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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:

* A special thanks to khédija Gadhoum, editor of
French/Spanish sections, Cici F#7i, Meng Qi 73

and Angel Wu 52238, the Chinese translators, for her
great contributions to this issue.

Chief Editor: Sayed Gouda
dr.sayedgouda@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
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: Mamdouh Kassifi
mkassifi@gmail.com

Call for Submissions

Nadwah invites submissions in
English or Arabic. Please
indicate whether you are the
author/translator or hold the
copyright of your poem/
translation. Your poems should
be sent to the respective
section editors and cc’d to the
chief editor.

Nadwah reserves the right to
correct obvious language
errors, but will consult poets
and/or translators when in
doubt.

You may follow updates on the
Nadwah website:
www.arabicnadwah.com/e-
nadwah.htm

Publishing Guidelines

Font: 11, Times New Roman.
Titles: Unless the whole poem
1S written in lower case, all
titles should be 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.
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EDITOR’S FOREWORD

finalised, war on Iran erupted.

Although the poems featured in this
issue do not directly pertain to this ongoing
war, I —as a citizen of this world—cannot
allow this event to pass without declaring
my full support for the victimised nation:
Iran. It is a nation that has single-handedly
confronted two colonial war machines in an
unjust conflict.
Just as the free world has stood with Gaza
throughout the past three years, it now
stands with Iran in its heroic resistance
against the brutal aggression launched
against its territory and its leaders. And
now, we witness Iran emerging victorious,
having taught its enemies a harsh lesson:
this time, they chose the wrong adversary.
Regardless of the outcome of the war, what
matters is that we stand on the right side of
history —that we uphold the truth, proclaim
it aloud, and defend it. We stand with Iran
—as a state, a people, a government, and a
leadership. How delighted I was to witness
thousands of members of the Iranian
opposition, both within and outside Iran,
declare their full support for their leaders —
despite their own intense opposition to
them. This is precisely what every citizen
who believes in his/her country ought to
do. Some have sided with the enemies
against their own nation; such individuals
are no less than traitorous collaborators
who have sold out their homeland —driven
by nothing more than delusions harboured
within their petty minds and base souls.
Long live Iran! May its enemies—the
aggressors, collaborators, and traitors—be
utterly humiliated! Our deepest gratitude
goes to China and Russia for extending
their full support to Iran in this war that has
been thrust upon it.

' ust as the texts for this issue were

Sayed Gouda, PhD
China - 11 April 2026
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NOTES ON EXILE

I am carried amidst the crowd,

Above me, the banner of rebellion.

I was born there, near sorrow,

Behind the waves and the shores.

"Now is my birth, I said

“And my death ( as I die) is now."

The archives of my knowledge are only
debris ,

And my innocence is a gateway to
illumination.

Therefore, if I have been decent, what is
my crime?

And if [ sin, how can I be judged?

I drag my cry behind me

And dance the dance of the slaughtered.
The walls of doubt banish me

The call of the soul draws me closer.
My solace is the voice of Job,
Imprisoned in anguish and pain.

And my excuse, the hand of (Penelope)
Busy mending her spilled promise.

I raise to you, the echo of my hymns,
Hands longing for a consolation, a relief
The palace soldiers banished me,

So I crafted my tale in secret.

I call upon what has died within me,

Letting go of memory and remembrance.

My country plotted my death,

So sorrow turned me into a blade.
Other peoples’ voices speak me,
Driving me into the fog of despair.

I am imprisoned in echoes;

My voice is borrowed, false

I steer the boats of poetry

To cross toward the whispering waves,
And I water the grass of my sayings
To bloom in the meadows of feelings.
But the tribes rush to inhabit me

And split me with the arc of the sun.

I return to my poetry journal
Carried over waves of sorrow

I come back with a grieving heart
And a voice muffled, mute.

I return to my homeland a roaming
phantom

That gathers the laments of shores,
I race through the paths of the past
A child, dark with grief.

My heart is a basket of longing,
And my steps are the only address

Whatever has been narrated by clouds is
dust

Whatever has ripened in fire is false
The droplets of dew are thorns,

The stretches of the horizon are mere
walls.

When we recited the the surah of the
night

The festivities of lights loomed

When we returned wheat to the orphan,
Rain started to do our bidding

Are we afraid of the horses of Quraysh
Or the pigeons of the cave?

When eyes of death gaze at me,

The echoes of heavens bring me relief
When I mourn what has died of me,

A small mulberry tree takes part in grief.
I am famous, yet unknown,

Language always fall short of describing
me

I am the ever flowing soul

Buried In memory,

How then can I ever be doomed?

I call out to all my enemies,
Come forth to console me.

I have been promised to sorrow;
To sorrow, return me.

My path to joy is blocked;

My escape is not secure.

If I remain here, I shall be immortal,
But if I move on, I will move on without
me.

Having been hesitant to join the festival,
I Only found little soup

When I approached the clouds with my
thirst,

They only poured thunder
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For casting me away ,by way of charity. when asked about my work:
When asked what I desire, I dry the sweat of echos, I answered.

Love, I said, and a little bit of pity.

when asked about my work:

I dry the sweat of echos, I answered.

I weave my exile into poems

That put back thunder into our clouds
And open new gates to dawn

I craft a pupil for blindness.

If I remain here, I shall be immortal,
But if I move on, I will move on without
me.

Having been hesitant to join the festival,
I Only found little soup

When I approached the clouds with my
thirst,

They only poured thunder

I did not , however, blame my country;
For casting me away ,by way of charity.
When asked what I desire,

Love, I said, and a little bit of pity.

I weave my exile into poems

That put back thunder into our clouds
And open new gates to dawn

I craft a pupil for blindness.

And try to remind the hopeless:

The butterfly was once a caterpillar.

I hope yo that awaken the conscious of

the thief

To confess his crimes

I try to grant the wretched enough hope

To help them cope.

what is poetry?

Tales that dissolve tenderly in lines

Turning my hand into a pen

That calms its anxiety with hope.

If I said my hand is a pen,

I apologize, it is rather a sheet of paper.
Translated by the author
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QUESTIONS NOT PICKED BY HER HANDS
I wonder: did her face appeare

I wonder: did she sit to leaf through the serene

PhOtOS- .. for a while? ) as she read her coming sorrows in
Did she say a gentle evening would come, the silence of his eyes?

where we would sit in the fire’s glow to speak A ¢ she ascended between his

Of hope or of sorrow? hands with her slumbermg steps
Did sleep toward the crossing of wishes, its

alight like a faint whisper upon the grass of her gtairg shattered, rung by rung‘?
lashes,
as she crossed in her dream toward the thorns  He moved on in sadness.

of the homeland? He did not wish

for the autumn, suspended in the
He seemed free. stillness of the trees,
He did not seek to be the first to overhear the grief

to sell the winds that sang through the trees—  f the news.
the yearning of songs,

as they circled the cage. Did she feel his pains?

How often did he tell the same tales And did she realize,

to his peers, of men who journeyed through  hen she touched the trembling of
the nights far his hand,

from hearth and kin? that the rain

Yet he would fall, despondent, would fall heavy, heavy,

into the weeping of the young ones, drenched ¢, nights without end,

in fear and questions. upon a dying sprout?




ELEWA, SALAH - EGYPT

GUEST OF HONOUR

s =bade ~ Mo
itk A NS N E TRABIE > fh ) T 2 7 1R I
o YR i B TR R
RAME > WETEMT > BB ... Bl T AR AR R ?

@B TEI/ LR—xJL?
Rmuiat o —AMRBIY S SR

&MH$Tkﬁ¢’m%%§’&m%%?

S A 0 S L B >

HE RO A AN — PR B - REMBERM

HEZE?

flt B LR Y
fl AR

LR S AE AR ] W ) JXS2 P ) S

L NGEE T THEEE ©

il 8 2 UKl Rl PR PF R R AR MO > SR T IRLE
FEREHZATIN > ImERPE - LEEAN ?

EAd A SH e B v

BE AT SR NE A - IRSRBLIRIE T RMA S BE

LI FEAD AT 18] > 3 AU
258

RS E L — — IR AR
[ N

@E%ﬁ*%ﬁo

AT

%%ET% AR TR HIRK € >
AW B ERAEHIWT AR ©

It sz B b g TG 2

204 Tt il 20 e AR XCE ) B
MhRAEL TR

AR
KUTE M ~ DIEME T
BEMAL > MEAE
ITHE—MRIESEHIBCE L 2

5 el O 541 d U

.ﬁ\j)ym‘j

G e

bl olast 3

# 3 Sl V 5SL b e
Mubbffcw\ubyj
Mu&\c\}n\b‘gu\jubww uﬁ

o z J};u .A.%j Jj—u Y a3
i ub}w\" éj" LSJLL"J

UJJL..U U’“b L;L:' ‘\.‘—J..M

o3B3 Lty

g ownY Uy‘b QYLLAJ

S5 S ANNS 58

Sl 3y,

u\.._d\

g_.J‘J.J\ J\.n-@—'\ U.S\ uL.s.S\ ij

M‘u\f\d&w\yl
‘b&:-dbjbu,wbdj.wwbu M\W|
Mw\tﬂ\jwbé.ﬂ\&&uu\fjl

o I Ll oy s 5 ol s 53 e s o |

|

kS L 5 o el |
b&>}¢bbbwbb@bhﬂb@%&ﬁ@ﬂj:
Jj;dJéjJ}aJYJé

Ao AT bz 1, |
QUG.J\H}SLS\;;J{&A-%L}&JUI

|

Jjaj‘.«@j.)}aﬁyv\.;|

ey Jom sl 3 Uil b 35

Al Jlall 3 lagss 4l

s il SV 3 ol O L1 e £ 5
U sl s Blanly |



ELEWA, SALAH - EGYPT

GUEST OF HONOUR

| DSBS skt 25 el
| Sl S Sl o0 e
: Llas S,
|

gyj.,\.Ej;):JY.LEI
L;LGWCAML}JA\&LGLSJ)&JAWMJ

u}\;\)jdé\}ihubv@unl

RECOLLECTION

When I saw you at the doors of forenoon,
I realized you were a passerby in the
thoughts of the wind and the lights of
mirrors.

When I met you, I saw only two hands
weaving a tale,

Repairing the horizon, the summer, and
the old water canals, mending

What remains of a girl’s longing and the
murmurs of words of wisdom.

With two clouds, |
in full,

And with two poems that shimmer,
turning dawn into rivers, trees, and
moons in fairy tales.

sketched your sorrow

You may or may not return,

And I remain here to guide the last
passerby,

[lluminating your name in a moment
sparkling like heaps of gifts.

You may or may not return

And I linger, hanging on the steps of
days,

Rising and falling in destinies like songs
and wishes,

Trembling like nights and doors left ajar
in brief conversations and fading
intentions.

I am the small basket of sorrow;

I came to gather the straw of your
footsteps from distant paths,

Collecting you from your visions,

From the dew,

And the carvings on mosque wood,

From the noisy linger of friends, hesitant
to leave the coffee shops,

From mornings adorned with lovers,
From the echoes cracked by the waves of
aspirations and the grief of victims.

You may or may not return,

And my thoughts tremble on the roads
Open to the despair of street hawkers and
the absentmindedness of prison moons,
Or the uneasiness of scaffolding of
forgotten builders

Who left the villages weeping,

to pass through fog to shiny domes

And through distractions to the downpour
of dust's sorrow

On corners.

You may or may not return,

And I forged you from my crossing like a

gambler in the noise of my busyness,

From the unaided passing of salesladies

to the other side of the evening

From the festive gap between word and

meaning,

from the stumbling of my steps in

memories,

And from the passage of pop stars to

girls’ diaries, without a blemish.
Translated by the author
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TO MY OLD FRIENDS

And what shall I remember of them,
My old friends?

As cities of departure grow between us,
Waves leave villages at the banks
Carrying sailors’ sons,

Old autumn perches

On a shivering bough.

And what shall I remember of them,
My old friends?

But a moment

Maybe

Or less

But the terse shiver of light

Before candle turns out.

And what shall remember of them?
Their dalliance on the road of farewell
Their falter

As they admitted their frailty

Beneath the rocky mask

Their endurance

On the stairs of their days

As the broad light fades

And shiver wakes up in the rips.

And what shall remember of them?
But what I have wasted on the road of
glory

To return to their companionship

ARABIC POETRY
Regretful

Under the same sails.

And walk in their night like a stranger
To mourn the wills they have left

On my wrist

And the tears they have shed

On my bag

And what shall remember of them?
But their departure

In old air

Bewildered

Accompanied by the night’s moon
The echoes of their hopes

Fade in the village’s breeze.

And what shall remember of them?
But their return

Full of sadness

To my heart

Repeating what they had repeated on my
mind

A night after another

And forgetting

That I recall their sayings in my mind
In order to continue

That I spend the night with them
After they had left

Taking

The roads of return.

14
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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 (/gra Cultural Foundation) in 1993. He was shortlisted for the
best poetry collection in the Sharjah Poetry Competition in 2007
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TO MY OLD FRIEND

To my friend Salah Elewa, in response to his poem

And what will you remember of me
if I leave without bidding you farewell,
so that you don’t see me

wiping my tears,

sailing with the wind

to wherever the sails wish,

to the heart of the ocean—

where I remain,

without arrival,

without departure,

away from the people,

in the presence of the sea.

I lower my head,

that refused to bow

before the crowd.

And what will you remember of me
if you write a poem

and I’m not next to you,

listening,

sharing your nights,

whispering in dawn’s ear about you,
as flowers smile

on the hills?

And what will you remember of me

if you see my mountains

fall to their knees

and become clouds,

scattered by the wind, a line of smoke,
as I walk in shackles, dragging my heart
in a moment of silence

where the tongue of submission speaks?

And what will you remember of me
if you see the fighter in me

lying on the ground

next to a horse that wants to rise,
its wounds screaming,

unable to move?
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I’m here, my friend,

still fighting

until the extinguishment of the last light,
to carve on the rocks of impossibility
the path of return.

What will you remember of me then?
And what will you forget?

Forget, if you wish, our joyful times,
our visits to the bookshops,

our walks in the streets

reciting beautiful verses,

lighting candles in the nights of art.

Forget all these, if you wish.
But,
in the name of friendship,
if one day I cross the horizon of your mind,
or you find yourself in a gathering
where they speak of me,
remember, my friend,
that I was the only one who said ‘NO!’
when all the others
were kneeling.
23 October 2007

2007 45123
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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
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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' THE APPLE OF WONDER h a3
| = |
‘i In my wonder, the apples and oranges of heavens Y, o ﬁw\ CL‘” ub Ay é

Appeared on the cheek of phrases.

I walked in the night of my breaths without pain,
And I carried the lamp of galaxies.

And when I lit my longing in the oil of the horizon,
And the seat of the wave feared my shells,

I tempted myself, and my soul, in its sighs,
Returned to the sea the shores of my possibilities.
In my yearning, sacred alphabets

From their colour, the artery of my sighs reddens.
And in my eyes, the nights dwelt with longing.
Behind heavens, I may reveal my heavens.

In my wonder, the sieve carries a rhyme

That lay stones of paths upon the sand.

The scroll of magic are pains smoked by

The cup of my wound, its metaphors stretched.
And water, what is water but what the sea's lyre hums
in the eye of my expectations!

The cloak of silence in my heart, without a shroud,
And the tents are but the shadow of my brokenness.
And the coat of the dream, deep within, sent forth by
An anklet of revelation, abandoned by my flutes.

So do you reproach me for the Qur'an of colours,
The bleeding of its prism, the gospel of my verses?
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And does my heart have a hat upon the pens? : u A0 fd J.y
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I sat, time defeated by my beliefs, ;&; (,yeyr v_x,_ ww &
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So I said, what is the value of pens if they forget
The beginning of longing in the heart of endings?

Samer Mahmoud al-Khatib is a Syrian engineer and poet residing in the UAE. He has several poetry
collections, including ‘Festival Rituals’, ‘Obsessions’, ‘Scattered Sections’, ‘Bells’, and most recently,
‘Fragments of Silence’. Several Arab magazines have published his work, including Al-Ahram, Al-Anwar,
Amargi, Al-Qawafi, Al-Sharjah, and Al-Rafid. He has participated in several poetry festivals at the House of
Poetry, the Emirates Writers Union, and the Sharjah Heritage Authority.
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A LANGUAGE OF EMBRACE

Songs expand according to your love,
And the heart of life turns green.

sLA u.l? a3
Be the passion of the sea... Be a language of dL:-U 4 us Tk uij :
embrace,
And be a tear in prayer. all 3 e us J :
|
POETIC OVERNIGHT 2 R '
sl
At midday, I tend to the Asiatic cat or the orange i :
sapling, BERES 15y el s el i
As if the mirage of the midday heat were a cloud | - - ¢ !f:l.:. (“'“° i u\f:;jS |

on the slope.

L.u | i
I listen to a poet saying: My paradise is in my u'; ’L” d v““" f’ t; W

ribs,

And in my heart, the sun of dew glows with s “UJ" C;’») “\‘L”““SU L@JL" 61" UJJ’U\
verdure. cnlda w)JU L}Ja.@JLJ\va Lo
The paths remain as they are; the poems are a CL)J s J"’J slee s

stubborn wind;
The fire still falls; time is a vast wound,
And my eyes are sand, fire, and wind.

THE BIOGRAPHY OF THE LOST ONE @)5\ d 5 e ‘_;j) oYL d)sb I

And I say: With breaths, quench an ember in the T LS i
wind or the flow of my blood, T UL’“U‘ o* ‘)jf" e I
For the other wolves attacked my soul, and my ;bM}H “L"J
friends have disappeared... o-*"-**’ L) & o Sl Kiae J‘" (‘*” I
Didn't I say one day that my poem is my friend L«ai‘ Uiy !
in life, and I am the one illuminated , Ao ’uﬂﬂ“ Sl JgJ :
By all the longing and passion on earth that L}—\-LA“ s Sl Cind e j
shapes the biography ofthe.lost one ' ;LU u—-’- oo ez 4..;) Q35> s>t j\
Or erases the edges of a white desire of basil and

water? s JI

Nemer Sa’ady is a well-known Palestinian poet living in Basmat Tab’oon village, east of Haifa city in al-
Jalil. He has several poetry collections such as Utopia of a Female (2010), She Ties Her Hair to a Thirsty
Dove (2014), The Lover's Commandments (2014). His poems have been translated into several languages
such as Enghsh Romanlan and Chlnese and appeared in several anthologles
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[ AS WE EMBRACE

THOUSANDS ARE
DYING ALL OVER
THE WORLD

As we embrace thousands
are dying of starvation

as we embrace thousands
are dying in wars

as we embrace thousands
are dying in violent
accidents

as we embrace thousands
are having a hand in their
deaths with a final hug

before letting go

I can’t embrace those who
are no longer breathing I
embrace you embracing
me till we can barely
breathe this here this now
$0 many can no longer
feel us

shuddering with love on
the verge of being lifted
into that one true
nothingness

waves

sweeping over stony
rubble

unmoved and silent

from this moment on

will love enable

or is love unable

from this moment on
will these stones

remain so unmoved so
silent?

there is no answer

1 don 't want an answer
butI do

I know my knowing
whether we will ever be
able to embrace like this
again is a great unknown
just imagine someone
pausing to consider their
next word
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a cannon shot tracing a
graceful arc across the sky
a tiny sphere of water
rising in the air

a quiescent submarine

a well-mannered land
mine

the dust vying to be the
first to soil a well-swept
floor

the grass seed a vigorous
green

do you also feel when
we’re embracing that
thousands are dying?

As you embrace me
thousands scramble in
desperation over dying
campfires the toppled
tents the mounds of stone

thousands fly like

shooting stars past the

window where we stand

locked in a kiss

can you hear the birds

from here

the cicadas

and all these stones

that are so much older

than the Stone Age?
Translated by the author
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Amang Hung is a Taiwanese poet and sound artist. She has published six poetry collections,
including Raised by Wolves: Poems and Conversations (translated by Steve Bradbury), winner of
the 2021 PEN Award for Poetry in Translation, and Off to Bed, and Forget About Your Fourth
Uncle (FB5HE o AEAWRITED, winner of the 2024 Taiwan Literature Golden Canon Award. She
integrates throat singing and traditional instruments into her poetry performances. She is a member
of the iuooui Sound Experimental Group and co-founded the Taiwan Overtone Chanting

Association in 2022.
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| SUMMER SOUTH OF THE RIVER

-
White egrets fly over emerald waves, | 9
Green willows dance along the riverbank.
A dog barks at a visiting guest,

While beans are hoed by the clear stream’s

side.

-

-
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FLOWERS ARRIVE LIKE AN OLD FRIEND

If not for the February wind,
The kapok flowers would not bloom.

If not because of you,

| 1 would not know the kapok had blossomed.

What I wrote is only for you,
But what you read is not for you.

Though we may never meet again in this life,
Forget not that we once walked together beneath the flowers.
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BI JIANSHENG is a medical doctor and his real name is Niu-Liming. He is from Jian city,
Jiangxi Province and currently resides in Shenzhen city. He is a member of The Poetry Institute of
China.His work has been published in many Chinese journals.
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H TR ' TUNISIA BENEATH THE MOON
REad R “ Heaven and earth embrace a temple;
ﬁﬁjﬁﬁ @ﬁgﬁﬁj*‘ﬁ | With silence, God speaks ten thousand
. words.
FAE N IR On this journey of life,
A —F—E I cannot utter a sipgle phrase o
S PO TR U To voice the surging waves deep within my soul.
. A colossal red moon
*%EE%%I)‘% o8 Illuminates the eternal night sky,
FIoe Tk 2 Gathered into the pages of a fairy tale.
e

The boundless night of Tunisia—

7% g 7 HE A 7 Q maggiﬁcqnt tsi(llhoue]:;[e et %
N ressed against deep blue velvet. \(
— I R BY 5

PG TE Y B A A A L A single tree upon the horizon,

A stork perched upon its crown,
o P45 F— R Witnessing the serene smile of North African nature.
b

The human heart is dim and shadowed;

R bIE K B REEFR UL For mankind, God

Lights a single, most tender flame.
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Chen Hsiu-chen was born in Taiwan. She has published fifteen books, participated in
international poetry festivals. Her poems have been translated into thirty languages and
appeared in many poetry anthologies. She was awarded the Estrella Matutina in Peru,
2018, Naji Naaman Literary Prizes in Lebanon, 2020 and conferred the International
Intellectual Certificate of the year 2024 from the International Cultural Forum for
Humanity and Creativity in Syria.
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MY WAVE

Time is a cycle of undying waves;

Once they break, they wash away the footprints of the past,
Rushing forward without end.

But still, I hope —

Before each inevitable wave arrives,

That the moment between us

Will be held in place forever.

Chien Jui-Ling, born in southern Taiwan, is a poet and a translator. She is a member of the Li
Poetry Society and serves as Vice President for Asia of the Movimiento Poetas del Mundo
(PPdM). She participated in international poetry festivals in Peru, Mexico, Vietnam, and
Mongolia. In 2023, she was named Honorary Citizen of Santiago de Chuco, Peru, and received
the Orpheus Texts Translator of the Year Award (USA), honors that recognize a literary practice
sustained by resilience, dialogue, and transnational imagination.
JW\WJ\_ALWJMJ 4JWUL5‘WJ}AG Loz 05,6l 4u|fbuyéuv\.‘j 4C‘JL§}>M
2023 5le 3. u}MjfL»«JjM‘jjﬁL;ug}@wwbbﬂdvs‘)u (PPdM)(oJLxJ\;\JM‘xSF
ubY}J\)fu\yﬂwaJ\ofbk;&Mj 4)ﬁd}5ﬂ§éﬁbb@ﬂ@ﬁd\&b\}l\ww
gl Ll JUE g Sl s ls 5 genall e LW Lo i )lesl) ‘f—‘-"-’z‘:jf‘}"s“ﬁ (3,6 sl

24



FE Ak CUI SHILIN - CHINA CHINESE POETRY
ol = 8 g el

#woK

W EFERZ AN > TSP SR
RURIIRES - EHHE T IAREBE

(5ol e s puall O gl i |
wbawjgoj&o\uau\l
JL@‘J&@F\M\Q‘,&I
w5 en

|

e i 3 G UiSay— |
L)M‘Jjabwls d}.@.«J\J ;U.\‘_;HL:JABJ
JMYJJG.\)} 49@\&&'

WL AR
‘J‘iaﬂ]ﬂ/"l‘i ALERABE T T X
FE o IR e 2

i DL i Y

|
|
|
|
|
o RO > BB
%ﬂﬁﬂ%?ﬂﬁ% | o) t’u:ui JML kla-’.lb\ 4;—\.\.\ 5 Ol 5 to\’
R TR - MR By | ool g 01 J3
|
|
|
|
|
|

w}.l\ u\.....n.@.s\
‘ _ 5ol STV ¢ Ll e 2el5 Ll ) Ll
otk E LA _ i %LZ'
‘{{1: o |
B 74.‘,"7 - L@.&J’- R ": L@.’\S |
|
i — e — e m — = = = = — J
' STINGING WATER

' On the lake, the cypresses are small, accustomed to their defensive stance.
| The eyes of the silt demanded I choose a cloudy day to visit.

— And so the boat sank into chaos.

A few of us, mere boys then, transformed into silver fish and dove in.
Across the plains, the overlooking egrets froze in mid-air;

The leaden clouds hung heavy.

Oh, just before the ripples leapt, the shadows of the cypresses devoured the
whispers of what was to come. Though the lake knew well it came diving

through the depths, it had to embrace it anyway —

| As if embracing its own dream.

Cui Shilin, born in 70s last century in Honghu city Hubei province, a street guitar player, living in
Guangzhou now. He has published a collection of poems " Freehand Brushwork of the Human
World".
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" AT BAGUA HILLS
To Sha Lemei

£/ \EhR
HPRE

| Two in the afternoon, Shennan Blvd still

| Bustling with time and traffic, waiting for
you

To craft a letter, and before we meet

Seeking to reclaim its veiled secrets

FEMR, REKNE 1)375
,uﬁE’JETIEﬂ?FEIEEﬂE FIR
5x—HHE, ERNERZAE

You describe the parrot's brief slumber

TR ERRRY As ephemeral as my gaze lingering on a
chilled
(REZIBSESRREIE, 54T Coca-Cola with sweetness yet unmelted,

mirroring our

MBS, mARBF—MIKE]R Own duality—clad in black and white

SEA R RRRAVE, WEA) against
REWNERIRE | A tapestry of dappled sunlight and air. This
serves
AR S As a poignant reminder of the transient
Bt ol Py nature of day and night—
GBEERREBENEMOIgE Diminishing enigmatic allure hinted at by
W IS RE T Bagua Hills
=K U?*zﬂ]rﬁﬂ‘
A cacophony of disparate elements sweeps
- — = away
KHTG?E']HEU““ Time and stage, to the secluded heart of
ENEMES, ER—EEHR ESmOtheC{'Clty o ds bef
reading remainin ords before us,
hﬂ%%ﬂ%ﬁ@&ﬁ%,%%  forming a path paved !
REZIRIA, MEAREET As if you've already reached, while I remain
en route.
English translated by Chen Zihong
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Han Ziling, born in the 1980s, is an independent writer. Her works have appeared in publications
such as *Poetry Journal*, *Thatched Cottage®, and *Stars*, and some have won awards. She is the
author of four poetry collections, including *Kenpedy City*. She currently resides in Gyangdong.
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i‘ ODE TO THE GREAT WIND

.“ The wind rises in Anhui; the shadow of the Cao family spear stirred.

| Zijian rides a white horse, crossing the agrarian heartland.

The Hu dialect and the Chen prisoner’s garb—how they pierce the eye.
In the end, all must come to a halt; one must wait.

Mr Yang Zhenning, with one hundred and three plump grains of grain,
Has laid out an equation that hangs high in the heavens.

The Third World War watches the expression on his face.

Oh, humanity: please use your longing to catch this clear radiance.

Li Zuofu, formerly known as Li Xiujin, and pen names such as Min Chenggian and Baima
Chaoge, was born in 1979. He is from Jiangxi Province and currently resides in Shenzhen. His
works have been published in anthologies in Chinese and foreign journals. He has twice won the
annual Outstanding Long Poem Award sponsored by the Mu Dan Poetry Research Center of
Nankai University.
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H ' THE BOAT
R — B i : From one sea
o5 o L | I gaze toward a vast, wider sea
%E'Fﬂﬁf;%ﬁﬂiﬂ'] Frie | From one grassland
FAE—H I gaze toward a more boundless grassland
S R — F %R | The sea can never become the prairie
W By L R Yet the prairie once made me believe AAAAA
T AT R A 2 1 It was the great, deep sea e
E‘)/?\Aﬁ[] =] & Hﬁ& u 2% ey SESSS A
T, Within my heart
e There has always been a hidden boat ) IR
AL Ready to set sail —
U AR TR — P
HE A
T THE BIRD’S AIRSPACE
HAE 72
I The bird spreads its wings
Claiming a vast airspace as its own
L gl | The sky offers no objection
ERE N N Embracing every pair of free-moving wings
22V 47 L% But the crack of a hunting rifle
oo Occasionally rings through the sky
7N b1 fifs E
%ﬁﬁﬁﬁ HER B3 Panic-stricken feathers
R Carrying innocent drops of blood
IRF I A R 25 e Fall to the earth at the sound
BB ES That was a bird in the spring of its heart
A 24 4 5 ) L7 Who believed the sky
B Would forever be
TS The romantic airspace of birds
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111} ' MASKS

i
—E A A A | How many masks must one wear
- - f: | To make it through a lifetime?
HefR oo How many surging desires

L Must a single mask conceal

B2 D IEER RS To satisfy the master who drives it?

7 T R A TN Ever-changing masks

T E AV B Leading a life of both defence and aggression,

S [ SUSIE  E Writing scripts known to no one else.
If a mask possessed love,

%%2:7%)\@] HIRIA It would surely be filled with bitterness.
AL AR AT 5 If a mask harboured control and calculation,
Byt It would be a gruelling burden, after all.

TR L 200 SR e ) A How many masks must one cast off

i To truly finish a lifetime?
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Lin Lu (b. 1955) is an administrative officer and editorial board member at the Li Poetry Society,
a jury member for the Taiwan Annual Anthology of Modern Poetry, and a member of Movimiento
Poetas del Mundo (PPdM). She is also a poetry critic and has taken part in international poetry
festivals across Europe, Asia, and Africa since 2005. She has four collections of poetry in
Mandarin, two bilingual Mandarin—English collections, as well as one Mandarin—English—Spanish
collection. In 2022, she served as Editor-in-Chief of Poetic Youth, which was honored by Taiwan’s
Ministry of Culture as an Outstanding Recommended Reading title for secondary school students.
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TWILIGHT IN TRUJILLO

Evening. The dusk slowly descends from low
rooftops, from the sky above narrow streets, from
the spires of the cathedral —

I stand at the entrance of the Plaza Hotel, smoking.
Across the way, a yellow house sits quiet and
merciful in the gloom; its second floor has been
abandoned for a long time.

Suddenly, a face
Emerges from a shattered window,
Twitching... a strange cry escaping the mouth.

Tomorrow at dawn, I will leave this small town.
The final impression it leaves me is so accidental, so
intense!

I like this accident;
It possesses a charming truth.
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Luo Luo, whose real name is Luo
Zijian, was born in the 1970s. A
member of the China Writers
Association and the China Poetry
Society, his works have appeared in
domestic and international
publications and have been included
in many anthologies. His works
have been translated into English,
Korean, Japanese, Russian, Spanish,
and other languages. He has
published ten poetry collections.
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SEA TURTLE

The life and death of a sea turtle
Is protected by the aquariums

A place away from and
Ungoverned by the ocean
Whether a turtle is dead or alive
Remain inconclusive

Turtles are often found

In fishing nets

Tangled in an inescapable web

Blocking off the places they want to go to
A long life may be shortened by a few
years

The longevity that humans deludedly long
for—

The irony

The life and death of a sea turtle

Is protected by the aquariums

No natural enemies

No fishing nets

No worries about reproduction

The Turtles live long lives year after year

Peace is imagined and kept in captivity by
humans

A place away from and

Ungoverned by the ocean

Whether the turtles are dead or alive
Is not controlled by the fishermen
Only bother with the disposal of

Dead turtles entangled in fishing nets
A fine line lies between life or death—
The irony

Man designate beauty to the world of the
ocean

Weaving a gorgeous scene of the ocean
To give to children and parents

To nurture the eternal ocean for the next
generation

The turtle is still alive

Swimming under the sea

Swimming in the aquariums

Swimming in childhood dreams

Translated by LO Te-chang Mike

YANG Chi-chu (#5H%T) , born in Taiwan, a poet, critic and editor. She holds Ph.D. in
Comparative Literature in 2021, and has published 9 poetry books, such as Tamsui in 2018, Winter,
Strolled on the Haiku in 2020, and Mother and Voice in 2022. She participated 2014 “Tras las
Huellas del Poeta” International poetry meeting in Chile, Formosa International Poetry Festival in
Tamsui, Taiwan, from 2016 to 2025, and 2017 Capuli Vallejo y Su Tierra in Peru.
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I, THE WRITTEN WORD Then she followed,
Yet, as the years passed by,
The king said She became the king’s favourite;
I should shroud myself It was easy and kingly
In black rags, To emit sounds

Leave the palace at once, Out of the orifices

=00\
7 - )
SR
=

Roam the hot deserts Of his holy body ﬂ K
Until he orders me back That reverberated dan #
One day. Through the offices
My presence was an affront Of his ministers.
In some devious way When I was finally
To his divine authority. Reinstated in the palace
What the king said By the king’s order
Went After thousands of pleas
With no discussion and, By the scribes,
Definitely, My twin was queen.
With no opposition. The king, his ministers,
My sonorous twin And the scribes
Sparking out of his mouth Never really understood
Was taken aback; Why the queen bowed
She knew that I Her head silently
Came out of the womb first, Every time I showed up.
@5 Al ¢ o O g0 L a1 LS Aﬁl
ol L} ¢ J%S;L“ij
6153 Lo lae 09 Sl JB |
Gl lois oLl @\y Sl Of e |
¢ ) ) ] wwbﬁjuuwtsg\ ol gun 33y |
¢ e el ; NOAW ‘\ny,unyuibbl
IS YT PN ECA B (5 omeall gl ol 1
:ubﬁ\‘f: 4‘)}j‘f>)\uﬂg::>:f °'>,9’JL’L5’J“L’L5‘>
38 LSA\}J w\ ¢ L;.Jw ru L{}e,
2310505 Ml gl o] (D gl g o g (SIS s Bl 5352 o\s
\.,b\ um\j oy L;“U M\W\ J"“LAJ"';L}S‘“
S o8 sl g;uj;m ol§ %@Y\w
g,;,.@wm Glsol jdzy O qﬂmbu
T ,eb LIS Ol e J‘, I
uw.)u;l\ o> I

Dr Elbeshlawy is an independent scholar of comparative literature. He is author of America in Literature and
Film, Woman in Lars von Trier's Cinema, and, Twenty Five Meditations on Writing and Subjectivity. His

poetic debut, Savage Charm, is coming out in November 2019.
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EL ARTE DE OLVIDAR

THE ART OF MOVING ON

Esas ardillas enfebrecidas
esconden semillas

para luego olvidarlas

y dejarlas germinar.
Imagino poder hacer eso

Squirrels hide seeds in frantic digging,
later, they forget and saplings grow.

I imagine doing that to old seeds

bury those that weigh me down—
seeds of love that didn’t sprout

enterrar las semillas que me pesan — seeds of sorrow germinating
amores que no florecieron in my soul.

penas que brotaron en mi alma. I should visit the Squirrel School,
Debo dominar el arte de olvidar master the art of forgetting,

el arte de dejar esas semillas atras. the art of moving on.

ODA A LA BANDERA QUE NO FUE ODE TO THE FLAG THAT WASN’T

Tal vez seas como yo y hayas nacido Maybe you are like me, born between two
entre banderas=— las mias vestidas de rojo | flags.

y amarillo, una herencia de sol y sangre. Mine dressed in red and yellow=a

Mis padres no izaron banderas= atrapados | heritage of

entre estandartes, leales a la tierra de sun and blood.

acogida, My parents flew no flag. Caught in

su pena por el hogar atras dejado, between drapes

silenciada. loyal to their new land, the ache for what
(Acaso no extrafiaban el olor del heno they left behind

o el canto de las cigarras? Su itinerancia= | quiet. Did they miss the smell of hay or the
mi legado. crickets’ song?

Tal vez seas como yo y hayas terminado Their in betweenness= my inheritance.
con otra bandera a la que juraste lealtad Maybe you are like me and ended up with
tu alma demasiado cansada para quejarse yet

tu nave lista para anclar en un puerto lejano. | another flag, one you pledged allegiance to

P - . . .
] = your soul too tired to complain, your ship
o= VJ ¢ I (“’"J el ready to anchor in a distant harbor.

I Translated by the author
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CUERPOS DE AGUA ENTRE TUY YO

Siempre agua y arena entre ti y yo
barcas abarrotadas

esperanza de plastico y madera
intentando cruzar

millas nauticas entre tu y yo
enfrentando corrientes traicioneras
para cargamento humano orando.

Estas barcas, pateras, cayucos
te convierten en rafier,
balsero, harraga

pero no hay palabras

para tu miedo, tu hambre, tu sed
cuando llega la noche

con su frio abrazo desesperado
hasta que el amanecer te trae
mas fatiga o un motor roto
corroyendo tus suefios

de una vida mejor.

BODIES OF WATER BETWEEN YOU
AND ME

Always water and sand between you and
me

overloaded dinghy boats, hope of
plastic, wood, Styrofoam, trying to cross
nautical miles between you and me
facing mighty currents and treacherous
seas

human cargo praying.

These boats, rafts, pateras, cayucos,

make you a rafter, balsero, harraga,

but there are no words for

your fear, your hunger, your thirst

when night hugs you

with cold arms of despair

until a new day brings more fatigue

even a broken engine

corroding your dreams of a better life.
Translated by the author
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Olga Amigo-Horcajo is an educator born in Spain and based in Georgia, US, where she is a
Spanish Lecturer at the University of Georgia. Her creative work is published in Spanish, Latin
American journals and in The Acentos Review. Her poetry reflects her passion for nature, history
and social justice. She is the author of the poetry collection, A la sombra de un espino albar,

(2024).
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EL PRIMER DEJA VU
Un caballo sobre la pampa y un arbol.

Un caballo que se mece
con la ternura de un barco.

Un caballo de miel
y dos riendas duras.

Qué. ;No viste la muerte,
como cabalgaba?

Un caballo de madera
y un arbol partido vagando
por tierras inutiles.

Y recordé como fui:
ausente, mecido, triste, liquido.

Qué. ;No viste la muerte,
como cabalgaba?

THE FIRST DEJA VU
A horse on the pampas and a tree.

A horse swaying
with boat tenderness.

A honey horse
and two stiff reins.

What? Didn’t you see death?
How it galloped?

A wooden horse s
and a tree split wandering
through wastelands.

Then I remembered what I was like:
absent, swayed, sad, liquid.

What? Didn’t you see death?
How it galloped?
Translated by the author
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ELAHOGADO

Deseo aclarar que no fue en un rio

|
|
|
. ) . , A S ol st 0T
sino en la misma tierra donde me ahogué. I »
= , (e G D1 e o
El tnico rio que llevo en la memoria I e )
es un estremecimiento I SRS J“"?M«*‘S !
donde las pequefias cosas se hunden | . L:PLNJU“
aunque nunca llegan a desaparecer. I 5 i) LBV 5 05 o
| L L*;a.bd Y &
A veces, | )
se hunden antes de que pase el rio. | CL.J
| Ngde gl e ol J3ox
Y su pedido de auxilio |
siempre I sdeleld (b o gils
llega tarde. | I J:\i
| C e s
| . \.A:; of\...a Lf'b
THE DROWNED MAN I

I’d like to make it clear that it wasn’t the river
but the earth itself where I drowned.

The only river in my memory

is a shudder

where small things sink

even though they never fully disappear.

Sometimes
they sink before the river runs past.

And their cries for help

always

comes too late.
Translated by the author

Daniel Calabrese is an Argentine poet born in Dolores, Buenos Aires province, who has lived in
Santiago de Chile, since 1991. He has won several international poetry awards. His poetry
collections and personal anthologies have been published in more than ten countries. Some of his
work has been translated into Italian, English, French, Portuguese, Romanian, Greek, Bulgarian,
Chinese, and Japanese. He is the founder and editor of £rea. Revista Hispanoamericana de poesia
[Erea. Latin American Poetry Magazine], and a member of the International Council of the
Vicente Huidobro Foundation.
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CANA BRAVA

Deletreo sobre la arena tu primer nombre.

Es dulce, firme y recto.

Los machetes lo derriban sin misericordia.
Sangro por ti. Aguardas mi sudor.
Hay una zafra sensual para los dias sordos.

Canta conmigo.

Yo aguardo en el museo del café
para descolonizar mi nostalgia.
Acompéfiame. Te espero en un puerto

donde tampoco seras libre.

El paraiso se asusta del grito del tambor.

Baila tu dolor en mi piel.

Las serpientes saludan el canto de tus manos.
Mueve los pies con el fulgor de tu cintura.
Beso tu piel para saciar mi sed.

Somos negros de verdad.

Que no nos proteja la memoria ajena al negro.
Tu resistes en una aldea donde la dicha no tiene mas

pudor

que el exterminio del mar. Habitame.
Duermes sobre la arena de mis manos.
Nadas para deshacer los restos de esta dulce angustia.

BRAVE CANE

I spell your first name in
the sand. It is sweet,
firm and straight.

The machetes knock him
down mercilessly. I
bleed for you. You await
my sweat.

There is a sensual
harvest for deaf days.
Sing with me.

I wait in the coffee
museum

to decolonize my
nostalgia. Accompany
me. | wait for you in a
port where you won't be
free either.

Paradise is frightened by
the cry of the drum.

Dance your pain on my
skin.
Serpents greet the song
of your hands.
Move your feet with the
glow of your waist.
I kiss your skin to
quench my thirst.
We are real black.
That the memory of
others to the black does
not protect us.
You resist in a village
where happiness has no
more modesty than the
extermination of the sea.
inhabit me.
You sleep on the sand of
my hands.
You swim to undo the
remains of this sweet
anguish.

Translated by Carley Mills
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Tomas Modesto Galan was born in
Santo Domingo, D. R. His
collection: Love on a Bicycle and
Other Poems), won the Letras de
Ultramar, First Prize. (New York,
2014). He served as Literature
Commissioner for the Bronx
Hispanic Festival. He has been a
member of the Editorial Board of
The South is America. In 2015, he
was named Poet of the Year by The
Americas Poetry Festival of New
York.
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HONEY

a veces sos como una hija
me decis

no me da vergiienza
cuando se tiene una hija y
no se tiene una madre

se va a querer tener una madre en la hija
me decis honey y cambias el tono

la boca se te hace mas grande

ensayas una edad que no tenés

un desayuno que no sabés hacer

el estdbmago se te estira en la preparacion
de tus raices

sos parte de querer darme una vida

me tocas para confirmar que ya no estas ahi

il

mi hija no lo sabe
pero a veces una madre cabe adentro
de lo que toca una hija

(De lo que se hereda es la orfandad, Karima
Editora 2024)
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HONEY

sometimes you are like a daughter, you
tell me

I’m not ashamed

when you have a daughter and you don’t
have a mother

you’ll want to have a mother in the
daughter

you call me /honey and change your tone
your mouth gets bigger

you try out an age that isn’t yours

a breakfast you don’t know how to make
your stomach stretches in the preparation
of your roots

you’re part of wanting to give me a life
you touch my belly to make sure you’re
not still there

my daughter does not know
but sometimes a mother fits inside
what a daughter touches
Translated by Charlotte Whittle
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Silvia Goldman is a poet, teacher, and scholar. Originally from Uruguay, she has lived in the US since
2001. Her highly acclaimed collections of poetry include six collections. Her poems have appeared in
various anthologies and have been translated into English, Italian, Portuguese, Arabic, Bengali,
Hebrew, Bosnian, and Finnish. She holds a Ph.D. in Hispanic Studies from Brown University and

teaches at DePaul University in Chicago..
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No deberian arder las ciudades

sino los hornos de pan y las farolas,

el combustible de los repartidores de gardenias

y las baldosas naranjas del paseo con sol reciente.

No deberian arder las ciudades

porque una ciudad es una cebra fogosa,
una ofrenda necesaria de sombra y luz

para aplacar la mandibula del leén humano.

No deberian arder las ciudades,

ni la que tiene piscina de leche para bafio de unicornios

ni la poblada por escorpiones y tentaculos que los devorarian.
No deberian arder ni la torre ni la madriguera.

Deberian arder la muerte y su geometria.

Deberia moldearse un cuerpo nuevo que recordara por si mismo

como llegar al pantano en que se oculta la salamandra de la respiracion.
Deberian arder las corazas. Deberian arder los rectangulos.

Pero no deberian arder las ciudades.

3

The cities should not burn—

burn instead the bread ovens and streetlights,

the fuel used by gardenia delivery-men,

and the tiles underfoot, orange in the morning sun.

The cities should not burn,

because a city is a high-spirited zebra,

an offering of shadow and light necessary
to placate the jaws of the lion, humankind.

The cities should not burn,

neither the one with a pool of milk—for bathing unicorns—

nor the one populated by scorpions and tentacles that would devour them.
Neither the tower nor the warren should burn.

Death should burn, along with its geometry.

A body should be newly molded to remember, all on its own,
how to reach the marsh that hides the salamander of breathing.
Armor should burn. Rectangles should burn.

But the cities should not burn.
Translated by the author
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Pedro Larrea (Spain, 1981) is the author of three books of poems. His poetry has appeared in
many prestigious Spanish magazine. He was invited to read as a guest poet in many international
poetry festivals around the world. He is a published scholar and a translator. Currently, he teaches
at Christ Church Episcopal School in Greenville, South Carolina. He performs his poetry

internationally in both English and Spanish. s
o5 Lad ;Ls.!;? P :\3}»0}&\ 3.;)[.«.‘/}“ Q)&é\ o "\i“\"-“ L_g PR{Y) C)J.:u . :\'1)”":' C)’J‘J) BN J}A (1981 &@L«l) Li_)‘}) BB
ol S Bte U s . phite wn s Sl sa U1 d g A5l 2t il ) e dpdal) 3 i e iS
ALy &2 W1 sl W s odiliad il L s Y 1S ¢ i 2 (3 ki)

4



PALITACHI, MARIA - DOMINICAN REPUBLIC
O e sl 2oy e — 52l b ,e

SPANISH POETRY

UCRANIA,
KURDISTAN Y
PALESTINA POR UN
MEMO TE TRITURAN

Y ahora

,a quién le responden?
Diga usted, ;quién
firmo el memo?

En medio de las monedas negras
y el ocio holgazaneo firman el
Red Dead Redemption

y entonces

(quién cred el memo que a muleta las
calles
y polvoriza los pensamientos?

Los quehaceres en esos paises

se han convertido en (el) salvese
quién pueda

de escombros masticados por buitres.

La musica de cohetes
los adiestra a correr con mesura.

-En el ruedo de la humanidad
desgarran familias vecindarios
y una ciudad...

Hoy ayer y mafiana quien le explica
a esos niflos que tuvieron padres

que no se sabe como se llaman

ni con cual apellido los engendraron.

se han creado una deuda histérica
de una carreta sin burro y un burro sin
carreta.

(Quién llen6 aquel memo que carga
historias detras del chador,
de un cristo extraviado
entre clavos, madera
y una piel que llora
por regresar a la mitad
de un pueblo del medio oriente?

Como cruzaran el puente de liberacion
si le amputan las alas;

{Quién firmo?

Carajo,

,quién lo envio?

UKRAINE, KURDISTAN AND
PALESTINE

YOU’RE BEING CRUSHED BY A
MEMO

And now
Whom might they answer to?
So, tell me, who signed that memo?

Amidst black coins
And the loafing leisure, they sign
The Red Dead Redemption

And so,

Who authored that memo?
In which they machine-gunned the streets
And turned the thoughts to dust?

Jobs in these countries
Have become run-for-your-life
In the wreckage picked by vultures.

The music of rockets
Trains them to climb down, run
And be willing to crumble.

—In the arena of humanity
They rip families, neighborhoods,
And a city apart . . .

Today, yesterday and tomorrow,

who will be able to

Explain to those children who had parents
That we don’t know how they’re called
Or any of their family names.

They’ve incurred a historic debt of carts
Without donkeys and of donkeys without
carts

Who made out that memo,

carrying stories behind the chador and a
Christ lost among the nails,

The wood, and a skin that cries to go back
To the town square

In the Middle East?

How will they be able to cross the Liberation
Bridge if their wings are clipped?
Who signed?
Damn it,
Who send it?
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Mientras Bagdad sufre presion arterial
por las venas de petroleo,

en el norte se firman dos memos

de ajedrez politico.

Entonces:

jAh!
Ya.

Ese memo sabemos quién lo patento.
(Y Ahora?
- (Ahora qué?

La pandemia fue otra cosa.

While Baghdad suffers from high blood
pressure
Through the veins of oil, they’re signing
two
Memos of political chess in the North
And then what?

Oh, now

I get it.

We know who trademarked that memo.
And now . ..?
—And now what?

The pandemic was something else.
Translated by the author
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Maria Palitachi from Dominican Republic is a poet and journalist. She is a five-time recipient of
the Latino Book Award as well as several other international awards. She is the author of
seventeen poetry books. She has been recognized for promoting Latin American literature, and
proclaimed by the Mayor of New Jersey. She is a member of the PEN Club of the Dominican
Republic, and the North American Academy of Modern Literature.
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SPANISH POETRY

GRIETA (PENDIENTE)

Me tropiezo y caigo

En la brecha al centro

De una coyuntura.

Abro los ojos y te he perdido. P
Adelante y atras son palabras ¥; ¢
Sin realidad desde este entre. ¥,
El momento de pagar es ‘
estrecho.

Desalojado, desplazado, traducido,
Cada caida me lleva

Hacia la punta del vacio.

Miro hacia arriba,

Donde antes se extendia un firmamento.

Hoy un gris sin rasgo,

Una afasia voraz,

Anula cualquier asuncion.

Algo se ha roto y se ha regado,
Uniforme hasta empapar el horizonte.
Ha borrado las estrellas

Y las formas fugaces de este cardumen
nuestro.

El frio bochornoso y pesado nos separa,

Como algo malhecho o equivocado.

Ya es tarde para hablar de contingencias.

El balbuceo de tratar de cruzar,

Por lo menos hasta donde estabas,
Navegar aunque sea una silaba sola,
Como una canoa sobre los remolinos,
Tartamudear un eco en el craneo,

Ese #1 que no sono aqui afuera,
Entrends, nada, titubeo y silencio.

Cada vez menos materiales.

Cada vez mas exceso de ese menos.
Con la llegada del golpe

El nervio no logré hacer el brinco,
Se me zaf6 tu mano.

Cada instante mas distancia.

La luz que ilumina tu rostro
Empieza a titilar y arrebata mi aliento.
Me traslada. ;Hacia qué hueco
Entre fronteras? Mas alla de esta fila
De almas, de estos costales llenos de
extrafos,

A mi alrededor sélo veo
Escenografias de sitios lejanos.

b

FISSURE (Pending)

[ tip and fall

in the gap at the center

of a joint.

I open my eyes and I have lost you.
Ahead and behind are words

| without reality here in this between.

The moment for payment is narrow.
Evicted, moved, translated,

each fall nears me

to the void’s peak.

I look up,

At where before the firmament extended
out.

Today, a featureless grey,

a voracious aphasia

annuls any possible annunciation.
Something has broken and spilled,
Uniformly soaking even to the horizon.
It has wiped away the stars

And the passing figures formed by our
flocks.

The cold, heavy and muggy, separates us
like a dirty trick or a mistake.

The time for talk of contingencies is over.

Trying to cross by babble,

at least to where you were before,

to sail at least a single syllable,

like a canoe over the swirling eddies,
to stutter out an echo in the cranium,
that you that will not sound, out here.
Between us, nothing, sputtering and
silence.

Each time fewer materials.
Each time more excess of this fewer.
When the blow came,
The nerve was unable to make the jump.
Your hand slipped from mine.
Each instant increases distance.
The light from your face
begins to flicker, snatches away my breath,
places me elsewhere. Toward what abyss
between fronteers? Beyond this row
of souls, these sacks filled with strangers.
All I see around me
is scenery of faraway places.

Translated by the author
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George Mario Angel Quintero spent his first thirty years in California where he studied literature
at the University of California. He was a Wallace Stegner Fellow at Stanford University. Under the
name George Angel, he published poetry, fiction, and essays in English, as well as two books of
short prose works. He is the author of seven books of poetry, three books of plays, and a book of
short prose, all in Spanish under the name Mario Angel Quintero. He is a visual artist, and the
director and playwright of the theatre company Parpado Teatro, as well as a founding member of
several musical groups. He is regularly invited to share his work at international festivals. Portions
of his work have been translated into many languages.
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LA ESPADA DE LA ENFERMEDAD

Nada tiene que ver el dolor con el dolor
nada tiene que ver la desesperacion
con la desesperacion
Las palabras que usamos
para designar esas cosas estan viciadas
Enrique Lihn

|
?
Nada tiene que ver el dolor con el dolor. Ni |
la desesperacion con la desesperacion. Ni la
propia locura con la verdadera locura. Son
simples artificios que inventamos para lo
indefinible, para intentar dar significados a
lo que no podemos nombrar de este lado de
la orilla. Yo menciono la palabra sufrir, pero
no estoy sufriendo como los que realmente
sufren. Para los que sufren las palabras no
existen, estan viciadas, usadas como
camiseta de abuelo o de padre canceroso, en
un dia borroso, sin fecha, ni recuerdo. El
lenguaje es un gran mar donde nos
hundimos pero no entendemos sus
simbolos. Las palabras son banales
instrumentos de sonido que no nos llevan al
final del mar. Para conquistar el mar
debemos luchar con la espada de la
enfermedad y del vacio.
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SPANISH POETRY

' THE SWORD OF SICKNESS

Pain has nothing to do with pain

| desperation has nothing to do

with desperation.

The words we use

to designate those things are corrupted.
Enrique Lihn

Pain has nothing to do with pain.
Desperation has nothing to do with
desperation. Not even madness itself with
true madness. They are simple artifices we
invent for the indefinable, to try to give
meaning to what we cannot name from
this shore. I mention the word “suffering,”
but I am not suffering like those who
really suffer. For those who suffer, words
do not exist, they are corrupted, used like
a grandmother’s or cancer-ridden father’s
t-shirt, on a blurry day, with no date or
memory. Language is a great sea where
we sink but we do not understand its
symbols. Words are banal instruments of
sound that do not take us to the end of the

| sea. To conquer the sea we must fight with

the sword of sickness and emptiness.
Translated by the author
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LA BATALLA ESTA ARDIENDO

La pagina en blanco es un desafio
que no existe. Las palabras se llenan
de renglon en renglon, de orilla a
orilla, pero no resuelven la ira
interna y el vacio. No resuelve el
abandono que sentimos ante una
hoja o un libro en blanco, aunque
haya palabras que nos provoquen.
La batalla esta ardiendo por dentro y
en la raiz de la lengua. No somos
capaces de entender las vocales y las
silabas que nos desafian y se dividen

SPANISH POETRY

1‘ THE BATTLE IS BURNING
|

| The blank page is a challenge that does not exist.

but internal wrath and emptiness don’t get
resolved. The abandonment we feel before a
blank sheet or book does not get resolved, even
if there are words that rouse us. The battle is
burning within and at the root of the tongue. We

the syllables that challenge us and split in the air.
We are not up to understanding or deciphering
what we must understand and we simply live

The words fill in line by line, from side to side, |

fooled by our limited inner river.

en el aire. No somos aptos para
Translated by the author

entender ni para descifrar lo que
tenemos que entender y soélo -

are incapable of understanding the vowels and |

vivimos engafiados con nuestro
limitado rio interior.
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Augusto Rodriguez (Guayaquil, Ecuador, 1979). Journalist, editor and professor. PhD candidate
in Languages, Texts and Contexts at the University of Granada. Author of 20 books including
poetry, short stories, novels, interviews and essays in more than ten countries. He has received
many poetry awards. He has been invited to the most important literary events around the world.
His poetry has been translated into many languages. He is the Editor of El Quir6fano Ediciones,
and Director of the Ileana Espinel Cedeflo International Poetry Festival of Guayaquil, Ecuador.
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MARIPOSA

Mira esa mariposa que vuela libre y admiras en sus colores, en su
plasticidad, en su trasparencia: ayer fue oruga que reptaba por la tierra;
mafiana, crucificada con alfileres, sera adorno de coleccionista, o
polvillo del camino que jamas se detiene.

De Mistica del tabernario, 2015.

- BUTTERFLY
| Look at that butterfly that flies free and you admire its colors, its plasticity, its
transparency: yesterday it was caterpillar slithering on the ground; tomorrow, crucified
with pins, it will be a collector’s ornament, or road’s dust that never stops.
From Mysticism of the Tavern Keeper, 2015
Translated by the author
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Raiil Vallejo (Ecuador, 1959). PhD in History and Literature from the Pablo de Olavide
University, Seville. In 2025, he received the Fray Luis de Le6n Medal for Ibero-American Poetry
in Salamanca. He is a full member of the Ecuadorian Academy of Language.
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