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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 journale’s online pages:
https://www.arabicnadwah.com

https://www.arabicnadwah.com/e-nadwah.htm

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: Sayed Gouda
dr.sayedgouda
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
Japanese section editor: Maki Starfield

makistarfield@gmail.com

Korean section editor: Lena Oh
oh.sunyoung@gmail.com
Polish section editor: Hatif Janabi
hatifjanabi
Russian section editor: Alexey Filimonov

afilimonov22@gmail.com

Slovenian section editor: Marjan Strojan

marjan.strojan@gmail.com

Art consultants: Mamdouh Kassifi

mkassifi@gmail.com
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mail.com
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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 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.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.



https://www.arabicnadwah.com
https://www.arabicnadwah.com/e-nadwah.htm
mailto:arabicnadwah@gmail.com
mailto:sthilykou@gmail.com
mailto:jhaveri.dileep@gmail.com
mailto:benax76@gmail.com
mailto:makistarfield@gmail.com
mailto:oh.sunyoung@gmail.com
mailto:hatifjanabi@gmail.com
mailto:afilimonov22@gmail.com
mailto:marjan.strojan@gmail.com
mailto:mkassifi@gmail.com
http://www.arabicnadwah.com/e-nadwah.htm
http://www.arabicnadwah.com/e-nadwah.htm

CONTENTS
Aboutthe Nadwah ............................... 2
Editorial Board..........c.coovviiiiiiin 2
Call for Submission .............ccovviiinnnn... 3
Publishing Guidelines ..................c...c.e. 3
Editor’s Foreword.............ccooovviiiiin.. 4

Classics Corner

Li Bai:
Ballad of the Ching Rivers .................. 5
Modern Poetry
Lord Alfred Tennyson:

BeNearMe ......c.ooiviiiiininnn.. 6
Dylan Thomas:

Do Not Go Gentle Into That Good Night
....................................................... 7
Guests of Honour:

Yan Zhi (8-17):

The Wind Has Over Ears .................... 8

The Love of Arshan ........................... 9

To My Mother...........ccoovviiiiinn... 10

In the Morning .............coevvvvinnnnnnn. 11

Volcano .....oevvveiiiiiii 12

A Night Without Rain ....................... 13

Goodbye, Fallen Leaves ................... 14

Southbound in A Snowy Day ............... 15

Still the Wind ..........cocoeviiiiiniinns. 16

Horqin Grassland Love Song ............. 17
Xiao Xiao (18-29)

99.9Square .........coeiiiiiiii 18-19

Transference ..............c.cooeoeienint. 20-21

Splendor of the Lowest Points......... 22-23

Holding River South in a Tight Hug ..24-27

A Life Under Surveillance ............ 28-29

Contemporary Poetry
Gabriel Wu:

Crying Sand ..........cooiiiiinniin. 30-31

Gaza Cause....... coeieiniiiiianinnnn. 32-33
Jeremy Baden:

The Grenfell Tower Fire .................... 34

the captain lands in paradise ............. .35

not all madness is descent ................ 36

how to start a flowery war ............ 37-38
Goran Simi¢:

Sunrise in the Eyes of the Snowman ..... 39

Happy Days in the Mental Institution ... 40

My ACCent.....ovuviiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiainns 41

Spring is Coming ........................ 42-43
Ahmet Yalcinkaya:

Sometimes .........coceevviieiiininnnn.. 44-45
Sayed Gouda:

LY (5310 10) o (< 46

Poetry News
Two Collections of Chinese Poetry Published
................................................ 47-48
A Glimpse of Art

Taghrid Rizq:

A Scene in Faiyum ................... the
back cover

*Nadwah reserves the right to correct obvious language errors, but will consult poets

and/or translators when in doubt.

The front cover and the magazine layout are designed by Dr Sayed Gouda.




EDITOR’S FOREWORD

We return with a new issue of Nadwah for
poetry in translation. In the Classics
Corner, we feature a translation of one of
the most brilliant poems by Li Bai, the
great Chinese poet. No translation can ever
quite capture the brilliance, brevity, and
linguistic intensity of the poem in its native
language.

In the Modern Poetry section, we present
two poems: the first by the Poets Laureate
of the United Kingdom during his time,
Lord Alfred Tennyson, and the second by
one of the most important poets of his
generation, Dylan Thomas.
Unintentionally, both poems deal with the
topic of death, or the approach of death.

In the Guest of Honour section, for the first
time, we feature not one, but two guests,
and for an important reason. The first guest
is the Chinese poet Yan Zhi, and the second
is the poet Xiao Xiao, who was a Guest of
Honour in a previous issue. The important
reason is our translation and publication of
two poetry collections by the two poets,
translated from Chinese into Arabic. A
book launch was held in Cairo attended by
the poet Xiao Xiao. News about this event
is posted at the end of the magazine in a
new section we're introducing for the first
time: Poetry News.

In the Contemporary Poetry section, we
present two wonderful poems by the
brilliant Singaporean poet Gabriel Wu
about the genocide launched by Western
powers on Gaza. They are followed by four
poems by the American poet Jeremy Baden
and four poems by the great Bosnian poet
Goran Simié¢, both of which we're
introducing for the first time. We also
feature a poem by the Turkish poet Ahmet
Yalcinkaya, whom we have featured
several times before. We conclude the issue
with a short poem of mine titled
‘Memories’, which, as its title suggests, is
about loneliness and longing for those who
have passed away. Its theme is similar to

the first poem in this issue by the Chinese
poet Li Bai, titled ‘Ballad of the Ching
Rivers’, which also expresses longing for
his hometown, Chang'an, as the poet felt
lonely after leaving it. With this, we
complete the circle and end the issue
where we began.

Dr. Sayed Gouda

Hong Kong

18 March 2025
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LI BAI - CHINA (701 - 762)
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BALLAD OF THE CHING RIVERS1

These rivers so clear that they
cleanse my heart to stare into
them, so different are they from
other river waters; I asked this
Hainan River why it was so clean?
If you see a man walking on its
banks, in the distance it seems
that he is crossing a gleaming
mirror; if a bird flies over, it

is as if it is above some brilliant
painted screen; but yet at evening
cranes call, voicing the melancholy
of travellers.

1 Tributaries of the Hainan River coming down from
Anhwei to Chekiang were called the Ching Rivers —

a general term.

Translated from the Chinese by Rewi Alley
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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, which is often called the 'Golden Age of Chinesg Poetry’. [Wikipedia]
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ALFRED TENNYSON - UK (1809 - 1892) .
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BE NEAR ME

Be near me when my light is low,

When the blood creeps, and the nerves prick |

And tingle; and the heart is sick,
And all the wheels of Being slow.

Be near me when the sensuous frame

Is rack'd with pangs that conquer trust;

And Time, a maniac scattering dust,
And Life, a Fury slinging flame.

Be near me when my faith is dry,
And men the flies of latter spring,
That lay their eggs, and sting and sing
And weave their petty cells and die.

Be near me when I fade away,
To point the term of human strife,
And on the low dark verge of life
The twilight of eternal day.

MODERN POETRY
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Alfred, Lord Tennyson (born August 6, 1809, Somersby, Lincolnshire, England—died October 6,
1892) was an English poet often regarded as the chief representative of the Victorian age in poetry.

He, was raised to the peerage in 1884. [Britannica]
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DYLAN THOMAS - UK (1914 - 1953)
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DO NOT GO GENTLE INTO THAT GOOD NIGHT

Do not go gentle into that good night,
Old age should burn and rave at close of day;
Rage, rage against the dying of the light.
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Though wise men at their end know dark is right,
Because their words had forked no lightning they
Do not go gentle into that good night.

Good men, the last wave by, crying how bright
Their frail deeds might have danced in a green bay,
Rage, rage against the dying of the light.

Wild men who caught and sang the sun in flight,
And learn, too late, they grieved it on its way,
Do not go gentle into that good night.

|
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|
Grave men, near death, who see with blinding sight :
Blind eyes could blaze like meteors and be gay, |
Rage, rage against the dying of the light. |
|

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

And you, my father, there on the sad height,
Curse, bless, me now with your fierce tears, I pray.
Do not go gentle into that good night.

Rage, rage against the dying of the light.
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Dylan Thomas (1914-1953) was a Welsh poet and prose writer whose work is known for its comic
exuberance, rhapsodic lilt, and pathos. His personal life, punctuated by reckless bouts of drinking, was
notorious. Thomas’s work, in its overtly emotional impact, its insistence on the importance of sound

and rhythm, its primitivism, and the tensions between its biblical echoes and its sexual imagery, owed more
to his Welsh background than to the prevailing taste in English literature for grim social commentary. Therein
lay its originality.[Britannica]
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YAN ZHI - CHINA
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GUEST OF HONOUR

THE WIND HAS OVER EARS

el = 25 0L

I want to be in the mountain of my hometown
To build a small temple

The evening drum and the morning bell

Will say goodbye to the past

When you forgive someone

Which means forgiving yourself

Buddhist sutras are difficult to read
Most of the homework

Just for the kids and

All good people to pray

At leisure

See a grass swaying in the wind, or
Perversely grows

When the wind blows

The sound of wind chimes under the eaves of the temple
Just remembered to look

Behind the mountains, hometown

fi i AR K Still touches my heart
Rt Then recite the sutra a few more times
AL Until the wind is quiet
ME T B XA R 2 e
FICHEE 2017.10.3
N Translated by Sen Hada
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YAN ZHI - CHINA
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GUEST OF HONOUR

Bl R 1L =2 7% THE LOVE OF ARSHAN
s s I thought that in Hao-Sen Gully
LN Elﬁﬁ{@ in a gorgeous autumn
TEBE X2 Wi F KR B I cannot think of you
A] PAASAEGEE AR
TR f I thought that in the Grand Canyon
s NN In the rivers that never freeze
&‘ujj TERWEA I cannot think of you
TEZK AN VRT3
AT DL AR EE AR I thought that in the White Wolf Peak
TP 1/ In a birch forest covered with fallen leaves
L1 7E R I I cannot think of you
TE7% LAY B HERR I was in the autumn colours of Hao-Sen Gully
A DL AR AR I saw the outline of winter
I saw your sparse shadow
HHITERF R K € That's because 1
BE T ARIECER Never stop thinking of you
F 3 TR S 5 That's why we have this ice-free river
" n The fallen leaves everywhere
IE& lﬂjj # The grassland that stretches to the horizon
AT A & Those are my endless love letters to you
T XS R
A TERA 2021.9.26
31 S Translated by Sen Hada
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R B A IRTCRIHIE 1
2021.9.26
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YAN ZHI - CHINA
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HBEsE TO MY MOTHER
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And I'm just your son
I just love you roughly
I only remember to love you now and then

U LT
T UM R 2 55 1
FHER =2 AR EZ R

If you were my child
I think I, too, would
love you as much as you love me

We always want

GUEST OF HONOUR

Our children grow up quickly

el AR
IRTERIS/NIAS
W TiEsFEE

Forgetting that you grow old at the same time

Well, since we can't change time
Right now it’s not too late

Let me hug you and hold you tight
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BT RREk
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AT SR

Like hugging my baby

Say a word: I love you

Just like you told me when I was a child
Pure and soulful.

2018.5.13

Translated by Sen Hada

2018.5.13
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= IN THE MORNING
There was such a morning
AKX R A bud came out of the soil,
— R B And looked at the fresh world
0y ﬁ‘ S
f TRAELHBES The dew was slipping off the petals
Dropped on the bud
BRI AR E e The bud felt a chill
{iope o _
TR, i Sunlight passed through the clouds first
PR FR Then through the leaves
et And shone upon the dewy buds

PGS 2Rt =

T 2R wp The sky and earth became colourful

WTE T A B K And in this morning

- Everything was so casual

S T Just passing by

KA 15 B pasSIng

E%HJ%%%% 2018.6.1

IS W Nyt Translated by Sen Hada
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Omall = L5504
Pty VOLCANO
fEEkILZ b On top of an active volcano
HFEEILZ Above that Extinct volcano

A 2 i@‘iﬂ%ﬂﬂ@é’ﬂﬁ%ﬁ

The crystal waves crashed against the black rocks
People have forgotten

MIBEZAET That it was hot lava, too

AR 4 58 2 %E‘Jiﬁ%
W %—Zﬂ‘%%
B4R — e 2] ) IR
R WK > IR

And that it burned before at some point
But today it's like carving of time
Calm, like the sea, like the blue sky

The rough heart of the rock seems indifferent

Maybe it's just some kind of virus deep in the
rocks

EATHLI OB IS TR Maybe just a sea breeze
WAHAUR T 5 2 AR 3 F9% 5 Landing on Black Beach

WA E X

An island is finally waiting for its destiny

In the jungles of the east coast

T 78 0, M il The volcano erupts again
— JiE B TSRk AR Ay The molten slurry is still as hot as it was last time

TEA Y bR Here it comes

. . Lighting up our tomorrow
KL — R And illuminating our past

T A ATG Rk —AE k3 Like the cold Mauna Kea

e Tk Our cold past
MRS FRATHIHA R 2018.7.23
RS RAT i & , >
KA H 8 LT Ly island of Hawaii.
ATk B 2
2018.7.23
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\f>\ \Af-\a.c o L;a..l.\ﬁ
SN L e 101

J;bdnutsfj\):uu
&lis I8 Tl w&\&\d\j
CL—.4
Lo 255
L.....ab:f.utes
Ul
LT LU e L o
2018 4J4 23
53 g2 e 3 Al GG e Vg

12

* Mauna Kea is a dormant volcano on the north-central

Translated by Sen Hada
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A NIGHT WITHOUT RAIN

A night without rain

Why are the steps still wet

The sculpture reflected in the lake is listening
attentively

Crickets in the grass are whispering

A night without rain

Passing by, maybe it's the wind from the south
Disappears in the street with the lights

It recedes and flashes, as struggle in the night sky

A night without rain
The rain poured down

Ba F % Wet time on the steps

\ Waved frequentl

WBERE R K AR T ey

WRIRAY IS ] 7 & B b Wanted to say goodbye

5 A But couldn't make a bit sound

B Perhaps it has forgotten how to open a mouth

N A night without rain

FEE R I s

HIT & — & 2018.9.19

M BT T E ] Translated by Sen Hada

TEIA T IR R

2018.9.19
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GOODBYE, FALLEN LEAVES

The sound of leaves falling

It's golden

It's the hand that I had once held
Swaying in my dreams again

The sound of leaves falling

It’s an early morning

A shell I picked up carelessly

It was once fiercely embraced by the sea

The sound of leaves falling
It’s warm

belo

WHHYE R It's my father's gaze
= Gently touching us in our past years
H_ vH [
IE{mlHﬁE,‘]
TSR E L 2018.11.13
TERRATE T 15 B i Translated by Sen Hada
2018.11.13
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SOUTHBOUND IN A SNOWY DAY

The train is moving
I thought the snow would catch up
But found there's nothing to keep

The snowflakes are still getting smaller
The snow is thinning
Seems to have become very light

And falling without a sound
I could see the fluttering snow on the treetops
Without a trace of concern

Some snow is still persisting
On the top of the hill, by the river, and in the fields
Still there

The platform has arrived
Looking back
There's no more snow left

Just wave and say something

Happy snow !
Well, only the snow is joyful

2019.1.27 writing
2019.12.17 Modified
Translated by Sen Hada
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AT X

BR W HAZRRR 2

Wl A7 Mzt
TR E A H 7R
BRI BO
HELGUT AWBAE T
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STILL THE WIND

Look at the sky turning from white to blue
There's just a wind coming through
Soothes that deep wound

Though everything becomes blurred

Even if nothing is left after all

But many, many years later

HRZREER Qna EZ?Y day
ATHTE
TERAPIRTR Certain railway station
5 ome port
B KA S
A ¥ An airport
KN p
, emembering a person
S An airport
AN Seems to have been here
HEAVY Seems to have been hurt in heart
[ A — A Seems like yesterday
. ~A And like in the 20th century
L =S Maybe it's just the wind
LSEES Maybe it really is a long time no see
IF x Maybe we never met
&ﬁg g It's just that the wind just passed through there
VRS H o X2
TFFLH I AR 2019.7.5
. Translated by Sen Hada
L EEAAA I g
NI 225
2019.7.5
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FHRIDHL R K HORQIN GRASSLAND LOVE SONG
X—IRIRELEE R This time I'll be on the prairie
SHREEMSL Looking for the breath of youth

Expect an unexpected encounter

R — AT

Grasslands
. ] There are sad songs, too
WA TG It was a beautiful girl who had left me
TR R S i A 2 R B%&ﬂ% I can't stay here
I don't want to ask too much about the prairie
TAREEH Just want to go back to the past with you

KT HEFERABIEKRZ

. In Horqin Grasslands
SUEFIOR ] B8 I want to dig this black dirt
And collect the breath you leave behind

T M e 2SI G el ST 1Y

TERFRID 5

R L0 Lot o

PR T R Then, sing our happy songs

FREIRE R 2019.8.5

W R £ 45 = Translated by Sen Hada
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Yan Zhi is a Chinese poet who founded the Wuhan Poetry Festival and the Guoer Library and the
Guoer Charitable Foundation. Yan Zhi’s works have won many awards and have been translated
into many languages.
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99.9 SQUARE

My love is exactly 99.9 square
that can fit a bed, capable of invisible tricks
and a study, of white paper and black words

an open guestroom
in private intercourse with a rippling sea
wilful clouds, saddening on the sky-flowers

my love is smaller than a wife

as it is to the nth degree of the circumference ratio of
love

it’s flesh-flesh, the occasional little piercing pain of
heart

even your chiding and criticizing tone
is broad, amiable and sexy
that makes me make a scene, captivating me

one day

when you can’t love any more
it’ll be because my 99.9 square
is getting smaller

not your fault

Translated by Ouyang Yu
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TRANSFERENCE

Deep autumn, revealing a mouthful of dentures
was taking a nap, in the mirror
like an old man in the evening

in private, he
transferred a series of errors
and regrets to winter

handing the slow ears and sensitive noses
over to medicine

and handing the age lacking in hearts
over to poetry

handing the shadows and suffering of the past
over to wounds

handing a fragmented life

over to me

memory, with a few furfurs of thinking

has fallen

this shadow, hidden deep inside the diamond
resembles the gnats whose time has all leaked through

dense, death
is a compulsory course
as it will come and knock on the door, sooner or later

deep autumn, the old man whose heart is steeled
wakes up in the mirror, handling
the handle of death
no one knows whose skin or head he’s going to harvest
Translated by Ouyang Yu
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SPLENDOR OF THE LOWEST POINTS
—Baotu Spring

According to the life philosophy of making progress,
babies cry out when they land on this earth
and begin looking upward, pursuing things

We look up at birds’ nests and chase dragonflies,
look up at mountains, and chase tigers and lion prides,
look up at another planet and chase lightning that's light years away

We look up to all we think of as high

We chase all we think of as far away

Brittle bones employed by the body and the strain of many years
cause us to collectively contract spinal problems

We drift with the current, street battles, and
shelling

We commit massacres

Compensation and punishment,

right and wrong, black and white

are like two withered vines intertwined

If we look through the cosmos' telescope,
ants are our relatives

mice, fleas, leopards, and humans

are just four humble nouns

Therefore, let us please swallow our pride,
bend at the waist, bend our knees

Three strands of the bright green Baotou spring
are in the sunlight, three lingzhi mushrooms

This bubbling, flowing treasure
has always been in the lowest points of humanity,
washing clean our overly ambitious sickened hearts

The splendor of the lowest points is what we’ve lost
Translated by Jami Proctor-Xu
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HOLDING RIVER SOUTH IN A TIGHT HUG

Autumn in River South

so many insects are calling out: Ge Ge (Bro)

love, thoroughly ripe...

petals, stretching themselves

to open, in response to the raindrops, the chirping of the grasshoppers
colours, flowing right into one’s face

were ordering solitude and the landscape of death

to roll up a lakeful of mountains and waters

the itchy powders

blown into the crack of the bones

the fragmentary desire

facing the light of dawn

a bit wet

the smoke-flower woman

fed the offspring of tradition

with fruit that broke out of the limitations, and with death
her turbulence?

her embrace with the darkness?

only thoroughly ripe love can endure...

thoroughly ripe love...

like agarwood, entered into the weakness of her fate

she had died twice before she died

when her grave was dug up

she died again

her previous life and her present life were both married to tragedy

an old grave at the foot of Jinfeng in Yushan

was more messy and desolate than imagination

where the entangled couch grasses were hanging their heads

as if in search of the secrets buried in the mud

at night, the piercing wind

once again violated the soul that had been interred

the wild flowers that sprouted out of the withered grasses and fallen leaves
without hindrance...
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and those skins, spices

lamp grasses, bones and old china

went through the dense veins of life and death
relying on a carved table of Wuzhen

for the placement of memory

getting rid of fatigue, fury, anxiety
helplessness, violence, mourning...

all the words closing in on the negative...

washing the heart with yellow rice wine

loosening the shredded ginger with plums

holding tight the colours of autumn in River South

holding tight the farewell that has just dropped out of a branch
holding tight the most dangerous drop of dizziness

inside the body

holding tight the setting sun

the cry that shattered the bones

and holding tight the poem that meets death again...

just like the painting, ‘The Fuchun Mountain Residence’ that sets death aside
from which flames of a funeral escape
with classic, apologetic beauty
that causes the postmodern to bend at the waist
the landscape that remains on the paper
as tender as sin
Translated by Ouyang Yu
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A LIFE UNDER SURVEILLANCE

I wake up in the afternoon.

The weather hasn’t woken up yet, it's dark and cloudy
When [ turn on my computer, things are always out of order
like morning and afternoon

When the air smells of coal

go have some kebabs

The saliva on the tip of the tongue
The rain in the third lunar month

Each floor of the elevator

has a comma, it stops

on one floor

Next to the button with no light
“No smoking”

has been torn in half

In the security cameras

the rushed faces exiting

and the rushed faces entering
are the same faces

The goddess in the center of the meridian

faces the door with a welcome, reaches out her hand
Monitoring

each person who passes by

GUEST OF HONOUR

Translated by Jami Proctor-Xu

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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CRYING SAND*

Explaining the destruction is no longer necessary
because there is no spleen, lungs, mouth or nose.
It is easier to sink into nightmares

than to live in the human world.

Sink into the Red Sea with no way back;

sink into the murderous betrayal at dinner.

Wings puffed up and down,

as the poisonous dragon flew out of supersonic glory.
Furious, it spewed fire continuously,

easily eating up a village,

a castle, several generations of descendants.

Disasters must be narrated.

You must know that the farthest escape in the world
is not to escape from the land of death,

but to escape to the useless mind.

O human beings, these days every year,

we write repeatedly, read a lot and lay out corpses
as an ancient glory in wine, blood

and a raging carnival.

Raging missiles!

Only by disintegrating day from night can we

pile up the tranquility of the streets and alleys

if the child, dragged out of the rubble, is still alive.

What is a bloody face?

What are parents with flying sand and rocks?

What is the tilted and rotating earth?

Pick up the pistol in someone's broken hand and point it at the sun!
From now on, I’ll stack love and cut it into mud.

*Included in Wu Yaozong's poetry collection (‘Slower than before, Faster than later”), 2023.
Translated from the Chinese by Dr Sayed Gouda
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GAZA CAUSE*

They are just children.

It’s too late for them to understand the composition of the game.
Apart from jumping sand and laughing,

there are also shells, screaming.

They long for the shrill alarm,

at least they can take away the ball, intact.

They think of the Egyptian KFC that comes through the tunnel,
and can't help sucking their greasy fingers.

It’s getting dark, yet they are not afraid,

but now they don’t dare to go home

for they are unrecognisable broken faces and bodies.

Adults must be crying for them.

‘Let's go!” That giant hand patted the back of their heads—
the remaining of their brains, bursting out,

and in their arms patted the contract renewed by Israel.
Death doesn't appreciate idle hands!

*Included in Wu Yaozong's poetry collection (‘Living in Imagination’), 2008.
Translated from the Chinese by Dr Sayed Gouda

Dr Gabriel Wu, who owns a PhD in classical Chinese literature from the University of
Washington — Seattle, is a writer raised up in Singapore, educated in USA and UK, and, since then,
based in Hong Kong. Enjoying a creative writing career for more than four decades, Wu has
published six poetry books (all won literary awards except the debut) and two short story
collections in Taiwan, Hong Kong and Singapore. His most recent poetry book is Slower Than
Before, Quicker Than After published in 2023 Taipei. Thrice he won the Singapore Literature Prize
(poetry, 2010, 2016, 2020), and bagged several prestigious literary accolades including the
Singapore Young Artist Award (1998). In 2019, Wu was writer-in-residence at the Lu Xun
Academy of Literature in Beijing. He has published widely in newspapers and literary magazines
across Asia, not only poems and fiction but also food and fine art critique columns.
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(Homage to “the ongoing genocide on 538 36 el Lol LY Caid 4._4)
Gaza” people and Palestinian identity, from | (L;&ng Y Hekie e M\ 4.1}@)\3
a Latin American and global perspective) i i

THE GRENFELL TOWER FIRE So17 ﬁﬁﬁf}ﬁ Ched

June 14, 2017 ) 3:«@—\\3»;5\3”—@\
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The only image that matters A it

in this poem is that of a baby 5 ;Eﬂ:m S ol

thrown by his mother from a building M‘j& col gl ):5‘

in flames, an infant abandoned o Ja3 s & ‘:';}w
to the law of objects that weigh T L

more than air, a child caught o) ::m> el o) Ja:j;

by a stranger, only this matters: Gl 24 ¢l

a building in the Brutalist style e C L@lbc e

in the center of London caught fire f’l"‘if Y e

—a 24-story-tall tower,

full of immigrants, renovated
barely the year before

by a company that cut costs

J\}C:\z&)&\ubu\;—\\_,.wsj
y1oM WJ

e Jt,> Lgolel oy o 3!
and clad the outer walls with cheap N6 paall o 10U Ll 3l 5 g
material—this, a mother W1 eldall 3086 -y
left with no other recourse . S S
s W a1 O Ll S
than to dangle her 6-month-old son 7 Jﬁzﬁr_ dﬂ_f.j

from the 9th floor window and let
him go, hoping a passerby
would catch him—the material

Ble @il oladl che I
AP PESUBH/

%120
that coated the walls was gas Sl - 72,
to the flames of the fire that charred Y
120 apartments o) s s K
and 72 people— there are Ol Lj:: Ll “fj “éij
things: a mother’s desperation, T i M‘f‘:@

the speed with which flames climb
and swallow a building, the way

a child’s body accelerates

as it falls, the hands, the arms,

and the chest that catch and absorb,
that hug and shelter, there are things,
terrible, holy, things of fear

and trembling that still and prostate
the mind, and the only word worthwhile
is the prayer to be, at all times,

the stranger who heard and paid head,
who ran toward the mother’s shouting

Olel, My LgJu}/\ 4.]@..»4}12:‘;

U,A..CJMLH\JMU

4;\.‘...1\_“..&: 4‘;&30@4‘9

4%;@\ ¢ dwdie LMJ

SRS (A ¢ S

rL«AYL oj.,\i-\a»}.‘\‘\.q.lﬁb LJ.UJ\

4u\3‘5‘ﬁ\J§L§ u)ﬁ;\:—.ﬂ\f

cM\j@.«udJJ\w‘fd\

(’y‘c‘ﬂ)’”u‘st*U‘
E.\ﬁu\.:w.:ai%}“w\w%j

34



JEREMY PADEN

LS oY sl LY ) = O3l £ e

the captain lands in paradise

he will take the world to be a breast
sweet & heavy with milk

offered by god to him alone

like the pear the schoolboy augustine
stole & ate & loved

columbus will love & eat & steal

then dream of jerusalem
a pearl of great price to be bought

with american gold

o waters of the orinoco
lovely troubled waters

by your banks the captain

will pluck his harp & sing a song
of zion—he will have landed

in paradise & believed it his own

—world as sacred burning heart. (3:A
Taos Press, 2021)
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not all madness is descent

some is flight the rise
of a million wings
that darken the sun

some is leave
of home & name
& rights to wander

some
is gift

but how are we to know
if the barber’s basin
that glints on the barber’s head

as he rides his donkey
to the next town

was bequeathed to us
by the gods to ward off
evil enchanters

or if it’s the happy barber’s
& no one else’s

must we always fight
to own by merit
the madness that is ours

& what of the madness
of finally knowing who we are
who can live with such a gift

—world as sacred burning heart. (3:A
Taos Press, 2021)
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how to start a flowery war
Moctezuma I (ca. 1398-1469)

when you come into your throne at forty

& rather than blessings the gods are liberal
with curses, when in their wrath they send
locusts, then floods, then frosts, when hunger
sets in & the memory of collapse descends

in the night like pollen on the flower of suffering

when the end of a cycle coincides with your rise

& the flower of suffering ripens into blight
start a war, call it a never-ending game

come to your enemy neighbors with a chart

of yeses & noes, speak of values, tell them loss
will aggregate over time into victory

when perpetual war is a game, call it

a flowery war, call it hummingbird flight

turn blood into a harvest for the gods

to keep them fed & fat & happy

keep them distracted with the game

to lull them away from their calendar keeping

when you say to your neighbor let’s play
at flowery wars, stress cooperation
say attrition plays no role in this game

but know they are pirates, that when one becomes

two & their two becomes more than two
they might choose to coalesce around numbers

when your neighbors come together over you
rely on your study of paradox, offer

them multiple choices, remind them life

is a stag hunt, that together more warriors
can be turned into flowers, that more flowers
offered to the flames means more maize
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when you come into your throne at forty | VI g eki e S5 lss
when the end of a cycle coincides with your rise | 33 3200 oty Ll el 35 ek
when the gods are liberal with their curses | Ll (3 b YOS e
when perpetual war is a game of flowers | Sl A LIl o 1 0585 Ledis
|

when you say to your neighbors let’s play ol L Sl ot J o5 Leis
when your neighbors come together over you | e bl ez Lodie
when life is a dilemma, a tragedy of the commons | Loladlslule clliane 3L 0 55 Lakis
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—-world as sacred burning heart. (3:A Taos | - (2021 ¢ 2l
Press, 2021) | 525 oo 3 AWV e Lo 5

Jeremy Paden is a poet, a literary translator, and a professor of Spanish at Transylvania University
in Lexington, Kentucky, USA. His scholarly work principally focuses on Colonial Latin American
literature. He is the author of six books of poems and an illustrated children's book. His
bilingual_Under the Ocelot Sun/Bajo el sol del ocelote (Shadelandhouse Modern Press, 2020) won
a Campoy-Ada prize for Spanish language children's books; Self-Portrait as an Iguana (Valparaiso
USA, 2021), a collection of poems written in Spanish and translated by him into English co-won
Valparaiso USA's first Poeta en Nueva York Prize; world as sacred burning heart (3: A Taos Press,
2021), a collection of poems on the colonization of the Americas in the 16th Century; and, most
recently, he and the Chilean poet, Luis Correa-Diaz have published co-authored book of poems in
Spanish Un poema rdpido en vez de un himno (Santa Rabia Poetry Press, 2024).
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.Press. 2024)
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SUNRISE IN THE EYES OF THE SNOWMAN

Kiss me. Breathe into my mouth the way lovers do.
Taste my neck before I melt down to my waist.
Kiss me when only shiny flakes are left.

When horoscopes start sounding like weather reports,
when the radio announces short sleeves on spring uniforms,
let me love myself hugging ice cubes in the bottom of your glass.

Every morning gives birth to the night,

the time when your guests come dressed in black.

I repeat your words engraved on my wedding ring:
flowers are replaceable and only flowerpots remain.

But will you love me, a swollen carrot
and two charcoal eyes on the pavement

in a cold puddle?
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HAPPY DAYS IN THE MENTAL INSTITUTION

The nurse comes with pills and a glass of water.
Her sharp collar cuts the air in half.

On the left lie those who pretend to be ill
to avoid execution.

On the right lie those who pretend to be ill
because they were chosen to execute those
on the left.

The patients on neither side talk,

disgusted with each other.

they gnaw pillows, piss on the floor

and fart in front of the doctor.

Whenever the nurse loudly concludes that some patient

must be feeling better

they shout from the other side that his condition is even worse,
that the patient is closer to a flowerpot

than a suicide bomber.

But after midnight

when the moonlight moves the barbed wire
up the wall

all the patients

play chess so nobody wins

and punish those who feel better

with a double dose of pills.

Outside of the hospital it’s worse.
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MY ACCENT
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I love my accent, I love that wild sea !
which attacks my weak tongue. |
It doesn’t reside in the morning radio news I Jendl Gl 5 U] i 3 ﬂj@ o s
as much as in the rustle of job offer flyers ! SISk sesl e uld)
stapled to street poles. I . Mu A g J
In my accent you can find my past, : s Blewd sl J1; Le < ket G
|
|
|
|
|
|
|

the different me who still talks with imagined fish oS 3
in a glass of water. '
(Bleo S NIy
My grandfather was a fisherman s oy e s
and I grew up on a dock CRPPSIN -
waiting for him to come back. Il Cseio (o 5 S s oY ke
He built a gigantic aquarium when I was born (S Lgd ey u\g S0 JS 3

and every 'tir'ne he brought a fish LS lgads O_L;_ O 1S, 1) 53 Lgnans OIS
he named it immediately by some word I had to learn' ;¢ j I Al L A A u"b

until the next came... next came... next came. LA
I remember the first two were called “I am” i ;,L:;.G 1S eSas J ot OF JS &t
and after that the beauty of language came to me L Il :551 Js s s
through shining scales. e il JYs e
I learned watching the aquarium Sl 5 5 saalin ool

and recognizing the words by silent colours. il 01 s e SLISUI e Gl
After returning home (I )@ 4o Ay

my grandfather would spend whole nights elS I ooy (g O
making sentences by combining the fishes S o INE e e 555 3

who would pass each other. Foandl gan il JE )
It’s how I learned to speak. RN Caalas 10

I left the house the day my grandfather went
fishing for a black fish he was missing
and never came back.

S o) X% J;.;l\’c;J;Lc
.T.xj.ui(dj

Now I am sitting in my empty room
as in an aquarium

talking with the ghosts of fish

I used to recognize as words,

talking with the shadows floating
over the flyers ripped off street poles.
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“I love my accent... 6;._@ ol
I love my accent...” 6,._@ ol
I repeat it again and again - JUiy = \J\Jgj \J\f uJJS\
so as not to ask myself: SOVT -y |

Who am [ now?
Am I real or just the black fish
my grandfather failed to catch.
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GORAN SIMIC - BOSNIA AND
HERZEGOVINA CONTEMPORARY POETRY
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SPRING IS COMING

Spring is coming on crutches.

Swallows nest again in the ruins

and diapers flutter merrily on a clothesline

stretched between two graveyards.

Peace

caught us unprepared to admit without shame

that we survived and that we dream of gulls and the sea.

It brought restlessness to our Sunday suits and dancing shoes.
It settled in our stomachs like a disease.

Spring is coming on crutches.

Look, idle soldiers drunkenly roam the town

afraid they’ll have to turn in their uniforms if they return home.
Look, they are carrying a young man from the cinema

because he couldn’t bear the beauty of a happy ending.

Look, the former hundred-metre champion

sits alone at the stadium watching the shadow

of his wheelchair.

Even my neighbors don’t quarrel with the same zeal.

It feels as if we woke in our underwear under a spotlight

on the stage, and we have yet to find the exit.

The peace halved us.

Spring is coming. On crutches.

The time of medals is coming,

when children from freshly whitewashed orphanages
start searching for family albums,

the time when big flags cover this landscape of horror
in which my neighbor, in the basement,

holds a child’s winter glove in his hand.

And weeps.
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GORAN SIMIC - BOSNIA AND
HERZEGOVINA CONTEMPORARY POETRY
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Goran Simi¢ was born in Vlasenica, Bosnia and Herzegovina, in 1952. He wrote eleven volumes
of poetry, drama, and short fiction, including Sprinting from the Graveyard (Oxford, 1997). His
work has been translated, published and performed in all major European languages. One of the
most prominent writers of the former Yugoslavia, Simi¢ was trapped in the Siege of Sarajevo. In
1995 he and his family were able to settle in Canada as the result of a Freedom to Write Award
from PEN. Immigrant Blues was Simic¢'s second full-length volume of poems in English, and the
first to be published in Canada. This was followed by a poetry collection, From Sarajevo, With
Sorrow, and Yesterday's People, a collection of short fiction, which was shortlisted for both the
Relit Award and the Danuta Gleed Award for best first collection of short fiction. In 2010, he
published two more books: a poetry volume entitled Sunrise in the Eyes of the Snowman and his
second collection of stories, Looking for Tito. His collection Sunrise in the Eyes of the Snowman
was awarded the Best Canadian Book Prize in 2012 by the Association of Canadian Authors
(CAA) — first such to be given to a non —Canadian author. He held posts in Edmonton Univerity
and other Canadian educational institutions. In 2013, he returned to live in Sarajevo. Goran Simié
died on 29 September 2024, at the age of 72.
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AHMET YALCINKAYA - EJjBﬁIYg.E; L s CONTEMPORARY POETRY

BAZEN

diinyanin ¢ivisini ¢ikarsam mi1 diyorum
aklima geldikce

delirecegim ataletine hisimin akrabanin elinde coca cola

dostun, tanidigin, is arkadaginin

delirecegim ataletine sevgimin, 6fkemin, bilgimin, cahilligimin...
gelismislik canaginda kasikladigim etiketler alnimda

delirecegim ataletine gbren goziimiin, isiten kulagimin...

bir lanetli asker sikar kursunu {i¢ yasinda ¢ocuga isgal altinda
mermi kahrolur bu vahsete alet olunca
ben sadece gozyasimi sikarim

¢Op kutularini karistirir bir ihtiyar
kediler agit yakar vefasiz kaprisine zamanin
ben birbirine girmis riiyalarimi karistiririm

bir kadin ¢1glig1 yirtar gokleri acinin en acisindan
artik dikis tutmaz bu g6k utancindan bir daha
ben 6fkeyle gazeteyi, pasaportu, kafa kagidini yirtarim

aklima geldikce

rafa kaldirmak istiyorum ytiiregimi

ya da ¢ikarsam artik tamamen diyorum
diinyanin ¢ivisini
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AHMETYALCINRAYA - R CONTEMPORARY POETRY

SOMETIMES

I wonder whether I should put the world out of joint
when [ come to think of it

I will go mad at the inertia of the relatives with coca cola in their hands

of the friends, acquaintances, colleagues

I will go mad at the inertia of my love, my anger, my knowledge, my ignorance...
labels I spooned up in the bowl of development are on my forehead

I will go mad at the inertia of my seeing eye, my hearing ear...

a cursed soldier shoots the three-year-old child under occupation
the bullet is grieved as it was a tool for this fierce
I only squeeze out my tears

an old man rummages through rubbish bins
cats wail for the unfaithful caprice of time
I confuse my jumbled dreams, all mixed up, all in mesh

a woman's scream tears heavens with the most painful of pains
this sky will never stitch itself again because of its shame
I angrily tear the newspaper, passport, identity card and same

When I come to think of it
I want to shelve my heart, to place aside
or [ think I should completely henceforth
put the world out of joint
Translated into English by the author

Ahmet Yal¢ikaya is a Turkish poet and academician. His poems, essays, letters, interviews,
poetry translations have been published by newspapers and many reputable journals in Turkey,
Germany, England, Egypt, Romania and Uzbekistan. Has been awarded with several prizes. Has
represented Kiragi (Hoarfrost) Poetry Journal in Istanbul (1995-97). Has taken part in the editorial
board of the literary journal Endulus (Andalusia) (1997-98). Edited and published for a short time
(1995) the literary journal Mevsim (The Season). Some of his poems have been translated into
many languages. [Wikipedia]
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SAYED GOUDA - EGYPT / HONG KONG
E5S Eor ¢ pae B o

MEMORIRS

Nothing remains in the folds of my robe,
nothing remains in the space of my sky,
but memories,

the irreplaceable wealth of my life.
They carry me on wings of hope

as I go beyond life

to the loved ones, waiting.

How I long for them!

My tears steal out in cautious silence---
a sinner hiding himself from people

in shame.

He hides away,

lest they see the baring of a soul.
Behind a noble smile,

she conceals the fragility of her mountain.

When they come to me,

passers-by,

sprightly,

they light up my life.

Sometimes, I laugh,

and in longing I cry.

And sometimes, my mind wanders and
wanders,

and when I come back,

I see nothing in the folds of my robe,
and nothing in the space of my sky,
but memories.

12-13 June 2021
Translated from the Arabic by the author

CONTEMPORARY POETRY
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Sayed Gouda is an Egyptian poet who lives in Hong Kong, China. He has seventeen books of

poetry, fiction and translation. His work has been translated into many languages and he was
invited to attend many international poetry festivals. He was awarded several poetry prizes. He also
obtained his PhD in Comparative Literature from the City University of Hong Kong in 2014 and
ever since he has been teaching the Humanities at universities in Hong Kong and China.
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POETRY NEWS

TWO COLLECTIONS OF CHINESE
POETRY PUBLISHED

Nadwah- Hong Kong

March 2025

Two collections of Chinese poetry have
been published by Nadwah Publishing and
Translation. A book signing ceremony for
the two collections was held at 8:00 PM on
August 29, 2024, at Falak Bookstore in
Garden City, Cairo. The two collections are
Autumn Trees by the Chinese poet
Xiaoxiao and Whisper of the Wind by the
Chinese poet Yan Zhi. Both books were
translated into Arabic from the Chinese by
poet Dr Sayed Gouda

The book launch was attended by an elite
group of artists and writers, headed by Dr
Salah El-Meligy, former head of the Fine
Arts Sector at the Ministry of Culture and
professor at the Faculty of Fine Arts;
Mamdouh El-Qesseifi, a well-known visual
artist who has participated in numerous
international exhibitions and workshops,
especially in China, along with Dr Salah
El-Meligy; and Dr Mustafa El-Farmawy, an
animation director and professor at the
Faculty of Fine Arts. The well-known
writer and critic, Mr Yasser Othman, also
participated, enriching the evening with his
insightful questions and critical comments
about the poet's style, its transformation in
language formulation, and its occasional
use of theatrical description techniques.
Journalist Mona Abdel Latif also spoke,
praising the poems and the translation. Dr
Salah El-Meligy and Dr Mustafa El-
Farmawy commented on their experience
visiting China to participate in art
exhibitions.

The signing ceremony began with an
introduction by the poet Dr Sayed Gouda
about the poet Xiaoxiao, the poet Yan Zhi,
and Chinese poetry in general. He said that
Xiaoxiao's poetry is distinguished by its
courage in criticising what she deems
wrong in her society, and by her ability to
express her feelings and thoughts in clear
language with a beautiful rhythm.
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L

He described the poet Yan Zhi as a poet
who lives more in the past than the present,
a poet who lives on memories and with his
loved ones from the past. He also spoke
about his imagination and his keen sense of
nature, and how he transformed it into
characters that we feel and that feel us. This
was followed by a speech from the poet
Xiaoxiao, in which she thanked those
present and expressed her happiness at
visiting Egypt for the first time to sign her
first poetry collection in Arabic.
Afterwards, a representative of the Chinese
poet Yan Jie spoke via Zoom. Yan Jie was
unable to attend the signing, so he spoke on
his behalf about his poetry briefly,
explaining how it focuses on nature and his
feelings for it, and how he was able to
portray it in a unique poetic way. He then
read the poem "Whisper of the Wind,"
which 1is the title of the collection. After
that, the poet Xiaoxiao read several poems
from her collection in Chinese, while I read
the Arabic translation.

The audience asked many questions about
Xiaoxiao's poems and her paintings and the
relationship between them, and what is the
relationship between the drawing of the
pyramids and the Sphinx in the heart of the
Chinese mountains. Xiaoxiao answered that
both the Egyptian and Chinese civilisations
are ancient civilisations, and that both the
pyramids and the Mountain of the Gods in
Tibet are characterised by mystery, so she
wanted to bring them together as symbols
of these two ancient civilisations. She also
pointed out that the cows depicted in her
paintings, which are cows released to graze
in the pastures without being slaughtered,
are a symbol of the freedom that every poet
and artist needs.

The book launch was accompanied by an
exhibition of ten artworks by poet
Xiaoxiao, which were admired and
appreciated by the attendees. The covers of
the two collections were designed by artist
Mamdouh Al-Qassifi. The translator, poet
Dr. Sayed Gouda included the original
Chinese poems alongside the Arabic
translations.

JS\M&\L;UM>&,J:.LW4JL4.>QLJ;LJ\W}}
&ML}‘CAJU\J\)SJJ‘JLDMJ&LN 4J..pL:L\u.A
can llaclusy s e Lol ead LS. o\l
uﬂgjgdwupwwyaiusj;w\wmb
U;M&J\jujuof-l,&wuﬁ\.uw\ L.:
cﬁr’ ras Jﬂ e LB B3k 8 Lpae 0 o)
JW“‘L"J"\”(.;'U\AQQLL;“‘MJQL“MVJL’?J}J
Jsjm|uﬁ5‘9jbubawdou&wuuuc})~n
tUa_._w\u\u_.S)Lg_:uLM}\ Lodall oo a3
ThA et 5na 13 03 (b (g o S La g
ju‘y@oﬁu\u\f\.&m u\y.xj\u\)‘:_ujmv.l\
wfﬂo;lﬁtgw\u_ljbq_»\ygw.uwM\;
a.))> )JLLMJ\LQLLS\MJJJ\
Z);LU\MM&DULAY\JAQM\Q}JJU-\CJL
O BN Loy Lo BVl p Lo gun ) (o5 Ll
wbbw\d@\w&g\j@\ ‘juu‘ﬁy\s&‘d\)
M\}MJAL\WJL&\&SQbJWjquLLJ\
&A.GJY\JQJULA\JAY\JAMSQUQL&«)&ODJW
UJJ“JSWCA-AU‘UJ\JUMMKJQ‘WWJ\
SOl e BiLs . O ) 8l 5
&fﬂq}\ﬁd)’\b\f}m\dﬁ)@bﬁ&u}w}\
J:.LNJSL@,J\CLmJMm«fLUfJ@l@:UAQny—\JL\
Loley

oo s Jlasla a2 e a3 sl Ji Lo L3 s
e Qe U I ldpld s e Ll Ole gy
739 S 0Ll il 3l 3 e - oo pukiS
ZJJJ.-JM.M/ )J,.;LMJ\ )...U JJ-.XAJ\.:\.QLJA.M,QJJ\
MJJ\WJJ\CAM\JQLM\JM\C\J;\J\;

48




PREVIOUS ISSUES: 14l sluel

Nadwah Poets
Special lssue




A Glimpse of Art NADWAH 09X O8I (po £ gy

Artist: Taghrid Rizq
Artist Info: Egypt

Title: A Scene in Faiyum
Dated: 2007

Medium: Oil colour
Classification: Painting

Dimensions: 40 cm x 50 cm
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