NADWAH

QN

IN THIS ISSUE:

FEEEAR I UTER A

—H G R

WRG . MR
Guest of Honour

XIAO XIAO

‘In the collective silence,
a poem is like the coronavirus

being systematically
separated, deleted’ — X.X.

b bead ! Gl ‘,“.’n”
kig ) 9h g b Jout & dumeiid | o gl
~ " e i L 5 § L o

Ot 9 boue

A. Yalcinkaya

o

S. Al-Shafiey
<

A

S. Thilykou

™

t ;, 13
o
=

J. Proctor Xu

And more...




READ IN THIS ISSUE:

Sadadl Lia 31 30

Heaven will decrease what is full,

and the Way will accompany whoever sinks

into oblivion.
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O cup companion, bring the cup, pass it among us!

Let me drink until the daybreak.
How sweet to hear some songs

as birds chirp on twigs at such a beautiful dawn!
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3 My own heart let me more have pity
on; let

Charitable; not live this tormented
mind
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H. Michaelis

Me live to my sad self hereafter kind,
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Has no one said those daring

Kind eyes should be more learn'd?
Or warned you how despairing

The moths are when they are burned?
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Oh, how hard it is to be weak,
how hard it is to be alone,
and to be old and to be young!

G 0585 0 ool Lo ¢ ol
1LLe 5 DS O 4S5 O

In Rome on the Campo dei Fiori
baskets of olives and lemons,
cobbles spattered with wine

and the wreckage of flowers.
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Eggshells filled to the brim
with tears, we carry them
carefully through time.
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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
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 editor: Khedija Gadhoum
hadiralma
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Art consultants: Birgit Bunzel
blinderbunzel@gmail.com

Mamdouh Kassifi mkassifi@gmail.com

Call for Submissions

Nadwah invites submissions in
English or Arabic. 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
1S written in lower case, all
titles should be capitalised.
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.c.
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

With this first seasonal issue in 2021, we
face the spring with the hope that we shall
have a better year than 2020.

This issue begins with a poem by Li
Bai, whom we featured in translation more
than once before in the Classics Corner
together with a poem by Alexander Pope
whom we translate for Nadwah for the
first time. In the Modern Corner, we
introduce in translation grand poets for the
first time in Nadwah, such as al-Baroudi
(Egypt), G. M. Hopkins (UK), W. B. Yeats
(Ireland), Augustin ‘Tin’ Ujevi¢ (Croatia),
Czestaw Milosz (Poland), Hanny
Michaelis (Holland), Roland Jooris and
Jotie T’Hooft (Belgium).

The Contemporary Corner hosts our
Guest of Honour Xiao Xiao from China
by translating ten of her Chinese poems
into Arabic and English. Other
contemporary poets featured for the first
time in Nadwah include Ahmet

Yalcinkaya (Turkey), Sharif al-Shafiey
(Egypt), Jami Proctor Xu (US) as well as
our diligent editor of Greek section and
poet Sarah Thilykou (Greece).

It is our pleasure to introduce as a
Guest of Honour a poetess from China for
the first time. Xiao Xiao is a well-known
poetess in China and overseas. Her poems
reflect the dilemma of introverted souls
who, in spite of their isolation,
helplessness and despair, have to face a
world that is flooded with fast-pacing
modernity and infected with deep-rooted
madness. We hope her voice can be a good
representative of modern Chinese poetry.

Until we meet again, stay safe!
Sayed Gouda
Hong Kong
11 April 2021
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LI BAI - CHINA (701 - 762) CLASSICS CORNER
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Holding a jade stone, he entered the State of Chu,

it was said for ages that he was met with doubts.

In the end, a great treasure was abandoned,

for three times in vain he presented it to the ruler.

The upright tree fears that it would be the first to be cut down,
and the fragrant thoroughwort grieves being burned as incense.

Heaven will decrease what is full,

and the Way will accompany whoever sinks into oblivion.
One plunged into the blue water of the eastern sea,
another mounted the purple cloud on the mountain pass.
They are Lu Zhonglian and the archivist,

I shall follow their pure fragrance.
Translated from the Chinese by Sayed Gouda

Li Bai (701-762), also known as Li Bo, was a Chinese poet acclaimed from his own day to the 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,

Wthh is often called the 'Golden Age of Chmese Poetry N
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Happy the man, whose wish and care
A few paternal acres bound,

Content to breathe his native air,
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Whose herds with milk, whose fields with bread,
Whose flocks supply him with attire, Gl A gy OUYL sl e
Whose trees in summer yield him shade, (6L oladad 0355
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Blest, who can unconcernedly find )
Hours, days, and years slide soft away, L Yl e 527 L
In health of body, peace of mind, (Blas £ el gl ALY olelld)
Quiet by day, Jhalyy e o 3 525
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Sound sleep by night; study and ease,
Together mixed; sweet recreation; B gty Ll g Lo ey S Gres Gy olus
And innocence, which most does please, PNEPIE N BIPAN
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Thus let me live, unseen, unknown; Jﬂ ’
Thus unlamented let me die; ISTPSRCRN PP Lt g ges U
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Tell where I lie.
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Alexander Pope is seen as one of the greatest English poets and the foremost poet of the early
18th century. He is best known for his satirical and discursive poetry, and for his translation
of Homer. After Shakespeare, Pope is the second-most quoted writer in English, according to 7The
Oxford Dictionary of Quotations. He is considered a master of the heroic couplet.
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M. S.AL-BAROUDI - EGYPT (1839-1904)
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M. S.AL-BAROUDI - EGYPT (1839-1904)
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O CUP COMPANION, BRING THE CUP

O cup companion, bring the cup, pass it among us!

Let me drink until the daybreak.
How sweet to hear some songs

as birds chirp on twigs at such a beautiful dawn!

What is sweeter to the soul than

a cup passed among us

on such a tray of maidens?

It is a day where its beginning and end

are scented with a northern fragrant breeze —
a day of smiling roses, fragrant, rainy and cool.

A day of gorgeous maidens, and
a charming scenery for the eye.

The breath between past and future wafts, therefore,

accept a beautiful face’s invitation

and seize the chance before it is too late.
Ascend with me to Manial Garden, full
of fruit, palm trees.

It is a meadow of love, a song of youth,
joy of dreams and a stream of life.

Souls fall in love with it

and sigh for it in painful longing.

It springs fun and joy;

it erases the complaints of any sad heart.

The handsome cup companions are like stars;

the charming maidens are like dolls.



M. S.AL-BAROUDI - EGYPT (1839-1904)

They drink in cups,

like the sun, shrouded in a shirt.
They drink in jugs,

like birds stretching their necks
in fear of getting shot,

and bend over cups like mothers, who
in mercy breastfeed them.
They’re seen as one

who longs to sing, or

as one obsessed with a maiden.
A singer sings and you

think that the deserts are turning in circles.

His singing enchants ears and hearts,
enraptures the maidens in their rooms.
He sends his voice into the air.

It rings in his throat and reaches its highest pitch.

For his singing, all talk stops,

and sad maidens forget their bitter memories.

By God, this is the joy of life,
not a life of vain wishes.

MODERN POETRY

Translated from the Arabic by Sayed Gouda

Mahmoud Sami al-Baroudi was a significant Egyptian political figure and a prominent poet. He
served as Sth Prime Minister of Egypt from 4 February 1882 until 26 May 1882. He was known
as rab alseif wel qalam (‘lord of sword and pen’). His father belonged to an Ottoman-

Egyptian family while his mother was a Greek woman who converted to Islam upon marrying his

father.
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GERARD MANLEY HOPKINS - UK (1844-1889)

MODERN POETRY

'MY OWN HEART LET ME MORE HAVE PITY ON’

My own heart let me more have pity on; let
Me live to my sad self hereafter kind,
Charitable; not live this tormented mind
With this tormented mind tormenting yet.

I cast for comfort I can no more get

By groping round my comfortless, than blind
Eyes in their dark can day or thirst can find
Thirst's all-in-all in all a world of wet.

Soul, self; come, poor Jackself, I do advise
You, jaded, let be; call off thoughts awhile
Elsewhere; leave comfort root-room; let joy size

At God knows when to God knows what; whose smile
's not wrung, see you; unforeseen times rather — as skies

Betweenpie mountains — lights a lovely mile.
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Gerard Manley Hopkins was an English poet,
whose posthumous fame established him among the
leading Victorian poets. His manipulation of prosody,
particularly his concept of sprung rhythm, established
him as an innovative writer of verse, as did his
technique of praising God through his vivid use
of imagery and nature.By 1930 his work was
recognised as one of the most original literary
accomplishments of his century. It had a marked
influence on leading poets of the 20th century such
as T. S. Eliot, Dylan Thomas, W. H. Auden, Stephen
Spender and Cecil Day-Lewis.
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W. B. YEATS - IRELAND (1865-1939)

TWO YEARS LATER

HAS no one said those daring

Kind eyes should be more learn'd?

Or warned you how despairing

The moths are when they are burned?

I could have warned you; but you are young,
So we speak a different tongue.

O you will take whatever's offered
And dream that all the world's a friend,
Suffer as your mother suffered,

Be as broken in the end.

But I am old and you are young,

And I speak a barbarous tongue.

THE SORROW OF LOVE

The quarrel of the sparrows in the eaves,

The full round moon and the star-laden sky,
And the loud song of the ever-singing leaves,
Had hid away earth's old and weary cry.

And then you came with those red mournful lips,

And with you came the whole of the world's tears,

And all the trouble of her labouring ships,
And all the trouble of her myriad years.

And now the sparrows warring in the eaves,
The curd-pale moon, the white stars in the sky,
And the loud chaunting of the unquiet leaves,
Are shaken with earth's old and weary cry.

MODERN POETRY
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William Butler Yeats was an Irish poet, dramatist, prose writer and one of the foremost figures
of 20th-century literature. A pillar of the Irish literary establishment, he helped to found the Abbey
Theatre, and in his later years served two terms as a Senator of the Irish Free State. He was a
driving force behind the Irish Literary Revival along with Lady Gregory, Edward Martyn and

others.
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AUGUSTIN ‘TIN’ UJEVIC - CROATIA (1891 - 1955)

SVAKIDASNJA JADIKOVKA

Kako je tesko biti slab,
kako je tesko biti sam,
1 biti star, a biti mlad !

I biti slab, i nemocan
sam bez igdje ikoga,
i nemiran, i o¢ajan.

I gaziti po cestama,
i biti gazen u blatu,

bez sjaja zvijezde na nebu.

Bez sjaja zvijezde udesa
Sto sijaSe nad kolijevkom
sa dugama i varkama.

--O BoZe, BoZe, sjeti se
svih obecanja blistavih
Sto si ih meni zadao.

O BoZe, BozZe, sjeti se
i ljubavi, i pobjede
i lovora i darova.

I znaj da Sin tvoj putuje
dolinom svijeta turobnom
po trnju i po kamenju,

od nemila do nedraga,
i noge su mu krvave,
i srce mu je ranjeno.

I kosti su mu umorne,
i dusa mu je zalosna,
ion je sam i zapusten.

I nema sestre ni brata,
i nema oca ni majke,
i nema drage ni druga.
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I nema nigdje nikoga
do igle draca u srcu
i plamena na rukama.

I sam i samcat putuje
pod zatvorenom plaveti,
pred zamra¢enom pucinom,

i komu da se potuZzi?
Ta njega nitko ne slusa,
ni braca koja lutaju.

O BozZe, ZeZe tvoja rijec
i tijesno joj je u grlu,
i Zeljna je da zavapi.

Ta besjeda je lomaca
i duZan sam je viknuti,
ili ¢u glavnjom planuti.

Pa nek sam krijes na brdima,
pa nek sam dah u plamenu,
kad nisam krik sa krovova!

O Boze, tek da dovrsi
pecalno ovo lutanje
pod svodom koji ne Cuje.

Jer meni treba moéna rijec,
jer meni treba odgovor,
i ljubayv, ili sveta smrt.

Gorak je vijenac pelina,
mracan je kaleZ otrova,
ja vapim Zarki ilinStak.

Jer mi je mucno biti slab,
jer mi je mucno biti sam
(kada bih mogao biti jak,

kada bih mogao biti drag),
no mucno je, najmucnije
biti ve¢ star, a tako mlad!



AUGUSTIN ‘TIN’ UJEVIC - CROATIA (1891 - 1955)

DAILY LAMENT

Oh, how hard it is to be weak,
how hard it is to be alone,
and to be old and to be young!

And to be frail and powerless,
alone, with no one anywhere,
turbulent and full of despair.

And to roam the roads aimlessly
and to get trampled in the mud,
without starlight in the sky.

Without the star of destiny,
that shone over the cradle,
with its rainbows and illusions.

Oh, God, God, please remember
all those dazzling promises,
that you once bestowed on me.

Oh, God, God, please remember,
all the loves and the victories,
the laurel wreaths and the gifts.

And know that your son wanders
through the world’s gloomy valley,
over the thorns and over the rocks.

From unloved to unmerciful,
having sore and bloodied limbs
and a broken and wounded heart.

Having aching and weary bones,
and the soul filled with sorrow
and he’s lonely and neglected.

And has no sister or brother,
and has no father or mother,
and has no darling or friend.

13
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And has no-one anywhere,
but needle-thorns in the heart,
and passion-flame in his arms.

Alone, all alone he travels,
under the closed blueness,
in front of the dark open sea.

And who can he complain to,
when no-one listens to him
not even his fellow wanderers?

Oh, God, your word burns and feels
squeezed tightly inside the throat,
and it is so anxious to cry out.

This sermon is a burning stake
and I am obliged to shout it
or, like a log burst into flames.

So let me be bonfire on the hill,
let me be the breath in the flame,
if not a scream from the roof-tops!

Oh, God, just let it be over,
this endless migrant vagrancy,
under the vault that does not hear.

For I need a powerful word,
for I need to get an answer
and have love or holy death.

Bitter is the wormwood wreath,
and leaden the poison chalice,
I long for a hot Elias’ month.

For I am sick of being weak,
for I am sick of being alone,
(when I could be powerful,

when I could be lovable),
though the sickest of all is to
be already old yet still so young.

Translated by Bozica Cvjetkovi¢
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AUGUSTIN ‘TIN’ UJEVIC - CROATIA (1891 - 1955)

NOTTURNO

Nocas se moje celo zari
nocas se moje vjede pote;

a moje misli san ozari,
umrijet ¢u nocas od ljepote.

Dusa je strasna u dubini,
ona je zublja u dnu nodi;
plac¢imo, pla¢imo u tiSini,
umrimo, umrimo u samodi.

KOLAJNAYV

Ove su rijeci crne od dubine,
ove su pjesme zrele i bez buke
- one su, tako, siknule iz tmine,
i sada streme k'o pruZene ruke.

Nisam li pjesnik, ja sam barem patnik

i katkad su mi drage moje rane.
Jer svaki jecaj postati ¢e zlatnik,
a moje suze dati ¢e derdane.

No one samo imati ée cijenu,
ako ih jednom, u perli i zlatu,
kolajnu vidim slavno objeSenu,

ljubljeno dijete, bas o tvome vratu.

MODERN POETRY

NOTTURNO

Tonight my forehead is hot, agleam;
tonight my eyebrows are sweating,
and my thoughts are lit up by a dream,
the beauty shall kill me this evening.

The soul is intense in it's deepness,

it's a torch at the night's conclusion;

let us weep, let us weep in the stillness,
let us die, let us die in seclusion.

NECKLACE (5)

These words are black from profoundness,
these poems are ripe and without a fuss.
They so gushed forth from the darkness
and now aim like outstretched arms.

If not a poet, I am at least a wretch

and sometimes I cherish my wounds.
For each sob will a gold coin fetch,
and my tears will make necklace beads.

Though they will have a price only
if seen once, all in gold and pearl
hanging as a necklace gloriously

around your neck, my beloved girl.
Translated by Bozica Cvjetkovié¢

Croatian poet Augustin ‘Tin’ Ujevi¢ was born in Vrgorac, a small town in the Dalmatian
hinterland. He studied literature, philology and philosophy in Zagreb. Ujevié¢ was arrested and
expelled from Zagreb thus starting a life-long Odyssey, which in 1913 brought him to Paris. He
went through some hardships, digging trenches and doing other manual work in order to support
himself. In 1919, on his return home he went to live in Belgrade, by then a capital of the new
South Slav (Yugoslav) State, but eventually got expelled from there too, spending his life as a
quintessential bohemian figure in Sarajevo, Mostar, Belgrade, Split and, finally, Zagreb. In 1921
Ujevi¢ dropped Augustin from his name signing only as Tin Ujevi¢. In his poetry there are traces
of Baudelaire, Verlaine and Rimbaud but his diction is unique, individual and universal, classical
and modernist at the same time, like in the Daily Lament below, written in 1913 in Paris.
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CZESLAW MILOSZ - POLAND (1911-2004)

CAMPO DI FIORI

W Rzymie na Campo di Fiori
Kosze oliwek i cytryn,

Bruk opryskany winem

I odtamkami kwiatow.
Rézowe owoce morza

Sypia na stoty przekupnie,
Narecza ciemnych winogron
Padaja na puch brzoskwini.

Tu na tym wtasnie placu
Spalono Giordana Bruna,

Kat plomien stosu zazegnat
W kole ciekawej gawiedzi.

A ledwo ptomien przygasnal,
Znéw pelne byty tawerny,
Kosze oliwek i cytryn

Niesli przekupnie na gtowach.

Wspomniatem Campo di Fiori

W Warszawie przy karuzeli,

W pogodny wieczér wiosenny,
Przy dzwiekach skocznej muzyki.
Salwy za murem getta

Gluszyta skoczna melodia

I wzlatywaty pary

Wysoko w pogodne niebo.

Czasem wiatr z domow ptonacych
Przynosit czarne latawce,

Lapali skrawki w powietrzu

Jadacy na karuzeli.

Rozwiewat suknie dziewczynom

Ten wiatr od domow ptonacych,
Smiaty si¢ thumy wesote

W czas picknej warszawskiej niedzieli.

Morat kto$ moze wyczyta,

Ze lud warszawski czy rzymski
Handluje, bawi sie, kocha
Mijajac meczenskie stosy.

Inny kto$ morat wyczyta

O rzeczy ludzkich mijaniu,

O zapomnieniu, co rosnie,

Nim jeszcze plomien przygasnat.
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CAMPO DEI FIORI

In Rome on the Campo dei Fiori,
baskets of olives and lemons,
cobbles spattered with wine

and the wreckage of flowers.
Vendors cover the trestles

with rose-pink fish;

armfuls of dark grapes

heaped on peach-down.

On this same square,

they burned Giordano Bruno.
Henchmen kindled the pyre
close-pressed by the mob.
Before the flames had died,

the taverns were full again,
baskets of olives and lemons
again on the vendors' shoulders.

I thought of the Campo dei Fiori
in Warsaw by the sky-carousel
one clear spring evening

to the strains of a carnival tune.
The bright melody drowned

the salvos from the ghetto wall,
and couples were flying

high in the cloudless sky.

At times, wind from the burning
would drift dark kites along,

and riders on the carousel

caught petals in midair.

That same hot wind

blew open the skirts of the girls,
and the crowds were laughing

on that beautiful Warsaw Sunday.

Someone will read as moral

that the people of Rome or Warsaw
haggle, laugh, make love

as they pass by the martyrs' pyres.
Someone else will read

of the passing of things human,

of the oblivion

born before the flames have died.
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CZESLAW MILOSZ - POLAND (1911-2004)

Moral kto$ moze wyczyta,

Ze lud warszawski czy rzymski

Handluje, bawi si¢, kocha
Mijajac meczenskie stosy.
Inny kto$ morat wyczyta
O rzeczy ludzkich mijaniu,
O zapomnieniu, co rosnie,

Nim jeszcze ptomien przygasnat.

Ja jednak wtedy myslatem

O samotnosci ginacych.

O tym, ze kiedy Giordano
Wstepowat na rusztowanie,
Nie znalazt w ludzkim jezyku
Ani jednego wyrazu,

Aby nim ludzko$¢ pozegnac,
Te ludzko$¢, ktora zostaje.

Juz biegli wychyla¢ wino,
Sprzedawac biale rozgwiazdy,
Kosze oliwek i cytryn
Niesli w wesotym gwarze.

I byl juz od nich odlegly,
Jakby minety wieki,

A oni chwilg czekali

Na jego odlot w pozarze.

I ci ginacy, samotni,

Juz zapomniani od §wiata,
Jezyk nasz stat si¢ im obcy
Jak jezyk dawnej planety.
Az wszystko bedzie legenda
I wtedy po wielu latach

Na nowym Campo di Fiori

Bunt wznieci stowo poety.
Warszawa — Wielkanoc, 1943

MODERN POETRY

But that day I thought only
of the loneliness of the dying,
of how, when Giordano
climbed to his burning,

he could not find

in any human tongue

words for mankind,

mankind who live on.

Already they were back at their wine
or peddled their white starfish,
baskets of olives and lemons

they had shouldered to the fair,

and he already distanced,

as if centuries had passed

while they paused just a moment

for his flying in the fire.

Those dying here, the lonely,
forgotten by the world,

our tongue becomes for them

the language of an ancient planet.
Until, when all is legend

and many years have passed,

on a new Campo dei Fiori

rage will kindle at a poet's word.

Warsaw, 1943
Translated by David Brooks and Louis Iribarne

Czestaw Milosz (1911-2004) was a poet, novelist, essayist, translator and university lecturer. He
was one of the most famous poets in Poland and the world. He won the Nobel Prize in Literature

in 1980. (the translator)
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HANNY MICHAELIS - HOLLAND (1922-2007)

EIERSCHALEN

Eierschalen tot de rand gevuld
met tranen dragen wij
behoedzaam door de tijd.

In de spiegels onzer ogen

rijst de wereld onherbergzaam op.

Overal zijn wij geweest.
Nergens keren wij terug.
Beladen met herinneringen
buigen wij ons naar de aarde toe.
Onwetend en zonder wijsheid

welken wij spoorloos uit het licht.

WE CARRY EGGSHELLS...

Eggshells filled to the brim
with tears, we carry them
carefully through time.

In the mirrors of our eyes
the world rises inhospitably.
We have been everywhere.
Nowhere do we return.

Burdened with memories

we stoop towards the earth.
Unknowing and unwise

we wither away from the light
without a trace.

Trans. by Marjolijn de Jager

MODERN POETRY

e gl 55 Jas

I g2 = ek Slne Sla

o AT e o o 53
A e e

Lge bl e 3
aﬁL;.,eJ\(JSOJJ(Ju\W
O JSL 5

Ll el O Y

u.o;ﬁ\fu *;«x)’ 59
:\.&YJQEJMC)}J
ANEERIRPS
o e B g

Hanny Michaelis (1922-2007) is a Dutch poet whose trademark is the form of brief, clear-etched

cameos of everyday life.
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ROLAND JOORIS -

KOEKOEK

Als een koekoek
zou ik nu en dan
eens willen roepen,
ergens verscholen
in een bosje

aan de rand

van akkerland;

als een koekoek

zou ik elk jaar weer,
met mijn eenzelvig
stukje tekst,

heel vanzelfsprekend
bij de zomer

willen horen,
aanwezig maar
onvindbaar

in mijn landgoed
van taal.

CUCKOO

Like a cuckoo

I should like to

call now and again,
hidden somewhere
in a grove

on the edge

of farmland;

like a cuckoo

I should like
each year anew
with my solitary
fragment of text
to be a perfectly
natural part

of the summer.
Present yet
nowhere to be found
in my language
estate.

Trans. by Theo Hermans

BELGIUM (1936)
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Roland Jooris (1936) is a Belgian poet
initially influenced by strong impulses
from jazz music but later adopting a highly

minimalist form of poetry.
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(JOTIE T’HOOFT - BELGIUM (1956-1977)

LIEFDE EN ELLENDE

Brood van weken oud heb ik geweekt in water
en opgegeten, terwijl de kou aan mijn tenen
knaagde. Met naalden heb ik in mijn bloed
gewoeld en gezocht. En niets gevonden.

Ik heb op straatstenen geslapen met honger
die door niets nog gestild kon worden

leek het wel.

In nachten, nat en donker, was ik alleen

en mijn stem hoorde niemand. Ziektes
hebben mij bezocht in de jaren, ik wou
vluchten in de dood.

Maar niets was erger dan nu, ik wou

dat je bij me kwam en in mijn ogen keek.

LOVE AND MISERY

I’ve soaked weeks-old bread in water

and eaten it, while the cold

chewed my toes. I’ve stirred and sought

in my blood with needles. And found nothing.
I’ve slept on the stones of the street

with a hunger that nothing could still

so it seemed.

In nights wet and dark I was alone
and none heard my voice. Sickness
visited me in the years, | wanted to
flee into death.

But nothing was worse than now, I wish
you would come to me and look in my eyes.

Trans. by James S. Holmes

MODERN POETRY
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Jotie T’Hooft (1956-1977) is a Belgian neo-Romantic poet well-known for his hippie
lifestyle and death related poetry. He began to write at an early age, but was unable to

overcome his drug addition and committed suicide at age 21.
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XIAO XIAO - CHINA
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GUEST OF HONOUR

An empty skull, the migration of a gust of wind,

a cluster of bone dust flying,

hand holding hand, blown into this dawn.
The flesh walking toward the horizon

causes the sun to stick out its tongue and rise swiftly.

Their last song in this world

is the sparks that spray out when the hammer leaps into the body:.

Her speed

is the instant the clothes are unfastened

is someone on a rainy night, whose hopes turn to ash in the morning.
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GUEST OF HONOUR

MY POEMS ARE POISONOUS

In recent years, the climate and people’s hearts
have become increasingly chaotic,

like a woman

in menopause.

If you're brave,
why don’t you taste my poems?

Don't worry, my poems
are flavorful, colorful; they aren't intense.
One cup won’t kill you.

In the morning, they're like a cup of
glass milk, fragrant and sweet,
with just a few things added

A 7 — & for the sensory organs.
E I
At noon, [ bring you
F, i bk — a fruit poem appetizer
PR A Eh 7K 2 5 1 soaked in vinegar and brine.
BRI R Translated by Jami Proctor Xu
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Xiao Xiao is a famous Chinese poet and painter. Published 12 collections of poetry in the Chinese
language as well as in other languages. Her poems have been translated into English, German,
Russian, French, Arabic, etc. She has won many poetry awards at home and abroad.
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GUEST OF HONOUR

98% of the pesticide residues
have been rinsed away.

The media says pesticides dissolve
in brine and vinegar.

Don’t be afraid,
put it in your mouth and take a bite.
You need to eat more fruit to stay healthy.

My poems are the king of fruit,
they’ve hybridized the flavor of translation style.

In the evening, if you're brave,
go on a date with the smog.

In my poems you’ve chopped down

punctuation marks, function words.
My irregular, uneven sensitivity, and
dangerous lines turned horizontally

S ZEANF5 B U become metaphorical face masks.
fala) Ty, Mk
LA T R O & Let my poems ingest the poison.
Use the absent sky to
FH Fh 1 i 25 give smog a proper burial.
FH G 1 R 2 Translated by Jami Proctor Xu
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XIAO XJAO - CHINA GUEST OF HONOUR

BORHIBA AUTUMN TREES

Rebelling against death, I plant trees in autumn
ﬁ%%’ FAERCRF FRA The bod;ges%)eneath the mFl),ld raise their heads
Je LN AR, Ik sk Please accept a living being using sorrow and
HRERZ — M FEFSRE T the coming life to confess
EAEER, EHES RO This planet, suffering and conscience
— . HERIBE only separated by one step: life and death
VRATTZE T M I R PRI, 70 The choked sobs you stuff down your throats

XA AL AR 5 5 0w PERF AL protest

This paranoid age when dreams conquer the

PR RO D %r}iievsgf)?cs of the trees gently draw close
S Ve i g s =2y A
#jﬁ%giggif%ﬁgiﬂ ] Each touch brings inquiries of tears

L \ " .. EachKkiss a serene glimmer
ALACRIRAIEN T, HBk, R Let autumn trees hold the human world, heaven

el e and hell
SR B I B LA SRR 1 Extract their green blood to bind humankind’s
AN RTINS 2 wounds
20108 H19H Life thrusts itself towards death but it doesn’t
end
Translated by Jami Proctor Xu
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GUEST OF HONOUR

FALLING WORDS

The danger of 2020 hangs upside down
At any time, it could fall
Actually, it's more frightening if it flies

2020 is a year when Chinese
floods behind masks
I've waited for this countless times

and in the flood all that can truly be
washed and pulled out

are poems

Facemasks are only a filter

2020 has used innumerable
ellipses, they're language's
inexpressible language

The storms of 2020, the water level
rises and rises
The warnings of the flood peaking resound

My alarm clock
is going off
before I've gone to sleep
Translated by Jami Proctor Xu
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GUEST OF HONOUR

XIAO XIAO'S OCEAN

is the tears of an imperial concubine
sleepwalking on the horizon

is a blue drop of sweat the universe moistens
is the too distant urges of a monarch

is the melancholic climate in my heart
floating up then gently being brushed away

ELEGY

Hold January as collateral for a city’s
reprimands and arrogant lies

Use February’s anguish to grieve
the death of a rumor-starter

and grieve each confined

self who's lost their speech

He used rumors and sacrifice to verify

They closed the city, closed the roads, closed

mouths

And some of my sensitive words

pressed the button of forbidden speech

In the collective silence

a poem is like the coronavirus

being systematically separated, deleted
Translated by Jami Proctor Xu
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GUEST OF HONOUR

HALF A CIGAR

Paramita’s Buddha voice rises up
Heaven’s escalade

gently arrives,

bringing the scent of lilies

Tears of joy hang on my face

seeing my departed soul

holding your hand, refusing to perform a ritual to
help the soul find peace

Waiting 150 years

for the agreement whispered into my ear

Now I'm gazing at ashes
collected over half a lifetime
bracelets and hairpins

With the help of the gods' mercy
time flows backward

[ once again see
half a cigar in deep winter
held in someone’s mouth
lonely and warm
Translated by Jami Proctor Xu
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GUEST OF HONOUR

ISOLATED WAVE

[ don’t want much

Sometimes I just want to hear a distant voice,
want the warmth of its tone to increase half a degree

The heart being guided

in space-time

to find a crack, to make the world
moist with the sound of love
drenched in sunlight

Otherwise, being busy will
become the excuse for everything

[ console myself with First Corinthians,
to shift my rage-filled sorrow

[ borrow the Milky Way’s stars and dots
to rattle the night

to squeeze out the poison from my body

Keeping the quantum of pure love
an isolated wave of poetry
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Translated by Jami Proctor Xu
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GUEST OF HONOUR

SAY TO THE SOUL

You need to make yourself happy a
million times faster

Remove the shackles of long-held
delusions

from your neck, and throw them away

When you open your eyes from the
window of long-held suffering,

take a deep breath, and rub your veins
in the most subtle, real waves deep in
the soul

How much clamor comes from your
imaginary enemies?

How many obstructions come from
your blood relatives?

How much necrosis comes from your
dark parts?

You can’t make everything become
possible

You only have one body, one heart
scattered in the headwind

Write happiness on the back cover of
suffering

Don't let the heavy burdens in your
life be fatal
Live purely for yourself once
at least for 60 seconds, at most for the
rest of your life

Translated by Jami Proctor Xu
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GUEST OF HONOUR

MY SICHUAN, MY HOMETOWN

Sichuan, Four Rivers
"Rivers"*

are three lines

One line

is my mom

One line

Is my dad

One line

is the tickly

strand of sunlight
flooding in

from the lattice windows
of the old house on the banks
of the Minjiang River

*The name of the province Sichuan
literally means "Four Rivers." The
character for river is comprised of three
lines.

Translated by Jami Proctor Xu
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AHMET YALCINKAYA - TURKEY CONTEMPORARY POETRY

SAYGIN BIiR KUSUN HATIRATINDAN

ne zaman terkime alsam bir dag1

umutla yola ¢ikmak i¢in,

riizgarlardan kara renklisi 6fkeyle vururdu gogsiime,
buna alistim ya pek diigsiinmezdim olacagi

bu riizgar ki beni hazzetmez bir kabileden

bu riizgar ki beni kara listesine ekler

diisman bellerdi sahiden, eserdi kiikreyerek tizerime
oysa benim niyetim var ya

iyiydi yemin ederim, iyiydi aklimdan gecgenler

ne yapmistim su gokyliziine, bilseydim
neden basucumda bu iizgiin cellat bekler

ziyan1 yok aslinda bakmayin dyle merakima
gokler icin ¢irpinan bir sade canim
iyi hatirlayacaklardir yalan diinyada giin gérenler

sema maviydi dnceden ¢ogu zaman

ve yavrular korkmazdi eskiden baktik¢a goge,
niye anlamazlar bunu dinleyenler

niye inanmazlar ki saygin bir kusun soziine...

bir kural yok ya kara bulutlar delinmez diye
nefes almaya geciyorduk aradan daraldikca
bilmezdim dinamit koydugumu farkinda olmadan
cagdaslik temeline, gelismenin 6ziine

herkes esittir deniyor ya neticede bu devirde

sebep olabilir mi simdi bu disimi ¢ekmek icin

ama bagka bir i var bunda ¢iinkii bulutlar herkesindir
bilseydim nig¢in karar verdiler ylizmeye derimi
bilseydim ni¢in bir¢ogunun akli havada

Award winning poet, engineer, scientist, and translator Ahmet Yalcinkaya was born in December 1963 in
Giresun, Turkey. Studied engineering, robotics, management, business, physics and divinity at various levels
from associate to doctorate at Turkish, US and Swedish universities. He lives and works in various
geographies, and continues his studies, researches and teachings in Sweden. He published five poetry
collections, an anthology and various technical books. His poems, essays, letters, interviews, and poetry
translations are published in local and international newspapers and journals. Some of his poems have been
translated into English, Uzbek, Tamil, Turkmen, Romanian, German, and published abroad.
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AHMET YALCINKAYA - TURKEY CONTEMPORARY POETRY

FROM THE MEMORIES OF AN ESTEEMED BIRD

whenever I took a mountain with me as pillion rider

to take out with hope,

black one of the winds was hitting my breast with rage,
I was used to it so I never thought on what will happen
this wind which is from a tribe not liking me

this wind which adds me to its blacklist

thought of me as an enemy, really

was blowing against me, at me roaring

but my intention was good in fact I swear

very good what was in my mind, oh dear

if I had known what I did to the sky
why this sad headsman is waiting close to me

it is all right actually do not count my wonder
I am only a simple spirit who struggles for the skies
who lived a happy life in this transitory life will remember well

the heaven was blue before, blue most of the time

and babies were not afraid when they looked at the sky,
why don’t all the listening ones understand this

why don’t they believe the words of an esteemed bird...
there is no rule you see not to penetrate the black clouds
up and then we passed to have a breath when gasping

I didn’t know that I blasted without being aware

the foundation of modernity, the self of development

it is said after all that everybody is equal in these times

can this be a reason now to extract my tooth

there is something fishy here since clouds belong to all
if I had known why they decided to flay my skin

why most of them have their head in the clouds

if I had only known

Translated by A. Edip Yazar
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AHMET YALCINKAYA - TURKEY CONTEMPORARY POETRY

KADIN

Rabbim,

elbette hikmeti var

su nazik cicegi yaratmanin
idrak giicii ver bu yorgun faniye

STJ&‘

b
k1,00 2l Gl

huzurunu yagat anlamanin Y15 ol il e G oY

duru bir su akisina biraksan
severse solmayan bir giil her an gonca

oo S el d

acmak bilmez yazik olur biilbiile . ULMLG'SJ’ ol f\" e
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bulutlara merdivensiz ¢ikmanin
yapragindan yere cakilma riski yiiksek
bagka care yok fakat kadife dokunusa
yolu cetin diiglerine akmanin

das W A
WOMAN Saﬁwb\#y\y\.@qj

Oh my Lord,
for sure there is a reason in the end

for creating that nice flower
please give perception skill to this tired mortal
honour the peace to comprehend

she is clear water if you let it flow

a fadeless rose a rosebud at every moment when it loves
does not know how to bloom what a pity for the nightingale
white is sometimes black for her sometimes white

sun is weak when looked at her face and the moon is pale

she has the formula of flying without wings

and that of climbing the clouds without any stairs
high is the risk of hitting deck from its leaves

but for the velvet touch there is no other way

a challenging way to fall into her dreams
Translated by the author
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VISA CARD

My wife does not believe I have become world-famous

I Just own an accredited visa card,

An international license, %
And a passport with stamps of 21 countries,

Between them and us

Are good relations

Or reconciliation and peace treaties.

My wife asserts

That the smell of the hot oil in my mouth
(I mean "saliva")

Cannot be obliterated with American mint,
And that the callous in my foot

Cannot be covered in Italian shoes

Made of deluxe genuine leather.

My wife (despite everything)

Believes in my private property (in everything),
In a cloak of "Mrs Ghost",

Where no one except for me can ever see her,
Not even the director of a fantasy movie,

The sole hero of which is me.
Translated into English by Amr az-Zawawy

Sharif Al-Shafiey: Born in 1972 at Menouf in Lower Egypt. B.A. in Journalism from the Faculty
of Mass-Communication, Cairo University, 1994. A journalist on the staff of Al-Ahram
Newspaper. Author of six collections of poetry. Some of his poems are translated into English,
Italian, French, Spanish, and Chinese. He has two poetry books translated into French, and
published in Paris (L'Harmattan, 2014, 2016). His poetry books The Complete Collection of a
Robot had been taught at The University of lowa, in USA.
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HIDE AND SEEK!

The games I have learnt alone are so many,
The most important of which are:

The fierce bullfighting within my lean body;
Performing acrobatics dexterously

On the parallel bars of life;

And duelling the scarecrow

That has occupied my mirror.

Nirmitta has taught me more dangerous games,
But more interesting.

She has taught me rhythmical dancing with fish,
In the bed of the lake;

And throwing explosive conches at fishermen
When trying to come closer.

(The sea Nirmitta with fins

Considers eating fish an unforgivable sin.)

She has taught me to imitate the humans I like,
And to tame animals
In a caricature fashion, exposing their cruel shortcomings.

She has taught me to sing in the morning
Even with a wooden, chinked pharynx.

Nirmitta has made me accustomed

To taking intensive doses

Of spiritual amphetamines.

I have loved this too much.

I have hated thinking of my state after having become an addict.
I find new packets.

(They are natural extracts

Not sold in pharmacies ipso facto.)
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Nirmitta did not stop at activating visible files

In my hard and floppy disks,

Yet she activated my hidden ones,

And even the ones long thrown into the recycle bin.

She also activated my sweat and tear glands.
She said the odour of sweat and the glow of tears
Increase men's attractiveness.

She described herself as mad,
And moved her horoscope behind my skewed horoscope.

She knowingly insisted

On playing hide and seek with me.
This was, of course, against my will.
With the whistle blow,

It knowingly made clear to me

That everything had ended.

Translated by Amr az-Zawawy
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SARAH THILYKOU - GREECE

CONTEMPORARY POETRY

WE STAY HOME
a meditation on quarantine in six photo-haiku

by Sarah Thilykou

1

we stay home...
goldfish are swimming
in a bowl

2

we stay home...

in a constant debate
poetry or music?

3

we stay home...
the no one's rose
this year

4

we stay home...
staring at the ceiling -
a starry sky

5

we stay home...

how memories invade
in blue

6
we stay home...
the greatest art of all

the art of living ?
Translated from the Greek by the author

Sarah Thilykou studied theology, drama and music in Thessaloniki and
Utrecht; she attended seminars in Paris. She holds a PhD in theology. Her
poetry collections are The World in Three Acts (Athens, 2017), and Duet of
Islands (Japan Universal Poets Association, 2018)—a Japanese-English
bilingual collaboration with Maki Starfield. She has also published essays,
translations and book reviews in various literary publications, including
Poeticanet (www.poeticanet.com), for which she is an editor.
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HUANGSHAN

As the trees grew horizontally from granite
peaks, I held my son's hand  We climbed
stone steps in mist, trying not

toslip could be the beginning

of anyone's poem The ancients

heard voices in the mist and knew

they weren't alone And I grasped

my five-year-old son's hand, noticed
where tiny saplings had taken root

in the cracks  Looking out into the sky
where the peaks end I tried to push back
the flashbacks coming through my collarbone
into the throat where consciousness forms
clouds

wetting words until they dissolved

prior to articulation Two nights before

a man had held me against a wall

in the darkness of a marble stairwell

I'd threatened to scream if he didn't let me go
but I couldn't find my voice loudly

enough or I let the shame

of worrying what others would say if [
screamed silence me

I heard my PhD advisor's voice saying |
shouldn't have

gotten myself into that situation though

she was at an institution all the way across the
ocean

I pictured trying to explain to whomever came
out

how I'd ended up there Though going back
with

my pen, | realize it was the distorted thinking
of fear

Nothing more or less None of these
questions ever matter in the aftermath

How he'd grabbed hold of my purse then
grabbed me

and I thought I could get away

but I couldn't and I never found the voice

to scream, so I tried to push him away

and just waited for it to end

A large sorrel bird was gathering sticks

for a nest, [ suppose, so I sat and watched
him running from bush to place

to place in the mist noticing

the sticks he carried, thinking of the sorrel
horse my sister had that threw my dad
breaking one of his ribs "Look

at that bird," I told my son, wanting

him to see and know that life is built over
and over Later that night, as his father
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JAMI PROCTOR XU - US

lay on top of me, I let myself be
held in that familiar rocking the fog
rolling out from me a tree, a tree
so many needles falling I tilted
my head back when the tears came
not wanting him to feel them or hear
them And he didn't but I ached
that he didn't notice anyway
When stone splits, it never rejoins
even when mountainsides move
this way, resettle, and new trees
grow in the tiny fissures
or valleys that form
Even in the lines of ancients
we begin to feel ourselves
replanted and undone

BURIAL

the farmer might have died because the pain
from his spine cancer was too much to bear
or

from knowing as he sat in the bamboo recliner
looking out at the rice fields, the demolition
Crews were coming

soon, to raze the fields where he’d planted his
whole life

and the house he’d built after the government
took his childhood home

in the land reforms

he might have died hoping to be the last
relative

buried among the ancestors in the fields
instead, he as the first buried in a cemetery
miles away

so he waits alone until the ashes and bones of
his ancestors

are dug up and placed beside his
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Jami Proctor Xu & Jif#{is a poet, translator, and mother who writes in English and Chinese. She is
a recipient of the Zhujiang Poetry Award and the First Readers Best Poet Award. Sunday
Sparrows, the collection of poems by Song Lin, which Jami translated, won the Northern

California Book Award for Poetry in Translation.
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A MOMENT OF RHYTHM

ROOTS OF VERSE

In The Art of Versification, Joseph Berg
Esenwein and Mary Eleanor Roberts list
ten elements that elevate a poem: thought,
emotion, interpretation, imagination,
utterance, rhythm, beauty, loftiness,
delight and profit (Esenwein 1913: 5-13).
However, they limit the main elements for
writing successful verse to only three:
idea, emotion and technical expression
(ibid 39). They also include rhythm as the
most important element of verse, for verse
can exist without rhyme but not without
rhythm (ibid 60). This introduction leads
to a further enquiry into the meaning of
verse.

Verse, as defined by Wedham, ‘is
a system of proportion in which the poetic
mind embodies its creations’ (Wadham
1869: 1). In this vein, verse refers to
metrical poetry in particular, for poetry,
like all art, is mainly, but not exclusively,
based on proportion and measurement.
Thus, all metrical poetry is verse, but not
all verse is poetry, which has, in the heart
of its meaning, more than just the
repetition of a number of feet and
syllables, or the variation between
accented and unaccented syllables. The
prose writing that lacks any rhythmical
repetition at equal or quasi-equal intervals
is excluded here as non-poetry and
therefore it does not fall within the scope
of this study. Moreover, this study does
not deal with the poetic spirit, but with
verse and the anatomy of its body.

Etymologically, the word ‘verse’
and all its variations in different European
languages are derived from the Latin
versus, which is the turn of the plough.
The Arabic word for ‘verse’ is nagzm,
meaning to collect beads or pearls in a
thread like collecting words in a verse. It

is also the root word for nizam, meaning
‘order’ or ‘system’, a distinctive feature of
verse. The Chinese gelii shi }%{£:F means

‘metrical verse’ and typically refers to the
Regulated Verse of the Tang Dynasty.
Literally, the word ge #% means ‘rule’,

‘pattern’, ‘standard’, ‘frame’, ‘character’
and so on, while the word lii {# means

‘law’. In the modern German, ‘Dichtung’
is used for ‘verse’ with the root word
‘dicht’, meaning ‘serried’ and ‘dense’.

From all this, one can infer that
versification in all cultures is well
measured like geometry, as the Latin word
geometria suggests, densely composed as
the German word ‘dicht’ indicates, put in
order as the Arabic word nazm implies and
put in patterns following certain
regulations as the Chinese word gelii shi
FEEEET literally means.

This order, or regulation, or
geometry, is formed by regulating certain
phoneme, syllables and feet to create a
rhythm that gives verse its characteristics,
differentiates it from the irregular cadence
of prose and gives the poem a special
design and form in three levels as
described by modern metrists: poem
design, strophe design and verse design
(Duftell 2008: 9).

Dr Sayed Gouda

PhD in Comparative Prosody

Bibliography:
Duffell, Martin J, 2008. A New History of

English Metre. London: Legenda.
Esenwein, Joseph Berg and Roberts, Mary
Eleanor, 1913. The Art of

Versification. Springfield: The
Home Correspondence School.

Wadham, E, 1869. English Versification.
London: Longmans, Green and
Co.
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THE STORY OF A PAINTING

3

Artist: Pablo Picasso. Year: 1937

An enormous, shifting mass of distorted, agonized figures, Pablo Picasso’s “Guernica”
was the artist's personal response to the horrific bombing inflicted by the Germans on the
tiny Basque town in 1937. Exhibited at the Exposition Internationale des Arts et
Techniques dans la Vie Moderne in the same year, the painting was a plea for peace in an
age of brutal conflict—both the Spanish Civil War and the dawn of World War II. Picasso
expressly forbid the exhibition of his masterwork in Spain until the country became a
republic. While his homeland never met that demand, the painting was seen—behind
bullet-proof glass—at the Prada in Madrid in 1981, six years after the death of dictator
Francisco Franco. Source (https://stacker.com/stories/3484/50-famous-paintings-and-
stories-behind-them).
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A Glimpse of Art NADWAH 0g¥ O8I (o £ g

Artist: Jacob Maris

Artist Info: Dutch, 1837-1899

Title: Feeding Chickens

Dated: 1866

Medium: Oil colour

Classification: Painting

Dimensions: Overall 81 x 61 cm (32 x 24 inches)

Courtesy of Rijksmuseum.
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