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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
Japanese section editor: Maki Starfield

makistarfield@gmail.com

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

afilimonov22@gmail.com

Slovenian section editor: Marjan Strojan

marjan.strojan@gmail.com

Spanish section editor: Mariela Cordero

marielacorderog@gmail.com

Art consultants: Birgit Bunzel
blinderbunzel@gmail.com

mkassifi@gmail.com

mail.com
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Mamdouh Kassifi

Call for Submissions

Nadwah invites submissions in
English or Arabic. The
deadline for the December
2019 issue is 15 November.
Please indicate whether you
are the author/translator or
hold the copyright of your
poem/translation. Your poems
should be sent to the respective
section editors and cc’d to the
chief editor.

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

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

Publishing Guidelines

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

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

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

This new issue of Nadwah ushers us into
its second year—an occasion we celebrate
by continuing to interview and feature
world-class poets. Our Guest of Honour
this time is Brian Patten, one of the
leading poets in the UK and on the
international arena.

This issue also features three well-
known American poets: Gwendolyn
Brook, Tony Morrison, who passed away
a few month ago, and Janice Gould. We
tried to contact Ms Gould only to know
that she, too, passed away last June. We
are thankful to her publisher, The
University of Arizona Press, for kindly
granting us permission to translate and
publish two of her poems.

We would also like to welcome other
poets who are featured in this issue for the
first time such as Kit Fan, Hiroshi
Taniuchi, Oh Sae-young, Maryam
Gatawa, Konstantinos Bouras and Ahmed
Elbeshlawy.

As we work to get this issue ready,
demonstrations sparked up in Egypt in
what can be seen as a new revolution, or
maybe a new coup. My heart goes out for
the people in Egypt in support of their
fight against the dictatorship of Sisi. I am
reminded of Abu al-Qasim ash-Shabi’s
poem ‘The Will of Life’ in which he says:

If one day people wanted to live,

fate has to yield to them.
And night has to end,
and the fetter has to break.

Hong Kong, too, is walking through
its own path towards democracy and
freedom of speech. So, both my country of
origin and home of residence are going
through a life-or-death fight against
dictatorship. My prayers go for my people
in Egypt and Hong Kong. We, poets and
intellectuals, should take upon ourselves
not only to support just causes but also to
educate people who got used to darkness
and tell them that there is light out there
waiting to shine in their lives.

Sayed Gouda
Hong Kong
1 October 2019
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QAYS IBN-THURAYH - ARABIA (625 - 680)

CLASSICS CORNER

THREE POEMS

1

Because of all my longing I wish I could
borrow two wings from a bird and fly.
After losing you, there is no pleasure in any bliss

nor is there delight in any delight when you are gone.

A man in a town is divided in two halves,

his other half is in another town. How patient he is!

I recognise my body— a hostage in a town

while my heart is a hostage in a different town.

O raven of parting, damn you, tell me

what you know about Lubna, and you surely know about her.
If you don’t tell me what you have already known,

may you fly with a broken wing,

and circumambulate enemies among whom is your beloved
the same way you see me circumambulate my beloved.

2

If a solid wall separates me from Lubna,

and there is no way to see her,

the breeze will unite us,

and we will see the sun setting,

our souls will meet in the neighbourhood at night
knowing that we sleep during the day,

the stable earth will bring us together

and we will watch the stars moving above us
until life is peaceful again and hardship,

sought by our envious ones, is gone.

3

I love to sleep when it’s not time to sleep

in hope that I could meet you in my sleep.

My dreams tell me that [ will see you;

I wish my dreams were my reality.

They are my witness that my love has not changed,
that I, if you only knew, am obsessed with you,
that my heart does not long for another

love, even if people say: Yes, he will love another!
Translated from the Arabic by Sayed Gouda

Bio is on page 48.
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LI BAI - CHINA (701 - 762)
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CLASSICS CORNER

CHANG’GAN SONG

I

When my hair was still covering my forehead,

I used to pluck flowers and play in front of our gate.

You would come, riding a bamboo horse

and loiter at the well, toying with green plums.

We both lived in Chang’gan,

two carefree children.

At fourteen, I became your wife,

I was too shy to unveil my smiling face.

I would lower my head and face the dark wall;

you would repeatedly call me, but [ was too shy to

reply.

At fifteen, I began to beam with joy,

and I wished we could stay together until we became
dust and ashes.

I always had the fidelity of the Pillar Embracer,!

and climbed the Waiting-for-Husband Hill in vain.2

I was sixteen when you travelled far away,

past Qutang Gorge and Yanyu Rocks.

In May, boats may collide with rocks,3
worried, my mourning wail travels across the sky.
Waiting for you in front of the door, my footprints
are covered by green moss.
The moss is too deep to sweep it off
as leaves fall announcing the early approach of autumn.
In August, yellow butterfliest
fly in pairs over the western garden grass.
Thinking of this breaks my heart;
and I sit in sorrow consuming my youth.
Someday, when you sail leaving Sanba region,
write a letter to me beforehand.
It is never too far for me to go out and meet you,

I will go as far as the Long Wind Beach.>

I She declares that she will wait for him in fidelity just like Wei Sheng 24, who lived in the 6t century BCE
and promised the girl he loved that he would wait for her under a bridge in Chang’an. She did not appear and
the river water was rising. Yet, Wei Sheng kept his promise and he clutched to the bridge pillar refusing to
leave until the river water flooded the bridge and he eventually drowned. The wife vows to have this same

fidelity and wait for her husband’s return.

2 In his absence, she goes to the Waiting-for-Husband Hill—a name given to more than a hill where forlorn
wives used to go to wait for their husbands’ return. Traditions speak of a forlorn wife who waited for her
husband on that hill for so long that she was turned into a rock that carried the same longing features and

gazing into the direction of her husband.

3-4 Husbands used to depart in May and return in August.

5 Long Wind Beach is a beach in Anhui. It is several hundred miles from Nanjing; yet, she is willing to go all
that long distance to meet up with her husband.
Excerpts from my forthcoming book 'Abii Niwas and Li Bai: Life and Poetry. (S.G)



LI BAI - CHINA (701 - 762)

II

I remember before I got married

I knew nothing of life.

And since I got married to a Chang’gan man,
I’ve been frequenting the riverbank to wait for

your return.

When the southern wind blows in May,

I picture you sailing to Baling.

When the western wind blows in August,

I imagine you leaving Yangzi.

You come and go; how sorrowful I am!

How rarely we meet! How often we live apart!
How many days until you arrive in Xiangtan?
I dream of travelling through winds and waves.
Last night, a storm blew in fury,

bringing down the trees on the riverbank.

The dark flood was endless,

where are you now, my traveller?

I would ride on a Cloud-floating Horse,

and happily meet you east of the Orchid Isle.
We would play like two mandarin ducks in the

green bulrush,

like two birds embroidered on a screen.
How pitiful I am! A bit older than fifteen,
my colour is pink like a peach flower.

To become a merchant’s wife

is to live in grief day and night.

Translated from the Chinese by Sayed Gouda

Bio is on page 48.
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ABU NUWAS - IRAQ (756 - 814)

UNTITLED®

She took off her shirt to pour water;
shyness turned her face rosy.
She met the breeze, naked,

with a straight body, more delicate than the air,

And stretched the water-like palm of her hand
to the water, prepared in a jug.

When she had finished and stood up
in a hurry to take her robe,

She saw someone nearby peeping at her,
and drew darkness over light.

MODERN POETRY
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Her morning disappeared beneath the night,
while water kept trickling over water.

Glorified be God who created her

as the most charming woman ever.
Translated from the Arabic by Sayed Gouda
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6 One night, Hartin ar-Rashid could not sleep and went up the roof of his palace when he saw one of his
concubines take a bath. Her beauty captivated him that he could not take his eyes off her. When she realised
his presence, she covered her privates with her long black her. The next day Hartn ar-Rashid asked his
servants which poets were at his door and they replied Bashshar and "Abt Nuawas. He let them in and asked
them to say a poem about seeing a woman taking a bath. Bashshar composed a poem and recited it to Hartin
ar-Rashid who liked it, but he said it did not strike a cord in his heart. When it was *Abti Nawas’s turn, he
recited that poem. Hariin ar-Rashid exclaimed, ‘God Almighty! Have you been with us?!” *Abii Nuwas replied
that it was his poetic intuition.

Excerpts from my forthcoming book 'Abii Niwds and Li Bai: Life and Poetry. (S.G)

Abu Nuwas (756 — 814) known as Abu Nuwas, was a classical Arabic poet. Born in the city
of Ahvaz in modern-day Iran, to an Arab father and a Persian mother, he became a master of all the
contemporary genres of Arabic poetry. He also entered the folkloric tradition, appearing several times in The

Book of One Thousand and One Nights. [Wikipedia]
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MIKOL.AJ SEP SZARZYNSKI - POLAND (1550-1581) MODERN POETRY

SONET 11

Na one stowa Jopowe:
,,Homo natus de muliere, brevi vivens tempore etc.”

Z wstydem poczety cztowiek, urodzony
Z bolescia, krotko tu na $wiecie zywie,
I to odmiennie, nedznie, bojazliwie,
Ginie, od stonca jak cien opuszczony.

I od takiego (Boze nieskonczony,

W sobie chwalebnie i w sobie szczegsliwie
Sam przez si¢ zyjac) zadasz jakmiarz chciwie
By¢ mitowany i chcesz by¢ chwalony.

Dziwne sg Twego mitosierdzia sprawy.
Tym sie Cherubim (przepas¢ zrozumnosci)
Dziwi zdumiaty i stad pata prawy
Plomien, Serafim, w szczesliwej mitosci.

O s$wiety Panie, daj, niech i my mamy
To, co mie¢ kazesz, i Tobie oddamy!

SONNET II

In shame is man conceived, through pain is born,
And brief the time upon this earth he goes

In life inconstant, full of fears and woes.

He dies, a shadow by the sun forlorn.

And yet from such a man (O Endless God,
Within Thyself glorified and blissfully

Living through Thyself) almost wistfully

Dost Thou desire—from him! —both love and laud.

Wondrous the works of Thy charity are,

At which Cherubim (comprehension’s crest)
Wonder bemused and righteous burns afar
The flame, the Seraphim, in love’s sweet zest.

O most Holy Lord, would that we too had,
To give thee back, that which thou have hast bade!
Translated from the Polish by Richard Sokoloski

—LNQMJ¢LY\JJ$D\}\J)5}AQL‘.;Y‘
u}.v\}a..n -

irov...."«u\.mvy‘u}&dm
ML;JJ\A;L:-\JMQ_;QJ 4@.‘\&

w\aﬂgjul&l}k}&}c)}{

L@-‘w\‘dy\\Muﬁ
w\jufw.@\
&Jbﬂw\u\ﬁ 44.7\.14‘_;4.51\
d&ﬂd\\.ﬂg,i]ﬂujb}mu)gd\

d..c:-J)L,\A\L;:‘_;mMJs-

WJW‘D).@JJN‘
»—@@LAJ\)AJMAM

MQ\dy\ﬂ\w\
ws,uuugju\wmm,
L_gtaduw_ur“m%f

O (31550 ISSI)MLNML;U}SMJ
L,\_y\)ul_gju_g_._ﬂwubl_g_:d\f}_ﬂf:—u
OB & i) 8 3Ll 38 ol Shie 5 85,01 ool
BUL A lad 5 & pudl S I 5 (35 2l GG
3185 4S8 e sl e ¢ LIy Aty )
\ybjuaw&awm\y\uww\fr&&)
PJ}.&J)LMFL;JJJ MA.J}.J\(Q_J_’_J @L\.AJ
gty A B wlee| y 3L, LgAJ}Jl oY
AMW QML}&M}U@\;@Q\UJB

o AD & U o Y 25

Mikolaj Sep Szarzynski (c. 1550 — c. 1581) was an influential Polish poet of the late Renaissance, a pioneer
of the Baroque and the greatest representative of the metaphysical movement of the era in Poland. He wrote
sonnets and love poems in both Polish and Latin. Even though he lived a short life and was not prolific, he
was influential. The poet's status in the history of Polish literature is controversial.




EMILY BRONTE - UK (1818 - 1948)

REMEMBRANCE

Cold in the earth—and the deep snow piled above thee,

Far, far removed, cold in the dreary grave!
Have I forgot, my only Love, to love thee,
Severed at last by Time's all-severing wave?

Now, when alone, do my thoughts no longer hover
Over the mountains, on that northern shore,

Resting their wings where heath and fern-leaves cover
Thy noble heart forever, ever more?

Cold in the earth—and fifteen wild Decembers,
From those brown hills, have melted into spring:
Faithful, indeed, is the spirit that remembers
After such years of change and suffering!

Sweet Love of youth, forgive, if I forget thee,
While the world's tide is bearing me along;
Other desires and other hopes beset me,

Hopes which obscure, but cannot do thee wrong!

No later light has lightened up my heaven,

No second morn has ever shone for me;

All my life's bliss from thy dear life was given,
All my life's bliss is in the grave with thee.

But, when the days of golden dreams had perished,
And even Despair was powerless to destroy,
Then did I learn how existence could be cherished,
Strengthened, and fed without the aid of joy.

Then did I check the tears of useless passion—
Weaned my young soul from yearning after thine;
Sternly denied its burning wish to hasten

Down to that tomb already more than mine.

And, even yet, I dare not let it languish,

Dare not indulge in memory's rapturous pain;
Once drinking deep of that divinest anguish,
How could I seek the empty world again?

Emily Jane Bronté (30 July 1818 — 19 December 1848) was an
English novelist and poet who is best known for her only
novel, Wuthering Heights, now considered a classic of English
literature. She published under the pen name Ellis Bell.

[Wikipedia]
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EDGAR LEE MASTERS - USA (1868-1950)

OLLIE MCGEE

HAVE you seen walking through the village

A man with downcast eyes and haggard face?
That is my husband who, by secret cruelty

Never to be told, robbed me of my youth and my
beauty;

Till at last, wrinkled and with yellow teeth,

And with broken pride and shameful humility,

I sank into the grave.

But what think you gnaws at my husband’s heart?
The face of what I was, the face of what he made me!
These are driving him to the place where I lie.

In death, therefore, I am avenged.

CASSIUS HUEFFER

THEY have chiseled on my stone the words:

“His life was gentle, and the elements so mixed in him
That nature might stand up and say to all the world,
This was a man.”

Those who knew me smile

As they read this empty rhetoric.

My epitaph should have been:
“Life was not gentle to him,

And the elements so mixed in him
That he made warfare on life,

In the which he was slain.”

While I lived I could not cope with slanderous tongues,

Now that I am dead I must submit to an epitaph
Graven by a fool!

CONSTANCE HATELY

YOU praise my self-sacrifice, Spoon River,

In rearing Irene and Mary,

Orphans of my older sister!

And you censure Irene and Mary

For their contempt for me!

But praise not my self-sacrifice,

And censure not their contempt;

I reared them, I cared for them, true enough!—
But I poisoned my benefactions

With constant reminders of their dependence.

Bio is on page 48.
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RABINDRANATH TAGORE - INDIA (1861 - 1941)

Metafa
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When thou commandest me to sing it
seems that my heart would break with
pride; and I look to thy face, and tears

come to my eyes.

All that is harsh and dissonant in my life

melts into one sweet harmony—and my
adoration spreads wings like a glad bird on
its flight across the sea.
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* The drawing is by Sayed Gouda
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I know thou takest pleasure in my singing.
I know that only as a singer I come before
thy presence.

I touch by the edge of the far-spreading
wing of my song thy feet which I could
never aspire to reach.

Drunk with the joy of singing I forget
myself and call thee friend who art my
lord.

Translated from the Bengali by the author
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HERMANN HESSE - GERMANY (1877 - 1962)

HOHE DES SOMMERS

Das Blau der Ferne klért sich schon
Vergeistigt und gelichtet

Zu jenem siilen Zauberton

Den nur September dichtet.

Der reife Sommer tiber Nacht
Will sich zum Feste farben.
Da alles in Vollendung lacht
Und willig ist zu sterben.

Entreif3 dich, Seele nun der Zeit,
Entreil3 dich deiner Sorgen.

Und mache dich zum Flug bereit,
In den ersehnten Morgen.

MODERN POETRY

HEIGHT OF SUMMER

The blue of distance is brightening now,
Spiritual and en-lightened,

To that one sweet magic tune
Only September can compose.

The mellow summer overnight

Is changing colors for the feast.
For all are laughing in completion
And with the willingness to die.

Wrest yourself, soul, from this time,
Wrest yourself from your tribulations.
And ready yourself for the coming flight
Into the long-desired dawn.
Translated from the German by Birgit Bunzel
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Hermann Karl Hesse (2 July 1877 — 9 August 1962) was a

German-born poet, novelist, and painter. In 1946, he received

the Nobel Prize in Literature. [Wikipedia]
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VASKO POPA - SERBIA (1922 - 1991)

EN LA ALDEA DE MIS ANCESTROS

- Uy St
Alguien me abraza 5"'*"‘ LA
Alguien me mira con los ojos de un lobo .

Alguien se quita el sombrero b pad ple

para que pueda reconocer mejor su aspecto 5 e B ]

wad JadyJb

Cada uno me pregunta Joast JS <l S
sabes como estoy unido a ti o s

GHlopea s

Desconocidos ancianos y mujeres SHA e

se apropian los nombres
de muchachos y muchachas de mi memoria

MODERN POETRY
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IN THE VILLAGE OF MY ANCESTORS

One hugs me And I ask one of them
One looks at me with wolf-eyes Tell me venerable sir
One takes off his hat Is George Wol still alive

So I can see him better

That's me he answers

Each one of them asks me In a voice from the Otherworld

Do you know who I am

I stroke his cheek with my hand

And beg him with my eyes to tell me
Unknown men and women If I am still alive too
Take on the names Translated by Anthony Weir
Of boys and girls buried in my memory

Vasile ‘Vasko’ Popa (29 June 1922 — 5 January 1991) was a Serbian poet of Romanian descent. Vasko Popa

wrote in a modernist style that owed much to surrealism and Serbian folk traditions. [Wlklped1a;
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ILIA ABU MADI — L EBANON (1890-1957)

THE FOOLISH FIG TREE?

A tall fig tree with green branches,

said to its companions when summer was dying:
‘What a doomed fate that put me on earth!

I have beauty and others have the sight to see it.
By God, I will limit my fortune onto myself alone,
so that others will not benefit from me.

How much I overburden myself

and not for me the shade and the fruits but for others!
Birds of wings and claws need me

and my needs are not met in this life.

I will tailor my shade to fit my body.

It will be neither long nor short.

I will not bear fruits unless I am sure

that no birds or humans can benefit from me.

Spring has returned bringing its carnival to the world.
Trees have adorned themselves with silk,

and the foolish fig tree remained bare

as though it were a peg or a stone on the ground.

The gardener could not bear to see it any longer.

He cut it out and it fell into the fire, burning.
Whoever does not share what life gives him

is a fool killing himself in parsimony.

Translated from Arabic by Sayed Gouda

MODERN POETRY
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7 Tlia Abu Mad was born in Lebanon, moved to Egypt at the age
of 11 and emigrated later to the USA where he met with other
Lebanese poets like Gibran Khalil Gibran. We are
commemorating the 62nd anniversary of his departure, which falls
on 23 November. ,
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BRIAN PATTEN - UK GUEST OF HONOUR

Brian Patten: Without Lyricism poetry, no matter it’s feathers or depth,
becomes a bird without a song!

Nadwah — Hong Kong
Interviewed by B.B. and S.G. on 1 July 2019

Nadwah: Has poetry changed the way you look at life?
BP: No, poetry has not changed the way I look at life. It is because I see and feel the way I
do that I write poetry. The poet is born and shaped from infancy onwards by the
environment, circumstances and happenstances of his or her life.

Nadwabh: Is there a poem from your earliest years you would still consider central to
your style or life perspective?

BP: There are four or five poems in my first collection of poetry, written between the ages
of 15 and 19, that I might still read (if requested) at performances today. The poem you
translated, ‘After Breakfast’ is one, another is Maud, 1965- which I wrote reimagining a
poem of Tennyson’s written over a century before. In Tennyson’s poem he imagines Maud
in a voluptuous, rose filled garden, in mine she is lost amongst the wailing sirens in the
concrete corridors of an uncaring city.

Nadwah: What are some of the major changes you have experienced in your poetry?
BP: Your question is very good, but I find it hard to answer. I cannot separate the journey
from youth to old age from the changes in my poetry. In a sense writing them has been
like writing an intense diary. Perhaps it is enough to say I could no more write like I did in
my youth, than the youth I was could write a poem like ‘Friends, Revisited’

Nadwah: Are you part of a community of poets? What kind of interchange with
other poets is there for a poet today?

BP: Along with two other poets — Roger McGough and the late Adrian Henri in 1967, we
became known as The Liverpool Poets when we published a book together called The
Mersey Sound that became a best seller even amongst people who didn’t usually read
poetry. It is now in Penguin Modern Classics and still sells, becoming the biggest selling
collection in the UK in the 20th Century. What we had in common was a need to write
about the day to day world around us. We used a lot of humour in our work and would
often go on the road together performing in the same venues as bands. Because we
attracted very large audiences the literary critics of the time decided we couldn’t be
serious or ‘real’ poems. One even said, “They write for the great unwashed.” As far as 'm
concerned the word “I” in a poem is very often interchangeable with the word “we.”

Nadwah: How important is lyricism to your poetry in specific and to poetry in
general?

BP: I think without Lyricism poetry, no matter it’s feathers or depth, becomes a bird
without a song. The one most important statement about contemporary poetry for me has
come from a poet friend of mine called Adrian Mitchell, alas, long gone now in physical
form. He wrote: “Most people ignore most poetry because most poetry ignores most
people.” A final word on it from myself: Poetry reminds us of what we’ve forgotten to
remember. Of emotions we’ve felt, of things that have been special in our lives and that
are still there, waiting to be unearthed from beneath the trivia a busy world heaps on us.

16



BRIAN PATTEN - UK GUEST OF HONOUR
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BRIAN PATTEN - UK GUEST OF HONOUR

AFTER BREAKFAST

After breakfast,

Which is usually coffee and a view

Of teeming rain and the Cathedral old and grey but
Smelling good with grass and ferns

I go out thinking of all those people who’ve come into this room
And have slept here

Sad and naked

Alone in pairs

Who came together and

Were they young and white with

Some hint of innocence?

Or did they come simply to come,

To fumble then finally tumble apart,

Or, were they older still, past sex,

Lost in mirrors, contemplating their decay and
What did the morning mean to them?

Perhaps once this room was the servants quarter.
Was she young with freckles, with apple breasts?
Did she ever laugh?

Tease the manservant with her 19th Century charms
And her skirts whirling?

Did she look out through the skylight

And wish she were free, and

What did she have for breakfast?

Waking this morning I think

How good it would be to have someone to share breakfast with.
Whole families waking!

A thousand negligees, pyjamas, nightgowns

All wandering down to breakfast

How secure! and

Other coming out the far end of dawn

Having only pain and drizzle for breakfast,

Waking always to be greeted with the poor feast of daylight.

How many half lives

Sulking behind these windows

From basement to attic

Complaining and asking

Who will inherit me today?

Who will share breakfast with?

And always the same answer coming back—

The rain will inherit you— lonely breakfaster!
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GEOGRAPHY LESSON

Our teacher told us one day he would leave
And sail across a warm blue sea

To places he had only known from maps,
And all his life had longed to be.

The house he lived in was narrow and grey
But in his mind’s eye he could see
Sweet-scented jasmine clinging to the walls,
And green leaves burning on an orange tree.
He spoke of the lands he longed to visit,
Where it was never drab or cold.

I couldn’t understand why he never left,
And shook off the school’s stranglehold.
Then halfway through his final term

He took ill and never returned,

And he never got to that place on the map

Where the green leaves of the orange trees burned.

The maps were redrawn on the classroom wall;
His name was forgotten, it faded away.

But a lesson he never knew he taught

Is with me to this day.

I travel to where the green leaves burn

To where the ocean’s glass-clear and blue,

To all those places my teacher taught me to love
But which he never knew.
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A BLADE OF GRASS

You ask for a poem.

I offer you a blade of grass.
You say it is not good enough.
You ask for a poem.

I say this blade of grass will do.
It has dressed itself in frost,

It is more immediate

Than any image of my making.

You say it is not a poem,

It is a blade of grass and grass
Is not quite good enough.

I offer you a blade of grass.

You are indignant.

You say it is too easy to offer grass.
It is absurd.

Anyone can offer a blade of grass.

You ask for a poem.

And so I write you a tragedy about

How a blade of grass

Becomes more and more difficult to offer.

And about how as you grow older
A blade of grass
Becomes more difficult to accept.
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THE RIGHT MASK

One night a poem came up to a poet.

From now on, it said, you must wear a mask.
What kind of mask? asked the poet.

A rose mask, said the poem.

I've used it already, said the poet,

I've exhausted it.

Then wear the mask that's made

Out of the nightingale's song, use that mask.
But it's an old mask, said the poet,

it's all used up.

Nonsense, said the poem, it's the perfect mask,
Nevertheless, try on the god mask,

That mask illuminates heaven.

It's a tired mask, said the poet,

And the stars crawl about in it like ants.

Then try on the troubadour’s mask,

Or the singer's mask,

Try on all the popular masks.

I have, said the poet, but they fit too easily.
Now the poem was getting impatient,

it stamped its foot like a child,

it screamed, Then try on your own face,

Try on the one mask that terrifies you,

The mask only you could possibly use,

The mask only you can wear out.

The poet tore at his face till it bled,

This mask? he asked, this mask?

Yes, said the poem, why not?

But he was tired of masks,

He had lived too long with them.

He snatched at the poem and stuck to his face.
He chewed on it, spat bits out, destroyed it.

Its screams were muftled, it wept, it tried to be lyrical,
It wriggled into his eyes and mouth,

Into his blood it wriggled.

The next day his friends did not recognise him,
They were afraid of him.

Now it's the right mask, said the poem, the right mask.
It clung to him lovingly, and never let go again.
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COME INTO THE CITY, MAUD
‘Come in to the garden, Maud,
For the black bat, night, has flown.’
-Tennyson

Maud, where are you Maud?

With your long dresses and peachcream complexion;
In what cage did you hang that black bat night?
What took place in the garden? Maud, it is over,
You can tell us now.

Still lyrical but much used, you wander about the suburbs
Watching the buses go past full of young happy people,
Wondering where the garden is, wherever can it be,

And how can it be lost. Maud, it's no use.

Can it be that you got yourself lost

And are living with an out of work musician,

You share a furnished room and have an old wireless
That tells you the latest bad news.

What's happening Maud?

Do you wear a Mary Quant dress

And eat fish and chips alone at night?

Wear make-up that tastes of forget-me-nots?

Where are you? and are you very lost,

Very much alone?

Do you cry for that garden, lost among pornographic suggestions,
Where the concrete flowers neither open nor close;

Who poured weedkiller over your innocence?

We could not find that garden for you,
Even if we tried.

So, come into the city Maud,
Where the flowers are too quickly picked
And the days butchered as if they were enemies.

Maud, is that you I see

Alone among the office blocks,

Head bowed, young tears singing pop-sorrow
On your cheeks?
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FRIENDS, REVISITED

I met them in bars and in railway stations

And I met them in borrowed rooms and at bright festivals,

I met them in places where the like-minded gather.

And often enough I met them with misgivings and doubts,

And misinterpreted what they said,

But soon enough we understood each other so well

No questions seemed needed.

And still, for all this, I kept on losing them.

Changes took place,

And things that had seemed extraordinary and out of reach
Became life's most obvious gifts,

And the world slowed down, and I began to meet them less and less.
Then I learned how the exodus from this earth is not scheduled,
At times the young leave before the old

And the old are left gaping at their fortune:

How intensely they rise up before me now!

Those friends with whom I had not spent time enough to say
How much they’d meant to me, or why.

All was too casual, too flippant, too doable-tomorrow.

The time we had in each other’s company seemed infinite.

We shrugged off the future like a dog shrugs water off its back.
How baffling it is towards the end of it all to understand

How the extra years given us are gone in a moment.

Perhaps I’ll catch up with them somewhere along the Milky Way.
Who’s to say? It’s generations that die,

Individuals are the bits that flake away.

Brian Patten’s books have been translated into many language, and he has performed in
venues as varied as The Islamic Students Union in Khartoum, Liverpool’s Cavern and
London’s Royal Festival Hall. He left school at 15 and at 16 edited the magazine
underdog in which many of the iconic poems in Penguin Modern Classic’s The Mersey
Sound (1967) first appeared. His other books include Selected Poems and The Collected
Love Poems. His latest is The Book of Upside Down Thinking (2018). He has been
honoured with the Freedom of the City of Liverpool and is a Fellow of the Royal Society
of Literature and of various Universities. His website is www.brianpatten.co.uk
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GWENDOLYN BROOKS - USA (1917-2000)

TRUTH

And if sun comes

How shall we greet him?
Shall we not dread him,
Shall we not fear him
After so lengthy a
Session with shade?

Though we have wept for him,

Though we have prayed

All through the night-years—

What if we wake one shimmering morning to
Hear the fierce hammering

Of his firm knuckles

Hard on the door?

Shall we not shudder?—

Shall we not flee

Into the shelter, the dear thick shelter
Of the familiar

Propitious haze?

Sweet is it, sweet is it
To sleep in the coolness
Of snug unawareness.

The dark hangs heavily
Over the eyes.

CONTEMPORARY POETRY
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Gwendolyn Elizabeth Brooks (7 June 1917 — 3 December 2000) was an American poet, author and teacher.
Her works often dealt with the personal celebrations and struggles of ordinary people in her community. She
won the Pulitzer Prize for Poetry on May 1, 1950, for Annie Allen, making her the first African American to

receive the Pulitzer. [Wikipedia]

Laieidl L ) 5l L WL LgLLS Mln,a_,xsj‘\,sgfufuu\su

J‘?“““‘:’"Y‘_ \Q\Vfﬁv)é}jﬂ%\ﬁlw}&ﬁ

3 3ms 355 &y ) ool (30 £S5 ol U3l et OVT ST 01523 12 1200 gole V(3 mtl] 520 515 3m 36 . Lmazme 3 ellann )l LS

GdeSes) O35

28



https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/African_American
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/African_American

TONI MORRISON - USA (1931-2019) CONTEMPORARY POETRY

EVE REMEMBERING

1

I tore from a limb fruit that had lost its green.

My hands were warmed by the heat of an apple
Fire red and humming.

I bit sweet power to the core.

How can I say what it was like?

The taste! The taste undid my eyes

And led me far from the gardens planted for a child
To wildernesses deeper than any master’s call.

2

Now these cool hands guide what they once caressed;
Lips forget what they have kissed.

My eyes now pool their light

Better the summit to see.

3

I would do it all over again:

Be the harbor and set the sail,

Loose the breeze and harness the gale,
Cherish the harvest of what I have been.
Better the summit to scale.

Better the summit to be.
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Toni Morrison (18 February 1931 — 5 August 2019) HEAN g&‘)‘) L9.~\.).>- 55 \qu gubj

was an American novelist, essayist, editor, poet and
teacher. She won won the National Book Critics Circle
Award for Song of Solomon (1977). In 1988, she won
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the Pulitzer Prize and the American Book Award
for Beloved (1987). Morrison passed away on 5 August [ SIS ol Lo ‘)LP'}" OB, LI Ol Obla 01
this year. [Wikipedia] W L [T 5 oladl
A1y, S8 (Y 0V 8 a0 = VAYY 3 VA O gy 50 G5 Was 50 aed OV slie
A.Lbaj;l:ug,ub ul,.»‘gajcugwjm‘uﬁmmksjm&w\ .M‘M‘d}é

VAl G OOV Oledr 22T Lty e b gl OLSU1 s
COVAAV) e il e S a1 OSN3 3 5 53501 5oy 3
.¢w\\h&awﬁk~&i&aw&\gub&csﬂ>)brﬁ)}ﬂ
(RN

29


https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Beloved_(novel)
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Beloved_(novel)

JANICE GOULD - USA (1949-2019)

OUR HOUSE

Our house knows too much

and that is why our father let it fall

into ruin, beneath the weight of mother's cancer
and his own lapses of memory.

Only the most tender could live there now,
running her hand along the walls,
touching the things we all touched:

the warped panels of a cedar closet,

the yellowed keys of the piano.

Only the strongest could begin repairs,
shoring up the old foundation,

or ascend to the top of the house and remove,
only by one, the heavy tiles,

rip back tar and paper.

Only the fiercest could know what our house knows,

could open doors and windows, release

the strange voices that inhabit deserted bedrooms.

C‘r‘dﬁ‘-")‘) ‘J.;e\)..!\ju\y‘f\cwu\g,.clla“\
{)}:v.@l\ }J\dﬁ;,&a&‘mkﬂ\u\yy‘
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Janice Gould (1949 - 2019) was a Maidu writer and
scholar. Gould passed away on 28 July this year. We
mourn her departure by sharing and translating two
of her poems in Earthquake Weather, The University
of Arizona Press, Tucson, 1994.
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JANICE GOULD - USA (1949-2019)

QUESTIONS ABOUT THE SOUL

I have questions about the soul
who resides like a dark cousin
in the shadow of my heart.

I remember her black curly hair,
the almond shape of her eyes,
and her small mouth

turned down at the edges.

Her voice could not reach her mother.
When she rattled the cage of her crib,
her mother sang louder.

Here in this photo, pudgy and laughing,

she is dressed in a crocheted sweater.
She was a brown, sturdy baby.
But her little boots are dirty.

Where did she live, this soul,

with whom did she take her supper?
Did she sleep in a solitary room?
Did she know her father?

Perhaps her mother had beaten her -

I heard that she ran away.

They say she grew up mean, and took
many unruly lovers.

I have questions about the soul -
how she survived her sorrow,
whether she could love, or if

she hated her sons and daughters.

I have questions about the soul
who resides like history
in my heart's dark chamber.
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NEMER SAADY - PALESTINE

OLD RAIN IN A WOMAN’S WINTER
(Excerpts)

1

In my childhood, I befriended distant winters.

They were the back door to Sinbad’s world—a

green ship or charming nymph

who wakes me up by passing her smile over my
face

and [ dream of myself a child chasing birds—

as though in my soul, which is as light as cotton

clouds, the feminine alphabet blossoms when the

sky fills with dark clouds and then rains,

and to the raindrop’s echo awakes the smell of lost
love

or the footsteps of a woman made of lemon

who leaves her secret ink in this poem.

2

I never write at coffeehouses or bars

like imposter poets or forgotten romantic people.

Since I was born a stranger

I reproduce from the kohl of poems written by a
woman [ don't know.

I search for my face in the shade of rivers;

I fly against the wind and sail against the blind tide;

I write on the water, on the papyrus,

on the eyelashes of a woman in the form of a deer

or a horse.

I wipe her make-up off her tear,

and follow her desire to dance,

and to hypnotize her braids that sleep on the floor in

the cold night.

I lock myself up in a house

haunted by poets’ souls and Facebook ghosts.

3
There is rain inside me and on my poem;
a hand of invisible rain knocks on the door behind
me.
Will I pass winter trees like a kiss in the wind?
Or will I put lips on a fluttering woman,
and leave behind me the night opening its door wide
to my insomnia
to find myself contained by the one I love?
Distance is like a superstition between my wings,
full of ashes,
and the fragrance of her summer bed in the cold
winter.
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NEMER SAADY - PALESTINE

CONTEMPORARY POETRY
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We catch the tails of our dream for nothing
but to survive the cold or the night.

Like children, we draw on a deserted wall J“"““ Ll e JL"‘“J‘ J’““ e
a half-sandy rose, a road back home, ol 6“ Lk s ““'l‘J 825
a home for winter birds and sunflower farms, u*w sbe gl Lokt 55k s
as though we were drunk by the singing of the T JE s Gl

mountains, olaadl Ulslas ss <ol Cls
as though we were confused, writing our poems by lips . O 50l Lala ji,;pu’ g

and embrace our illusions with eyes.
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5 . T .
I have no time to think of the secret of La Joconde's S e ru | d ﬁ}'u L = Y
smile, U.M.J\ c# oL u\}_‘\ Lg,ia..!\j
or to think of the colours of the miserable Van Gogh, e I wf‘“ f’“ | f’f" e oYYy
or to cup with my hands and mouth (“d s U""Q E
the water of an eastern-eyed princess. C’”‘“’J‘ JJ’ P
Her voice is the shade of a violet. Her navy voice is the ‘SJ}J sl uUb b e g
secret behind the moaning of Lorca's women in the J,. JMU ;L;J\ 3
theatrical singing. BRI deslo TSN
It’s a white flower lost in looking around - syl M e

and longing to the past. - -
6 2 )
Her napkin does not hide her long braids pllle flis e ¥ A et
or the screams of water at the top of lanterns in the C“J‘ ' 33 e g\ e
wind. , L;aﬁ’\ A.W.}a.w.LaJ\ &P
She is the most beautiful Palestinian. Olomegs QLA 3 - O i Ol el
Her hands are small palm-trees, two butterflies stirring o ’ e
my blood. Sl 35 aal) 3L e Lgslaa

Her charms are millions of tiny beaks on the dress. . . .

\
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Where is the life ring and where is the dove collar? - ,)a.a db-b 3
There is rain inside me; IR
where to escape it? o
And there is a rose of flame in my ankle. S i B8
I don't want the beauty that doesn't wound me just like a ate J“J g4 ‘JL"';“ Wiy
melodious singing wounds the night eV J*U‘ Ty Lede
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between the echo and the sugar-cane longing. Clad)) Gom g bl g

Translated from the Arabic by Sayed Gouda

Never Saady is a well-known Palestinian poet living in Basmat Tab’oon village, east of Haifa city in al-Jalil.
He has several poetry collections such as Utopia of a Female (2010), She Ties Her Hair to a Thirsty Dove
(2014), The Lover's Commandments (2014). His poems have been translated into several languages such as
Enghsh Romaman and Chlnese and appeared in several anthologles
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KIT FAN - HONG KONG

‘LAST NIGHT WIND ROSE'
after Li Shang-Yin

Last night’s wind rose
under last night’s constellations.
My Lakeside Gallery looks west
while your Cinnamon Hall faces east.
I don’t have phoenix wings
to fly over to your side
but a touch of the magic
rhino-horn will re-unite us.

Sitting beside me you passed me

a jade glass full of spring wine,
and we tried to guess

the riddle flickering on the red lanterns.
On sentry duty at dawn I listen out

for the drum-call to attend the court.
Setting out on horseback for the minister’s,

I drift like a hollow straw.

RAIN ON A SPRING NIGHT
after Tu Fu

It seems the kind of good rain

that knows the season. It happens

in spring when everything happens.

It follows the wind that slipped in with
night. It moistens everything soundlessly.

Ink-clouds drain down the village
road. Lights burn in the empty boats.
In the morning drenched red branches
will arch over the city of Chengdu.

From Paper Scissors Stone, published by Hong Kong

University Press, 2001.

Bio is on page 48.
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HIROSHI TANIUCHI - JAPAN

CONTEMPORARY POETRY

e THE TREE NEVER FALLEN
=) |

E%ﬁ D % L To defeat this tree of the square

O NTIE A road was built

oYV Li‘%ﬁi))@ W I do not walk on it

DIz VIR L THED SN I never ever walk on it

Mol 21 The tree gave a shadow

Himz>< 272 The tree gave a sunshine

JB DL o The tree sounded a wind

MAEDL DY The tree sounded a song

B htdroOL ot The tree made a rendezvous

WAL D77 The tree made a promise

RO EBIL T To defeat this tree of the square

Y hea) A road was built

xn > It does not lead to anyone’s home
e 7200 _ y

zgg ig g?f g, 25:3&, g Z Ji v Nor does it come from anyone’s home

B -

2 DR 5 TN BB 7 In the place where the tree stood

<o I stand alone
DIV CODIL2TNS In the scenery where I wanted to take a photo with my

REwRO 2212 ZF D5 father

% . Stands my loneliness

H1z L DINMASSL > TN 5 Translated from the Japanese by the author
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HIROSHI TANIUCHI is a Japanese poet and translator. He was born on 19 February 1976 in Kyoto, Japan.
Taniuchi is a board member of Japan Universal Poets Association ”JUNPA”). He won the Bridges of Struga
Award in 20111 and participated in many pgetry festivals around the world. |
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OH SAE-YOUNG - S. KOREA
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FRUIT

I wonder why all the fruit in the world
have to be round.

On the spiny branches of the thorny
orange

the scented fruit alone are round.

The roots delving down down into the
ground

are sharp,

the branches stretching up up into the sky
are pointed,

but the fruit, quite able to ripen and drop
for themselves,

show no signs of any angles.
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A single crab-apple

that can be bitten and devoured in a single
munch

the teeth of the eater may be sharp

the crab-apple being eaten is soft.

Did you ever realize that

everything that is coming into being is
round?

that fruit, knowing they are going to be
caten,

never develop angles?

Translated from Korean by Brother Anthony of
Taize

Bio is on page 48.
BN i (3 51015 )




LENA OH - S. KOREA

SOUNDS OF DAYBREAK IN LUNG HA WAN

When the darkness of the night
retreats,

the seeds of stars dim out,

the water around a seaside village
claps,

holding hands with the gentle wind,
flap, flap, flap.

When the glimmer of youthful light
peeps out,

the dawn rolls up its curtain

like the beginning of the cinema,
silent.

Mountains are half asleep,

shyly show their greenery makeup.
Early birds freely stage in

and twitter

with the angelic voice from the heaven,
crystalline and pure.

A village slowly awakes

by the sounds of sweeping and splashes.

Dogs are lying down motionless,
gazing at a streak of the water,
as if they knew

It’s just another day

nothing is new.

When the smoke from the stove
snakes up,

the murmur of a vacuum cleaner
gobbles up

a favourite song from the radio

and the rhythmic babbling of a baby.

When the morning comes

I am still in my dream.

Why are we the last ones

to greet a new day?

Why are we the only living things
who need morning calls,

the sounds of daybreak?

Bio is on page 48.
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MARYAM GATAWA - NIGERIA

AND TELL THE STARS...

Then tell the stars

To take their leave too

For within our breasts

Shines the inward light

To sail us through

These fields of darkness

Why wait for the gardens to
Bear you sweet roses

Or rent the cloaks of your hope
To greedy mighty whales

Go forth with your hoe

And till the fertile land

Plant upon its face

Sweet corns and grapes

And when the winter knocks in
Tell her to stay

You have enough grains in your home.

SHEDDING OLD SKIN

and on this shore

the carved initials of our names
washed into the sea

sinking deep

rolling into the holes of memories

and on our lips

the songs of our tales

spread on the world's forehead
and under the sun's harsh eyes
melting with time

fading as echoes in a steep canyon

and here we stand

breathing through our heavy boots
and on our palms our hearts
growing fresh leaves

shedding old skin
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MARYAM GATAWA, pen name Meegat, is a young Poet and writer who lives in Kano, Nigeria. She is a
graduate of Economics from Bayero University, Kano in Nigeria. She is a human activist with special
concern in making the lives of orphans tear-free. Her works of poetry have been published in reputable

journals inside Africa and overseas.
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JUMOKE VERISSIMO - NIGERIA

IT’S IN THE EYES
For Molara Ogundipe-Leslie

In her eyes
a bird sings
songs

of roads and rivers and the riddles they spin.

I ask her how to become a sunray
she laughs
I ask her again

she smiles,

viewing the skies with her ears
she faces me, and says:

listen with your eyes.
Wisdom is always in the eyes
don’t just agree with your ears.

QUESTIONS

Does a leaf fluttering in the wind
Or the sand shifting on the ground
Or the flower wilting under a feet
Or the river in its quiet moments
Desire peace?

Does the peak of the mountain

Or clouds floating across the skies
Or a valley tending new weeds

Or the full moon on its first day
Know peace?

Would peace be a riddle life throws at us?
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JUMOKE VERISSIMO is the author of two books of poetry, I am memory (Dada Books, 2008) and The
Birth of Illusion (Fullpoint 2015). She is the author of the novel, 4 Small Silence (Cassava Republic, 2019).
Her imaginative work explores the human condition, traumatic constructions and the intersection of gender
relations as it relates to love, loss and hope. Verissimo is also a PhD Student at the University of Alberta,

Canada.
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SHEIKHA A. - PAKISTAN CONTEMPORARY POETRY

MERKABAH’

she said we don't wash our grief with tears
- On Rented Grief by Meegat (Maryam Gatawa)

Their journey takes time, their timing is perfect
- Starlight by Laura M. Kaminski (Halima Ayuba)

The clock strikes one-eleven - the code is simple and binary;
it's either zeroes or ones, but it's when the numbers begin

twinning, spiralling like a stairway, mirroring like a clear-
moon reflection, like when the sun can no longer predominate

(the superior star), this is the hour for angels to gather a being.8
Before anyone was entrusted with destiny, a purpose and task,

each soul conspired to disintegrate. And in the eyes of
the star-bearer, each decided to apply a lotion of grief;

for when applied on like a balm, the she of one of many
parts of a soul would fill empty visions with dreams.

The clock rears its time, twenty-twenty; she sees him - the he
of one of many parts of a soul. And the orbs come in union,?

like disseminated atoms bonding to form a chariot - a wheel
of one split into two - twins of a soul - reined in by a hand

divine. They were never complete even as they joined;!0
the hours were bloodless like a rain-dampened grave.

When his body received its first water, as if he knew of
the angels arriving to anoint his face, the clock was broken

to have missed the minute of synchronicity, and a day
died that many numbers of lifetimes it took for him to ride

that wheel, the axis of the earth, the burden of the world.
With the swiftness of a raindrop hitting the first leaf,

grief landed like a solitary prisoner. Then, tears were born.
Lotion turned into water. Dreams no longer sacred. The clock

began scaling the forts of time - eleven-eleven like twin scales.
He and she had offered too many of themselves as pieces

of memories; found their faces in various sources; felt
their flame in several vaults of messages. She is now by water
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where her wheels have stopped churning, but she does not
wash the place he grieves. The clock rents light from the dead.

They are not meant to be whole riding the wave of time.

No one was ever complete at the landing of ascension. Bio is on page 48.
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7 Merkabah is an Arabic word that means ‘chariot’ or ‘vehicle’—a symbol of spiritual ascension.

8 There is a notion of the yin and yang that some couples were created as twin souls, meaning the soul was
one and split into two, put into a male and female and then the human forms were sent down to earth
separately for them to find each other. These twin souls were sent to earth as spiritual soldiers with definite
purposes but with no memory of it, the reason being twin souls had to recall their past lives as they lived their
lives on earth in order to come to a spiritual awakening.

9 Twin souls tend to find strange sorts of synchronicities happening to them, like seeing 1111 or 111 or 222 or
333 so on and forth.

10 Once they're together, their spiritual mission begins for which they were sent to earth in the first place.
Most times, twins woke separately, again taking years even, so the mission tends to keep getting delayed. If it
happens neither of them align (or come into synchronicity) before dying, they have to be born again and sent
back to find each other (with memories of their previous life visiting them in their dreams to remind them of
who they were or are) to set them on their true path.
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CLEAR SKY

The day has almost been saved in the word
but it again asked me for all:

apt members, rich waves, blonde hair
every second is worthwhile, hymen’s pleasure

deep in spring a bird is learning

light, the glory of waters, the clean agate

crazy with colours the mind leans, can you see? It gapes
to bear the pain of changes, as March

S0 wants, as a bear wakes up at a warm hour
to taste the entire world to taste honey with milk and not
poisons in the air, the curse, the arrows

dry luck, it doesn’t know where to hide, tough bitterness
it runs to save itself, only marshes around —
will it dream again of the remote cave?

Translated from Greek by Yannis Goumas

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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POETIC IDEOLOGY

“Poetry is a bodily affair.
I rest on the words

Like the fakirs on nails.
The body is a code.

The language is another.
I search

For all of us

The path

Where body-language
And poetry

Become one”

Once I wrote and I write again
today

Regurgitating that old

Short statement

Of Aretes.

THE LOOK AND THE EYES
(FUNERARY)

Predator eyes
Bulimic
Avid,
Why you tyrannize me?

To know the world you seek
In vain?

In tomb your look
Shall find peace.
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THE SYMPTOMS OF LOVE
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The palpitations of the heart,
The loudest body part;

The sinking, the singing,
The sirens’ call,

The irrational fall,

The fall, the fall;

The dread of nicety,
The cruelty of sweet talk, Elbeshlawy is an independent scholar of comparative literature.
The goodbye; He is a}lthor QfAmerica in Litemnfre and Film, Woman i.n.Lars

. . von Trier's Cinema, and, Twenty Five Meditations on Writing and
The inevitable fall

That looks awry
On existence,
And all the things
That are to die.

Subjectivity. His poetic debut, Savage Charm, is coming out in

November 2019.
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ELEONORA RIMOLO - ITALY

NESSUN COMMENTO COMPARE,

ADESSO NO COMMENT APPEARS, NOW
Nessun commento compare, adesso, No comment appears, now,

soltanto la porta serrata torva, cigola the creak of the grim locked door, only
I’attesa mendicante di un’attenzione the wait begging for attention

che puo solo sfiorire e che that can only but wither away and which
ti risparmio, perché ieri ho perso I spare you, because yesterday I lost

il diritto di sottrarti the right, to save you from

ai tremori del tuo maestrale. the tremors of the northwest wind.

Translated from the Italian by Alessandra Giorgioni
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On Metre and Rhythm

Metre and rhythm are so closely related
that many prosodists and poets consider
them one and the same thing. In ‘Shi de

gell’ F¥AU#%H: [‘Metrical forms of
poetry’], the Chinese poet Wen Yiduo
stated that rhythm is metre and that only
he who cannot dance will see feet fetters
as obstacles; and only he who cannot write
will feel the bondage of metres. He
affirmed that metres are obstacles for
expression for someone who cannot write
poetry, but for a writer, they are effective

implements of expression.!! The same
idea was reiterated by Egyptian poet
Ahmed Abdul Muti Hegazi in a series of
essays that were collected and published
later under the name of Qasidatun Nathr,
aw al-Qasidatul Kharsa’[‘Prose poem, or,
the mute poem’].12

Another group of poets argue that a
text can have rhythm even if it does not
abide by a certain traditional metre. They
quote Abu al-Atahiya, a classical Arab
poet, saying, ‘I’'m greater than metre!” He
said so in reply to some critics who
criticized him for writing some lines that
did not conform to the Arabic metres.
Some contemporary Arab poets take it as
evidence that metre is not essential for
poetry. However, they miss the point that
he did not stick to traditional metres but
instead came up with a new rhythm based
on combining some feet no poet before
him had ever matched. This testifies to his
ingenuity. Unfortunately, those who quote
him and call for abandoning Arabic metres
were unable to follow his example and
incapable of inventing a new rhythmic
system.

In Metre, Rhythm and Verse Form,
Philip Hobsbaum explains the difference
between metre and rhythm as
follows:’Metre is a blueprint; rhythm is
the inhabited building. Metre is a skeleton;
rhythm is the functioning body. Metre is a
map; rhythm is a land.” (p7)

L

In another part he writes: ‘The meter
is a launching-pad for the rhythm, and it is
the rhythm that makes the poetry.” (p59) 13

From this, we infer that rhythm is
more extensive than metres and some
elements can be rhythmic but not
necessarily metric. For instance, the sonic
repetition which comes in eight types as
classified by Martin J. Duffell in his
masterpiece, which I consider my prosody
bible, A New History of English Metre 14:
(000) zero repetition like ‘cat’ and ‘dog’,
(001) consonance like ‘dog’ and ‘pig’, 010
assonance like ‘bat’ and ‘man’, 011 rhyme
like ‘cat’ and ‘mat’, 100 alliteration like
‘cat’ and ‘cup’, (101) pararhyme like ‘bat’
and ‘bit’, (110) reverse rhyme like ‘man’
and ‘mat’, (111) full repetition like ‘man’
and ‘woman’. This full repetition is also
called echo rhyme, or rime riche in
French.

Metrists define rhythm as the
repetition of a certain event at regular
intervals, or ‘regular occurrence of events’
in Duffell's words. This event could be a
letter, a word, a sentence, or a rhythmic
unit such as foot. It is defined by
Cambridge Dictionary as
‘a strong pattern of sounds, words,
or musical notes that is used
in music, poetry, and dancing', in Collins
as ‘A rhythm is a regular series of sounds
or movements’. The key terms in these
definitions are words such as 'repetition’,
‘regularity’, ‘pattern’. Of course, this
repetition can be interrupted now and then
by irregularities but it comes back to set
the rhythm again.

Every language has its own rhythm
and what goes for one language may not
apply in another language. French
language, for example, is a non-accentual
language. Therefore, French verse is
syllabic and depends heavily on its rthyme
to give the lines its only rhythm. When the
rhyme is lost and number of syllables
varied per line the French prose poem was
born. This is not the case in English
versification because English is accentual
and word-stressed language. Hence, a
rhythm can be created even if there is no


https://dictionary.cambridge.org/dictionary/english/sound
https://dictionary.cambridge.org/dictionary/english/musical
https://dictionary.cambridge.org/dictionary/english/note
https://dictionary.cambridge.org/dictionary/english/music
https://dictionary.cambridge.org/dictionary/english/poetry
https://dictionary.cambridge.org/dictionary/english/dance
https://www.collinsdictionary.com/dictionary/english/series
https://dictionary.cambridge.org/dictionary/english/sound
https://dictionary.cambridge.org/dictionary/english/musical
https://dictionary.cambridge.org/dictionary/english/note
https://dictionary.cambridge.org/dictionary/english/music
https://dictionary.cambridge.org/dictionary/english/poetry
https://dictionary.cambridge.org/dictionary/english/dance
https://www.collinsdictionary.com/dictionary/english/series
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rhyme by the variation of stressed and
unstressed syllables within the line. This is
not also the case in Arabic language,
which is a quantitative language and its
rhythm is based on the variations of its
vowels and consonants.

The topic cannot be duly covered
in such a limited space. A final word in
this short essay is that rhythm is equipped
with more tools than just metre but it loses
substantially when it works independent
of metre.

Sayed Gouda
PhD in Comparative Prosodies
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13 Hobsbaum, Philip, 1996. Metre, Rhythm and
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2008.
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in so much love with her. He married her and then divorced her for not bearing children. She married
another man who gave her the option of staying with him or getting divorced to return to Qays. She

chose getting divorced but she died shortly after the divorce. Qays died soon after her.
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LI BAI (701-762), also known as Li Bo, was a Chinese poet acclaimed from his own day to the

iﬁ QAYS BIN THURAYH (625 - 680) was called Majnoon Lubna not for being madman but for being
2

present as a genius and a romantic figure who took traditional poetic forms to new heights. He and his
friend Du Fu (712-770) were the two most prominent figures in the flourishing of Chinese poetry in
the Tang dynasty, which is often called the 'Golden Age of Chinese Poetry’. [Wikipedia]
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> EDGAR LEE MASTERS (23 August 1868 — 5 March 1950) was an American attorney, poet,
biographer and dramatist. Masters published 12 plays, 21 books of poetry, 6 novels and 6 biographies.
[Wikipedia]
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RABINDRANATH TAGORE (1861-1941) was a polymath, poet, musician, and artist from
! the Indian subcontinent. He reshaped Bengali literature and music, as well as Indian
1 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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KIT FAN was born in Hong Kong and moved to Britain at 21. he is a poet and fiction writer. His first
book Paper Scissors Stone won the inaugural HKU International Poetry Prize. www.kitfan.net
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OH SAE-YOUNG is a South Korean poet born in 1942. His poetry as a whole is characterized by the
| pursuit of a harmonious fusion of the lyrical with the ideological, and the desire to give new formal
)l expression to tradition by the techniques of Modernism.
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u LENA OH lived in several parts of the globe and studied in Sociology, English, and Linguistics. Based

in Hong Kong, she is a professor in languages and cultures who enjoys nature.
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SHEIKHA A. (b. 1982) currently lives in Pakistan. She has authored a short poetry
!91 collection Spaced. Her work has appeared in several anthologies. Her poetry has also been recited at

a couple of events. She edits poetry for eFiction India.
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KONSTANTINOS BOURAS is a poet and literary and theater critic. He was born in
Kalamata in 1962. He currently works at the National Tourism Organization in Athens. He is
Al = winner of several awards and his work appeared in many reputable newspapers in Greece.
He is the author of 34 books of poetry, theatre, fiction and essays.
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. ELEONORA RIMOLO was born in Salerno in 1991 and now lives in Nocera Inferiore. She
g 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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A Glimpse of Art NADWAH 09X

32 95 18 4, When my hair was still covering my forehead,
AR AP I used to pluck ﬂovye.rs and play in front of our gate.
BRI I 5K You w.ould come, riding a bamboo horse

O T A and loiter at the well, toying with green plums.
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Artist: Auguste Renoir

Artist Info: French, 1841 - 1919

Title: Young Woman Braiding Her Hair

Dated: 1876

Medium: Oil on canvas

Classification: Painting

Dimensions: Overall 55.5 x 46 cm (21 7/8 x 18 1/8 in.)
Credit: Ailsa Mellon Bruce Collection
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