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About Nadwah

Nadwah is a bilingual bimonthly poetry e-magazine that is published in English and
Arabic languages. The magazine has four main sections as follows: Poetry in English,
Poetry in English Translation, Poetry in Arabic, Poetry in Arabic Translation. Nadwah
also welcomes poems translated from other languages into either English or Arabic.

Call for Submissions

Nadwah invites submissions in English or Arabic from all over the world. The deadline
for the December 2018 issue is 15 November. Unpublished poems only, except for those
published in book form. Poems should not exceed 40 lines and should adhere to the
publishing guidelines hereunder.

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.
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.

Language: Inappropriate language or content will not be considered for publication.
Footnotes: No footnotes except for occasional annotations.

EDITORIAL BOARD:

Chief editor and designer: Sayed Gouda
English section editor: Birgit Bunzel

The cover painting is courtesy of poet and artist Birgit Bunzel
The interior illustrations are courtesy of artist Mamdouh el-Kassifi
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EDITOR’S FOREWORD

The idea of launching this magazine has
been on my mind for many years and I
have always procrastinated carrying it out
for one reason or another. Maybe one of
the reasons is knowing how immense this
project might be and how much effort and
time it will take. In the end, I knew I had
to start somewhere. Otherwise, the idea
would always remain just an idea.

This project is my attempt to shed light on
quality poetry in English and Arabic. In
addition, the magazine will feature poetry
translations into both languages. Some
English poems that appear in the English
section will have their translation in the
Arabic section and vice versa.

Needless to say, poetry translation is the
most problematic type of translation. A
poem 1is not just an ordinary text.
Otherwise, translating it would be like
translating any other ordinary text. I don’t
talk here about condensed meaning and
abstract ideas because if this were the
reason why translating poetry is difficult,
then translating Kant would definitely be
more difficult than translating any poem.
The fact is that translating poetry is not an
easy task because a poem has its own
special language, structure and rhythm.
This is the rub. How can one translate a
rhythm?

Rhythm is more than a pleasing sound. It
has a meaning, or at least it should, as
Pound once said. My study of
comparative prosody that includes Arabic,
Chinese, Greek, English and French
prosodies and metrical forms helped me
realize how rhythm is constructed to echo
meaning. Classical Arab poets used to
apply long meters when they wrote
eulogies for their kings. They used short
meters with light thythm when they wrote
love poems. In a paper on Li Bai’s
rhythmic genius, I commented on how he
changed his rhythm within the same poem
when he needed to deliver a certain
meaning. I further illustrated this point by
giving examples from poetry of other

poets in different languages such as Hugo
in French, Wordsworth in English and
Hegazi in Arabic.

Translating rhythm with all its intricacies
of rhyme scheme, number of feet or
syllables per line, metrical form and line
break is a high call for any translator. In
my translations of poetry, I try to strike a
balance and use both formal and dynamic
equivalences as introduced by Eugene
Nida. For instance, in my translation of
Salah Elewa’s poem ‘Questions Not
Picked by Her Hands’, I kept the same
poetic form in terms of number of lines
and line breaks. I also tried to add rhythm
to some lines to reflect a glimpse of his
highly rhythmical lines. This rhythm is
demonstrated in the iambic tempo in the
following lines as selected examples:

He did not wish /

to sell the winds that hummed the last ... /
and roamed around the cage. /

about some men who wandered in the
nights /

between his hands? /

that ceaseless rain would fall for nights /
on a dying bud? /

I applied the same rule in translating
English and Chinese poems into Arabic.
This issue features one poem by Xu
Zhimo, two poems by David McKirdy
and one poem by Birgit Bunzel. Though
this last poem by Bunzel is not translated
into Arabic metrical meter like the first
three poems, it has its own rhythm that
translates well into Arabic as some lines
are completely metrical without being
restricted  to one certain foot. When
translating Xu Zhimo’s poem ‘Farewell to
Cambridge’, in order to correspond as
much as possible to the original
masterpiece, | tried my best to keep the
same form and almost the same rhyme
scheme in metrical lines.

Finally, this issue marks the birth of
Nadwah as a bilingual bimonthly poetry
e-magazine. | want to dedicate this first
special issue to all the poets who
supported and contributed to Nadwah’s
activities throughout the years. This
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LAMMA ISLAND: THE FESTIVAL IN HONOUR OF
TIN HAU - GODDESS OF THE SEA

Today there is no pig in slow dismem-
berment upon our village butcher's slab.
That's now a festive table heaped with gifts, blood-
red and gold - where four of us might sit to feast.
I've never seen the daily pig arrive
but with my morning shave I sense the rhythm of
the swing that lifts it to hiatus and
the drop. The butcher strops the knife.
The pig's my morning clock: by seven it's
splayed, spatchcocked, eviscerated. Organs
are laid out - neat and moist. There's a trotter
for each of us. Hooked up and hanging by
The balls, the cock's stopped. All in bits by eight.
Not pig but pork. The ferry's missed - I'm late.

Written for Seamus Heaney on his birthday — Friday 1 3th
April, 2012
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POETRY IN E
NGLISH| DAVID MCKIRDY - SCOTLAND

A GAME OF MARBLE

I'sit among the Grecian ruins
and contemplate for half a day

prototype pillars of i
Marble and ideas Western pride.

]SEtOIT'Izi from the ancient world

uclidean proportio cratic i
Stolen, but pr(I))ffere(i1 i“;ggefrcl)lroaclrlatlc deals
as a condition of foreign aid

to th%rd class, third world citize

needing daily bread "
working like Trojans.

JUDGEMENT DAYS

Sometimes I feel angels gazing over my shoulder
and into my soul in loving judgement

but it is judgement none the less

and gives pause for thought.

I only seem to feel the bright white heat on my back
when I’m misbehaving

then they gather in flocks

cherubs with notebooks and scales.

How many infringements have I logged today

and what do I score for an act of kindness?

Where are they when I’'m being charitable, kind and sharing

Maybe they’re gazing over your shoulder.

U s -



POETRY IN ENGLISH| AKIN SOLA JEJE - CANADA

CURTAINS

Darkness has fallen, an angry orange gleam, a slashing sash of fire,
smouldering at the fringes of the heavy onyx curtains that blank the (W
horizon.

Some welcome the shade, scorning the scorch of desert storms, fever
pitches, Montezuma’s revenge, or simply light upon the bulbous blister of
brown oxide scales spreading on iron frames.

Others feel their drawstrings tighten around their throats, their wrists, their
limbs, trussed for the slaughter they’ve always remembered. No more trust
for the ides of November.

Theatre is a game played in the shadows, by the shadows, for the shadows.
Indonesia calls it wayang kulit, a silhouetted procession of clowns and
monsters, fallen heroes and brazen impostors. Shows play in real time, to the
tinkling percussion of the gamelan. The nayaga, who play this progression
of mallets, metallophones and xylophones know as acutely as the high notes
reaching towards the intended climax who pays for the performance.

We are taxed, but don’t write checks or balances. Here, the shows have been
pre-scripted and pre-recorded. There’s always the fear of something live
jumping out of the narrative. Sorry, Bernie.

You didn’t buy a ticket? Fine, watch outside the fence that is not yet a wall.
Roast some corn. Pour something cold and frothy into a plastic glass more
transparent than the content of tonight’s act. Wait for the curtains to rise
once more.

Applaud, cheer, boo, hiss, jeer to the loudest of your abilities. Your silence is
not golden. Your voices add to the chorus.

Your reviews may just help this revue become great again. Or cancel its run.
Don’t blame this pantomime- you’re the ones who wanted to watch.

This poem, written in the aftermath of the 2016 US presidential election,
critiques the administration of Donald Trump, but also the apathy of the
voters. “Bernie” is reference to the 2016 Democratic Primary candidate
and Senator Bernard “Bernie” Sanders. The Indonesian wayang kulit is an
Indonesian shadow-puppet play, the gamelan is a traditional instrumental
ensemble in Indonesia that includes many bronze percussion instrument, and
the nayaga are the musicians who play the gamelan.




POETRY IN ENGLISH|

SALT PILLAR
Aleppo, December 2016

Barrel bomb—

brick hail.

I don’t collapse

with my house.

Down the street

my daughter’s front door
hangs from hinges.
Neighbours. Her body.
A blue curtain shroud.

I do not look away.

My grandchildren crouch
among the rubble in rags, grey
as old newspapers scattered

in their garden. Bloom—

in the next blast—

sudden poppies in hot wind.

Shards scorch my bare arms.

Sparks prick my scalp.

e

KATE ROGERS - CANADA

Look away. I can’t.
The sky is empty:

a tumbled avalanche—

the minaret
of Umayyad mosque—

fills the marble courtyard.

I stumble east to the Syrian desert,

gather the ragged breaths of el Hamsin—*
that swirling dishdasha—

to cover my face, my hair.

On the salt shores

of Al-Jabbul I pray

to forget, the way

the lake forgets water.

I shape salt crystals into pillar,

a monument between my palms.

* Wind of Syrian winter which blows for

fifty days




POETRY IN ENGLISH| ANDREW BARKER
-UK

SONNET 130. WEFIE
For Shanthy

Nostalgia wraps itself around a night
That hasn’t even happened yet, each pose
We make is for tomorrow, each delight
At situation knowingly composed.

We photograph for future fantasies:

“Do you remember this one?”” And we do;
Remember scenes from summer holidays
Spent seeing sights as we were passing through

The cities, landscapes, wonders of a world,
That will, when we look back on them, have changed

As we will have, for we will have grown old,
Yet photographed together we remain

As one and looking forward to an age
Of smiling at the wefies once we staged.

WM

SONNET
202. A TR
UE MAN
COMES

IlOt . O
c

tand n
e least affected by Eﬁ%?;_tear has founqg
ity.
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POETRY IN ENGLISH| VIKI HOLMES - WALES

NOT WITH YOUR HANDS

Sir, the exhibits are fragile, please

could you not touch them, they look

solid I know but we’ll have to have

words with her when the show

is over, if you look you can

see the cracks, they’re like eggshells, stretched
to the very limits of perception, you see.

He sees alright, in black & white,
but just like me he wants

to touch the art: this is how we
understand, we want worlds
within our fingers’ reach, colours
that breathe, what is outside us

is beyond us.

In the next room my father asks
‘what does this mean?’ as though
there is a single answer, as though
he trusts me to know it

‘Look, if you stand here

you can join in,” he says,

in unison with the pinhead angels
waving on the sand, holding

his glasses to the light, casting
shadows, he has got it

though he doesn’t know it, and all
those times I wondered

what it was he saw.

The same shadows as me, I guess

and that must be why his hand

rests safe in my mother’s as I walk
two steps ahead: what you can touch
is certain, like love. You can say

my name out loud but it is the memory
of your palm cupping my cheek

like a hammock

that sings in my head

long after the night is over.

B o e

n



POETRY IN ENGLISH|

FLOWER DE LUNE

Slender as a

single chrysanthemum
petal,

the new moon

lies on her back,
anticipating

the roundness

that will come.

GILLIAN BICKLEY - UK

17 April 2002

STUMPS

W

The stumps of slend
erb
protrude from the water.mnches

Where are the roots, from
which these amputations
have been Sawn or sliced?

Have you seen the forest with lopped off bodies?

—Its low Stumps remi K
human bodies, alsg ind us of limb]esg

sacrificed to others’ desires

13 April 2004

—w

ALMOND PETALS

Driving down the road

away from you . .

Almond petals weep. _
But the white plum trees still
raise slight arms to the sky,
never doubting their late flowers

will bear fruit.

Saturday, 29 March 2003

w-—-m
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BIRGIT BUNZEL - GERMANY

POETRY IN ENGLISH|

the old pear tree

the autumn wind blows

through the gold pear tree.

some hit a black branch.

the ones that are golden

fall prey to fall first.

the ones that are green

are ripening stil].

some seek comfort in the moment,
others seek solace in change.
some pick the perfect pear,

others gather the fallen fruits,

the tree just knows to let go.

and when the autumn wind blows
thought the old pear tree,

its branches bow in gratitude
until it tenderly unfolds again

after the first spring rain.

I eRstemean

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 Northeast Normal University (NENU) in Changchun, China.

13



POETRY IN ENGLISH TRANSLATION SALAH ELEWA - EGYPT

QUESTIONS NOT PICKED BY HER HANDS

I wonder if she sat to sift through the photos... for a while?
I wonder if she said a peaceful evening would come,

that we would sit in fire’s glow

to talk of hope or sorrow?

Has sleepiness

perched on her eyelashes’ grass like a faint whisper

while she was crossing in her dream

towards the thorns of her country?

He is free.

He did not wish

to sell the winds that hummed the last songs
in the trees

and roamed around the cage.

He was telling tales to his fellows

about some men who wandered in the nights
away from their homes and families,

away from the youngsters’ cries —

wet with fear and questions.

I wonder if her face looked placid

while she was reading her coming sorrows
in his silent eyes?

I wonder if she ascended in sleeping steps
the broken stairs of dreams,

one step after another,

between his hands?

He did not wish
that the autumn, hanging in the trees,
to be the first to hear the rhythm of the news.

Was she feeling his sorrows?

And from the shivering of his hand did she realize
that ceaseless rain would fall for nights

on a dying bud?

Translated from Arabic by Sayed Gouda

14



POETRY IN ENGLISH TRANSLATION ZHENG DANYI - CHINA

THE WALL

How do you coax a rose to climb over the wall?
With a honey-coated tongue, that’s how.

Declining the use of a ladder

means your technique must be even more artful.
Over the years the rose has become enrapt

by the notion of happiness: "How can I become
the best possible me ?"

time-after-time, day-in, day-out

If, in her daily meditation class, the rose
were to magically transform into a bunch of keys

in order to steal your heart, you tell her, it is surely better
to unlock it than it is to steal it. If the secret

to setting it free lies in your own hands

then jangle the keys like this. Try it,

just be patient and see

What will it take for the rose to leave the mountain?
A herd of bison up a tree? Once again I ask you
Why is it wrong to decline the use of a ladder?

Translated from Chinese by Romaine Scott

15



POETRY IN ARABIC TRANSLATION
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POETRY IN ARABIC TRANSLATION
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POETRY IN ARABIC TRANSLATION|
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POETRY IN ARABIC TRANSLATION| s
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The cover painting is courtesy of poet and artist Birgit Bunzel




	ندوة
	NADWAH
	NADWAH
	ندوة
	NADWAH
	ندوة

