS
Wy 58
They dream
. A one-thousand-year-
e ﬁ&% old dream
— T E‘Jfé% By the pale candle
EEE RN T lioht
TERERE R AET In the gloomy corner.
HZ, BEWN, But my dear,
&R Let me tell you this:
EEHE M2 They and their dreams
SR L R Bk Will be broken like dewdrops
In the morning sun
RIS~ In the history of men.
E}\ﬁ W%E ':F' ° Translated from the Chinese by the author
Sk
TRUTH
A Truth
Is Flame.
B Who can ever
T KA Lock it up in a match box?
HEREHIE Who can ever
e Fn iV Chain it up in the darkness?
%ﬁﬁETEE Translated from the Chinese by the author
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SAMIH AL-QASSEM - PALESTINE (1939-2014)

Two commemorative
poems

HE WHISPERED BEFORE HE
TOOK HIS FINAL BREATH

Don't honor me with a monument
and song!

Of all the sad songs,

I prefer my mother's sadness.

Don't pay me your last respects

with laurel and a royal display!

Of all the tender wreaths

I prefer my mother's palm!

Don't glorify me by giving my name
to a city square

or a street and public garden!

I'd rather a grapevine be planted

(in my name)

and grow into a vineyard and farms.
Don't preserve my memory

By giving a speech each year in my honor!
I'd rather a fine machine

pounding away in a factory

speak in my name!

Tell my mother —

tell her what you plant in my name,
tell the factory machines,

that I loved life, from the bottom of my
heart,

and therefore I take my final breaths,
at peace and happy...!

MODERN POETRY
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IN MEMORY OF THE PALESTINIAN
POET SAMIH AL-QASSEM

Nazih Kassis - Palestine

All of us know the popular proverb that
says: "No prophet is accepted in his
hometown”. The proverb applies to all
prophets of religion, but it does not apply
to prophets of poetry. Samih al-Qassem is
among the prophetic poets who was, is
and will always be accepted, respected and
remembered by the people of his
hometown, Rama, the Palestinian people
in Palestine, the Arab people, and

humanity at large, thanks to his
characteristics as a distinguished poet, a
progressive intellectual, a social and
political activist, and a peaceful fighter for
freedom.

Samih liked to be defined as "an
international resistance poet”. But what
did he resist? He resisted all types of
injustice such as: occupation, confiscation
of lands, oppression, persecution,
inequality, segregation, and racial and
social discrimination. Samih spent his life
struggling for the values of liberty,
equality, brotherhood, pluralism,
coexistence, acceptance of the other, and
peaceful relations between nations. (con.)
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SAMIH AL-QASSEM - PALESTINE (1939-2014)

MY RAMA

Your high name is the sky of the ABC

So, embrace the ages and hug eternity!

O, my Rama, you are an eternal tale,

That will be forever recited in pride and zeal!

You overstepped space with your wings

And broke into the disobedient locks!

Genius has turned into fading inspiration,

And your inspiration has turned into the light of genius!
The beats of my heart are from Adnan,

And my soul has a will for Ghassan,

My palm and mouth are for your olive trees

My melodious psalms are for your eyes!

People asked me about my genealogy; I answered:
My Father is lofty Haidar that fills eternity!

My Mother is Rama! And you should know

I am a descendant of a prophet and a prophetess!
The Koran is mine; the Gospel is mine;

The Hikma is mine — in character and nature!

The hill has been mine; the valley has been mine;

MODERN POETRY
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Since my golden plains were born!

My homeland is from me, and from homeland,
The sun of my blessings dawned to be guidance to

humanity!

Translated from the Arabic by Nazih Kassis
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As a citizen of Rama, he enjoyed love,
respect and good relationships with all
citizens of all communities. Still, he did
not consider himself to be the son of his
micro-family only or the son of Rama
only, but the son of Palestine, the son of
the Arab world, and the son of Humanity.
Those who knew Samih, felt how close he
is to them, and how modest he is, despite
his great popularity. His warm personality,
his open-mindedness, his smiling face, his
elegant and gentlemanly behavior gained
him love and respect of anyone who knew
him. He was friendly and considerate to
all people around him, irrespective of their
race, gender, color, status, religion or
nationality.

How do I know that? I know from our
personal relationship. Both of us live in
Rama and were friends all our life.
Besides, I knew him from his poetry and
from my experience in translating a large
number of his poems, which resulted in
publishing a whole collection of poetry
called Sadder Than Water (2006).

One of the poems that Samih liked is
called "Rama", which is the name of his
hometown, of which he was extremely
proud. Samih had recorded the poem
before his passing away, and it was heard
in his voice on his funeral day, during the
procession all the way to his eternal home
on August 19t 2014.
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HATIF JANABI - IRA GUEST OF HONOUR
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HATIF JANABI - IRA GUEST OF HONOUR

Hatif Janabi: The rhythm of life and language is changing constantly. A
poem without rhythm is not poetry.

Nadwah - Changchun/China
Interviewed by S.G. on 29 June 2019

Nadwah: You started writing columnar poetry, then wrote proper free verse and then
prose poetry while still continuing to write metrical free verse. What has each form
added to your creative writing experience?

HJ: Every form is an open experience in technical, aesthetic and intellectual spaces and
possibilities. Furthermore, it is a challenge. Moving from one poetic form to another is
really a complicated and confusing matter. It may put the poet in a labyrinth from which
he might not be able to get out of without cost. There is another problem dictated by the
kind of life and cultural context that each of us experiences. I was born in the land of my
father, in a village where I lived close to nature and was surrounded by all the open space,
the greenery, and the non-human creatures crawling and flying. I had to know all this in
close proximity and harmonize myself with it. This harmony left an impact on my poetry.
After that, I reluctantly moved to my first exile into a city bordering on the desert on one
side and on evergreen on the other. Such a contradictory city is full of variant visions and
rhythms, some of which are related to it as a city. Other visions and rhythms have
religious backgrounds, such as beating drums and seeking the pious people’s blessings.
There were two mainstream poetic forms in the cultural environment that surrounded me:
columnar poetry and foot-based metric poetry, while prose poetry had not gained any
respect. Therefore, in order to gain respect and fulfill the requirements of the mainstream
cultural thythm, I had to write columnar poetry at the beginning for a few years, thinking
that I must master the inherited poetic rules and disciplines. Later on, at the beginning of
the 1980s, I began writing foot-based metric poetry in which I wrote most of my poetry
and which was affected by experiments of free verse and then prose poetry. Sometimes, |
combined different poetic forms towards writing an open text. | think I write a poetic
poem not a poetic form. Each poem has its own poetic form and rhythm. Form and
rhythm grow while creating the poem and later I determine its final nature.

Nadwah: What is the significance of rhythm in your poetry? What is your definition
of poetic rhythm?

HJ: When I began writing poetry at the end of the 1960s’, I thought of mastering, as
much as I could, the known Arabic traditional metres. That was my understanding of
rhythm at the beginning. However, not being fully convinced of them, my curiosity led
me to searching for the possibility of generating poetic-musical rhythms even by
combining varied metres or ‘cooking’ a special recipe. I noticed that this was possible
only within some certain limits. [ was chained by the Arabic poetic heritage. Therefore, |
searched for poetic rhythm outside metres. Since the mid 1970s’, I felt that rhythm exist
outside language, meaning, that rhythm in the universe is primordial. Language could be a
signifier for what is outside of it. I started to feel rhythm in nature, in the movement of
creatures and inanimate objects, in everything. It was this obsession with rhythm that led
me to rhythms outside of what I had discovered and exemplified in the unseen and the
intangible. The Sufi experiments helped me do that. I close my eyes and listen tentatively.
I feel the flapping of the butterfly wings and the shaking of the tree leaf alone, the rhythm
and its echo, the rhythm of the letters and words in their harmony and inconsistency.
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HATIF JANABI - IRA GUEST OF HONOUR

A rainbow and the turn of day and night have their own rhythm too. Rhythm was born
alone and we knew it by its off-beat. In order to not go too far searching for ‘the rhythmic
poem’, I employed prose for its benefit, and studying drama helped me in that too. I
combined feet with prose subjects so that the priority is given to what is poetic, even
though I took advantage of prose elements (like prose narrative, description and form). I
pay equal attention to form, meaning and rhythm. There are internal and external rhythms.
We cannot limit the poem to the classical rules only, because the rhythm of life and
language is constantly renewing. A poem without rhythm is not poetry. Internal rhythm is
more esthetic and present than external rhythm.

Nadwah: You have lived in Poland for almost forty years. Do you consider it a second
home or an exile? What is the impact of this non-Arabic environment on you as an
Arab poet, intellectually and on the way you write?

HJ: Poland was my exile at the beginning because I had to leave Iraq. I dreamt and still
dream of returning to my homeland. In 2009, I returned after being away for thirty-three
years, but I found an empty homeland. I felt the exile in my country the same as before 1
had left. I was living in exile everywhere. Poland had a great impact on me in terms of my
academic learning and for establishing international literary connections. Thanks to the
international poetry festivals held in Poland, and because I knew its language, I met many
international poets and writers. Polish language enriched my work on my poetry and
broadened my knowledge, understanding and self-evaluating.

Nadwah: You studied Polish theatre and have been teaching it at Warsaw University
for more than thirty years. Does theatre have an impact on your poetic experiment?
How would you evaluate it?
HJ: A very exciting question. Yes! Yes! How amazing theatre is! What a magnificent
experience that impacted my poetry in terms of forming the poem’s open possibilities and
infusing it with the drama elements, especially since my life is a constant drama. I am so
deeply interested in what I call ‘The Theatre of Searching and Experimenting’. Poland
offered me a historical and unique opportunity. Because of my study of theatre, I obtained
an annually renewable permit from the Polish Ministry of Culture that allows me to watch
all plays for free. Hence, [ watched all local and international performances from all over
the world, including Chinese opera, Japanese No theatre, and Indian theatre. Space and its
employment in theatre, formation and theatrical design, the employment of music, the
body movement, all this attracted my attention and I tried to make use of them in my
poems. Consequently, the idea of ‘the rhythmic poem’ has deepened, but I never allowed
myself to be its captive.

Translated from the Arabic by Sayed Gouda

HATIF JANABI is a bilingual poet, writer, essayist, translator and editor in Arabic and Polish. He
is an Iraqi-born Polish citizen. He earned a B.A. in Arabic Language and Literature from the
University of Baghdad (1972), an M. A. in Polish Language and Literature from the University of
Warsaw (1979) and a Ph.D. in Theatre from Warsaw University (1983). He was an Associate
Professor of Arabic Literature and Drama in the University of Tizi-Ouzu in Algeria (1985-1988)
and a Visiting Scholar in Indiana University (1993-1994) USA. Currently, he is Professor of
Arabic Language Literature and Culture at Warsaw University. He lives in Warsaw and also is a
resident in the United Kingdom.
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FOUR POEMS
PORTRAIT

My sleep interrupts that I couldn't abandon what awakening gave me
of a hearing scratching me, an outlook imprisoning me inside one vision:
wicked roads, deceiving lights, martyred lovers in the name of love,
news of the dead without a cause, multiplying sins, and the living
who stand in rows at locked doors, seeking someone to open.

Some people retreats; I don't know where.

Are these signals observing us out of our planet?

or fighting meteors or shadows that we don't know?

"What is this shade among the trees," I yelled, "Is this the neighbor?"
I thought my bed in Birmingham prolonged the night,

but the days in Warsaw, shortened too,

and the sun, although laughing, was heading west;

On the farthest corner, sits an old drunkard begging the sun:

"Zero minus zero," this black and white.

A horseman spikes me in the name of vanity;

open pages that hadn't been read for ages.

My sleep interrupts, but I decided to walk at night,

outside my shadow, to take a nap in the secrets of love.

Even the kiss began to weave me at unknown times.

I shut the eastern and western curtains of the sun.

They have photos filled with flowers and butterflies,

crossing an open-breasted river with high shoulders,

receding clouds behind the hills.

If it is not for the charming girls in front of the water, and some deer,
the scene would have been, from a distance, an isolated kingdom.

I shut my eyes at an endless meadow,
that, on the other day, I heard no more than two beaks and a chirping,
over the house's glass.

A life may be born over the branch at the window,
sometimes in the shade of flowers, not far away
from the exhales of the open-mouthed Praia.

Flowers shade me inside my house.
Translated from the Arabic by Kahtan Mandwee
*k%k

INVITATION

I won't invite anyone, after now, to my house inhabited by ghosts.

My lock is rusty.

Whoever used to greet me is a pig.

My neighbors are rats.

I won't invite their daughter for fear of the jinn's king, sitting behind the door.
I won't invite the dolphin, the friend of desolation.

I won't invite whoever crawls behind the Sultan's shades.

I won't invite whoever is invited by life's luxuries.
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Tonight, I have decided, to invite the sea,

and all its fish,

to take me, after the party, to the whale's abdomen,
to write my life's story

and sing my awaited tune.
Translated from the Arabic by Kahtan Mandwee

*ekek

LANGUAGES I AM NOT IN

I breathe words I know.

They loath me, spit in my face; I kick them.

They paint me a statue, a stone, a featherless sparrow, an infidel, an

exiled pirate, in deserted islands.

Voices of all colors and tongues talk of a past that I'm not aware of.

Hands cut a thread, holding a paper kite, mourned by this lost child, holding
on to the clouds, in the languages of controversies, a signature over the mist.
A blind seeking a lantern.

Words read me, and letters, heard by the dead from the mouths of the dead,
fall from my pocket.

But the first letter and the next are mixed or vanished

in the chaos of searching for meaning, to write oneself

outside what is written,

words in which I breathe but am not living.
Translated from the Arabic by Kahtan Mandwee

Fodeske
SO THAT THE BUTTERFLY WON'T DIE INSIDE ME

I dig a hole in the oak of poetry and open the volcano's mouth
so that the grass crosses and the roses prickle.

I write so that the light, at the tunnel's end, won't die;

the bread loaf cheers the glory of the blood spilled around it;
the stones have a savor and color,

and the flowers have the kiss's weight over the lips.

I write so that the friend won't die forever;
no tree bends or bud withers;

no datepalm sinks in the landfill of absence,
no ink or rain or spring dries;

no man despairs,

or a lover's prayer goes to waste.
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I write to tell the wind, "I'm your brother in storm,
the igniter of the first spark, the keeper of thunder,
the guard of the trail."

I write so that the words won't be buried;

the valiant vision won't disappear in the distraction of sight;
the butterfly won't die inside me,

and the nightmare of doubts won't sweep the dream.

I write so that no breast be slain;

no sinner be stoned;

no child dies from explosion;

no living-dead are mutilated;

no other meaning for water than life;

nor to be like the inhabitants of caves
or a rotten shoe riddled by the roads.

I write so that darkness won't be day;

Babel drinks from the hand of light;

the river continues to run to the fields and the plains;

its marks are on the mountains, its glitter among the clouds.

I write so that my mother's prayer and father's praise
be the stars' hymns and the clouds' pleas;

the invisible be seen; the inaudible be heard,

and the untouchable be touched.

I write to beseech God, “Give me Your email;
let us frankly talk,

to fathom the savor of dialogue and grievance
without a mediator or a spy.”

I write so that exhale and inhale have a meaning,
a purpose for life,
and for the beloved a statue higher than the mountains.

I write so that no seeker is humiliated;
no flower dehydrates.

You'll be me and I'll be you,

as big as air, water, and food.

I write so that the wing will be as wide as its dream,
and the light present, in the size of its guardian,
floating in the wide space, in us, around us;

I write to be me.

Warsaw, June 8, 2011
Translated from the Arabic by Kahtan Mandwee
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SYDNEY LEA - USA

CONTEMPORARY POETRY

THE LONG AND SHORT

Betty, as always, was making doughnuts.
Why would she stop, I supposed, even though
Her husband had died two nights before?
The general store would keep buying her stuff.
People loved those doughnuts, plain as they were.

I could tell she was cooking before I knocked
By smelling the heat of her Fry-O-Lator.

I’d known them forever. No storybook marriage,
But she and Dale for the most part got on,

The way old couples usually manage.

Grease-smoke mixed with that wet dog odor

In the woods, which signals we’ll soon get snow.
Two flickers flushed from behind their trailer.
Dale was suddenly gone. Here then gone.

I pictured his walk, how he reeled like a sailor

After a long-log rolled off a truck

Years back, and turned both femurs to dust.

A three-legged chipmunk ducked under a downed
Dead hemlock. I watched a pigeon slip

Into the loft of their buckling barn.

They felt fitting, these varied signs that boded
Winter. Mind you, I did like Dale,

And would miss him all right. Yet I caught myself,

Surprised and ashamed, in a sort of rehearsal
For Betty of poignant recall and grief,

No matter a small brook cheerfully chimed

A hundred yards off, no matter the field,

Which someone had planted with rye for cover
Through the coming cold, looked green as spring.
Betty called me inside. She was leaning over

Her stove. She smiled and wept at once,

And the tears fell into the bubbling basket,
Each drop hissing and dancing inside.

Life struck me abruptly as both long and short.
“They 're lively anyhow!” Betty cried.
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BARON WORMSER - USA

MY WIFE ASKS ME WHY I KEEP PHOTOGRAPHS IN A DRAWER

Beneath tee shirts and underwear
A few almost-sepia photographs

Of my mother and father—-before they knew me.

My mother stands in front of the school

Where she first taught fourth grade.

She’s young and lovely and smiling

In a summer dress. Her shoulders are bare,

Her eyes alight with candid feeling.

The year before she worked in

A department store where she read Tolstoy
During her breaks. One day she came back

To her counter red-eyed; her supervisor inquired
About her. “Anna died,” my mother blurted.

My father sits at a table. He holds some cards
And smiles. All the other guys at the table
Are soldiers too and they smile. They’re going
To live through the war. It’s aces and swell
Broads and highballs and home runs for them.

I should set up some sort of shrine for these
Bougquets of time, something more visible. They
Lie there in my drawer as I stutter through

My slice of time—-from semi hippiedom

To that middle-age wariness

That signals a flagging of mortal belief.

I never take them out. I know them too well.
It’s dark in the drawer and common and hidden.
Photos tell you that people can smile at

The dark eye of oblivion. Albums and walls are
Too insistent. What'’s part of every fumbling
Morning is closer to the fleeting mark.
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BIRGIT BUNZEL - GERMANY

CONTEMPORARY POETRY

DER ATEM DER TAUBE
Fiir Anna

Mit jedem Atem weitet sich das Feld
und Vogel schwirmen in die Ferne.
Der Horizont wolbt sich und Wasser
flie3t in die Adern bis ins Meer.

Damals standst du in der Mitte der steigenden Flut,
hittest gerne einen Heiler nach Hause gebracht,
dort, wo trotz allem Larm und Schutt,

immer noch eine Taube auf dem Dach sabB.

Jetzt breiten sich um dich herum besetzte Lénder aus,
wo Tyrannen und Mértyrer Leben erfinden.

Alle anderen breiten Teppiche aus, sammeln Kriimel,
lesen ,,Wenn Gott es so will“ in dngstlichen Augen.

Jetzt bist du frei genug, dies und das zu sein,

doch hat du noch genug Blut und Trénen,
Ungerechtigkeit und Gesetzlosigkeit zu bekdmpfen
und Wiirde in rotgefarbte Felder zu pflanzen?

Wie konnen wir Felder so beatmen,

dass sie sich wieder weiten und Wasser

in ihnen fliesst, oder sogar Milch und Honig,

dass Tauben sich wieder um kostliche Kriimel tiimmeln?

Auch heute stehst du in der Mitte der steigenden Flut,
doch mutig schickst du deine Taube aus,

um die Felder anderer Lénder zu erkunden.

Und mutig wartest du auf dem Dach auf ihre Wiederkehr.

Du, Taube!
Atme!

THE BREATH OF A DOVE
For Anna

With every breath, the field widens
and birds swarm into far distances.
The horizon swells and water

flows into the arteries and into the sea.

* The painting is by Birgit Bunzel
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Back then, you stood in the midst of a rising flood,
would have liked to invite a healer to your home,
there, where in spite of all the noise and debris,

a white dove still sat on the top of the roof.

But now, occupied lands surround you everywhere,
where tyrants and martyrs plot their lives.
All others spread carpets, collect crumbs,
and read “God willing” in each others anxious eyes.

Now you are free enough to be this or that,
but do you still have enough blood and tears
to fight injustice and lawlessness,

and to plant dignity into red-stained fields?

How can we breathe into these fields

so that they widen again and water

flows in them, or even milk and honey;

so that doves can scrimmage again for tasty crumbs?

Today, too, you stand in the midst of a rising flood.
But courageously, you send out your own white dove
to scout out the fields of other countries.

And courageously you wait on the roof for its return.

You, dove,
breathe!
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* The painting is by Birgit Bunzel

3

CONTEMPORARY POETRY

Translated from the German by the author
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BIRGIT BUNZEL - GERMANY

SHARPSHOOTING MEMORIES

Your grief triggers my grief,
and it comes in battalions.

They lift you up and carry you

straight into sharpshooting memories.

And they leave me in the trenches
where time has made me a spy

who reports on the shifting shapes of
a heart turned toward the Mecca of pain.

I don’t know how rich the joys and aches were
that have gathered suddenly into this final grief

and that make me spy for your sake
for relief at every corner.

And when | became the thief of your grief,

you became my casualty.

CONTEMPORARY POETRY
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LENA OH - S. KOREA

FALLEN FRAGRANCE

A little flower has fallen

wilting to her death
before her full bloom.

The desolate street is bestrewn

with fallen fragrance,
a wave of cry travels
to find a solace.

Hope, aspiring spirits,

is falling like a feather.

It is a flower

who dreams of flying high,
not a bird.

A little bird in a cage weeps
in his solitude.

Pain lands on his heart

like a stamp of an elephant.

In that moment
he hears the voice
of the fallen fragrance.

Let me be freedom,
let freedom soar.

When the fragile petals
swung to the ground,
despair reverberates
with new life.

Now the bird is dreaming
of flying
out of the cage.

The harbour embraces
a breeze of fragrance,

The fallen fragrance is reborn.

* The painting is by Birgit Bunzel
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GEORGE VEIS - GREECE
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STRUGGLE FOR A LIVING

Since he has fun

in these verses

and enjoys having a rest in the afternoon
the day before he sent them on his mobile
phone

it was raining hard and he was chilled to
the bone

now he reads them again and again

au fond they are sore

but they warm him

he hears Sappho clearly and maybe Irinna
as the screen shines in this depressing
January darkness

and he takes time on himself

that he feels light as a feather and fools
himself

in glory.

Translated from the Greek by Yannis Goumas
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STATHIS GOURGOURIS - GREECE

‘ONEIPA EITI TPTIA
Tng eima, dgv apvovpan
Tnv emotpoen ng.
Aaytapovsa 1o 0

Oyt 1o O-pukpov

Kt dpmg avéPnke tpéyovag
Noa Bpet ta maAid ypappoto
YKOPTIGUEVE, GTO KPEPATL.

Me pdrtio avorytd

Agv umopeig va ta drafdoetg,
YKéQTNKa VoL TG TTO.

Movo yépra yperdlecal.

Ta ypappota gtvor Ta Kovpumid

Tov ovelpov cov.

"EBale k0KAO TpELG POPEG GTOL OVELPO.
H emavéAinym, xotarafa,

Agv fitav ypayo 41kd pov.

Me paTio avorytd dev Umopeig

No defdcelg ta ypdvia

[Tov yoldoape og moMd ypdppata,
Nopilw 61t ¢ eina

(Zav va elya Eumvnoet

e kpePatt aAAovvov).

Movo e dvelpa Tov ympave oTa YEPLa.

'Eckioe ta oeviovia og Aemtég kopdeAiToeg
K1 éptioée ayyéhovg pe pavoeétec.
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CONTEMPORARY POETRY

DREAM TIMES THREE

I told her I did not
Oppose her return.
I longed for 0

Not for O-micron.

Still, she ran upstairs
And found old letters
Scattered on the bed.

With eyes open
You cannot read them,
I thought of saying.

You only need to use your hands.

Letters are the buttons
Of your dreams.

She circled dreams three times.

(The repetition, I realized,
Was not in my handwriting)

With eyes open
You cannot read the times

We spent in old letters,
I thought I said,

(As if I’d just woken up
In someone else’s bed)

Only with dreams that fit your hands.

She tore the sheets in thin long strips

And fashioned angels with cufflinks.
Translated from the Greek by the author
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ANNAMARIA FERRAMOSCA - ITALY

LAMENTO DI FARAONE

Beato ero

bendato

svuotato eppure sazio
imbalsamato

Lasciavo perfino indovinare
un sorriso indulgente

di esatto dio deposto

nel punto di intersezione
dove la geometria del cielo consolava
il pianto notturno delle stelle

Di peso emigrato

spaesato immuseato

assordato

- una babele queste lingue d’oltrafrica -
E poi, mi ¢ proibito dai sacerdoti
ascoltare le vostre risa

dopo 'ultimo pianto

In frantumi

le vibrazioni d’Iside

Capovolto

sul dorso lo scarabeo

Rendetemi

alla pace tetragona

ombra materna della cuspide
Ho ancora

scorte d’essenza raggrumate
negli occhi nelle narici
Dovevano abbondare

perché non dimenticassi
d’essere figlio d’astri

fin sotto le unghie

Mi squarciaste

la prua del tempo

bozzolo nave in sacra metamorfosi
per scoprire

solo sbufti di sabbia

(assistevo immobile

10 scarabeota)

Sabbia ridatemi sabbia
smeriglio del vento sulle rose
rumore vagabondo delle dune
limo sul pube dell’immensa dea
- sua ¢ la carne dei fiori -
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A PHARAOH'S LAMENT

Blessed was |

bandaged

emptied yet replete

embalmed

I would even intimate

the indulgent smile

of an exact god deposed

at the point of intersection

where heavenly geometry used to console
the stars' nocturnal wail

Forced to emigrate

Displaced, stuck in a museum
deafened

- these out-of-Africa languages are real
babble -

And besides, high priests forbid me
to listen to your laughter

after the last wail

Isis' vibrations

are shattered

The sacred scarab is on its back
upturned

Take me back

to foursquare peace

the motherly shadow of the cusp
I still have

stores of clotted essence

in my eyes in my nostrils

They had to abound

lest I should forget

I was the son of the stars

even under my fingernails

You ripped open

the prow of time on me

the ship-cocoon in holy metamorphosis
only to discover

gusts of sand

(I watched motionless

like a dumb scarab)

Sand give me back sand

emery blowing on the roses

noise roving over the dunes

silt on the pubes of the boundless goddess
- hers is the flesh of flowers -



ANNAMARIA FERRAMOSCA - ITALY

Oh, inonda, Nilo,
terra e cielo tutto
E me

fino alle tue stele

SISl )
Olie S e gel IS
oyl
\}su/\}ﬁ
Al g 3

5,15 a5 OF Gl 08
Lﬁ;q,él.l&ic,.ih;a-
ool O s
ol ol &S

I el ate
e 3l ol
eyt g s i
(zatsS) g
Je oy g
B S 0231)
(cwlo Ol pa J2a
Al gt dl il
33,90 e By s e gl s
Ik 1 OLISIN B 58 £ Lo pall Ll
e iyl bl ol eids
52 o ey -
Bliand; 21 ¢ 1 ]
LelS sladls 2 Y
Caf Ui 3 e
e ) Jos 01 )
335 oo L3l W) o Lo 5
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O Nile, flood
earth and all the sky
And me, too

up to your stars
Translation from the Italian by Anamaria Crowe
Serrano and Riccardo Duranti
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ANNAMARIA FERRAMOSCA - ITALY

GIA’ CHE CORRE LA VITA

Soy hombre: duro poco
y es enorme la noche
Octavio Paz

Gia che corre la vita,
scelgo una corsa semplice
Perché¢ tutto ¢ accaduto
semplicemente

Un soffio

come d’aria che trema
Poi solo

un profumo di menta

Felicita di andare

coi sandaletti nuovi ritrovati
Fermate dolci-amare

abbacinate

sull’incavo di una guancia virile
Correre ancora

gemmare scontrosi rami, non importa
Importa

lasciarsi contagiare dai pensieri,
parole disvelanti

su pagine rubate a mille notti,
rivoli di un’epidemia

scesi a tracciare I’anima

Al capolinea

ho salvato gli stracci piu preziosi,
poche frasi e scarne,

capaci

di guidare il destino

Ora so riconoscere i miraggi
Ora so arrendermi

alle ombre di materia soffribile
Non temo

altri giochi brutali

€ cammino

Un cammino placato

Siamo in tanti a scendere
offrendo mantelli ininterrotti
di fuochi e solitudini

Gli orli

son ricamati di domande
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SINCE LIFE IS RACING ON

Soy hombre: duro poco
y es enorme la noche
Octavio Paz

Since life is racing on,

I choose a one-way journey
Because everything has happened
in a simple way

A puff

like trembling wind

Leaving

only the scent of mint

I was happy skipping

in new sandals I’d found again

Dazzled

by bitter-sweet stops

in the hollow of a virile cheek

Running on again,

growing petulant branches doesn’t matter
What matters

is allowing yourself to be infected by
thought,

revealing words

on pages stolen from a thousand nights,
their rivulets an epidemic

descended to leave a trace on the soul

At the end of the line

I’ve saved the most precious rags,
few sentences and meagre ones at that,
capable

of steering destiny

Now I can recognise the mirages
Now I can surrender

to the shadows of suffering

I’m not afraid

of other brutal games

and [ walk

A reconciled path

There are so many of us alighting
offering continuous cloaks

of fire and solitude

Their edges

embroidered with questions

Translation from the Italian by Anamaria Crowe
Serrano and Riccardo Duranti
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ELEONORA RIMOLO - ITALY

LI VEDIAMO DAL BASSO

Li vediamo dal basso,
scendono gradino dopo
gradino esperti itinerari ;
della trascorsa stagione:
minano la quiete della stanza,
parlano con un fiore in bocca
e dicono — ci confessano,
mormorando alle nostre
inquietudini solenni —

da 1i, se sali, si vede anche,
si vede anche il mare,

una striscia di cielo

rubata ad un dio morente:

e attraverso la cella,

se ti concentri, si sente pure,
si sente pure il sale,

briciole sulla lingua a misura
di bacio, uno scambio di
oceani tormentosi,

quella scia di pieta

che colora di petrolio

un altro dramma negato.

CONTEMPORARY POETRY

WE SEE THEM FROM BELOW

We see them from below,

they descend step

by step, expert travellers

of the changing season:

they threaten the silence of the room,
they speak with flower in mouth
and they say — they confess to us,
murmuring to our solemn fears —
from there, rising up, you can even see,
you can even see the sea,

a strip of sky

stolen from a dying god:

and across the cell,

if you focus, you can even taste
you can even taste the salt,
crumbs on your tongue about

a kiss’ worth, an exchange with
tortuous seas,

a slipstream of mercy

that paints another

hopeless ordeal

the colour of petrol.
Translated from the Italian by Alessandra Giorgioni
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KOKKEN YOKOYAMA - JAPAN
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SHOOTING STAR

Just like tracing

Your mane

Your light is expanding
Such texts

For example

They became winds
They became songs

I love the impulses

As if strongly

Repelled

Little by little, little by little
TheI)(r. grow cold
Lacking something

I read a letter

Resembling a whistle

In the universe is a bowl

That is gradually tilting

Is it Orion

Is it Cassiopeia

Only the winter constellations know

When a soft nod

Snaps and is lost

The fields shudder

And illuminating a yawn

The evening sun

Is swallowed in the river and then sent to
the sea

Hopefully becoming someone’s smile

Our words

Are wrapped in shadows

And therefore do not reach

Like these little fingers

That you will stretch forth

Tilted to the sky which you do not yet
know

Then you will defiantly start running

With your verdant mane streaming out

And your lips shaking as if rushe

The light compared to our future

Silently promises

The promises indicated by the star

Abandon us and

Just deliver your songs
Translated from the Japanese by Kaka Hotta
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SAYED GOUDA - EGYPT

Three poems for my late beloved brother,
Mustafa
THE DISTANT SHORE

I was supposed

to cross the river
to the distant shore
before you.

I put perfumes, candles,

a copy of the Quran

and a few sticks of basil

into my bag.

I prepared myself and said to sailing:
‘I’'m ready!’

I was supposed

to board the boat before you.

May God forgive you!

By what logic

did you cross over to the distant shore,
stealthily, before I could see you off,
before you could even say to me:
‘Until we meet again!’?

I’m not alone
in my solitude;
you are with me.
I drown every day
in the waves of our memories,
time after time,
and I’m saved every day
in order to die again
before I cross over
to the distant shore.
16 June 2019

LIVING, BREATHING

No!
It’s not you who died;
the one who died was me.
These lines are not an elegy for you;
they are an elegy for me.
You’re in the Eternal Paradise living,
breathing.
But I am dead,
though counted among the living, as
living, breathing.
17 June 2019
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SAYED GOUDA - EGYPT

BEREAVED IN GRIEF

Don’t ruin my retreat!
Don’t steal away my grief!
Don’t feel surprised
by my misery!
For you is living life with all its summers
and springs;
for me is leaving life with all its summers
and springs.
Don’t take your handkerchief out for me
to wipe away my tears--
they are like water in a well overflowing
with sorrow.
Not once did I throw the bucket of
memory into its depth,
to pull it out without it being weighed
down by the flow of its tears.

Don’t worry about me in my solitude!

I am not alone;

I am with him.

How often I talk to him and then keep

silent, listening,

in order to hear him.

If he does not visit me in a dream, I blame

him,

asking him what his excuse is,

and wondering,

I ask, how can this be when until

yesterday he used to visit me?

Nothing ever stopped him from seeing me.

I ask what has happened that he forgets his
brother so,

and disappears so suddenly,

and sleeps in a suspicious silence

without laughter or talk,

without even moving his finger?

For God’s sake, don’t think my grief over
him too much.
The grief of hired wailing women is not
the same
as the grief of the bereaved.
16 July 2019

Poems translated from the Arabic by the author

* The painting is by Sayed Gouda
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A MOMENT OF RHYTHM

In this special edition which extended
from 32 pages to 48 pages, | would like,
as a new feature, to analyse the rhythmical
structure of two poems featured in this
edition. The poems are ‘The Ackerman
Steppe’ by Adam Mickiewicz and ‘The
Dream’ by Mikhail Lermontov.

The Arabic and the English
translations of ‘The Ackerman Steppe’
both keep the rhyme scheme of the
original poem which is a four stanzaic
sonnet consisting of two quatrains and two
tercets. The poem rhyme scheme is abba,
abba, cdc, ded. The rhyme scheme in the
English version is abba, abba, cdd, cee
while it is abba, cddc, efg, hig in the
Arabic translation. The English version is
iambic pentameter except line 2 which has
11 syllabus and so have all the lines in the
second stanza. Apart from the rhyme
scheme in the Arabic translation, rhythm
is quite evident in the way words were put
together to chime a certain Arabic metrical
foot in some lines. Even though the
translation does not limit itself to a certain
foot-based metre, these occasional
metrical features create internal rhythm
that flows discreetly under the surface of
the external musicality well heard in the
end-rhymes. No doubt, both Edna W.
Underwood and Hatif Janabi did a
marvelous job in their translations in terms
of rthythm.

In translating the second poem,
Nabokov did a great job, too. His
translated text is written in iambic
pentameter with the rhyme scheme abab,
cded, efef, ghgh, ijij. Some inversions
between iamb and trochee occurred
without taking away from the established
rhythm. Amazingly, Nabokov managed in
his translation to keep every and each line
dectasyllabic. A painstaking job but the
result is outstanding.

While these examples indicate that the
translators used formal equivalence in
terms of the poem form and its lofty
language, they surely used dynamic
equivalence in order to make the
translation sound like a poem in its target
language. Sometimes, translators grant
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themselves the liberty of deviating a bit
from the original literal translation. An
example of this is Nabokov’s translation
of the title form just ‘Dream’ to ‘The
Triple Dream’. The translation is not an
exact and literal rendition of the Russian
poem but a poetic one. In doing so,
Nabokov interprets the first scene of the
poem as a dream while the poem itself
does not state so clearly. In his translation,
he leaves out some details and forsakes
the literal meaning of some words. For
example, the first line of the poem states
that it was hot at noon. Nabokov does not
mention the time of the day and only
mentions that it was hot. In the first line of
the second stanza he says, ‘Alone I lay
amid a silent maze’. However, the Russian
poem does not say anything about this
‘silent maze’. Fortunately, this poem was
also translated by Yevgeny Bonver in
September 1995. The first line in the first
stanza is: ‘The glen of Daghestan, at noon,
was hot and gleaming;’ and the first line in
the second stanza is: ‘I lay on sand of this
small glen, alone;” Nothing here about ‘a
silent maze’. Obviously, Nabokov was
keen on using ‘maze’ to rhyme with
‘blaze’ two lines later. The same thing can
be said about most of his end rhymes.
Bonver's translation keeps the same rhyme
scheme but not the exact number of
syllables per line as lines varied from 10
to 13 syllables. However, the translation is
still poetic and more faithful to the
Russian poem. For this, I had to depend on
his more faithful translation in doing my
own Arabic translation in which I tried to
keep a certain thyme scheme as follows:
abab, cded, fgfg, hhii, jkjk.

In conclusion, the best translation is
always the one that keeps the best balance
between formal and dynamic equivalence;
it’s the translation that keeps an eye on
rhythm without losing sight of the literal
meaning in the source text.

Sayed Gouda
PhD in Comparative Prosodies
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,;: . ABU HAMID ALGHAZALI (1058 — 1111) was one of the most prominent and influential
a4t philosopher, theologians, jurists, and mystics of Islam..
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71 OMAR IBN AL-FARID was born in Cairo to Syrian parents. He lived for some time in

| Mecca and died in Cairo. He is esteemed as the greatest mystic poet of the Arabs. Some of

. 2| his poems are said to have been written in ecstasy.
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{‘é) ADAM MICKIEWICZ (1797-1855) was the greatest Polish poet during the Romantic
era. He was a poet, translator, dramatist, and a patriotic political activist. He was born in
Navahrudak and died in Istanbul. This poem is his first sonnet (H. J.)
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2} | MIKHAIL LERMONTOV (1814 —1841) was a Russian Romantic poet, prose writer and
R painter, sometimes called ‘the poet of the Caucasus’. He was the most important poet after
Alexander Pushkin's death in 1837 and the greatest figure in Russian Romanticism. He was
killed in a duel
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RABINDRANATH TAGORE was a polymath, poet, musician, and artist from the Indian
subcontinent. He reshaped Bengali literature and music, as well as Indian
art with Contextual Modernism in the late 19th and early 20th centuries. In 1913, he

became the first non-European to win Nobel Prize in Literature.
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w ' PAUL LAURENCE DUNBAR (1872-1906) was an American poet, novelist and
v

playwright. Born in Dayton, Ohio, to parents who had
been enslaved in Kentucky before the American Civil War. He published his first
poems at the age of 16 in a Dayton newspaper. (Wikipedia)
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recognized today as a key contributor to language reform for his advocacy of the use
4 of written vernacular Chinese. He was one of the leaders of China's May Fourth Movement,

(1919 1937).
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HU SHI (1891-1962) was a Chinese poet, philosopher, essayist and diplomat. Hu is widely

#'| respected and trusted poets. His poems often begin with the evocation of a personal
moment of perception, in the midst of the city or of nature, and move from there to
considerations of more general import, where the poem frequently turns into a meditation

on the presence of Eternity in the midst of time. |
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KU SANG (1919-2004) was a South Korean poet, considered one of Korea’s most
'-: ,I

SHU XIANGCHENG (1921-1999) was born in Huiyang County, Guangdong Province.
He was a poet novehst and essaylst
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poetry is a poetry of revolution and resistance from within the Palestinian lands occupied
in 1948.
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m SAMIH AL-QASSEM (1939-2014) is a one of the most famous Palestinian poets. His

E.g, SYDNEY LEA is an American poet, novelist, essayist, editor, a professor, and the Poet

. q Laureate of Vermont. He lives in Newbury Vermont.
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BARON WORMSER was born in Baltimore, Maryland, in 1948. In 2000, he was
appointed Poet Laureate of Maine by Governor Angus King. He served in that capacity for
six years. He currently res1des in MontPeher Vermont, with his wife.
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BIRGIT BUNZEL is a German poet, Sinologist and Professor of Literature and
Translation. Her first collection of poetry Shadows in Deferment won the first prize in an
international poetry competition held by Proverse Publishing. She has two collection of

poetry and many of her poems have been published in many poetry periodicals. She is currently a

Professor of Comparative Literature at Lingnan University, Hong Kong.
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' LENA OH lived in several parts of the globe and studied in Sociology, English, and
s Linguistics. Based in Hong Kong, she is a professor in languages and cultures who enjoys
nature.
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l%\ GEORGE VEIS (Athens, 1955) has served as Ambassador to UNESCO and at other
postings, including a total of eight years in the P. R. of China. He has been the recipient

three times of the State Literary Award for his travel memoirs. The Academy of Athens has

honored his poetry twice.
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STATHIS GOURGOURIS is a Professor of Classics, English and Comparative Literature
in Columbia University. He is the Director of the Institute for Comparative Literature and

Society.
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Q ANNAMARIA FERRAMOSCA is Italian poet and the author of ten collections of poetry

- and is the recipient of numerous literary awards.
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She graduated in Classical Letters and Modern Philology and has a Ph.D. in Literary Studies
| from the University of Salerno. She has published four collections of poems, for which she
won several poetry awards.
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ELEONORA RIMOLO was born in Salerno in 1991 and now lives in Nocera Inferiore.
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| Poetry and Thought New Poet Prize and winner of the 2nd Poetry Triathlon.
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KOKKEN YOKOYAMA was born and resides in Niigata, Japan. Finalist of the 22nd

REFERENCES exle

Luo, Hanchao E&ZE#8 and Chen, Yulan [ 5, 2009. Zhongguo shixue. Diyi bu: Xingshi lun

KPR o H5—3K - LI ERY [‘Chinese prosody. vol. i: theory of form’]. Beijing:
Zhongguo shehui kexue chubanshe.

ENDNOTES Lalis oladas

ol Lyde Ole STy ATVl 33 0 J5Y @85 ¢ inaSne ool e lall 0 @1 Sl s’ o (B 50) g g I T 20
gl LB G il 5 s s sl e Y1 dablie 3 LISl Gt Gy 3 o ¢ 58800 eliab s U5 Oy
oo AN o il 05 0 e o sline 3 LS 5 Al s el b szl sy o e

Lns LS e 38 501 (6l 03 0L daieomy OF (3 0o A1 0 W glome eSO AoVl 30 3 o oYl (o SN0l a1 T
onisy bl o Loz 5 ) ol @lane (3 oo ) Leas! & Jall o 3L L3 2SO o 52 Ll dlomied) ISl 10 3
@ o2 )

PREVIOUS ISSUES: il sluel

& A AN wa




A Glimpse of Art NADWAH 09N

Out in the sky the great dark clouds are massing;

I look far out into the pregnant night,

Where I can hear a solemn booming gun

And catch the gleaming of a random light,

That tells me that the ship I seek is passing, passing.
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Artist: Williem van de Velde the Younger

Artist Info: Dutch, 1633 - 1707

Title: Ships in a Gale

Dated: 1660

Medium: Oil on panel

Classification: Painting

Dimensions: Overall 72.4 x 108 dm (28 1/2 x 42 1/2 in.)

Credit: Patrons’ Permanent Fund
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