
And moreÉ

S. Elewa

M. Zanarella

ÔWhen I am gone 
When the divine light starts to sing 
over my dustÕ Ñ T. Petrovski

 !"#$ %" Ó

 &'()*+ , -.*/+ &01*+ $234 %"

-56789:; <'4+9= - Ò-;+9= >07

NADWAH
2 !"#$% .2021  &'(&) - 12 *+,$% .-./01 /,2Poetry in Translation.  Issue 12 - Jun. 2021. Year 2

!"#$
IN THIS ISSUE:

L. C. Diaz

C. Piccinno 

TRAJAN PETROVSKI 
(1939 - 2021)

Guest of Honour

L. Chiarelli 

M. MelŽndez

Huang Fan

K. Vora



!READ IN THIS ISSUE: 

A. Akhmatova

YU Youren

:*+,$% %34 5 6/7%

A. Pushkin

And Memory turns a scroll to tell again 
    A legend that too well I know. 
Reading the past with horror, shame, and dread, 
    I tremble and I curse, 
But the repentant tears, the bitter tears I shed 
    Will not wash out a single verse.  8!'(9: 9(/;<= >? 9(%/?@ *+A0=
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My heart can never find its way to where thou keepest company with the 
companionless among the poorest, the lowliest, and the lost. 
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You'll surely come. So why wait anymore? 
I'm waiting for you. I am through. 
My light is out. My doors are open for 
The simple wonder that is you.
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Bury me on the top of the mountain, 
Let me look towards my Mainland. 
I do not see my Mainland, 
nothing I see but pain!
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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 magazineÕs online pages: 
https://www.arabicnadwah.com  
https://www.arabicnadwah.com/e-nadwah.htm 
h t t p s : / / w w w . f a c e b o o k . c o m /
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 
Albanian section editor: Fahredin Shehu      

fahredin.shehu@gmail.com 
English and German sections editor: Birgit Bunzel   

blinderbunzel@gmail.com 
French and Spanish editor: Khédija Gadhoum: 

hadiralma@gmail.com 
Greek section editor: Sarra Thilykou  

sthilykou@gmail.com 
Indian section editor: Dileep Jhaveri 

jhaveri.dileep@gmail.com 
Indian section editor: Durba Sengupta

durbadscribbler@gmail.com
Italian section editor: Luca Benassi 

benax76@gmail.com 
Japanese section editor: Maki Starfield 

makistarfield@gmail.com 
Korean section editor: Lena Oh       

oh.sunyoung@gmail.com 
Polish section editor: Hatif Janabi    

hatifjanabi@gmail.com 
Russian section editor: Alexey Filimonov             

afilimonov22@gmail.com 
Slovenian section editor: Marjan Strojan 

marjan.strojan@gmail.com 
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 September 
2021 issue is 15 August. 
Please indicate whether you 
are the author/translator or 
hold the copyright of your 
poem/translation. Your poems 
should be sent to the respective 
section editors and  cc’d to the 
chief editor. 
Nadwah reserves the right to 
correct obvious language 
errors, but will consult poets 
and/or translators when in 
doubt. 
You may follow updates on the 
Nadwah website: 
www.arabicnadwah.com/e-
nadwah.htm 

Publishing Guidelines 

Font: 11, Times New Roman. 
Titles: Unless the whole poem 
is written in lower case, all 
titles should be capitalized. 
Length: Poems of 40 lines or 
less are preferred. 
Themes: Priority will be given 
to poems of universal themes 
and humanistic values. 
Form:  Nadwah focuses on 
rhythmic poems, whether in 
metrical traditional forms or 
free verse proper, i.e. 
accentuated or syllabic poems. 
Nevertheless, the content is 
equally important in order to 
give form a meaningful 
substance. Prose poems of 
outstanding value will also be 
considered for publication. 
Language: Inappropriate 
language or content will not be 
considered for publication. 
Footnotes: No footnotes 
except for occasional and 
necessary annotations.
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Right after launching April’s issue, we 
received some sad news that our friend, the 
editor of the Macedonian section, Trajan 
Petrovski passed away on 28 March. Mr 
Petrovski was the ambassador of the SFR 
Yugoslavia and the Republic of Macedonia in 
Egypt, Turkey, Azerbaijan and Kyrgyzstan. 
 I met Mr Petrovski for the first time at the 
Qinghai Lake International Poetry in China in 
2007. He sang his love for Egypt and told me 
that he wrote a book about it. It did not take 
long for us to become good friends and to 
establish a literary cooperation between us to 
translate and publish poetry in both Macedonia 
and Egypt. And indeed, we accomplished a lot. 
As a greeting to his noble soul, he is our Guest 
of Honour in this issue. The poems are 
selected from his collection Baring the Soul, 
which I translated and published for him in 
Egypt in 2009. 
 PetrovskiÕs poems are short and are 
delivered spontaneously in simple language 
that flows in words and sentences as though 
springing from a fountain of the poetÕs 
thoughts and feelings. The poems reflect the 
poetÕs unflinching passions towards his 
homeland, his history and his ancestors. 
Almost all his poems depict this intimate 
relationship between the poet and his roots. 
His father is addressed and mentioned several 
times in poems such as ÔMountain WeightÕ and 
ÔThus Sings My FatherÕ. Nature and the cities 
the poet visited are also included in his poetic 
output. Animals, too, are compassionately in 
PetrovskiÕs poems such as his poem ÔBallad of 
the Red-Haired DogÕ.   
 Contemplating life and death is not amiss 
in his writing. He says in ÔJourneyÕ: (O what 
an easeful journey! / I passed through the sunÕs 
cave / I found the flint-stone of the sun--- / The 
tombstone of my sunlit grave.) 
 In spite of his local tendency and native 
characteristics, Petrovski was a universal poet 
as much as he was a universal person. He says 
in ÔMelvanaÕs DefianceÕ: (Let us combine 
religions / Let us unite Gods / Whoever we 
are, whatever we are! / Let us live in a single 
religion / and a single God). 
 Petrovski addresses death in several 
poems, as though, as wisemen should, he was 
expecting it and preparing himself for it. He 
says in ÔBecoming a StoneÕ: (When you 
become a stone on the hill / you wait for the 
sunrise / to arouse your bones / and stir your 
blood.) Most of these poems were written in 
1995. In that year, he wrote what seems to be 
his farewell poem ÔWhen I Am Gone!Õ: (When 
I am gone / When the divine light starts to sing 
/ over my dust / When I leave to you / and to 
the rule of your worthy consciences / this 

landscape where in hardship I have toiled / 
When I free you forever / from the habits of 
my spirit / When the thunder which 
understood / my love for mankind recognises 
you / Refrain from praise / and bow before the 
foundations / If you feel fear and malaise / 
recline on my lush mountain / It will never 
sacrifice / My childish tears). 
 Rest in peace, my dear friend! 

Sayed Gouda 
Hong Kong 

30 May 2021 
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CLASSICS CORNER

REMEMBRANCES 

When trade and traffic and all the noise of town 
    Is dimmed, and on the streets and squares 
The filmy curtain of the night sinks down 
    With sleep, the recompense of cares, 
To me the darkness brings nor sleep nor rest. 
    A pageant of the torturing hours 
Drags its slow course, and, writhing in my breast, 
    A fanged snake my heart devours. 
My fears take form, and on the wearied brain 
    Grief comes, in waves that overflow, 
And Memory turns a scroll to tell again 
    A legend that too well I know. 
Reading the past with horror, shame, and dread, 
    I tremble and I curse, 
But the repentant tears, the bitter tears I shed 
    Will not wash out a single verse. 

Translated from the Russian by R. M. Hewitt 
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ALEXANDER PUSHKIN - RUSSIA  (1799 - 1837)

Alexander Pushkin (1799-1837) is the 
greatest Russian poet and the founder of 
Russian literature. He wrote poems, novels, 
dramatic works, literary criticism. He died 
after being wounded in a duel. 
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RABINDRANATH TAGORE - INDIA (1861 - 1941)  

GITANJALI NO. 10 
**!"#$% #$&' ()$*  +,-  ./&0*  1&2 ./0 **
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MODERN POETRY
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* Drawing by Sayed Gouda 
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MODERN POETRY

GITANJALI NO. 10  

Here is thy footstool and there rest thy feet where live the poorest, and lowliest, and lost. 

When I try to bow to thee, my obeisance cannot reach down to the depth where thy feet 
rest among the poorest, and lowliest, and lost. 

Pride can never approach to where thou walkest in the clothes of the humble among the 
poorest, and lowliest, and lost. 

My heart can never find its way to where thou keepest company with the companionless 
among the poorest, the lowliest, and the lost. 

Translated from the Bengali by the author

RABINDRANATH TAGORE  (1861-1941) was a polymath, poet, musician, and artist from the Indian 
subcontinent. He reshaped Bengali literature and music, as well as Indian art with Contextual Modernism in 
the late 19th and early 20th centuries. In 1913, he became the first non-European to win the Nobel Prize in 
Literature. 

 XB 0DYW F JK4DZ2S4< [IK9%\<: =>?< J]-K& >D#$ .12^4< XB D_D2`: DKIK9%B: <;#D. aD7 C5&<%\< >1O6B aD7 C (1941 - 1861) 0%bDY cD_<012K/<0
.=<>d< F e/%_ QfgDb []# ehiN 8/0:$ ;Kj 5N>$ L:$ kSV$ C')'+  lD# F .XN;PO4< a;I4< JN<1/: ;P# m9D64< a;I4< JND^_ F Jn<1o<
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YU Youren was was an educator, 
scholar, calligrapher, and politician 
in the Republic of China (Taiwan). 
He wrote revolutionary poems 
against the Qing Dynasty. He fled to 
Japan in 1906 and returned to China 
a year later. He established four 
newspapers, one after another, and 
each time the newspaper was closed 
down and he was sent to jail. He 
moved to Taiwan in 1949 where he 
received several prestigious literary 
awards. Two years before he died, 
he wrote poetry expressing his pain 
for not being able to return to his 
hometown in China.  
 ) *++e*++y++9 )*++k++a*++> )*++&++'++A++7 2*++( b++.!F++. F++.
 d +L+( . (2$F+.*+G) i +Y+B$ %+.!F+O+&+P E *+Q+U*+Q+U:
 ̂ ++B? ‰"++q . • ++,++Q++[ ++G ;"++U3 /++t  *++.!F++ž $"++A++<
 *+q/+A+> i +Y+B$ ̂ +B? @*+c N+ž Ÿ ¡¢ f*+c 2*+>*+Q+B$
 £"+9] $ / +A+> ;/ +a$: s +6+0 ‚ +>!3 } +U3 ) f*+A+>
 F+q =+U"+.:  x+'+z+G %+T+Q+6+Y+B$ ̂ +C*+( ;"+7 =+( E:
 Ÿ ¤  f*++c 2$F++.*++G ̂ ++B? =++-++L++C$ . b++V++J++B$ ̂ ++B?
 ̀+G*+K: =+8+_ . %+_F+7"+7 %+Q+>@3 5+o$F+P ;/ +c \ *+C w+Q+a
 f/ +c E ̀ +M3 b+c ̀ +Q+K "+8+A+. $"+A+< d +L+( ) i +7*+A+>

.iYB$ `,e: ˆB? ;@FAB$ ˆ'c `G!/_

YU YOUREN - TAIWAN (1879 - 1964)

LOOKING TOWARDS MY HOMETOWN  

Bury me on the top of the mountain, 
Let me look towards my Mainland. 
I do not see my Mainland, 
Nothing I see but pain! 
 

Bury me on the top of the mountain, 
Let me look towards my hometown. 
I do not see my hometown, 
Yet never will it go forgotten. 
 

Vast is the sky! Immense is the wilderness! 
And on the mountain lies a soul spent for its motherland. 

Translated from the Chinese by Sayed Gouda 

*This poem has no title in the original work. It was given different 
titles later on such as 'Looking at My Hometown', 'Looking at My 
Mainland', 'Martyr'. Yu Youren wrote it on 24 January 1962 in Taiwan 
when he was 83-years-old, longing for his motherland China. The 
poem was published two years later on 10 November 1964. Later that 
day, Yu Youren passed away in Taipei. (The translator)
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TO DEATH 

You'll surely come. So why wait anymore? 
I'm waiting for you. I am through. 
My light is out. My doors are open for 
The simple wonder that is you. 
So take whatever guise might strike your fancy: 
Blast chemical weapons through my room, 
Come quiet as the nightstick of a gangster, 
Disease my throat with typhus fume, 
Or be the bedtime story you once told 
(The one we're sick of every night) 
That I may see the law's blue cap, the cold 
House-porter's face in livid fright. 
I could care less. The Yenisey swirls by, 
The North Star glimmers overhead, 
And the blue glint in a beloved eye 
Goes dark against the final dread. 

Translated from the Russian by A. Z. Foreman 

ANNA AKHMATOVA - RUSSIA  (1889 - 1966)

 ̂&•% i$j
 9'JVH - 9E&=9rN6 9(˜
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Akhmatova, whose real surname 
was Gorenko, is one of the two 
greatest women poets in the history 
of Russian poetry. Akhmatova's 
poetry, with a few exceptions, is 
distinguished from that of Russia's 
other preeminent woman 
poet, Marina Tsvetayeva, by its 
polished form, classical 
transparency, and thematic intimacy. 
She wrote comparatively few poems 
of a "civic" character and, unlike 
most other poet, little or nothing 
that could be called mediocre. Her 
poetry has stood well the test of 
time. 

 Hq ) FI,.!FP H-Q-•$ *O&U$: )*KFG*&93
 "A[B$ ¥.!*G E iG"c*< NŒc3 b7 ;/a$:
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THE STORY OF MY YOUTH 

We’ll wake you up in the middle 
of your most beautiful dream, in your first sleep 
—said my begetters—. 
We’ll graft again your childhood 
and we’ll send you 
somewhere far away. 
Don’t grieve over our solitude, 
don’t think about our suffering. 
We gave you birth, 
and we’ll bear the pain of your absence. 

In the nightmarish wake of humanity, 
be our sacrifice, 
prove that we are stronger 
than victory and defeat. 
Burn for a new beginning 
of the world in which 
one can easily recognise 
our innocent hope 
for a simple and pure life. 

THE OLD HUT 

Under your roof all my joints are in pain 
Heavy are the years spent in loneliness 
O hut of mute dreams and generous tables 
Our first home. 

I see your small door adorned with dogwood 
And the last pillar that holds you up 
I am torn and beaten before the memories you 
bring 
Sturdy shepherd carry me in. 

GUEST OF HONOUR
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TRAJAN PETROVSKI - N. MACEDONIA (1939 - 2021) 

Trajan Petrovski (Trajan Petrovski), born on January 31, 1939 in the village of Arbinovo, Debarca, today's 
Northern Macedonia, is a Northern Macedonian poet, short story writer, novelist, publicist, translator, 
polemicist, law graduate and career diplomat. He was the first ambassador of the Republic of Macedonia 
after independence. He was also the ambassador of SFR Yugoslavia and the Republic of Macedonia in Egypt, 
Turkey, Azerbaijan and Kyrgyzstan. 

 C8g<:0 CQ;Khp Jhp 5HD7 CDK_:1IB LDM. XB ;#D. .l%K4< DK_:1IB LDM. CD70DSN> C%`%2K/0$ JN;p F 1939 ;ND2N 31 F 14: C8-3`:;6/ aDN<;H
 JN>Dqr< DK`s9%b%N JN0%^Mt u<;Kv9 aD7 .LsI69r< 1O/ DK_:1IB JN0%^Mt ;Kv9 L:$ .T;6iB 89DB%]/> Ca%_Dp wN;x C0:DiB C!b;6B C;.D_

.aD69fKb;Kp: aDZK/0y$: DK7;H: ;hB F DK_:1IB JN0%^Mb: JK7<;6.r<
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THE LANGUAGE OF THE PEASANTS 

The language of the peasants gushes in spouts 
in the spirit of proverbs, 
playful as a golden stallion 
bearing loads of wisdom. 

No light could erase its traces, 
lightning was its closest relative. 
No darkness could trip it in its stride 
and tame it to oblivion. 

It rose painfully through ages of giving 
heading towards the kernel of eternity. 

The language of the peasants gushed from volcanoes 
and became a starry fountain, 
a ringing river of rare minerals. 
Its precious drill turns searching 
for sinews of new freshness. 
It grows roots in every soil, 
in every spine, flows in the juices of insects, 
floods the prime of our youth, 
chirps innocently like the birds 
in the exuberant colours of the blossoming trees. 

The language of the peasants had the blood of a dog 
when digging at the black rose of evil 
and was full of poison in times of unrest. 

It pruned and was pruned, nibbled at, 
covered with sheaves of false religions 
which tried to smother its passion. 

It kept its strength and now resounds in us 
aiming high, rising to the peak of peaks— 

to the secluded mountain of its being, 
so perfect, yet hidden under the eaves of its huts 
where it gathered dust with the paupers. 

It is the current of all our harmonies. 

I can see precisely how it survives 
the awesome ordeal of our time. 
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MOUNTAIN WEIGHT 

Every night the mountain descended 
to my father’s table for supper 
and the white aspen smelled 
of melting resin 
like the mountain herbs. 

My father was happy to live with the mountain; 
it prevented the heaviest side of his life  
from tumbling. 

All his life he talked to it 
in silence 
and tried the endurance 
of his inner speech. 

We still don’t now 
nor understand 
what he thought of us. 

After supper, father would fall asleep 
with all the weight of the mountain 
sprawled over his body. 

And only his dream enticed 
a word from him 
the word that caressed us 
when we were children. 
There was some cruel bond  
and some yearning to hold on 
in my father’s character 
that drew us towards him. 

We’ll be blessed 
if we inherit it from him. 

The more he endured, 
the stronger our bonds to him. 
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THE WOMEN WHO GAVE US BIRTH 

The women who gave birth to babies in stables 
on straw-mats, who wrapped them in rough blankets, 
who once gave birth to us, 
had no time to think 
of beds with white linen, 
nor dream about white cities. 
Everything they had of their own, 
was put in painted chests and kept locked. 
They always thought and still think 
of what they would wear 
and the rouge they’d put on their cheeks 
when the hour of death approaches, 
as they never wanted to be 
remembered with ugly faces. 

Caring so much about death 
was not because of their egotism, 
but because of the deep wake 
over their own being. 

THE DESIRED RETURN 

The field blossomed when I returned 
and all evil withdrew in defeat. 
The rhymes of my elegy remained 
on the sunk roofs of the past. 

The earth rejoiced, happiness oozed, 
the spouts gushed with water. 
The travelling theatre of migration returned 
humbly, without the splendour of its decorum. 
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BALLAD OF THE RED-HAIRED DOG 

Left alone, the red-haired dog rambles 
through the lands adorned with nettles 
and barks incessantly, cannot be tamed. 
He searches for his master who erased his tracks 
and left him wandering on this brink of madness. 
He barks and barks ruefully, alone, 
sorrow burns his bristling coast. 

He barks because the gates are locked against him 
and every living soul has left the village, 
no one to answer his barking. 
Even the folds are removed 
to the soft meadows of the moon. 
The stables smell of hay gone rotten, 
poisoning the air and infecting time. 

The dog voids his bitterness through barking, 
wanders blindly around the village in the heat, 
the gates gaping at him, 
yawning with all the solitude in the world, 
but he enters none. 
Deaf and dumb, mad with barking, 
frightened by the empty spaces. 

Looking at him, I wonder 
if it isn’t the same red-haired dog 
who snarled in the hut of our suspicion 

and watched as we pass. 
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JOURNEY 

The God of the woods 
plays with my fate 

I am the first 
little guest 
from the land of people 
who came to discover 
beauty’s nests 

Following His will 
the forest maids took me 
to palaces of birds and flowers 
to palaces of light and water 
to fairies’s palaces. 

O dear God 
O holy maids 
Where do you lightly bear 
my sick soul 
through this heavenly opulence 

O what an easeful journey! 

I passed through the sun's cave 
I found the flint-stone of the sun— 

The tombstone of my sunlit grave. 
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WHITE NIGHT 

It’s neither vision nor illusion 
but a real white night. 
White as the folded linen in the chests 
of our withered sisters. 
White as a body hidden from the sun, 
like a slim waist, a silver necklace. 
White night with the scent of thyme and dandelion 
hanging between two white mountains, 
edged with a black seam, 
for black is the colour 
of our past. 

White night which doesn’t approve 
of death’s existence, 
which destroys every futile dream. 
A night that appeases the lake 
that for eleven centuries 
has cradled the stars above 
glimmering like icon-lamps 
since the time when St. Clement 
grafted the first trees 
to bear fruits for these celestial people. 

SECRET 

Of all the secrets I have 
in my life 
only one will remain 
untold to anyone, 
I will throw it like a discus 
into the depths of the lake— 
there to melt, to spawn 
in the unreachable grounds 
and to turn into a water lily, 
and after my death 
when some new painters come 
to paint me with a greater nerve, 
it will give my still life 
a more lasting verse. 
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WHAT WILL YOU BUILD FOR ME 

When Ayub the standard-bearer of the prophet 
unfurled the banner of victory 
to crown the fall of Constantinople 
and extol the victory of the sultan 
mesmerised by distance, 
the sultan built him a mosque. 

What then will you build for me, 
masons of tomorrow, 
to record my insomnia 
in the nightmare of Istanbul 
and my efforts to capture this town 
in the sound of my sad Macedonian song? 

Translated from the Macedonian by Zoran Ancevski &  
David Bowen 

MINARET 

It rises dignified and proud 
through the transparent tissue 
of Universal Emptiness 
to touch worlds 
which feed our illusions 
of an easy life beyond the grave. 

It rises with the severity of a monument 
which can put out blessed leaves 
even in the most thick-shelled of thoughts. 

It overtops obelisks and pyramids 
and scatters poetry over the amazed planet. 

I stand there sobered, but in vain 
(I feel like a fanatic) 
frightened by my grasp 
of the tenacity of its vigil. 

25-29 September 1991 
Ankara 

Translated from the Macedonian by Zoran Ancevski &  
David Bowen 
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MEVLANAÕS DEFIANCE 
Come, whoever you are, whatever you are, 
wherever you are from! 
Mevlana 

Let us combine religions 
Let us unite Gods 
Whoever we are, whatever we are! 
Let us live in a single religion 
and a single God. 
Are we not all argonauts of the Cosmos 
Beasts of inconsistency 

Slaves of incompetence! 
Have we not agreed so often before? 

In trust, yes. 
But the hallowed condition was that 
each should extol his own religion  
and his own God! 

27 October 1991 
(Sunday) Ankara 

Translated from the Macedonian by Zoran Ancevski &  
David Bowen 

DERVISH SONG 

Smite your body 
with a spike-studded mace. 
Sow passions with shivers, 
set your blood on fire 
so it burns within you 
in place of wine. 
Smite evil thoughts 
which hiss like serpents 
in the well of your soul. 
Smite the black magic 
spun by a snake 
when in secret she loves you. 
Wretched suffering 
and the sweetest of sins 
are designed in a cell. 
Come, let us sing 
a dervish song! 

25 November 1990 
Ankara 

Translated from the Macedonian by Zoran Ancevski &  
David Bowen 
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SUMMONS TO SACRIFICE 

Sacrifice yourselves to save the weak; 
Sprinkle them with your thoughts of eternity; 
Comfort them with your sinful dreams; 
Scold them with your blameless power, 
Because they are not used to kneeling before you. 
Then slaughter them a ram; 
Let them feast until they burst, 
Until they forget that life in this world 
Is lean like their bellies and bones, 
and cheaper than a common sacrificial ram. 

A songless life. A deceptive world. A muddied river. 
July 1991 

Ankara 
Translated from the Macedonian by Zoran Ancevski &  

David Bowen 

THE MONOTONY OF LIFE 

Not all caravans have moved on, 
the roads still undulate. 
There are boats which have not sunk, 
seas still revolt. 
The evening prayer is not over, 
minarets and campaniles still sound. 
Violated truths still live, 
praise of madness is repeated. 
What seemed to have died, 
is born again in passion. 
What a snare! 
The fate of the world 
hangs most often 
on the tenacity of an 
ordinary dry reed. 

July 1991 
Ankara 

Translated from the Macedonian by Zoran Ancevski &  
David Bowen 
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THE BEAST WITHIN 

To slaughter the beast within 
is to strip humanity 
of the gene of cruelty, 
which it is born with 
which stirs and sings 
in the blood. 

It is to proclaim 
the cruel human element 
eternally maimed. 

Translated from the Macedonian by Zoran Ancevski &  
David Bowen 

BALKAN SONG 

Someone is still coaxing the human beast 
which roars in answer. 
Someone is thirsting for blood not wine 
unsteady with blood. 
Strange joys, hopeless weddings! 
And impious generations must live with 
the remorse brought by the one-horned 
the skilful player of kick-the-cap 
with the rags of our consciences. 
And we thought we had leapt 
the threshold of madness, the rusty Rubicon! 
So we thought! So what! 
Should we lightly renounce the passion 
to rend another’s bed with our horns? 
Should we turn to ash in our rage 
before showing other races 
how divine self-destruction is? 

30-31 October 1991 
Ankara 

Translated from the Macedonian by Zoran Ancevski &  
David Bowen 

SINS 

Greed has never stopped luring 
The worms can never tire 
Weak is the one who hasn’t sensed his soul stiffen 
The heaviest sins are of those who have never 
sinned. 

Ankara, 1995 
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BARING THE SOUL 

It is an incorporeal ceremony, 
An ardent form of concealed passion, 
A blossoming purification of the body, 
An urgent need for adoration of the scars, 
Withdrawal of the white flame, 
Warning before the pending surprise, 
Lightning’s evil, thunder’s head. 

You cannot touch it 
while chaos and harmony embrace 
in virginity’s blue chamber. 

Its dents and knots cannot be purged in fire 
under the jealous and inquisitive gaze. 

It’s madness to enter its labyrinth, 
It’s crudeness t finger its sterility, 
It’s nonsense to lust for its virginity. 

The act of its baring is invisible, 
visible only the doubt it feeds on 
The satanic angel of desire. 

WE 

We are not a bush of wild thorns 
We are not a grafted bitter apple-tree 
Our beds are not spawning grounds 
of ardent disease 
Our bones are not broken wings 
of windmills 
Our feet drag the smell 
of human blood 
in the dust of crossroads 

But if the world prefers violence 
we may be the wildest among the wild 

Ankara, December 1995 
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WHEN I AM GONE 
 To my dearest ones 

When I am gone, 
When the divine light starts to sing 
over my dust, 

When I leave to you, 
and to the rule of your worthy consciences, 
this landscape where in hardship I have toiled, 

When I free you forever 
from the habits of my spirit, 

When the thunder, which understood 
my love for mankind, recognises you, 

Refrain from praise 
and bow before the foundations. 

If you feel fear and malaise, 
recline on my lush mountain. 
It will never sacrifice 
My childish tears. 

30 June1995 
Ankara 

Translated from the Macedonian by Zoran Ancevski &  
David Bowen 

BECOMING A STONE 

When you become a stone on the hill, 
you wait for the sunrise 
to arouse your bones 
and stir your blood. 
You are more solid than granite, 
as if touched by the wing 
of unbearable time, 
as if led astray 
by a mad and evil thought. 
It’s better so 
for creatures who turn to stone 
more finely apprehend 
mid's ungodly rule. 

Ankara, 4 July 1995 
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LANDSCAPE OF THE SOUL 

First they ploughed a furrow in the fallow, 
Then from the barn of the suffering soul 
they planted a heavy thought to sprout. 
And before the shoot raised its ear 
under the vastness of the sky, 
the forehead of the ploughman cracked 
and became a wide furrow, 
which no man cannot leap across. 
It became a fair of tender and merciless 
insidious earthly creatures. 

Ankara, 25 December 1995 

THE OTHERS 

While lying and feasting 
it’s nice of them to think that we also exist 
in this vile and dusty age. 
It’s nice of them to accept the feast 
at our Promethean tables. 

But we are still worm-eaten. 

Because of our humility 
and their greed, 
we still can't smooth the pillars 
of our festivities. 

Ankara, January 1996 

INHERITANCE 

What have you, crazy world, 
inherited from the dead civilisations 
when the same sins constantly 
repeat in you? 
What fantasies have you got, 
now that your way to perfection 
is defined by so many intruders! 

1995 
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THUS SINGS MY FATHER 

My father sings with his billhook below his ribs, 
Bent, humped, a load of wood on his back, 
My father’s steps ring with rebellion, 
And a dry ravine gnaws at his feet. 

My father shouts sitting on a trunk of an old oak, 
Thinking he’s riding a stallion in a wedding’s retinue. 
My father, squeezed in the grasp of his wedding-ring, 
Dizzied by the blast of boiling lava from the sun. 

My father is tired, wounded to the heart, 
Bound to a dog’s chain, meek and broken. 
My father dreams of legends and thrones of thorns. 
Yet, he knows he lost the battle with the Black Forest. 

REREADING THE KORAN 

After each ayat* 
A new moon 
Rises 

My edged shadow 
Underneath 

A proof that I still have 
My mountain weight 

That in my honour 
Miracles happen 
In the holiest of places 

The steppe’s wolves 
Celebrate their kurban.**  

In Riyadh, 19-27 November 1995 
*The Arabic word for  ‘verse’ 

**Kurban means ‘sacrifice' in Arabic. It is a festival Muslims 
celebrate on the tenth of Thul Hijja, the twelfth month on the 

Islamic calendar, every year.



25

GUEST OF HONOUR

 G/'z;$% R(9. /'J6

 ]u./N
 /At$% a;7 ƒˆ%&IN G+F ]u'€1

 [€•% /rB$% ‚&X u™
 !,\%/$% ‚&n$% !qB) &z(

 G/'z;$% R(9. Y/'#= ˆ6+`
 sH9SE6V ‘'"',`

 y/,$%V …&I$9` ŠBE f'$
 —r,$9` 89n)6 KS$V

 8919¨ 9DE/,= m6 89;„%H

 !t.H ar™ !)%+;$% 5
 ŸE%+$% sH+~$

 !,1x$% 9D=9J9S,(% /.9"N K1
 89¤E* ‘$ aJ/= -:

 ‚97H£ wV/` G+F K1
 9D79rF6 K1 —•;"=

 !)/J w/l &z( s*&B=V
 +g m6 KSU h'C

 >$9b$% ‘1xJ /)/J

 ‚>I;$% s&IN -„H
 !B'7/$% ‘=%&IN 8%+'B1
 94/•") !,)/#$% sH9SE6

 ‚&n$% mVQ<1 K1 L†9?H
 !tg/•% ‚9•% G˜/1 u™

 /•,0) s/~`
 !'E9t€$% K1 ƒ!rSz1 ƒ!S;2 …xN

 G/'z;$% …&C /'#$% ‘"SU e
 9D(9?H6 a? 5

 8!'E9? 8G&7 ‘$ s/0= >DE
 89SD"1 *&,= m|

 …9rv% K1 G/'b‰ !"tz`
 !E/,šV

 /~76 G9'Œ% m6 ›'?
 s/'J K1 >D0"= m6 K1

 ‘CVH w9rF6 K1
 9D79rF6 i$j

 Q>%b 1K9 JNfK]€•< XB 1gDhI4< !b;H

WALKING BY THE LAKE 

You have already gone out 
a few steps before dawn 
in bright moonlight, 
towards the great awakening of light. 

You start walking by the lake, 
both with your eyes and thoughts, 
not only in length and width, 
but also in depth, 
desiring to know it through. 

First it brings shivers 
to your warm bosom 
with its bright daggers of reflection. 
Then it sends you warmth 
with a few blue lightnings 
springing from its depths 
and leads you along secret paths 
where you may find 
the precious bed of your peace. 

Though treading slow, 
withholding your tender steps, 
your quick thoughts are dispersed by the stored heaps of light 
under the water’s tremulous mirror. 
Your sight trickles 
through the tight sieve of translucency. 

You cannot walk the lake 
on all its sides. 
It leaves you just enough strength 
to return weary 
with a small handful of beauty. 
And with the knowledge 
of how short life is, 
to finish your walk 
from the depths of your soul 
to its own depths. 

Unless specified otherwise, all the poems in  the section are translated by 
Zoran Ancevski 
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"JECHA! DO LWOWA"  
 Rodzicom 

JechaH do Lwowa. Z którego dworca jechaH 
do Lwowa, jeIeli nie we Jnie, o Jwicie, 
gdy rosa na walizkach i wKaJnie rodzL siM 
ekspresy i torpedy. Nagle wyjechaH do 
Lwowa, w Jrodku nocy, w dzieN, we wrzeJniu 
lub w marcu. JeIeli Lwów istnieje, pod 
pokrowcami granic i nie tylko w moim 
nowym paszporcie, jeIeli proporce drzew 
jesiony i topole wciLI oddychajL gKoJno 
jak Indianie a strumienie beKkocL w swoim 
ciemnym esperanto a zaskroNce jak miMkki 
znak w jMzyku rosyjskim znikajL wJród 
traw. SpakowaH siM i wyjechaH, zupeKnie 
bez poIegnaN, w poKudnie, zniknLH 
tak jak mdlaKy panny. I Kopiany, zielona 
armia Kopianów, a pod nimi, pod parasolami 
weneckiej kawiarni, Jlimaki rozmawiajL 
o wiecznoJci. Lecz katedra wznosi siM, 
pamiMtasz, tak pionowo, tak pionowo 
jak niedziela i serwetki biaKe i wiadro 
peKne malin stojLce na podKodze i moje 
pragnienie, którego jeszcze nie byKo, 
tylko ogrody chwasty i bursztyn 
czereJni i Fredro nieprzyzwoity. 
Zawsze byKo za duIo Lwowa, nikt nie umiaK 
zrozumieH wszystkich dzielnic, usKyszeH 
szeptu kaIdego kamienia, spalonego przez 
sKoNce, cerkiew w nocy milczaKa zupeKnie 
inaczej niI katedra, Jezuici chrzcili 
roJliny, liJH po liJciu, lecz one rosKy, 
rosKy bez pamiMci, a radoJH kryKa siM 
wszMdzie, w korytarzach i mKynkach do 
kawy, które obracaKy siM same, w niebieskich 
imbrykach i w krochmalu, który byK pierwszym 
formalistL, w kroplach deszczu i w kolcach 
róI. Pod oknem IóKkKy zamarzniMte forsycje. 
Dzwony biKy i drIaKo powietrze, kornety 
zakonnic jak szkunery pKynMKy pod 
teatrem, Jwiata byKo tak wiele, Ie musiaK 
bisowaH nieskoNczonL iloJH razy, 
publicznoJH szalaKa i nie chciaKa 
opuszczaH sali. Moje ciotki jeszcze 
nie wiedziaKy, Ie je kiedyJ wskrzeszM 
i IyKy tak ufnie i tak pojedynczo, 
sKuILce biegKy po JwieIL JmietanM, 
czyste i wyprasowane, w domach trochM 
zKoJci i wielka nadzieja. Brzozowski 
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TO GO TO LVOV 

To go to Lvov. Which station 
for Lvov, if not in a dream, at dawn, when dew    
gleams on a suitcase, when express 
trains and bullet trains are being born. To leave    
in haste for Lvov, night or day, in September    
or in March. But only if Lvov exists, 
if it is to be found within the frontiers and not just    
in my new passport, if lances of trees 
—of poplar and ash—still breathe aloud    
like Indians, and if streams mumble 
their dark Esperanto, and grass snakes like soft signs    
in the Russian language disappear 
into thickets. To pack and set off, to leave    
without a trace, at noon, to vanish 
like fainting maidens. And burdocks, green    
armies of burdocks, and below, under the canvas    
of a Venetian café, the snails converse 
about eternity. But the cathedral rises, 
you remember, so straight, as straight 
as Sunday and white napkins and a bucket    
full of raspberries standing on the floor, and    
my desire which wasn’t born yet, 
only gardens and weeds and the amber 
of Queen Anne cherries, and indecent Fredro.    
There was always too much of Lvov, no one could    
comprehend its boroughs, hear 
the murmur of each stone scorched 
by the sun, at night the Orthodox church’s silence was unlike 
that of the cathedral, the Jesuits 
baptized plants, leaf by leaf, but they grew, 
grew so mindlessly, and joy hovered    
everywhere, in hallways and in coffee mills    
revolving by themselves, in blue    
teapots, in starch, which was the first    
formalist, in drops of rain and in the thorns 
of roses. Frozen forsythia yellowed by the window.    
The bells pealed and the air vibrated, the cornets    
of nuns sailed like schooners near    
the theatre, there was so much of the world that 
it had to do encores over and over, 
the audience was in frenzy and didn’t want 
to leave the house. My aunts couldn’t have known    
yet that I’d resurrect them,    
and lived so trustfully; so singly;    
servants, clean and ironed, ran for    
fresh cream, inside the houses    
a bit of anger and great expectation, Brzozowski
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przyjechaK na wykKady jeden z moich 
wujów pisaK poemat pod tytuKem Czemu, 
ofiarowany wszechmogLcemu i byKo za duIo 
Lwowa, nie mieJciK siM w naczyniu, 
rozsadzaK szklanki, wylewaK siM ze 
stawów, jezior, dymiK ze wszystkich 
kominów, zamieniaK siM w ogieN i w burzM, 
JmiaK siM bKyskawicami, pokorniaK, 
wracaK do domu, czytaK Nowy Testament, 
spaK na tapczanie pod huculskim kilimem, 
byKo za duIo Lwowa a teraz nie ma 
go wcale, rósK niepowstrzymanie a noIyce 
ciMKy, zimni ogrodnicy jak zawsze 
w maju bez litoJci bez miKoJci 
ach poczekajcie aI przyjdzie ciepKy 
czerwiec i miMkkie paprocie, bezkresne 
pole lata czyli rzeczywistoJci. 
Lecz noIyce ciMKy, wzdKuI linii i poprzez 
wKókna, krawcy, ogrodnicy i cenzorzy 
ciMli ciaKo i wieNce, sekatory niezmordowanie 
pracowaKy, jak w dziecinnej wycinance 
gdzie trzeba wystrzyc KabMdzia lub sarnM. 
NoIyczki, scyzoryki i Iyletki drapaKy 
ciMKy i skracaKy pulchne sukienki 
praKatów i placów i kamienic, drzewa 
padaKy bezgKoJnie jak w dIungli 
i katedra drIaKa i Iegnano siM o poranku 
bez chustek i bez Kez, takie suche 
wargi, nigdy ciM nie zobaczM, tyle Jmierci 
czeka na ciebie, dlaczego kaIde miasto 
musi staH siM JerozolimL i kaIdy 
czKowiek Oydem i teraz tylko w poJpiechu 
pakowaH siM, zawsze, codziennie 
i jechaH bez tchu, jechaH do Lwowa, przecieI 
istnieje, spokojny i czysty jak 
brzoskwinia. Lwów jest wszMdzie. 
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came as a visiting lecturer, one of my    
uncles kept writing a poem entitled Why, 
dedicated to the Almighty, and there was too much    
of Lvov, it brimmed the container,    
it burst glasses, overflowed    
each pond, lake, smoked through every    
chimney, turned into fire, storm,    
laughed with lightning, grew meek,    
returned home, read the New Testament, 
slept on a sofa beside the Carpathian rug, 
there was too much of Lvov, and now    
there isn’t any, it grew relentlessly 
and the scissors cut it, chilly gardeners    
as always in May, without mercy,    
without love, ah, wait till warm June 
comes with soft ferns, boundless 
fields of summer, i.e., the reality. 
But scissors cut it, along the line and through    
the fiber, tailors, gardeners, censors 
cut the body and the wreaths, pruning shears worked    
diligently, as in a child’s cutout 
along the dotted line of a roe deer or a swan.    
Scissors, penknives, and razor blades scratched,    
cut, and shortened the voluptuous dresses 
of prelates, of squares and houses, and trees 
fell soundlessly, as in a jungle, 
and the cathedral trembled, people bade goodbye    
without handkerchiefs, no tears, such a dry 
mouth, I won’t see you anymore, so much death    
awaits you, why must every city 
become Jerusalem and every man a Jew, 
and now in a hurry just 
pack, always, each day, 
and go breathless, go to Lvov, after all 
it exists, quiet and pure as 
a peach. It is everywhere. 

Translated from the Polish by Renata Gorczynski 

CONTEMPORARY POETRY

* Stanis2aw Bezozowski (1878-1911) a Polish thinker, writer and theatre critic. He introduced Marxism to Polish thought. 
* Lvov is the city where Zagayevsky was born. 
* Adam Zagaevsky - well-known poet, writer, literary critic and translator. He won many literary prizes and he was a 
candidate for the Nobel Prize for years. He was born in Lvov (in present-day Ukraine) on 21 June 1945 and died on 21 
March 2021. Among the prizes awarded to him are: Neustadt (2004), Zhongwen China (2014) and others. He was an 
engineer. After World War II he moved to Gliwice and then to Krakow. He published his first poems in 1967. His first 
poetry collection entitled Announcement (1972) was published, followed by sixteen collections of poetry, three books of 
short stories and novels, ten critical books, in addition to two translated books. Zagayevsky is among the most translated 
Polish poets into foreign languages, and is one of the symbols of the ÔNew WaveÕ generation. He was also translated into 
Arabic by Hatif Janabi. He lectured for years in the field of creative writing in the United States. Before that, he lived for 
years in French exile.
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EULOGY  
  
They disappear abruptly, 
My friends, the kindred spirits, 
Wrapping my life in  gloomy shadows. 
They meet their dooms, often betrayed,  
On the roads leading to exiles 
Behind noisy coffee shops, 
At times only one song away from their homelands, 
At times halfway between the stars of their dreams 
And their villages’ blossoming trees.  
They go away  
While their apparitions keep twirling   
Between my sad papers and my somber pens,   
They go 
In order to throw the remains of their days into landscapes of memory. 
While the river of life keeps drifting,  
Drifting towards the sea, 
They go 
While I keep standing in my place, 
Shrouded in my absentmindedness,  
Forging my remaining wishes into a prayer 
Before moving on,  
As if I were really spared. 

Translated from the Arabic by the author

SALAH ELEWA - EGYPT CONTEMPORARY POETRY

Salah Elewa is an Egyptian poet. He left Egypt in 1995 to Hong Kong where he resides now. He 
received his MA in Comparative Literature and Criticism from the University of Hong Kong. 
Before he left Egypt, and while still a university student, he won the first prize for the poetry 
competition held at the level of Egyptian universities in 1991. He won first place in the field of 
literary criticism in the competition (Iqra Cultural Foundation) in 1993. He was shortlisted for the 
best poetry collection in the Sharjah Poetry Competition in 2007 
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CICATRICES DE GUERRA 

A veces 
cuando me emborracho 
las palabras me traen a casa 
en un viejo triciclo de madera 
Y lejos de quitarme los zapatos 
y acostarme 
como ocurre en estos casos 
me dejan tirado en el jardín 
lleno de hormigas 
y con la cara pegada 
al foco del alumbrado 
“Eso te pasa por escribir malos poemas” 
me dicen 
y se marchan cantando y riendo 
abrazadas 
a mi última cerveza  

SCARS OF WAR 

At times 
when I get drunk  
words take me home 
on an old wooden tricycle 
And far from removing my shoes 
and putting me to bed 
as would normally happen in these cases 
they leave me sprawled in the garden 
covered with ants 
and with my face stuck to 
the garden lamp  
“That’s what you get for writing bad 
poems”  
they tell me 
and go off singing and laughing 
hugging 
my last beer 

MARIO MELƒNDEZ - CHILE CONTEMPORARY POETRY
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EL CLAN SINATRA 

Todos los gatos de mi barrio 
son fanáticos de Sinatra 
comienzan a tararear sus temas 
apenas pongo el CD 
y la voz se escurre 
entre los techos y las panderetas 
A veces me piden 
que repita algún single 
entonces el sonido de My way 
New York o Let me try again 
les para los bigotes 
y los lanza de cabeza contra los vidrios 
Esto no pasa cuando leo mis versos 
se estiran, bostezan 
miran para otro lado 
o conversan entre ellos 
en un acto lamentable 
de ignorancia y sabotaje 
"Ustedes no me comprenden" 
les digo 
Y vuelvo a encender el CD 
para que cante Sinatra 
y esos gatos se llenen de poesía 

THE SINATRA CLAN 

All of the cats in my neighbourhood 
are Sinatra fans   
they begin to la-la-la his themes 
a soon as I put on the CD 
and the voice flows 
between the ceiling and the brick walls 
At times they beg me 
to repeat some single 
then the sound of My Way 
New York or Let Me Try Again 
pricks up their whiskers 
and throws them headfirst against the 
glass 
This does not happen when I read my 
verses 
they stretch, yawn 
look away 
or chat amongst themselves 
in a lamentable display 
of ignorance and sabotage 
"You do not understand me" 
I tell them 
And I put on the CD again 
so that Sinatra sings 
and those cats are filled with poetry 
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CONTEMPORARY POETRY

PEDAGOGêA INCONCLUSA 

El ni–o le pregunta al padre 
si las palabras envejecen 
El padre le responde al hijo 
que las palabras siguen tan j—venes 
como en el primer d’a 
El ni–o corre donde el abuelo 
para llevarle la buena nueva 
Y el viejo abre de golpe 
el caj—n de las palabras 
para que Žstas le cuenten el secreto 

UNFINISHED PEDAGOGY 

The child asks his father 
if words grow old 
The father responds to the child 
that words remain as young 
as on the first day 
The child runs to his grandfather 
to bring him the good news 
And the elder abruptly opens 
the word drawer 
so that they will tell him the secret 

All the poems are translated by Ron Hudson
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Mario MelŽndez (Linares, Chile, 1971) studied Journalism and Social Communication. His books 
include Notes for a legend, Underground flight, The paper circus, Death has its days numbered, Waiting for 
Perec and The magician of loneliness. A selection of his work was translated into various languages. In 2013, 
he received the medal of the President of the Italian Republic, awarded by the Don Luigi di Liegro 
International Foundation. A selection of his work appeared in the prestigious magazine Poesia edited by 
Nicola Crocetti. In 2017, some of his poems were translated into English and published in the Poetry 
Magazine from Chicago. He is currently the general editor of the Vicente Huidobro Foundation. 
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LUIS CORREA-DIAZ - CHILE CONTEMPORARY POETRY

CEMENTERIO FELINO 

a veces siento el olor 
de la muerte 
subirme por dentro 
hasta las narices, 
y lo sŽ 
porque es el mismo 
que sent’a 
cuando enterraba 
gatos de ni–o 
en el patio de atr‡s 
de la casa de San Agust’n 

HART ISLAND 

a mass grave island in NY 
cerca del Bronx, a potterÕs 
field donde han ido  
a parar por a–os ya 
los que mueren  
sin que nadie los reclame, 
los œltimos en llegar 
son los que naufragaron  
en seco con el corona- 
virus pegado a sus agallas, 
un islote m‡s bien y 
que supera to date se dice 
el mill—n en poblaci—n 

BORGES Y YO 

Žl escribi— los poemas  
que yo quer’a haber 
ideado, tal vez con un ritmo 
levemente m’o, 
como nuestro padre 
Dar’o aconsejara, Borges 
lo supo y por eso me dej— 
estos versos un poco  
adelantados: 

14/6/2020 

FELINE CEMETERY  

sometimes I feel the smell 
of death 
rising up inside of me, 
right up to my nose, 
and I know it 
because it's the same 
I felt 
when I buried 
cats as a child 
in the backyard 
of our house in St. Augustine 

Translated with Gordon McNeer 

HART ISLAND 

a mass grave island in NY 
near the Bronx, a potterÕs 
field where theyÕve gone  
to rest for years now, 
those who die  
without anyone claiming them. 
The last to arrive 
are the ones who drowned  
suddenly torpedoed by COVID- 
19 directly to their lungs, 
an islet rather and itÕs said 
to exceed to date 
a million in population. 

Translated with Alec Schumacher 

BORGES AND I 

he wrote the poems 
I wanted to have 
imagined, with a rhythm 
slightly mine, of course, 
like our father 
Dario did advise, Borges 
knew it and that's why he  
left these verses somehow  
advanced for me: 

6/14/2020 
Translated by the author
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Luis Correa-Diaz (Member of Academia Chilena de la Lengua) is Professor of Latin American Studies and 
Digital Humanities/Literature at the University of Georgia. He is author and co-author of several scholarly 
books and articles published in print and/or online in Europe, the US, and Latin America. He has published 
several poetry books. http://www.rom.uga.edu/directory/luis-correa-diaz-0. 
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LIDIA CHIARELLI - ITALY CONTEMPORARY POETRY

SENTIERI DI PACE

ÒPoes’a es lo imposible
hecho posible. Arpa
que tiene en vez de curda
corazones y llamasÓ

Federico Garcia Lorca

Mandatemi parole dÕamore
e insieme
costruiremo
sentieri di pace

Mandatemi parole di speranza
e insieme
riempiremo
mille pagine vuote

Le nostre voci unite
diventeranno
i dolci suoni di unÕarpa
preghiere
portate dal vento

e saranno
un canto nuovo
nellÕazzurro profondo di un cielo
che non si spegnerˆ
con il buio della notte

PATHS TO PEACE

ÒPoes’a es lo imposible
hecho posible. Arpa
que tiene en vez de curda
corazones y llamasÓ

Federico Garcia Lorca

Send me words of love
and together
we will build
paths to Peace

Send me words of hope
and together
we will Þll
thousands of blank pages

Our voices in unison
will become
the sweet sounds of a harp
prayers
carried by the wind

they will be
a new song
in the deep blue of a sky
that will not switch off
in the dark of the night
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UNDER A MEXICAN SKY
to Frida Kahlo

I paint ßowers so they will not die
Frida Kahlo

San çngel, Mexico City 1938

It was perhaps the trace of a future
already marked 
your eyes were looking for 
among  the frayed clouds 
of a Mexican sky. 
 
It was a swirl of colors and golden 
threads 
of your tahuana skirt 
while you
-hurt and never won -
challenged the world. 
 
They were lipstick kisses 
with which you signed your letters 
in the torpor of an unusual quiet
that surfaced slowly
from a limbo of pain. 
 
It was perhaps an elusive dream 
a regret for the lost days
for the life
stolen from you 
on a distant morning 
on a bus suddenly gone mad.

SOTTO UN CIELO MESSICANO
a Frida Kahlo

Dipingo i Þori per non farli morire 
Frida Kahlo

San çngel, Cittˆ del Messico 1938

Era forse la traccia di un futuro
giˆ segnato
che il tuo sguardo inseguiva
fra le nuvole smerlate
di un cielo messicano.

Era una girandola di colori e Þli dÕoro
delle tua gonna tahuana
mentre sÞdavi il mondo,
tormentata e mai vinta.

Erano baci di rossetto
con cui Þrmavi lettere scritte
nel torpore di unÕinconsueta quiete
che afÞorava lenta
da un limbo di dolore.

Era forse un sogno sfuggente
un rimpianto per i giorni perduti
per la vita
che ti era stata rubata
un mattino lontano
su un autobus
 improvvisamente impazzito.

Lidia Chiarelli (Turin, Italy).  Writer, artist, translator, founder with Aeronwy Thomas of the literary art 
movement Immagine & Poesia  (2007). Winner of numerous Poetry Prizes. Six nominations for the Pushcart 
Prize (USA). Awarded with the Literary Arts Medal (NY) 2020. Her poems have been translated into more 
than twenty languages and are published in literary journals and websites in several countries around the 
world. 
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IL GIARDINO INCANTATO

I pavoni camminavano
sotto gli alberi della notte
alla luce perduta
della luna
Lawrence Ferlinghetti                                                                          

E poi furono le luci
che si accesero
lentamente
nel giardino dai mille colori.

Si accesero 
calde, vibranti
sulle pietre dei viali
sui petali dei tulipani
sullÕacqua delle fontane
accarezzate da unÕesile brezza.

Le luci
si accesero per me
che camminavo
nei sentieri Þoriti
mentre fragranze sottili
mi avvolgevano
nel silenzio della sera
 e le bandiere
mosse dal vento 
diventavano
 forme screziate
di un quadro incompiuto.

Grappolo di ricordi lontani
che oggi si ricompongono
mentre stringo fra le dita
lÕultima, appassita
rosa di maggio.

in ricordo di mio padre,  Guido 
Chiarelli,
in occasione del 150¡ anniversario 
dellÕUnitˆ dÕItalia-maggio 2011

CONTEMPORARY POETRY

THE ENCHANTED GARDEN

                   
Peacocks walked
under the night trees
in the lost moon
light
Lawrence Ferlinghetti

And then there were the lights
that lit
slowly
in the garden of a thousand colours.

They lit
warm, vibrant
on the stones of paths,
on the petals of tulips,
on the water of fountains,
caressed by a gentle breeze.

The lights
switched on for me
as I walked
on the ßowered avenues,
and subtle fragrances
wrapped me up
in the silence of the night.
Then the ßags
moved by the wind
became
the variegated forms
of an incomplete painting.

Cluster of old memories
that today are recomposing
while I hold tight in my Þngers
the last, dried
rose of May.

The poems are translated from the Italian by the author 
In  memory of my father, Guido Chiarelli, for the 150th 

Anniversary of Italian UniÞcation-May 2011
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CONTEMPORARY POETRYCLAUDIA PICCINNO - ITALY 

DAVIDE é IL TUO NOME
(poesia dedicata a un bambino affetto da 
autismo)

Dov'• fermo il tuo sguardo Davide?
Inciampasti nel dettaglio per non vedere l'insieme.
Non • facile decifrare la bussola dei sensi
in tale marasma di stimoli sociali.
E come sosterr˜ io la ricompensa
di quella biologia molesta?
Rispettare la mancata connessione
tra le tue abilitˆ sensoriali
• fatica immane per noi cos“ detti normali.
Sopperire coi gesti a un'attenzione condivisa,
portarti a esplicitare una richiesta,
sono Þnalitˆ impellenti nella mia testa.
Davide • il tuo nome,
non sei per me diagnosi
nŽ variante o falla di architettura genetica,
aspettativa disattesa,
precoce o tardivo intervento,
compromessa plasticitˆ cerebrale,
disturbo dello spettro.
Davide • il tuo nome
il bambino che ama il dettaglio. . .
Indosser˜ il tuo sguardo,
ascolter˜ la tua confusa stereotipia,
scender˜ a incrociare lÕoggetto che ti attrae
per accorciare la distanza
che ti tiene relegato in una stanza.
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DAVID IS YOUR NAME 
(Poem dedicated to a child with autism) 

Where did your gaze stop, David? 
You fell on a detail in order not to see the whole. 
It is not easy to decipher the compass of the 
senses 
in the chaos of social stimuli. 
And how will I support the reward 
of that troublesome biology ? 
To observe the failure in the connection 
among your sensory abilities 
it is an enormous effort for us, the so-called 
‘normal’ ones. 
To compensate with gestures for a shared 
attention, 
to take you to clarify a request, 
these are compelling purposes in my head. 

David is your name, 
you're not for me a diagnosis 
or a variant or a flaw of genetic architecture, 
a disregarded expectation, 
an early or late intervention, 
an impaired brain plasticity, 
a spectrum disorder. 

David is your name 
the child who loves the detail. . . 
I'll wear your look, 
I 'll listen to your confused stereotypy 
I'll go down to cross the object that attracts you 
so as to shorten the distance 
that keeps you confined in a room. 

Translated from the Italian by the author
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Claudia Piccinno, poet and translator,  lives and teaches in the north of Italy. She is the Continental Director 
for Europe in the World Festival Poetry and represents Istanbul culture in Italy as Ambassador of Ist Sanat 
Art Association. She has published thirty-eight poetry books, including her own poetry collections and other 
poets’ translations into Italian language. She was conferred with several literary awards.  
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INFINITO CELESTE

Distese e distese di luce
e la voce muta del tempo
che ci chiama a far parte della vita.
Se tutto viene dalla spina dorsale del cielo
lÕamore cos“ come il dolore
sono la prova che siamo al mondo
per abituarci al sole e alla pioggia
per imparare ad abbracciare unÕalba
ancora prima del silenzio delle nuvole.

CELESTIAL INFINITY

Expanses and expanses of light
and the silent voice of time
that calls us to be part of life.
If everything comes from the backbone of heaven,
love as well as pain,
they are proof that we are in the world
to get used to the sun and rain,
to learn to embrace a sunrise,
even before the silence of the clouds.

Translated from the Italian by the author

Michaela Zanarella was born in Cittadella in 1980. She has been living and working in Rome since 2007. 
She has published thirteen books. Her collection, which has been translated into English in the United States 
by Lian Hubei, is titled Reflection on the Female, and was published by Prodigera in (2018). 
!She is a journalist, author of fiction books and theatre scripts. She is also editor of the Italian periodical 
Laici.it. Her poems have been translated many languages. She is among the eight co-authors of Federico 
Moccia’s novel A Girl from Northern Rome, published by SEM. 
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HUANG FAN - CHINA  CONTEMPORARY POETRY
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MIDDLE AGE 

youth is gnawed by hatred, it is teeth-marked bones 
it recedes into absurdity, it is a mass of scorching steam  
at present, my features are so kindly 
the city I have walked about, could also be razed to the ground in the heart 

from the distant seaport, to bell mountain near at hand 
the days are all equally stale and old 
the happiness i embraced is stale as a chaste old widow 
always tugging at me to go… 

ever more seeds of youth have become superfluous 
even if a great river flows in my body 
it remains soundless. when I was young, I liked to say the moon was like a sickle 
but now, it is a mild-tempered gemstone 
and in the face of any query, all it does is shimmer… 

Translated from the Chinese by Josh Stenberg 
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Born in 1963 in rural Hubei province, Huang Fan is a leading writer of poetry and fiction, known for his 
unflinching confrontation of contemporary issues in China with dry humour and dark lyricism. 
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Kamal Vora , born in 1950, has published three collections of poems. With Pravin Pandya, he jointly edited 
Aadhunik Bhartiya Kavita (2017) for Sahitya Akademi, Delhi. His poetry received several awards. His poems 
have been translated into English and appeared in Indian Literature, Chicago Review, Anthology of Asian 
Poets, Muse India, etc. Few translations in Hindi, Marathi, Bengali, Kannada and Irish have also been 
published. Vora has also translated poems from other languages into Gujarati. He participated in several 
international poetry festival around the globe. Since 2010, together with Kirit Dudhat, he has been editing a 
prestigious quarterly journal ETAD, founded by late Suresh Joshi.  
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BAZAR   
  
The market 
sells mountains of mustard 
It may happen sometime 
that a wanderer would quietly drop 
in the Bazar bustling with buyers 
and ask for a pinch of mustard 
The whole agora would jitter and choke 
and shatter wildly 
So many mountains but not even a pinch of mustard 
…what…it…means… 

Look at the sloping hills 
hemmed in by brooks 
How this snow-clad sierra is swaying 
and yea this mountain gossiping with the clouds 
has sprawled over the sky 
If not any of these 
take away this rock 
Crack it and fistfuls of mustard 
outlasting lifetimes 
But a pinch of mustard… 
what…is…that… 
  
And if at an unexpected moment 
some total stranger would come and ask, 
I want a mountain 

The nonplussed market would keep staring at him 
flip flop incoherently 
Mo…ount….aain… a real mountain…what’s…that 
for what… 

But the alert Bazar would swiftly grasp that 
this one will not settle for a mountain short of even 
a grain of mustard 
and handily offer a straw! 
It IS behind this straw 
will be evident 
look, look it is visible 
even when not seen 
it is there 
must be 
always is 
should be 

Translated by Dileep Jhaveri
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TYPES OF ANCIENT WORLD METRES 

Accent plays a tremendously important role in 
poetry rhythm. This essay briefly illustrates its 
roots in ancient world metres. 

1.Counting Metres: phrasal, word-based 
and syllabic/moraic metres 

Phrase-level regulation is the most invariable 
structural principle of Sumerian, Egyptian, 
Babylonian and early Semitic verse, as well as 
the earliest surviving text in an Indo-European 
language. It was introduced into English in the 
eighteenth and nineteenth centuries and was 
employed in the twentieth century as a main 
feature of free verse (Duffell 2008: 15). 
Consisting of two cola at most, except in rare 
occasions where the verse has three cola, there 
is always a cæsura dividing the two 
hemistichs of a phrasal-based verse. While 
some languages, like Germanic languages, 
employ phrasal-level regulation, they also 
have different type of numerical regulation. 

Like phrasal metres, word-level 
numerical regulation is employed in some of 
the oldest texts as one of the most basic modes 
of versification and poets of different cultures 
rapidly changed from counting one linguistic 
unit to counting another. As for syllabic and 
moraic metres, attempts were made to 
compose classical quantitative verse in 
English. At the end of the nineteenth century 
and the beginning of the twentieth century, 
English poets attempted to use the syllable as 
a base unit together with stress. Japanese 
metrics, which is based on moraic numerical 
regulation with a 17-mora haiku of 5, 7 and 5 
lines and 31-mora tanka of 5, 7, 5, 7 and 7 
lines, is a perfect example of this metre (ibid 
16). 

2. Patterning Metres 
In writing patterning metres, poets employ the 
contrast between longum and brevis, or heavy 
and light syllables. This quantitative metre is 
often employed in verse of ancient languages 
like Sanskrit, Greek, Latin and Arabic. The 
invention of feet by ancient Greek metrists 
had its bearing on classical Latin verse and 
hence the verse of all European languages. 
Feet were also invented in Arabic verse, 
known as taf!"la !""#""$""%""&""""""""""""""""""'  and in Chinese verse 
known as jiezou �ž�
 . The invention of feet 

repeated at regular intervals produced rhythm 
in poetry in different types: simple primary 
rhythm, when a single event is repeated at 
regular intervals and complex secondary 
rhythm, like falling and rising rhythm and 
rhythm produced by binary and ternary feet. 
These types of different rhythms are found in 
Arabic verse, which has simple and complex 
metres based on either a single monotonous 
foot or multi feet that rise and fall at regular 
intervals. It is also found in Chinese verse, 
which uses different variations of level and 
deflected tones to create different tones of 
rising and falling rhythm. 
 Arabic and Chinese verse, like 
ancient Greek and Romance languages and as 
opposed to Germanic languages, do not have 
dynamic accent to determine the regular 
intervals of its feet. Accent in these languages 
is described as melodic and it is formed by 
variations in pitch to create the melodic effect. 
However, unlike their Chinese counterparts, 
ancient Greek poets did not use melodic 
accents and, instead, they employed only the 
syllable length, dividing it into long (heavy) 
and short (light), to pattern their versification.  
 Linear verse–another form of rhythm 
that is based on contrast rhythm given to 
adjacent lines–is found in ancient Chinese 
poetry and it is currently used in modern 
poetry. 
 Verse in Germanic languages is 
based on dynamic accent, or what is generally 
called ‘stress’, which is either phrasal stress or 
lexical stress and divided into primary and 
secondary stress in trisyllabic words while 
monosyllabic words usually receive stress 
without fixed relationship to their neighbours 
(ibid 17-19). 

Dr Sayed Gouda 
PhD in Comparative Prosody 

Bibliography: 
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Endnotes: 
- Cola: a clause that is grammatically 

complete. Sentences of two cola are called 
dicola; those with three are tricola. 

- Mora: a sound that comes after a short 
pause in a syllable. In some languages, it 
determines stress or timing.

A MOMENT OF RHYTHM
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THE STORY OF A PAINTING %aFB %Y_ 

 : Ò=Q'B$ E ˆO-M$ sQ0!Ó
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ÔCafŽ Terrace at NightÕ 
Artist: Van Gogh. Year: 1888 
Vincent Van GoghÕs wrote that Ôthe night is more alive and more richly coloured than the day.Õ His painting 
ÔThe CafŽ Terrace at NightÕ reflects his words as it describes a colourful outdoor viewed and painted by the 
painter in Arles in southeastern France in 1888. The colour is profuse and the irregular shapes are designed 
like like a jigsaw puzzle. The distant and nearer parts are both distinct as the yellow of the cafe contrasts the 
blue-black of the remote street.
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