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Awake! arise! the athlete's arm
Loses its strength by too much rest;

The fallow land, the untilled farm
Produces only weeds at best.
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Tread lightly, she is near
Under the snow,

Speak gently, she can hear
The daisies grow.
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I built on sand

And it collapsed.

I built on a rock

And it collapsed.

Now when I build, I shall begin
From chimney smoke.
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Come, warm your hands
From the cold wind of time.
There’s a fire under the moon.

W. Bynner
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bl We will be able to look at
the swaying of the green seas
and see terrifying whirlpools,
sailors on masts,
without nervousnes.
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From my consciousness
to your lips
is a trackless sea.

S. Steinarr
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About Nadwah

Nadwah is a multilingual quarterly 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 dr.sayedgouda@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: Khedija Gadhoum

hadiralma@gmail.com

mail.com

mail.com

Art consultants: Birgit Bunzel
blinderbunzel@gmail.com

Mamdouh Kassifi mkassifi@gmail.com

Call for Submissions

Nadwah invites submissions in
English or Arabic. The deadline
for the December 2020 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. Translation should
be done or edited by fluent English
speakers. Mediocre translation of
good poems will not be
considered.

Footnotes: No footnotes except
for occasional and necessary
annotations.
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EDITOR’S FOREWORD

We are back! With the pandemic still active
and coronavirus spreading worldwide, the
world does not seem the same any more. This
pandemic took its toll on us, too, as we had to
postpone launching two issues in the past few
month. However, we are back with a new
editor joining our editorial board. We would
like to welcome Dr Khedija Gadhoum who
will be the editor of the Spanish language
section.

This issue features for the first time some
great poets such as Tao Yuanming (China), an-
Nabigha (Arabia) in the classics corner, Henry
Wadsworth Longfellow and Witter Bynner
(USA), Oscar Wilde (Ireland), Leopold Staff
(Poland), Srecko Kosovel (Slovenia) and
Steinn Steinarr (Iceland) in the modern poets
corner.

The contemporary poets corner includes
some fine poets from different parts of the

world such as Alexey Filimonov (Russia),
Laura Corraducci (Italy), Yiorgos Chouliaras

(Greece) and Birgit Bunzel (Germany).

Our Guest of Honour, this time, is not a
contemporary poet but a modern poet who is
with us no longer except by his fine poetry:

Steinn Steinarr from Iceland. He is generally
considered the greatest poet of Iceland. We
shall try to shed light on this great poet by
reading him in four languages: Icelandic,
English, Chinese and Arabic.

Even though we received some very good
poems for this issue, we could not accept them
because of the English translation that we
thought not fluent enough. Thus, we urge the
poets who sent us their best unpublished
poems in a language other than English to
make sure the translation is well edited by a
fluent English speaker. We hope you all will

find this new issue worth waiting for. Stay
safe!

Sayed Gouda

Hong Kong

5 September 2020
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TAO YUANMING - CHINA (365 - 427)
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CLASSICS CORNER
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RETURNING HOME
1

I sail and sail going home,

counting days and longing to see my old house.
Seeing my mother is my utmost joy;

meeting my brothers doubles my rejoice.

My boat sails through troubled waters,

when on the far western horizon the sun lingers.
Sailing is perilous,

but nothing but the route ahead preoccupies me.
The unfavourable southern wind blows;

and holds up my boat at a lonely lake.

Endless are the dense wild grass,

lush are the summer trees.

Who could tell how far my boat lies from home!
Not far no more.

I look at Mount Lu faraway;

helpless I sigh at the unfavourable southern wind that holds me up.



TAO YUANMING - CHINA (365 - 427) CLASSICS CORNER
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Although people do not talk well of official trips,
only today did I experience that.
How spacious the mountains and the rivers are!
No one could tell all the risks one might face travelling.
The giant waves roar and shake the skies,
and to no end the storming wind blows.
For long, I yearn to see my mother and my house;
how could I bear being held up here?
Beautiful is the rural life!
For it, one should abandon the worldly affairs.
How long could youth last?
I’ll live carefree, unfettered.
Translated from the Chinese by Sayed Gouda

Tao Yuanming also known as Tao Qian, was a Chinese poet who lived during the
Eastern Jin (317-420) and Liu Song (420-479) dynasties. He is considered to be one of the greatest
poets of the Six dynasties period. Tao Yuanming spent most of his life in reclusion, living in a
small house in the countryside, reading, drinking wine, receiving the occasional guest and writing
poems in which he often reflected on the pleasures and difficulties of life in the countryside, as
well as his decision to withdraw from civil service. His simple, direct, and unmannered style was
at odds with the norms for literary writing in his time. (Encyclopedia of Buddhism).
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AN-NABIGHA - ARABIA (C.535 - C. 604) CLASSICS CORNER

LEAVE ME &S
ol — Sl Al
Leave me, Umaima, to my tiring troubles,

to a night of slow-moving stars from which I suffer. oL Al c—ej @JS
It lingered on and on until I said it would never end, <5 1551 GJ@ il 4557
and he who shepherds the stars would not return. i u»-J [P A
Night brought back its distant troubles into my chest, <t (“}"’J‘ o &v\” s
and sorrows multiplied inside it from each corner. - &i;)b JLT J“‘-"J
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Translated from the Arabic by Sayed Gouda g..aL>- 5 o pS) }\ ab el
(These are the first three lines excerpted from his most famous epic
known by its first line)

THE VEIL DROPPED il ladu

The veil dropped, she did not mean to drop it. bl 3 3 rJ 5 il L
She picked it up and shielded herself from us with her hand  4_Ju Lty e o
With a tender, tinted palm as if its fingers - dLols cu.w 5 g,.u:c
Were tendrils, on their boughs, which did not dry = tas oJ slati J& oe
She looked at you with a need she could not express o o 2 lony q.)\ %
The look of the patient at the faces of visitors. s salls 527 JI il s
Excerpts from the poem “al-Mutajarridah” -~ - g “zsﬁ..:\\" b e )

anonymous translator
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You disobey God, yet you claim you love Him e NGS s de A s
Y ey M : cxww\déﬂam
Verily, this is bizarre. Vi LY Bolo el LS
If your love were true, you’d have obeyed Him. clﬂ. ou b 2]
A lover surely obeys his Beloved.
Translated from the Arabic by Sayed Gouda QeLt) }4—»3‘ 1dg) }5&‘}“-")) Sl
PERAN A (B’ oS 3

An-Nabigha was one of the last great Arab poets who lived in the pre-Islamic era. His real name
was Ziad bin Mu’awiya. His nick-name an-Nabigha means ‘genius’. It is said that he was given
this name because he started composing poetry at the age of 50. He is one of the six eminent poets
in the pre-Islamic era who composed epics that later were hung on the Kaaba for people to read
and admire (the editor)
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HENRY WADSWORTH LONGFELLOW - USA (1807 - 1882)

LOSS AND GAIN

When I compare
What I have lost with what [ have gained,
What I have missed with what attained,
Little room do I find for pride.

I am aware
How many days have been idly spent;
How like an arrow the good intent
Has fallen short or been turned aside.

But who shall dare
To measure loss and gain in this wise?
Defeat may be victory in disguise;
The lowest ebb is the turn of the tide.
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MODERN POETRY

A FRAGMENT

Awake! arise! the hour is late!
Angels are knocking at thy door!

They are in haste and cannot wait,
And once departed come no more.

Awake! arise! the athlete's arm
Loses its strength by too much rest;

The fallow land, the untilled farm
Produces only weeds at best.
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Henry Wadsworth Longfellow was the most popular American poet in the 19th century, known
for such works as The Song of Hiawatha (1855) and “Paul Revere’s Ride” (1863). (Britannica)
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OSCAR WILDE - IRELAND (1854 - 1900

REQUIESCAT

Tread lightly, she is near
Under the snow,

Speak gently, she can hear
The daisies grow.

All her bright golden hair
Tarnished with rust,

She that was young and fair
Fallen to dust.

Lily-like, white as snow,
She hardly knew

She was a woman, so
Sweetly she grew.

Coffin-board, heavy stone,
Lie on her breast,

I vex my heart alone
She is at rest.

Peace, Peace, she cannot hear
Lyre or sonnet,

All my life’s buried here,
Heap earth upon it.

MODERN POETRY
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Oscar Wilde was an Irish poet, and dramatist whose reputation rests on his only novel, The
Picture of Dorian Gray (1891), and on his comic masterpieces Lady Windermere's Fan (1892)
and The Importance of Being FEarnest (1895). He was a spokesman for the late 19th-
century Aesthetic movement in England, which advocated art for art’s sake. (Britannica)
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LEOPOLD STAFF - POLAND (1878 - 1957) MODERN POETRY

PODWALINY FOUNDATIONS
Budowatem na piasku I built on sand

I zwalilo si¢ And it collapsed.
Budowatem na skale I built on a rock

I zwalilo si¢ And it collapsed.
Teraz budujac zaczne Now when I build, I
Od dymu z komina. shall begin

From chimney smoke.
Translated from the Polish by Hatif Janabi
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Leopold Staff was a poet from Bosnia and Herzegovina. As a Herzegovinan Serb poet, his poetry
reflects the urban life and culture. He was one of the leading figures of the Serbian literary scene
in Mostar. The poem has become a popular folk song and played in cafes until now. (the editor)
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WITTER BYNNER - USA (1881 - 1968)

DRIFTWOOD

Come, warm your hands

From the cold wind of time.

I have built here under the moon,
a many-coloured fire

With fragments of wood

That have been part of a tree
And part of a ship.

Were leaves more real,

Or driven nails,

Of fingers of builders,

Than these burning violets?
Come, warm your hands
From the cold wind of time.
There’s a fire under the moon.

MODERN POETRY
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Witter Bynner was born in Brooklyn, New York, in 1881. He graduated from Harvard University
in 1902. After college, he worked as a newspaper reporter and, later, as the assistant editor of
McClure’s magazine. He was known for his poetry collections and his work in translation. In

1922, he settled in Santa Fe, New Mexico. He died there on June 1, 1968.
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SRECKO KOSOVEL - SLOVENIA (1904 - 1926 MODERN POETRY

SAMOMORILeC PRED ZRCALOM BTJM rbi}:ﬁi\
Samomorilec pred zrcalom. WU g = 55 5805
Splasena dusa. - _—
V ¢rnih gozdovih jeéi veter. LM ffs:&.’”‘
No¢ni vihar mi trga srce iz prsi. LT
Lete¢i Holandec si ti, moj duh, Sk o B g5 S daole
vedno povracajoc se v pratemo,
opajajo¢ se, kadar vihar vrsi! ! 6“;‘?{13;{‘“\“ ‘6"{:‘\’
Na ulici vr$i svojo sluzbo policaj. ‘o N
s oo ipdats
Strasno je, kdor je viharju brat! Al 3 C""u"f” Ulay

Strasno, kdor je soncu srebrnemu.
Ostani, moj duh, razbit in ubit,
ne i§¢i resitve od ¢rnih bregov. Al et 10585 0T i
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Grem skozi gozd. Crna so debla.

Dva gresta sklonjena drug k drugemu.
Nad menoj ¢rno brezno vesoljstva.
Jaz se sklanjam vanj
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Grem skozi gozd. Crna so debla. @wb

Dva gresta sklonjena drug k drugemu. 2 o L o e 3

Nad menoj ¢rno brezno vesoljstva.
Jaz se sklanjam vanj
In poslusam.
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MODERN POETRY

A SUICIDE IN FRONT OF A MIRROR

A suicide in front of a mirror.

A frightened soul.

The wind moans in the black woods.

The night's tempest tears my heart from my chest.

My spirit, you are the Flying Dutchman,
always returning to the primal darkness,
getting drunk on the blowing of the wind!
A policeman blowing his whistle.

It is frightening to be a brother to the storm!
Frightening to be a brother to the silver sun.
Stay broken and slain, my spirit,

do not look to the dead slopes for salvation.

I walk through the woods. The tree trunks are black.
Two go leaning towards each other.

The black chasm of the universe above me.

I am leaning into it

and listening.

I walk through the woods. The tree trunks are black.
Two go leaning towards each other.
The black chasm of the universe above me.
I am leaning into it
and listening.
© Transl. by Katarina Jerin
From: Integrals
Publisher: SWA, ISSN:0459-6242
Poetry International Rotterdam

Srecko Kosovel was a Slovenian Avant-guard poet, whose poems were only published almost four decades
after his early death at 22. Nevertheless, he produced an impressive body of work of more than 1000 drafts,
among them 500 complete poems, with a quality regarded as unusually high for his age. Born in Sezana, then
part of the Austro-Hungarian Empire, Kosovel lived in the nearby village of Tomaj until 1924, with the
Isonzo Front—one of the worst engagements of the First World War — less than 10 miles from his home. In
1916 both he and his sister moved to Ljubljana, where he stayed until his early death. With the collapse of the
Empire followed by the Italian annexation of Slovene territories the Slovene schools and organizations were
forbidden by the Fascist regime. Slovene intellectuals were subjected to reprisals, which led to Kosovel's
political and artistic radicalization. He had contacts with the radical insurgent anti-Fascist organization TIGR.
In 1926, he visited the Slovenian town of Zagorje to perform in one of his recitals, and while waiting for the
train to return to Ljubljana caught a cold, which eventually developed into meningitis. He returned to his
home village of Tomaj, where he died on 26 May 1926. He has often been compared to other brilliant and
tragic European authors of the same generation, such as the Hungarian Attila Jozsef, Italian Cesare Pavese, or
German Georg Trakl.
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NAD NORISNICO Codldl aiiue (g
Nad noriSnico se izprehaja oy Gl atnas G5
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ABOVE THE MADHOUSE

Above a madhouse is strolling
a moonstruck moon.
A Shadow-man is walking around a white garden
absorbed in his sad chin.
As if in a kaleidoscope,
currencies, stocks were dancing before him
in a rainbow fire burning away.
An ex-banker, prisoner of papers
now strolling
with the moonstruck moon
behind the white walls of a madhouse.
This is freedom,
the horrible freedom
you have stepping behind the invisible walls
of expanded human consciousness,
which unfolds in a terrible
immensity.
© Transl. by Nike Kocijanci¢ Pokorn
From: Integrals

Publisher: SWA, ISSN:0459-6242
Poetry International Rotterdam
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OBRAZ V OKNU

Ljubim te, sivi obraz, v sivem
oknu kavarne — pric¢akujoci
obraz —

V dobi zlomljenih osti, ladij,
jamborov — v srcu Sop

puscic — v oceh siva brezvolja,
ti Ze ves: Z neba

se kot slap luci

razlije na nas.

Lahko bomo gledali
zibanje morij zelenih

in videli strasne vrtince,
mornarje na jamborih
brez nervoznosti.
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MODERN POETRY

A FACE BY THE WINDOW

I love you, the grey face in the grey
window of the coffee house - the face
with expectations.-

In the age of broken spears, ships,
masts - the heart full of

arrows - grey apathy in the eyes,

you would know: It spills

over us like a cascade of light

from the sky.

We will be able to look at
the swaying of the green seas
and see terrifying whirlpools,
sailors on masts,

without nervousness.

Transl. by Katarina Jerin

From: Integrals

Publisher: SWA, ISSN:0459-6242
Poetry International Rotterdam
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STEINN STEINARR - ICELAND (1908 - 1958)

UTAN HRINGSINS

Eg geng i hring

i kringum allt sem er.
Og innan pessa hrings
er verold pin.

Minn skuggi féll um stund
4 gluggans gler.

Eg geng i hring

i kringum allt, sem er.
Og utan pessa hrings
er verdld min.
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GUEST OF HONOUR

OUTSIDE THE CIRCLE

I walk in a circle

around everything which is.
And within this circle

is your world.

My shadow fell for a moment
on the window’s glass.

I walk in a circle
around everything which is.
And outside this circle
is my world.
Translated from the Icelandic by Alan Thompson
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STEINN STEINARR - ICELAND (1908 - 1958)

GUEST OF HONOUR

TIMINN OG VATNID TIME AND WATER

1 1

Timinn er eins og vatnio, Time is like water,

og vatnid er kalt og djupt and water is as cold and deep
eins og vitund min sjalfs. as consciousness.

Og timinn er eins og mynd, And time is like a reflection

sem er malud af vatninu made partly by water,
og mér til halfs. partly by me.
Og timinn og vatnid Time and water

rush trackless to vanish
inside my consciousness.

renna veglaust til purrdar
inn i vitund min sjalfs.
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STEINN STEINARR - ICELAND (1908 - 1958)

2

Sélin,

solin var hja mér,

eins og grannvaxin kona,
4 gulum skom.

{ tvitugu djupi

svaf tra min og ast

eins og tvilitt blom.

Og solin gekk
yfir grunlaust blomid
& gulum skom.
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2

Sun,

the sun was with me
like a slender woman
in yellow shoes.

Twenty fathoms down
my love and faith slept
like a flowering anemone.

And the sun passed
over the unsuspecting flower
in yellow shoes.

2
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STEINN STEINARR - ICELAND (1908 - 1958)

3

Gagns&jum vengjum
flygur vatnid til baka
gegn vidnami sinu.

Hid raudgula hnoda,
sem rennur a undan mér,
fylgir engri att.

Handan bl6opyrstra vara
hins brennandi efnis
vex blom daudans.

A hornréttum fleti
milli hringsins og keilunnar

vex hid hvita blom daudans.
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GUEST OF HONOUR

On transparent wings

water flies

back through its own wake.

The red-gold cord
running before me
follows no direction.

Beyond the bloodthirsty lips
of that scorching form
death’s flower thrives.

On a perpendicular plane
between circle and cone
death’s white flower grows.
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STEINN STEINARR - ICELAND (1908 - 1958)

4

Alda, sem brotnar
a eirlitum sandi.
Bleer, sem pytur

i blau grasi.
Blom, sem do.

Eg henti steini
i hvitan marvegg,
og steinninn hlo.

4
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GUEST OF HONOUR

4

A wave breaking
on copper sand.
A breeze rustling

the tall blue grasses.

A flower that died.

I hurled a stone
at a white wall,

and the stone laughed.
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STEINN STEINARR - ICELAND (1908 - 1958)

5

Vatn, sem rennur
um raudanott

ut 1 hyldjupt haf.

{ dul pina risti
min dokkbrynda gledi
sinn 6kunna upphafsstaf.

Og sorg min glitradi
a grunnsavi pinu
eins og gult raf.
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GUEST OF HONOUR

5
Water that flows
in the dead of night

out to fathomless sea.

My sable joy carved
its secret initial
on your silence.

And like amber, gold
in your shoals,
my sorrow gleamed.
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STEINN STEINARR - ICELAND (1908 - 1958)

6

Eg var drapandi hofud,
ég var dimmblatt auga,
ég var hvit hond.

Og lif mitt st60 kyrrt

eins og kringlott smamynt,

sem er reist upp a rond.

Og timinn hvarf
eins og tar, sem fellur
4 hvita hond.

7

Himinninn rignir mér
gagnsajum teningum
yfir hrapandi j6rd.

6
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GUEST OF HONOUR
6

I was a bowed head,
I was a dark-blue eye,
I was a white hand.

And my life stood still
like a small coin
balanced on its edge.

And time disappeared
like tears falling
on a white hand.

7

The sky rains
transparent dice

over the tumbling earth.
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STEINN STEINARR - ICELAND (1908 - 1958)

Dagseldur, 1jos,

i kyrrsteedum oOtta
gegnum engil hradans,
eins og gler.

Sofa vaeengblaar halfnatur
i pakskeggi manans,
koma mannstjornur,
koma stjarnmenn,

koma syfjud votn.

Kemur allt,

kemur ekkert,

groid bylgjandi maurildum,
eins og guo.

Gud.
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GUEST OF HONOUR

Day’s fire, light,
frozen with fear
passing through the swift angel,

like glass.

Blue-winged nights
sleep in the moon’s eaves,
man-stars come,

star-men come,

the slumbering waters come.

Everything comes,

nothing comes,

enveloped in billowing phosphorescence,

like god.

God.
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STEINN STEINARR - ICELAND (1908 - 1958)

8

bytur 6sédra vengja

fer um rokkvada sal mina
eins og rautt 1jos.

[ noétt mun ég sofa
undir sjostirndum himni
vid hinn évada 0s.

Medan rédd pin flygur
upp af runni hins lidna
eins og rautt 1jos.
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GUEST OF HONOUR

8
The whir of invisible wings
passes over my twilit soul,
like reddening light.

Tonight I will sleep
under a seven-starred sky
at the wide estuary.

While your voice rises
from the reeds of the past
like red light.
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STEINN STEINARR - ICELAND (1908 - 1958)

9
Net til ad veida vindinn:

Flyjandi djupfiski
hladid gleru 1josi
einskis.

Sélvaengjud hringvotn
btiin holspeglum
fjorvidra drauma.

Tynd spor
undir kvoldsnjé
efans.

Net til ad veida vindinn:

Eins og svefnhiminn
lagdur blysmoskvum
veidir gud.
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9

Net to hunt the wind:

Fleeing rockfish

GUEST OF HONOUR

suffused with the translucent light

of nothingness.

Sun-flamed rings of water
enclose concave mirrors
of four-dimensional dreams.

Tracks lost
under the evening snow
of doubt.

Net to hunt the wind:

Like a sun nearing sleep

casts a mesh of flame
to hunt god.

9

:CJJSUL:MYI\S._.@
Ll & el Bl
Ju«i/&}‘b.jz‘)w
.(s.,\:J\&A

5o gl oWl olal
5l LIl calss
S Eel) o UY

ol cels
sl

:CJJSUL:MYI\S._.@
podl e B uads Jie

gl e iS22
LAl ol sy




STEINN STEINARR - ICELAND (1908 - 1958)

10

Fra vitund minni
til vara pinna

er veglaust haf.

En draumur minn gl6di
i dulkvikri baru,
medan djupio svaf.

Og falin sorg min
neer fundi pinum
eins og firdblatt haf.

10
TEF A ERFIR IS
|
A F Tl R o

IR e ) 25

S RIH HEHR 2

R — F BE B 25 T B IR
b R AR

Bt — F PR BE R T % A K T
55 R #38 o

GUEST OF HONOUR
10

From my consciousness
to your lips
is a trackless sea.

But my dream glimmered
in a hidden swell
while the depths lay still.

And the sorrow I hid
nearly found your own
like a fjord-blue sea.

10
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STEINN STEINARR - ICELAND (1908 - 1958)

11

Og hvolfpak hamingju minnar

er ur hvitu 1j6si

hinnar fjarlegu sorgar

fljotsins.

Og tunglskin hverfleikans
tollir vid hendur minar
eins og limkenndur vokvi

verdandinnar.

Og myrkur auga mins
berst i mjukum hlatri

inn i kaldan eld
kvoldsins.
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11

GUEST OF HONOUR

And the vault of my happiness

is made of pale light
from the river’s
distant sorrow.

The moonlight of impermanence

cleaves to my hands,
the viscous membrane

of what is.

And the darkness of my eyes

carries soft laughter

into evening’s
cold fire.
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STEINN STEINARR - ICELAND (1908 - 1958)

12

Eins og bl6djarnadir hestar
hverfa blafextar hugsanir minar
inn um bakdyr eilifdarinnar.

Eins og nyskotnir fuglar
falla nafnlausir dagar
yfir nattstad minn.

Eins og naglbla hond
ris hin neikvada jatun

upp ur nalaegd fjarlegdarinnar.

Medan andlit mitt sefur
eins og 6slokkio kalk
i auga fljotsins.
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GUEST OF HONOUR
12

Like horses shod to the quick,
the blue mane of my thoughts
disappears through eternity’s back door.

The nameless days fall
like birds newly shot
into my night’s abode.

Like a hand with blue nails,
the negative yes rises
in the closeness of distance.

While my face sleeps
like burnt lime
in the river’s eye.
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STEINN STEINARR - ICELAND (1908 - 1958)

13
A brennheitt andlit
fellur blatt regn

hinna bleevaengjudu daga.

Inn 1 hugans neind
kemur néttin
eins og nafnlaus saga.

Og nekt pess, sem er
tynir nalaego sin sjalfs
ut i naetur og daga.
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GUEST OF HONOUR

13
Blue rain
of wing-fanned days

falls upon a burning face.

Night enters
the mind’s void:
a story without name.

The nakedness of what is
loses itself
into nights and days.
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STEINN STEINARR - ICELAND (1908 - 1958) GUEST OF HONOUR

14
Solskinid,
stormurinn,
hafid.

Eg hef gengid i greenum sandinum

og greenn sandurinn

var allt 1 kring um mig

eins og haf i hafinu.

Nei.

Eins og margvaengjadur fugl
flygur hond min & brott

inn 1 fjallid.

Og hénd min sokkur

eins og sprengja
djupt inn i fjallio,
og sprengir fjalliod.
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14
Sunlight,
storm,
sea.

I have walked on green sand
and the green sand

was all around me,

a sea within the sea.

No.

Like a many-winged bird,
my hand flies to a break
in the mountain.

And my hand sinks

like an explosive

deep into the mountain,
and blows up the mountain.
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15 15

[ solhvitu 1josi Your likeness lives
hinna sidharou daga in the sun-bleached light
byr svipur pinn. of days of flowing hair.

Eins og talblatt regn I see your tears
sé ég tar pin falla fall over my sorrow
yfir trega minn. like alluring blue rain.

Og fjarlaegd pin sefur And your absence sleeps
i fadmi minum for the first time
i fyrsta sinn. in my embrace.
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STEINN STEINARR - ICELAND (1908 - 1958)

16

Undir pafjalli timans,
st6d pogn min

eins og proskad ax.

Eg s4 solskinid koma gangandi

eftir grahvitum veginum,

og hugsun min gekk til mots vid solskinio,
og s0lskinid teygoi 1josgult hofud sitt

yfir vatnsblaan vegg.

Eg sa myrkrid fljuga
eins og malmgerdan fugl

ut r moldbrunum héndum minum.

Og pogn min breyttist
i pungan samhljom
einskis og alls.

Medan gljasvart myrkrid
flaug gullnum vengjum
i gegnum solskinid.
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GUEST OF HONOUR

Below time’s snowless peak,
my silence waited
like ripening grain.

I saw sunlight walking
along a gray-white path,
and my thought reached out to meet the

and the sunlight stretched its golden head
over the sea-blue wall.

I saw darkness fly away
like a metallic bird
from my earth-brown hands.

And my silence changed
into emphatic union
with nothing and everything.

While the glistening darkness
soared on golden wings
through the sunlight.
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STEINN STEINARR - ICELAND (1908 - 1958)

17

A sofinn hvarm pinn
fellur hvit birta
harms mins.

Um hid veglausa haf
leet ég hug minn fljiga
til hvarms pins.

Svo ad hamingja pin
beri hvita birtu
harms mins.

17
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GUEST OF HONOUR

17
The light
of my sorrow falls

white upon your sleeping eyes.

I’1l let my thoughts fly
over the trackless sea
toward your eyes.

That your happiness
bears my sorrow’s
pale light.

17
oSl e

s 831 8 5L
dolo o @) o 558
Of elisband -Ss

Sllese Jos




STEINN STEINARR - ICELAND (1908 - 1958)

18

Tveir dumbraudir fiskar
i djupu vatni.
Dimmblar skuggi

4 hvitum vegg.

Fjolublatt sky
yfir fjallsins egg.

Y fir sofandi jord

hef ég flutt hina hvitu fregn.

Og ord min féllu
i isblatt vatnid
eins og vornaturregn.
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18

GUEST OF HONOUR

Two scarlet fish

in deep water.

Dark-blue shadows
on a white wall.

A violet cloud

over the mountain peak.

Across the sleeping earth
I’ve borne this white account.

And my words fell
upon the ice-blue water
like a spring night’s rain.
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STEINN STEINARR - ICELAND (1908 - 1958)

19

[ oraek spor pin

féll imyndud birta
mins ullhvita draums.

Eg sa andlit pitt speglast
i innhverfri bylgju
hins 6fuga straums.

Og svipur pinn rann
eins og svalkaldur skuggi

milli svefns mins og draums.
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GUEST OF HONOUR

In your untraceable footprints
an imagined brightness fell
on my wool-white dream.

I saw your face reflected
in the crosscurrent waves
of a tidal stream.

Your features eluded me
like an icy shadow
between sleep and dream.
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STEINN STEINARR - ICELAND (1908 - 1958)

20

bognin rennur
eins og raudur sjor
yfir rédd mina.

bognin rennur
eins og rydbrunnid myrkur
yfir reynd pina.

bognin rennur
i prefoldum hring
kringum pogn sina.
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20

Silence flows
like a red sea
over my voice.

Silence drifts

GUEST OF HONOUR

like rusted darkness
across your reality.

Silence flows outward
in a three-fold circle

around silence.
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STEINN STEINARR - ICELAND (1908 - 1958)

21

Rennandi vatn,
risblar dagur,
raddlaus nott.

Eg hef buid mer hvilu
i halfluktu auga
eilifdarinnar.

Eins og furduleg blom
vaxa fjarleegar veraldir
ut ur langsvefum
likama minum.
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GUEST OF HONOUR

21

Water flowing,
dawn-blue day,
voiceless night.

I’ve come to rest
in the half-closed eye
of eternity.

Far-off worlds

multiply like strange flowers
from my long-sleeping
body.
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STEINN STEINARR - ICELAND (1908 - 1958)

Eg finn myrkrid hverfast
eins og malmkynjad hjol
um mondul 1j6ssins.

Eg finn métspyrnu timans
falla mattvana
gegnum mykt vatnsins.

Medan eilifdin horfir
minum oreda draumi
ur auga sinu.

https://www.asymptotejournal.com/poetry/steinn-
steinarr-time-and-water/icelandic/
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GUEST OF HONOUR

I feel the darkness revolving
like a metal wheel
around light’s axis.

I feel time’s insistence
sink powerless
through a softness of water.

While eternity watches
my insoluble dream
with its single eye.
Translated from the Icelandic by Christopher
Burawa and Cynthia Hogue
https://www.asymptotejournal.com/poetry/steinn-
steinarr-time-and-water/
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Steinn Steinarr is considered by many Icelanders as their greatest poet. Yet he remains almost unknown
outside his country. The reason is simple; effective translations of his poetry have been virtually nonexistent.
In 2008, 100 years after his birth and 50 years after his death, things are finally about to change. Not only is
he wildly popular among Iceland’s youth, but international interest in his poetry is growing. (https://

www.snjafjallasetur.is/ensteinn.html)
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ALEXEY FILIMONOY - RUSSIA CONTEMPORARY POETRY
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STAR OF VICTORY

Everything for the living
And only praise to the dead:
And this verse

And these domes.

And that flower,
That has not increased in the world,
Whose petal
Fell from a distant star.
Translated into English by the author

Alexey Filimonov — poet, literary critic, translator and lexicographer. Born may 22, 1965 in the town
Elektrostal, Moscow region, after serving in the army, he graduated from the journalism faculty of Moscow
state University and Higher literary courses at the Literary Institute A. M. Gorky. He translated Chinese poets
of the 20th and 21st centuries. Researcher and translator of the work of Vladimir Nabokov. He is the creator
of the literary and philosophical direction "Vnevizm". The author of seven books. Participant of scientific

conferences and poetry forums.

Lives in St.-Petersburg.
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LAURA CORRADUCCI - ITALY

con la nebbia stasera mescoli la voce
serrate le finestre lo spettacolo € per me
ti vedo con le mani in bianco e nero
sfumati anche i contorni delle labbra
un fantasma che passa per rimettere
I’anima in un corpo che non vuole

mi recidi come tralcio dalla vite

legno secco senza frutti per settembre
le sirene delle navi nell’orchestra

e luci dalle quinte dietro al monte

a inventarselo un addio non sarebbe cosi bello

skeskosk

aria nuova alle mie stanze chiuse

ogni notte alla porta ti avvicini

fermi ancora la mia voglia di restare
questo bagnare i piedi dentro il fango

mi sento acqua scomposta al microscopio
ogni molecola ti cola dalle labbra

scosti di poco la tenda

e s’agita il fiume oltre il ponte

come fai a riempire ogni anfratto

a diluire la tua assenza in un bicchiere

a cancellarmi tutta la sete in un incendio?

sk

tre centimetri di pelle ti ho cucito
alla vita come fossi una cintura

1 punti fissati diritti sulle anche

tre croci sul tuo Golgota di carne
venga il vento

a slegarmi dai tuoi fianchi

venga il fuoco

a bruciarmi dentro un tuono
farfalla sciolta in polvere sul muro
alla morte oggi rubero le cicatrici

skeskosk
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CONTEMPORARY POETRY

Laura Corraducci was born in Italy in 1974, in
Pesaro, where she lives. In 2007 she published her
first collection of poems Lux Renova (Ed. Del
Leone, Venice). She organized several poetry
readings and a festival “vaghe stelle dell’orsa”
dedicated to contemporary Italian and foreign
poetry. She translated into Italian Saying yes in
Russian, Agenda Edition, by the English poet
Caroline Clark. Her poems have been translated
into Spanish, English, Romanian, Dutch and
Portoguese. In April 2015 she published her
second collection of poems, /I Canto di Cecilia e
altre poesie (Raffaelli editore). (Cecilia’s song
and other poems).
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LAURA CORRADUCCI - ITALY

you mix your voice with the fog tonight
close the windows let the show be for me
I see you with your hands in black and
white

the contours of your lips always shaded
a ghost who is passing by

to put the soul in a body who rejects her
I’m cut off as a shoot from the vine

dry wood with no fruit for September
the sirens of ships are like an orchestra
and I see the lights behind the hill

if you prayed for a farewell

that wouldn’t be so nice

kokok

fresh air in my locked rooms

each night you come closer to me
burning my desire to remain

this cleansing my feet in the mud

I feel like water under the microscope
the molecules fall from your lips
you move the curtain aside

and over the bridge the river flows
how can you fill every single nook
dilute your absence in a glass
quench all my thirst within a fire?

kokok

three inches of skin I sewed

on your waist as a tight belt

three stitches fixed on your hips
three crosses on your Golgotha of flesh
so come the wind

to untie me from your haunches

so come the fire

to burn me within a thunder

like a butterfly melted

on the wall

today I will steal the scars to death

kokok

Translated from the Italian by the author
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YIORGOS CHOULIARAS - GREECE

MMPOX®YTEX

A6 ™V dAAN TTAEVQA

™C dwToyoadiog YOAPw Yo va Oupdpon
Oyl TO OV %O TOTE OAAGL TTOLOG

Aev glpon eym ot pwtoyadio

Timote dev pag ddnoav

va waQovpe pali pog

Movov auti) ™) pwToyoadia

Av 11 yvpioete amd v AAAn Oa pe delte
Eo0 eloonw ot pwtoyoadia, pe pwtoltv
Agv E€¢ow TL VO 00S T

REFUGEES

On the other side

of the photograph I write to remind myself

not where and when but who

I am not in the photograph

CONTEMPORARY POETRY
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If you turn it over you will see me

Is that you in the photograph, they ask me
I don’t know what to tell you
Translated from the Greek by David Mason & the author

Yiorgos Chouliaras is a Greek poet, essayist, fiction writer, translator, and editor. In 2014, he was awarded
an Academy of Athens prize for his work in its entirety. His poetry in translation has been published in such
periodicals and anthologies as Harvard Review, Poetry, World Literature Today, and Modern European Poets,
and in Bulgaria, Croatia, France, Italy, Japan, Lithuania, Sweden, and Turkey among other countries. Born in
Thessaloniki and US-educated, he worked mostly in New York, before returning to Athens from Dublin. He
has been elected President of the Hellenic Authors’ Society, the principal association of Greek literary writers.
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YIORGOS CHOULIARAS - GREECE

ANTITONH

AV o)L 0TV OLROYEVELOL
700 aAAAOT

TO OJITL TWV VEXQMV;
Av Oy xwolg npdtog
OGS AAMMDG

N dovnon s eEovolag;
Av Oy otov Bavarto
note GAlote

T0 yaunio dmeo tg Lmng;

ANTIGONE

If not in the family

then where else

is the house of the dead?

If not without the state

then how else

is there a denial of authority?
If not in death

then when else

is the wedding gift of life?

Translated from the Greek by David Mason & the author
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YIORGOS CHOULIARAS - GREECE

CONTEMPORARY POETRY

OI XTPATIQTEX TOY AAEEANAPOY
apPVOVVTUL VO TPOYMP|GOVV

Moag épepeg dG TNV GKpT| CLTOV TOV KOGHLOL — OAL
épuyav Tiom pog  AkolovBnoope 6TmG Evog AvOpwTOg
OV TEVTIMVEL TO XEPL TOV OGO TaipveL:

€va pALLPOG OTGAKIGTO GOPMOVEL TOV opilovta

ooV To AEmidl TG HaTIdg

Twaape amd T0 povYo oG TN OKANPT KOKKIVY oKOVN
NG YOPATIKNG YNG, POVPa patdvovtag

OmoVL ayyifape TN PELOTY CAUPKA TOV TOTOUDV:

Tng yAdooag to onéppa pag Pubicape Bepilovag
EMNVIKA Ta eI BapPapmv yovartkov

Mua woOAN yepdtn EEveg popovdiég Ba opiyyet yAvkd
OTO GKEAN TNG Y10 TAVTO TO OVOUA GOV

To patio tov avBpodnov kKabpépteg Eyvav dofectot
TOL TPOcOTOV cov  Agv Egyvolv Tov AAEENVIPO

Exeivoug mdA mov enpoxelto va pun Bopovvror — EEpelg
KaAd — Tpdmpa otelhape cav reBoképatol poviddeg
ota pépn 0mov kavévag dev Bopdtat

OAOKANpO €vav KOG KEPAITES amAOYEPX LOLPALOVTOG
Ta Adpupa TG dKaosvvng, £vay ¢pilo Tov £pmTa

TOV €KOVEG KOUULATLO — TTO10G

umopel va el Tdg TovTa To Bpadopata evadvovtol

GTO POyIoUEVO YMEWmTO TG Long evog avBpdmov

Topa npénel va yopiocovpe  'Ehvoeg
ToVv deopd o@iyyovTtag Ta SEGUA TOV GAA®DY
Epdg edd opmg ti pog déve,

Ooco poaxpild kot av mog, 0ev Eenepvac, GTPATNYE,
aVTO TO SPETOVIPOPO APLLA TOL HEAAOVTOG

OV OAOEVO CTIPIYVEL TOV KaBEVH Kot TTo Padid
LEG OTNV TNYTH AGGTN Hog Lvipng Tov Boimvel

Xe PEPULLE TOCO LLOKPLA,

UEXPL TNV EPMLUE TOV ayKOO10V

GTO 0d1APOPO, GTO EKTVPAMTIKO TPLUVTAPVALO

g otopiog —

T0 TEAOG lval TAVTOTE KPS

Adiko Kamotla EPa STOPTUPE 1 KAPPOUEVT YADGGO
GTNV GKPY| TOV CTUGIEVOL KOVTAPLOU

Ed® o1 Aéegig pag apvoivtol va Tpoymproovy
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YIORGOS CHOULIARAS - GREECE

CONTEMPORARY POETRY

ALEXANDER’S SOLDIERS REFUSE TO GO ON

You brought us to the end of this world — everything

left behind ~ We followed as one man
stretching his hand as far as it reaches
An unbroken beak scavenging the horizon

like the eye’s cutting blade

We shook the hard red dust of village earth
from our clothes, silently staining

the liquid flesh of rivers wherever we touched it
We thrust the seed of our tongue

harvesting in Greek the lips of barbarian women

A city full of foreign smells will press your name
sweetly between her legs forever

Men’s eyes became inextinguishable mirrors

of your face  They do not forget Alexander

Those who might not remember — you know
well — we quickly dispatched, like paid killers
to places no one recollects

You won a whole world openly sharing
the booty of justice, a friend of love
you butchered — who can say

how all the pieces join

in the cracked mosaic of a man’s life?

Now we must return ~ You cut
the knot and tightened the bonds of others
But what binds us here?

General, however far you go you cannot
outrun the scything chariot of the future
always driving us deeper

into the thick mud of a clouding memory
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YIORGOS CHOULIARAS - GREECE

CONTEMPORARY POETRY
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Edm o AMEEeLg pag apvoUvTaL Vo TRoymw|oovV
(TT6gThavt 73/ Néa Yooun *80)

We brought you so far dory pe Sl Lt
as far as the desert of the thorn Bpadl sl oo 3 Lo dnd )
the indifferent, blinding rose o5 e aa i) ) 3,05
of history — o .
— kY

the end is always small

One day the tongue writhes in vain oL wlf*‘” Ll “’l‘f*”
nailed on the tip of a broken lance S S0 NS S
J)MSA CAJ J.s&l d}ﬁ ‘M

Here our words refuse to go on _
(Portland *73 / New York *80) S VIS a8 5 La

Translated from the Greek by David Mason & the author ~ 335% “ L5 e Lo 5
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BIRGIT BUNZEL - GERMANY

IN THE NEARING END

Leaves fall near, from far away,

as though the skies were with’ring.

They are awash with rain the following day,
and we begin to wait for our fall

when still our eyes just see the dawn.

Some wander restlessly toward the cries
of early morning birds,

while others feel the wind arise

that has traveled through our bleeding land
and wave their flags to greet the end.

Some sense the storms below the seas,
and are embroiled in pleading
for the release from memories

that sank their hearts beneath the wondrous waves

like fish that hunt on urgent days.

All harbor the hope to fall
in the nearing end
into a tender open hand.

CONTEMPORARY POETRY
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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 Northeast Normal University (NENU) in Changchun, China.
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A MOMENT OF RHYTHM

Ancient Chinese poetry started as songs sung
in different Chinese dialects and were
transmitted orally over generations since the
Zhou Dynasty (J§ 1046-256 BC) era. These
songs, which exceed three thousand songs that
give a rich description of the people’s lives in
different settings of life, were collected in an
anthology of 305 poems selected by Confucius
under the title of Shijing FF&E (Book of
Poetry). In ancient China, words set to music
were called ge X (songs). This intrinsic
relationship between poetry and music in
ancient Chinese poetry is reflected in the
modern Chinese word shigei%#X that
combines both words of ‘poetry’ and ‘song’ to
mean poetry (Wei 1999: 3). The combination
of poetry, music, and dance are manifested in
the Shijing, whose poems were performed as
songs accompanied by music and dance.

On the other hand, the ancient Arabic poet
celebrated his joy and bemoaned his grief over
parting with his lover. His poem was a
personal song the poet sang to himself with no
intention to share it with others. He sang his
songs while journeying in the desert with no
audience except perhaps his she-camel, and as
the she-camel listened to the poet, the poet
listened to his she-camel’s hoofs rhythmically
beating the desert sand, and he matched the
rhythm of his song accordingly. For instance,
al-hazaj metre resembles the movement of the
she-camel rider, at-Tawil the movements of
the she-camel’s four feet, al-Basit the she-
camel gallop and so on (al-FakhiirT 1986: 133).
Consequently, Arabic poetry started to take its
form through sound, which became its
backbone right from the beginning. A simple
enquiry into the etymological roots of the
word ‘poetry’ in each language will help us
understand how ancient people perceived
poetry when it was first born. This will further
help us understand the fundamental
relationship between ancient poetry and song.
Shiz¥
The word shiF§ is a character that is both
pictographic represented by yan & (talk or

speech), and phonographic represented by si<f
(temple). Ancient Chinese poetry expresses the
function of poetry, which falls in line with the

Arabic definition. We read in the ShujingZ5&%
(Book of History): ‘Shi yan zhi, ge yong yan,
sheng yi yong, lii he sheng FiEk, Wik
=, Bk, BEfE  (Shangshu yaodiani¥
2 d) ° [Poetry expresses the heart’s
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wishes in words, / Songs chant the words, /
Sound, not broken, will remain forever, / And
so will rhythm and sound (Book of History)].
In another part of the book it is written, ‘Zai
xin wei zhi, fayan wei shi’ 7E.0 A&, B 5
% [What is in the heart is intent, what is
expressed is poetry]. This line shows that
poetry, to ancient Chinese people, ‘is an
expression of mental inclination, will, ideal’,
or ‘expression of heart’s wish, desire, emotion’
(Liu 1962:72).
Poetria
Until Dante wrote Comedia (later called by
critics The Divine Comedy) in Italian
vernacular in the fourteenth century, Latin was
the formal written language in Europe. The
word ‘poetry’ in all modern European
languages is derived from the Latin word
poetria, meaning ‘creation’. This Latin word is
probably derived from another Latin word
‘geometria GEOMETRY’ (Shorter Oxford
English Dictionary on Historical Principles).

‘Poesy’ and ‘posy’ are forms of old and
modern French ‘poésie from Proto-Romance
from Latin poesis from Greek po(i)ésis
creation, poetry, poem, from po(i)ein make,
create’ (1b1d)
Shi'r =i
Shi'r is the Arabic word for poetry. According
to the Arabic Dictionary Lisan al-'Arab
(Tongue of the Arabs), the past tense of the
verb sha 'ara means ‘he knew’. All the verbs
derived from its root word mean ‘to know’.
Sha ir, the Arabic word for ‘poet’, literally
means ‘the one who knows’, or ‘the one who
is aware of’. Thus, the root word itself is
equivalent to ‘knowledge’ or ‘awareness’ in
classical Arabic language. In modern usage,
shi'r is more associated with shu 7, meaning
‘awareness’ or ‘feeling” with the latter sense
applied more often. This feeling is an integral
part of this ‘knowledge’, which is the
knowledge of the heart and its intuitive
awareness inspired by a jinni, as the Arabs
believed that each poet has a jinni to inspire
him to compose poetry. In this respect, the
Arabs regarded poetry as a product of feelings,
not a work of the mind.

Dr Sayed Gouda
PhD in Comparative Prosody
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THE STORY OF A PAINTING d> o) 425

‘American Gothic’ Story:
This is one of those modern paintings by an American artist, Grant Wood. The paintings

show a father, who is a farmer, and his daughter standing together in front of a house.
There is nothing drastic about how Grant Wood found inspiration for American Gothic.
On a fine August morning, another young artist took Grant for a drive around lowa, to
find an inspiration for his next painting. At that time, he noticed a small house built in a
Gothic style. Right then, Grant drew the house on an envelope he had with him. After
getting the consent of house owners, Grant Wood thought about creating a painting with
people who, he thought, would be perfect for a house like that and went on to do so. The
two characters in the paintings are actually Grant’s sister and his dentist. Today, this
painting is on display at Art Institute of Chicago. (https://www.orangecarton.com/10-

famous-paintings-and-stories-behind-them/)
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A Glimpse of Art NADWAH 0g¥ O8I (o £ g

Artist: Mamdouh Kassifi

Artist Info: Egypt, 1968

Title: Dancing Pixies

Dated: 2018

Medium: Water colour on arches paper

Classification: Painting

Dimensions: Overall 55 x 76 cm (21.65 x 29.92 in.)

The Story of the painting: A painting of houses in City of Salt in the Siwa Oasis,
Egypt. Tribes migrating from Morocco and Libya used the mud of a salty lake to build
those houses. Because the mud contains so much salt, light streams inside the houses and
creates a spiritual effect on the inhabitants of the houses.
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