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You are my garb and you are my quilt
and here i You are my every word and you are my sign
everything still
as it should be,
when you'ré not a_ro\m‘.i. o

anymore.
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My love for you lies deep

resting like the Titanic on:
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Speak softly



Call for Submissions

Nadwah invites submissions in English or
Arabic. The deadline for the April 2019 issue
is 15 March. Please indicate whether you are
the author/translator or hold the copyright of
your poem/translation. Send your poems to
arabicnadwah@yahoo.com in Word format.
You may follow updates on Nadwah website:

www.arabicnadwah.com/e-nadwah.htm

Publishing Guidelines
Font: 12, Times New Roman.

Titles: Unless the whole poem is written in
lower case, all titles should be capitalized.
Length: Poems within 40 lines are preferred.
Themes: Priority will be given to poems of
universal themes and humanistic values.
Forms: Nadwah focuses on rhythmic poems,
whether in metrical traditional forms or free
verse proper, i.e. accentuated or syllabic
poems. Nevertheless, the content is equally
important in order to give form a meaningful
substance. Prose poems of outstanding value
will be considered for publication.
Language: Inappropriate language or content
will not be considered for publication.
Footnotes: No footnotes except for
occasional annotations.

Editorial Board:
Nadwah welcomes more poets/translators to
join us on the editorial board each to be in
charge of poetry translated from a certain
language into English. To contact the current
editorial board for submission, write to the
respective editor:
Editor-in-chief: Sayed Gouda
arabicnadwah(@gmail.com
English and German sections editor: Birgit
Bunzel
blinderbunzel@gmail.com
Indian section editor: Dileep Jhaveri

jhaveri.dileep@gmail.com

Japanese section editor: Maki Starfield

makistarfield@gmail.com

Russian section editor: Alexey Filimonov

afilimonov22@gmail.com

Art section editor: Mamdouh Kessifi

mkassifi@gmail.com
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Nadwah is a bilingual bimonthly
poetry e-magazine that focuses on
poetry in translation. The magazine
has two main sections: Poetry in
English Translation and Poetry in
Arabic Translation. Nadwah welcomes
poems translated from other

languages.
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EDITOR’S FOREWORD

The current issue of Nadwah features
poets from Egypt, Iraq, Syria, Russia,
Japan, China, Hong Kong, Macedonia,
India, Slovenia, Australia, Canada, the
UK, Germany and the USA.

This issue, not only features contemporary
poets, but some modern poets too such as
Nagi, Rasafi and Qabbani. We will try to
include a few classical and/or modern
poems in every issue. This is to pay
respect to the masters who no doubt
deserve our remembrance by translating
and reading them.

The theme of this third issue of Nadwah is
love in its universal value. Most
immediately, love brings to mind romantic
or erotic love. Some poets, however,
express a different type of love, such as
Petrovski who expresses his love for his
parents in one poem and his love for
Egypt in another. Mair's poem shows a
poet's love and connection with
humankind in general and with his fellow
poets in particular. The poems that address
love for a companion also show various
approaches. We can feel a deeply
committed love in the poems by Nagi,
Filimonov, Linzi, Linlin, Strojan and
Jefferies. Rasafi, Qabbani and Burton
express love as longing for one's other
half, while love of one's spouse shines
through in Jeje's, Linzi's and Liu Xiaobo's
poems. In Luofei's poem, erotic love is
saturated with Buddhist terminology,
while it is expressed more overtly in
Starfield's haiku poems and somewhat
covertly in Sharma's poem. Last but not
least, the spiritual love of Sufism has a
profoundly influence in the poems by
Miskeen and Bunzel.

With this diversity of love poems from
different parts of the world, we start 2019.
Love, in all its versatile all-round merits,
is what the world mostly needs now.

Sayed Gouda
Hong Kong
25 January 2019
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POETRY IN ENGLISH TRANSLATION

FAREWELL - EXCERPTS
IBRAHIM NAGI

Only longing is our messenger,

a waiter fills our cups.

Has love ever seen drunks like us?
How many fantasies we have built!
We walked on a moonlit road,

with joy jumping before our steps.
We laughed like two children,

and ran, until we outran our shadows!

Fragrance evaporated, and we awoke.
We have wished we had never awoken.

The awakening shattered our fantasy,
our enchanting night has gone.

Light is suddenly an ominous alert,
and dawn suddenly approaches like a
terrifying fire,

and the life we know is suddenly back,
and lovers are suddenly apart again.

O poet, you doze off,

you remember the pledge and wake.
‘When a wound is healed,

memory inflicts a new one.

So, learn how to forget

and learn how to erase [the past]!

O Beloved! Everything is predestined.

It is not our choice to be so wretched.

Maybe one day our fate will bring us

together

when we fail to meet.

If one denies his partner,

a stranger meets a stranger,

and each one goes his way,

never say it is our choice, but say it is our

misfortune!

Translated from Arabic by Sayed Gouda
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POETRY IN ENGLISH TRANSLATION

BEFORE DEPARTURE
MA’RUF AR-RASAFI

Listen to me before departure;
and let me die from loving you.
Here is my patience, take it as a memory,
and give my body weariness, sickness.
I am not one of those who wish to live
if he leaves his beloved.
Nor am I one of those who fear death.
O dear, you have such pair of eyes,
how many lovers have longed for them!
The bird of my heart flies around your
mouth.
The water of life is there.
Your description has busied the writers
till they kept neither ink containers nor
pens.
The more they blame me for your love,
the more I love your charming beauty.
Shall I get a visit from you even in a
dream
to mend the crack in my heart?
With a date, the night
may turn into light.
With parting, the day
may turn into darkness.
I drink sleeplessness like wine.
My drinking companions are the stars.
Why does my heart melt at your
remembrance,
and my eyes rain their tears?
If T complain of love I stutter
till you think I am the stutterer!
Translated from Arabic by Sayed Gouda
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POETRY IN ENGLISH TRANSLATION

BAGS OF WEEPING
NIZAR QABBANI

When winter comes
and its wind moves my curtains,
I feel, my friend,
that I need to cry
onto your arms,
onto my notebooks.
When winter comes
and the singing of the nightingale stops,
and all the sparrows become homeless,
my heart starts to bleed,
and so do my fingers,
as though the sky, my friend,
rains inside me.
Then a child’s longing overwhelms me
to cry
onto your long silky hair, long like ears of
corn,
like an exhausted boat,
like a migratory bird
looking for a lit-up window,
looking for a ceiling
in the darkness of branches.
When winter comes
and assassinates the field’s fragrance,
and hides the stars in its gloomy robe,
it comes to sadness out of an evening
cave.
It comes like a strange, pale child.
Wet are his cheeks and his dress.
I open the door to that beloved visitor.
I give him bed and blanket.
I give him all that he wants.
From where did sorrow come, my friend?
And how does it come?
It carries for me
beautiful pale tuberoses,
It carries for me,
bags of tears and weeping.
Translated from Arabic by Sayed Gouda
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POETRY IN ENGLISH TRANSLATION

ALEXEY FILIMONOV

A nobnto Teba, nennto
M3 HeBNANMOro cHera,
Wnu cTtaTyto TBOLO,
nb He TatoLwyto Hery.

OTronocku crnoe noBnio,
BykBbl B KOCbI 3anneTato,
>Kny moposa v Tepnnio
Ob6>xuratoLuyto craro

"OpHUX aHrenos, Kak TaTb
B coH curarowmx xpaHmmbli,
M He B cunax oTnuyatb
JlegAnoro xepysnma

OT npoobpasa, n xay
Xnonbes peroLero cHera,
W aHTapHyto 3Be3ny

Hap snAaHunem KoBYera.

RUSSIA

ALEXEY FILIMONOV

I'love you, and I sculpture you
Out of an invisible blizzard.

Is it your statue,

or non-melting bliss?

I catch the words’ aftersounds

and I braid letters,

I wait for the frost and suffer

the heavenly angels’ scorching fleet

Leaping thievishly

into the cherished dream;

And, unable to distinguish the icy cherub
From the prefiguration,

I am waiting for the flakes
of soaring snow
and for an amber star
above the ark’s gape.
Translated from Russian by Tatiana
Surganova




POETRY IN ENGLISH TRANSLATION
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JAPAN

MOON FORTUNE
MAKI STARFIELD

1

A clump of nettles
Bloom above the cement—
Glorious green!

2
My sweetheart is away,

But tonight
We watch the moon together.

3

Naked in the dream,

We hug each other strongly,
Leaving me

breathless.

4
The magic of a kiss!

Now you
Become the flame of my passion.

5
Sleeping together,
Two fools in
love;
The moon approves.

6

You bloom
In my garden—
A wonderful rose.

7

Your saliva
Engraved in my mouth—
Eternal taste!




POETRY IN ENGLISH TRANSLATION
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JAPAN

8

Echoes of a dream...

The lake is accompanying me:
Words of water.

9

A poet!
His heart is heaped full
With wonders.

10
Winged words...

The peach trees are in full bloom
In my home town.

11
Three petals to you
Why is Fortuna
On the navel?
12

The poet’s dream

Is adrift.
But the dream is true.

13

In a garden

I see you in full bloom,
Ready and disheveled.

14
I have no illusions, right?
But without illusions
You are playing!
Translated from Japanese by the author




POETRY IN ENGLISH TRANSLATION CHINA
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The snow has faded winter chill still lingering in the
deep of the earth

Flowers have withered their fragrance still hovering
among entwined branches

our day of farewell is filled with countless words
words and sentences entrusted to wild
migrating geese

Years of togetherness brought sweetness and
bitterness

Little by little they permeated life and death and our
shared heart

Autumn has arrived only now I understand the
wishes of the past spring

Until death do us part
as that

When I look back over the course of my life

perhaps

there is much to repent and regret but

Beloved! I shall close my eyes in peace

on the day I bid farewell to this world we only
need

to hold each other’s hand as before ~ two hearts
longing for each other —just like the first time we
met...

afx (14)

it’s never really as simple

Translated from Chinese by Birgit Bunzel
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POETRY IN ENGLISH TRANSLATION
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HONG KONG

LIN LIN (Two Poems)
1. LOVE, IN PARTING

If love is meant to be apart

I'd wave to you with a smile

If the curse of fate cannot be lifted
please take my love away

When the cherry blossoms bloom

I will write you in the fragrant spring
When the maple leaves turn red

I will dance for you in the poetic autumn

Every starry night

Among dreams of a reunion

I shake off my deep thoughts
Caress your soft face

Blending the long lost warmth
Your faint dream murmurs

Make the most beautiful love poem

2. MY LIFE WITH YOU

I follow the memory of my previous life,
Across the mud and thorns
Coming to meet you under the phoenix
tree by

appointment,
Your breath comes back to my arms,
Your most passionate love in your eyes,
Untie my worldly troubles and
melancholy,
Sprinkle poetic sentiment,
From then on,
I saw stars in the dark,
From then on,
Smiles filled my tears of pain,

Because I met you once again.
Translated from Chinese by the author
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POETRY IN ENGLISH TRANSLATION
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“DECLARATION OF
A FEMALE PRISONER”
DUMU LUOFEI

I am a prisoner on your body
for a round of ecstasy.
You dream of yourself, growing inch by
inch
until you see another you coming across
a women’s absurdities and daydreams for
more than half her life,
coming across her aging face,
returning to the smoothness of her womb.
My low moan is like a clock hand that lost
control over itself.
It points to heaven, the only exit,
and tells you that my happiness at the
moment
is not only equal
to the thrill of the sea tide encountering
gravel,
but also like suffering that pricks deeply
at our destinies.
You are upright all the time,
like a hero destined to be deceived by
fate,
and destined to eventually meet me.
Again and again after being hollowed
out, again and again
you stand tall.
But I still play all kinds of roles:
a virgin, a sorceress,
a prostitute, a demon,
or even a mother, a lover, a redeemer.
Yes, they are all me, imprisoned by all
colours.
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POETRY IN ENGLISH TRANSLATION HONG KONG

TN RIR I T I 55 40 G 4% b T EL 5 XU Like you, trapped at the moment by all

. e sorts of masks and rumours,
RENE, IRAWINTIER : :
like a bee, always a prisoner to pollen

TSRS R v and to the fall of fruit.
LM BREEA 4 B LS L R I In this life, [ am a real female prisoner

who seeks purification amid obscenity.

FEGARHR—F 5

Perhaps I am the first awakened as a

B SCR LN S — A 8T female prisoner.
T, Zee Fleeting is the bloom of flowers.

They only love; they never hate!
[ 2= N
HNE. AR When I am a prisoner of divinity,
LRI T I break the sacred iron coat.

e TR K When I am a prisoner of loyalty,
persistence, and reclusion,
HRNTEIT, P, b I break all the imaginary enemies and the
FAEFTHEAA R AR TR D35 s chaste arches!.
ST [ 8 T F 2L When | am a prisoner of purposelessness

and fear,
TSRS A4 a prisoner of beautiful prophecies and
INF A B =% fame,

. P o " a prisoner of the freedom and joy of
TR B A B P '

paramita?,
I break the legend of paramita and the all

paramitas.

I A memorial arch in honour of a chaste
widow
2 The other shore in Buddhism.

Translated from Chinese by Sayed Gouda
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POETRY IN ENGLISH TRANSLATION MACEDONIA

TRAJAN PETROVSKI TRAJAN PETROVSKI
(TWO POEMS)
PIRAMIDA I PYRAMID I
(Gradba) (Constructions)
Na roditelite 1o my parents

Ja gradea vo mene They were building it in me

u{te od detstvoto even from childhood

skromni sonuva~i. dobrotvori humble dreamers, benefactors.
, .

Gi polo'ija temelite They laid the foundations

i se umorija, ne ja dogradija and became drained, they did not finish it

Blagoslovija: They blessed:

Koga }e smogne{ sili When you have enough strength

Dograduvaj i ka~uvaj se keep on building and climb up

kon vrvot nejzin to its summit

Alone!

Translated from Macedonian by the author

Sam!
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POETRY IN ENGLISH TRANSLATION

PIRAMIDA 11

Od nejziniot vrv izgreva

sonceto

Taa go vrti okolu svojata oska

Merka e na prostorot i vremeto

Kompas e na soni{tata

Simetrija na raspoznavawata

I sistem e na broevi i {ifri

I rezonanca na glasot i ehoto.

Osvojuva~ite nemale hrabrost da ja urnat

Astronomite i arheolozite se u{te ne
uspeale

vistinski da ja protolkuvaat

Graditelite smrtno se razboluvaat

pred pomislata za gradba na takov hram.

A so kakva sila i napor

se vrzuva smrtta so kamenot

I zo{to site "rtvi i bogatstva

Voskrsnuvale duri vo podzemnite
svetovi.

Jas v zanes nemam ni prosto objasnenie

Zrno sum obi~no vo piramidnata kob

Piramidata se}avam deka mi te'i

pove}e od eden cel “ivot.

MACEDONIA

PYRAMID II

The sun raises it from its summit
It turns it around its axis
A measure of space and time
A compass of dreams
A symmetry of recognitions
And a system of numbers and codes
And resonance of the voice and the echo.
Conquerors did not have the courage to
destroy it
Astronomers and archeologists have still
not managed
to truly interpret it
Its builders become mortally sick
from the thought of constructing such a
temple.
And what kind of strength and effort
connect death with the rock
And why were all the victims and
treasures
resurrected in the underworld.
In ecstasy I have not even a simple
explanation
I am a normal grain in the pyramid’s
fortune
The pyramid I remember weighing me
down
more than one full life.

Translated from Macedonian by the author
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POETRY IN ENGLISH TRANSLATION INDIA

A GAZAL

RAJESH VYAS MISKEEN

If you have just nothing, forsake it, and come over

If you have everything, renounce it and reveal

Where the rooms are illuminated by your name

I am that house, even if you do not come

You are my garb and you are my quilt

You are my every word and you are my sign

Like sugar [ will dissolve

But first, send you overflowing bowl

Miskeen, you will reach him beyond the seven seas
But, if in your palm there is no travel line, get it grooved

Translated from Gujarati by Dileep Jhaveri
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POETRY IN ARABIC TRANSLATION INDIA
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POETRY IN ENGLISH TRANSLATION SLOVENIA

MARJAN STROJAN (THREE POEMS)

PRUNED, LOPPED, CUT DOWN

Think of it -

from now on our days

(one after another) will run on
eventfully. All of a sudden

my lighter won't strike, the coffee
will run out, my Parker

won't write, what was left

in the bottle, that too -

it will run out, cheers to you.

I'm giving back none of the things
you gave me. I'm running out of them
as it is: leaves, books, feathers, planets,
pages filled with your hand, even you.
Only my despair I keep for myself.

Translated from Slovenian by Alasdair MacKinnon
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MARJAN STROJAN

1

OBZGAN, OKLESCEN,
PODRT

Pomisli,

od zdaj naprej bo dan

(za dnem) tekel dogodkoma:
vzigalnik na lepem

ne bo ve¢ vzgal.

Kave bo zmanjkalo.

Parker bo nehal pisati.

Kar je Se ostalo v steklenici,

bo odteklo na tvoje zdravje:
nobene od tvojih stvari

mi ne bo treba vracat,

ker se bo vse porabilo kar samo:
tudi planeti in listje in perje in knjige,
tudi napolnjen papir, tudi ti.

Samo svoj obup bom ohranil zase.
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2

Speak softly when you speak of love; love's walls
have ears, and they’re not there for wiggling.

Nor is she, who, deaf as night and silent as

a grave wall-like, attends to things not uttered.

And tight-lipped night, now so defamed that mornings
and evenings blush on her account — she too,

alert to every breath under her mantle,

listens and can talk... Hold back if you are to keep her
for even things kept secret and concealed

by darkness her innumerable creatures

pass on to stars to be inscribed in them.

Translated from Slovenian by the author

3

When you look at me I remember

I exist. I'm out of breath each time

I see you... Look at you! There is

in you something which — like a
railway to the East — ends somewhere

far, if at all.

Translated from Slovenian by the author
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PAIN AND JOY
AKINSOLA JEJE

Sparks, simmering, spikes lancing, invade the cavity,
Penetrate, punctuate a chamber awash with the swish of life.

It is the third day, and she endures the unstoppable.

Inside, creation continues turbulently on a planetscape rich maroon as the soil of
Mars, fibrous hills and pitted craters, fallopian halls as worn and tender as the
etched drawings on prehistoric caverns, leading to scratched eyries that nurse and
cradle eggs on branches of baobab trees. Within, viscous amniotic lava is a sea
that provides nourishment for this centre, this glow, translucent limbs that will be
greater than the entire world from which they spring, much greater than these

permeant walls, or angered tumescent tumors that resist being healed.

For her, it is an ordeal. Stretched to the borders as the native child asserts itself in
the first place it must survive if it is to become alive; Mama’s stretched out on a
gurney in an emergency ward where the wait was two hours but it came closer to
five; but its heart bangs a steady march, movements gliding in grainy contours of
static and shadow, within the universe that is its loving mother, until the day
comes, comes some day tomorrow, comes forth, the arrival, the blessed day
searching for the redemptive light past the entrance where everything is revealed,

past the barrier when all becomes real.

Pain is a molten star that bears its tremendous mass with quivering endurance.
Joy is its release, the moment of the explosion, rushing deliverance,
Tragic, comic, pathetic, heroic,

Arise, child, to claim your inheritance.

B SmansttmmeRIYTT
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TWIN STARS
PAULINE BURTON

After they split apart

One single orbit

Moved in a clear path outward

Ripping a bleeding furrow in between

Their fractured galaxies: narrow with
light’s

Intensity, before the instant

Darkness pours in.

Observed, a plane writes its own sign
On empty sky

A perfect trailing plume: a tear

Traces a path through dust

On a pallid cheek. The dance can’t
Stop, even in memory, to see

How the curved body bent

Out, in just that way, to show

The watcher, the other,

How music moves you: how your back
Arches, in solitary flight.

Without that gaze, that planetary weight
Pinning the boundaries of your universe
Mapping the past

On to an unknown world

You turn in a falling spiral

Giddy above the abyss:

Lacking the simple will even to turn
The plain diurnal wheel,

Lacking your twin, unchanging

Dark

Familiar

Star.

March 2002/ January 2015/May 2016.
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CONFUSION 5 o
YUYUTSU RD SHARMA

Lk Ly
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behind your ears, 5
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RUMI, OR,
MY HEART IS A VAGABOND
BIRGIT BUNZEL

Rumi is the master of love.
He sent me to you.
He said, “Here is your journey.”

And I lost myself on the way.

You never came to look for me.
Because | am not the purest of the pure.
I am not Absence.

I am nowhere near Tebriz.

Because you are too busy searching
for your enlightenment,

even if it only is in my love.

You look for the palace of the Sultan,

but my love is an overgrown maze.

You search for agates and coral,

but my heart is only flesh.

You wake the troublemaker,

and then let him play next to me.

You search for your soul in a sea full of
pearls,

and I only offered you crumbs of bread.
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You look for eternal pleasure, joy, and Bl sl ¢ b chate e S
life, Mf@cﬂgubw&
even if it is only in my love.
(55 S UL el
o ) (3 e il s ghae
You grow wings in your heart, N G e 2l e
but I am a white sparrow stuck in mud. . o
) (B }.J\ L iy 2 839
Now my heart is a vagabond, St
. » NE{RERS
and if you look for it in me today,
you won'’t see a trace of it. ol e o Zﬁ"ﬁ ;A.)‘
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Go, put your head on your pillow.
Leave me burning. Qs U4 S
cslendl g AU
I am already turning to smoke,
rising toward the sky. 025 e O N slend) g2
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to expand your heart. (a2
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You are beautiful,

gﬂcﬂqu

even if only it is in my love.

53 52 s 52 VN e L 5
Go, rest your head on your pillow. 297 e R oS

Leave me to my own night.

Birgit Bunzel is a German poet, Sinologist and Professor of Literature and Translation. Her first
collection of poetry Shadows in Deferment won the first prize in an international poetry
competition held by Proverse Publishing. She has two collection of poetry and many of her poems
have been published in many poetry periodicals. She is currently a Professor of Comparative
Literature at Northeast Normal University (NENU) in Changchun, China.
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LIKE SOMETHING SHARED
BETWEEN POETS
DENIS MAIR

Once I looked up into a tree at a bird

That was embowered in shady branches
And saw it languidly stretch one wing

As a sunbeam shone among the leaves
Racing a golden arc along its wing's edge
An ordinary moment, but special to me

I stood beside a woman in a wheelchair

It was her hobby to photograph birds
During lunchtime on the seminary grounds
She often wheeled herself to that grove
We were chatting then, and both saw

The golden line along that bird's wing

She raised her camera but missed it

We exchanged glances, as if to say,

'"That would have made a fine picture

The lens did not catch it, but we saw it! '

I regretted distracting her from her hobby
Had I not come, she might have been ready
Yet she stayed at that spot to chat with me
Remembering our exchange of glances

I think of how poets appreciate each other
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The front and back covers paintings are courtesy of Egyptian artist Mamdouh Kassifi
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