Poetry in Translation. Issue 15 - July 2023. Year 4 4212023 5l - 15 ouall @ e 2

NATD W’

7R TR RN

~~°)%

,
i

, |
=<

Guest of Honour
S \l \l\ \R()\ l(

1, Mh?@ $hmugh@w1¢ Ith@ day'

Yuhfen Hong

do not see it,

_@;f[ I know that it is Ith@l“@o
&z Iﬂ

AN T g 1o A e
e WYE B W

- -

9900 @L? \)\QL,\))Z\ng an®

.l_’k.’\,../\/"““\"

it A. Elbeshlawy S. Elewa

And more...




READ IN THIS ISSUE:

Sadadl Lia 31 30

Tao Yuanming

The lakes and mountains called me long ago;
Why have I tarried and refrained to go?

It’s for the sake of my dear kith and kin

That I have lived with them through thick and

Christina Rossetti

The curtains were half
drawn, the floor was swept
And strewn with rushes,

| rosemary and may

Ahmed Shawki

Your tortured lover is bedridden,
wept for by his visitors, dazed

in heart and tortured. Weary are
his eyelids from lack of sleep.
He’s dying but his breath, the last

Shu Xiangcheng

They dream

A one-thousand-year-old dream
By the pale candle light

In the gloomy corner.

Svetlana Makarovi¢

She opens her eyes and is instantly awake.
From the mirror shrieks an alien face.

She tries to strip the mask from her skin.
Tries with candles to drive away the frost.

Charv Gumeta

Before crossing the border

before stepping into that hazy land
I’ll kiss you as proof of my love

and tell you how I learned to love you
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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
arabicnadwah(@gmail.com
French and Spanish editor: khédija gadhoum
hadiralma@gmail.com
Greek section editor: Sarra Thilykou
sthilykou@gmail.com
Indian section editor: Dileep Jhaveri
jhaveri.dileep@gmail.com
Indian section editor: Durba Sengupta
durbadscribbler@gmail.com
Italian section editor: Luca Benassi
benax76
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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Call for Submissions

Nadwah invites submissions in
English or Arabic. The
deadline for the December
2023 issue is 15 November.
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

In his short poem ‘Poetry’, Shu
Xiangcheng says:

Poetry gives mankind
Not silver nor gold;

Ah, it gives mankind
A beautiful mind!

The subtle Chinese word /(> can be
translated as either ‘mind’ or ‘heart’. In
ancient languages such as Chinese and
Arabic, words like ‘heart’ and ‘mind’ are
used interchangeably. That is why in my
Arabic translation, I translated it as ‘a
beautiful heart’.

When [ first read Shu Xiangcheng 1
loved his unattainable simplicity. He is a
poet that can articulate deep thoughts
effortlessly in an unpretentious language.
He is a poet that does not try to sound like
one, simply because he is a poet indeed.

In this issue, I include the fifteen
poems I translated for him. I remember I
met his wife in 2005. She came from
Singapore to visit Hong Kong and asked
to see me to thank me for translating,
publishing and writing about her late
husband’s poetry. She generously gave me
a few of his poetry collections and novels.

How devoted she is to her late
husband, saving no effort in spreading his
word even after years of his departure!
Such a human is hard to find these days.

I hope this poetry I selected for this
issue will give the reader a beautiful heart
and ‘a beautiful mind’!

Dr Sayed Gouda
Hong Kong
16 July 2023
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TAO YUANMING - CHINA (365 - 427)
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TAO YUANMING - CHINA (365 - 427) CLASSICS CORNER

The lakes and mountains called me long ago;

Why have I tarried and refrained to go?

It’s for the sake of my dear kith and kin

That I have lived with them through thick and then.

When [ am stirred by weather at its best,

I take my stick and go home to the west.

No passers-by are witnessed on the way,

With broken houses lying in decay.

When I have repaired my thatched root now,

I put more wasteland under ox and plough.

As the eastern wind is blowing cold and hard,

I drink tasty spring liquor in the yard.

Although your dainty daughter is not a boy,

She also gives you much relief and joy.

As time goes on, the busy world affair

Loosens its hold on me through wear and tear.

I have enough to eat and wear indeed;

What else on earth is there that I still need?

For years and years the time keeps goings on

And then, my fame and body will be gone.
Translated by Wang Rongpei

Because the taste of Tao’s contemporaries was for an elaborate and artificial style, his simple and
straightforward poetry was not fully appreciated until the Tang dynasty (618—907). A master of the
five-word line, Tao has been described as the first great poet of tianyuan (“fields and gardens™),
landscape poetry inspired by pastoral scenes (as opposed to the then-
fashionable shanshui [“mountains and rivers”] poetry). Essentially a Daoist in his philosophical
outlook on life and death, he also freely adopted the elements of Confucianism and Buddhism that
most appealed to him. (Britannica)
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CHRISTINA ROSSETTI - UK (1830 - 1894) CLASSICS CORNER

AFTER DEATH

The curtains were half drawn, the floor was swept
And strewn with rushes, rosemary and may
Lay thick upon the bed on which I lay,

Where through the lattice ivy-shadows crept.
He leaned above me, thinking that I slept

And could not hear him; but I heard him say,
‘Poor child, poor child’: and as he turned away
Came a deep silence, and I knew he wept.

He did not touch the shroud, or raise the fold
That hid my face, or take my hand in his,

Or ruffle the smooth pillows for my head:

He did not love me living; but once dead

He pitied me; and very sweet it is

To know he still is warm though I am cold.
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Christina Georgina Rossetti was born on December 5, 1830, in London, one of four children of
Italian parents. Her father was the poet Gabriele Rossetti; her brother Dante Gabriel Rossetti also
became a poet and a painter. Rossetti is best known for her ballads and her mystic, religious lyrics;
and her poetry is marked by symbolism and intense feeling. (poets.org)
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AHMED SHAWKI - EGYPT (1868-1932)

s8-8

YOUR TORTURED LOVER _ ol f sl Dleia
; - B dex
Your tortured lover is bedridden, )
wept for by his visitors, dazed o ’;Lf.a. e
in heart and tortured. Weary are 2’; g (o.)j ity
his eyelids from lack of sleep. PV o
Dying, yet he saves his last breath SV Ja;\’c 9 e
for you and you waste it. [ E PN
His moans enchant the pigeons, and Ziuﬁ} S g
his sighs melt the rocks. ﬁ;ﬁ G5 S 5F
He converses with the star and tires it out. S ealle g.,q_x_ ¥
He awakes the night, mjf.ad\ @.\:j}
and teaches every pigeon %Lu} i ’(w;
a sad song to sing in trees. Dol 810
How often he ensnares your spirit, but Yy C Sy L;;.d
he’s too timid to capture you. He) o Clakl X
He hopes to get from you a glance that would save WA AN AN
him. He hopes that your spirit would bring him joy. PO I
I swear by Joseph’s beauty Vi SUE T,
And by his Chapter! that you are the only one. 4,{;; 52 il i',~l\
The beautiful maidens and the youth of Paradise W ACES Il
would wish to have your beauty or even a glimpse of it. L«;f jTLULo ETpY
Every woman who cut her hand a!f@ AL, >
would wish to live again to see your beauty. . wa}u ‘f ke
Your eyes deny my fresh blood! ~Le«v s ey
Would your cheeks deny it, too? 2 ’é) e o
No one is here to witness that your eyes shot me with arrows. ol W st
So, I pointed to your cheeks to be my witness. L-‘J J‘;sw} St
D,Le,.d\ I\; IH



AHMED SHAWKI - EGYPT (1868-1932)

I try to touch your neck;
it shuns me arrogantly.
I shake your yielding waist;
it sways away, rejecting me.
I contrive and scheme to get your acceptance,
Why does your waist reject me?
The love between us no one can damage.
The envious one opens for me a door of
forgetfulness, why do I close it?
He says: You’re close to go craze for her.
I say: I'm close to worshipping her!
She is my mistress, in her hand is my soul.
She spent it, may God save her hand!
For her the bell of my heart will toll;
her temple is my cage.
I swear by her pearly teeth,
by her tidy hyacinth,
by her sweet saliva, as sweet as the Kawthar?---
a promise to the victims of her love---,
by her mole, a spot to be pilgrimed for,
only if we can kiss its black spot3,
by a figure the tree bough recognises in it a kinship line,
and the spear testifies for it,
by her waist, slimmer than my patience, which
my envious enemies disperse,
I swear neither did I betray your love
Nor any solace could cool my heart!
Translated from the Arabic language by Sayed Gouda

I A chapter in the Holy Quran under the name of Joseph
2 A river in Paradise is called Kawthar.
3 Referring to the black stone at the Kaaba in Mecca.
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Ahmed Shawki was the Arab Poet Laureate until his death in 1932. Until today, the title reserved
for him as a recognition of his poetic talent and the role he played in reviving the modern Arabic

poetry known as Arabic renalssance




SHU XIANGCHENG - HONG KONG (1921-1999
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SHU XIANGCHENG - HONG KONG (1921-1999) T —

GHOSTS

They dream

A one-thousand-year-old dream
By the pale candle light

In the gloomy corner.

But my dear,
Let me tell you this:
They and their dreams
Will be broken like dewdrops
In the morning sun
In the history of men.
June 1967

THAT NIGHT

That night, somewhere

Came many a bark of dogs.

The diamond-like mountain lights
Glittered like other nights.

But lonely were those street-lights,

And the long streets were longer than ever.

The night, the locked-up doors were opened.
And then sound of footsteps died away.
Night was trembling. And the city’s pulse
Were beating from heart to heart.

That night, standing in the turbulence of wind
The doors with scars on their faces
Were waiting for the dawn
And the door-owners to come back.
September 1967

Shu Xiangcheng was born in Hong Kong, Shu went to China during the Anti-Japanese War, and
subsequently stayed in Vietnam and Taiwan before returning to Hong Kong in 1948. Unable to
make a living as a full-time writer, he worked in the commercial and education sectors. His poetry
and fiction reveal the harsh reality of Hong Kong and of metropolitan life as a whole. (CUHK) |
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SHU XIANGCHENG - HONG KONG (1921-1999) T —

TRUTH

Truth
Is Flame,
Who can ever
Lock it up in a match box?
Who can ever
Chain it up in the darkness?
July 1967

BRIDGE

It sometimes lies on the water looking up to the sky;
It sometimes turns itself into a rainbow on high;

It in my heart is a beautiful structure of vision;
It links your dreamland with mine;

A bridge is a path between our roads;
It cuts a passage between us and our souls.

THE EVENING STAR

I would not follow the roaming clouds’ steps
To move at random away from you

I would not follow the west setting sun’s steps
To go quietly with the evening, and to leave
Loneliness and the lonely way and you behind

I wish I could put my light

(Though so little and thin it is)

On you, and on your journey in the twilight
Till you come across

A passionate companion in the way

Or see a young moon at nightfall
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SHU XIANGCHENG - HONG KONG (1921-1999)

WANDERER

A lost dove,
It searches for its way back
In a strange sky.

A wanderer in a foreign country—-
Oh, in his heart
His fatherland lies.

LETTER

Let me carry a weather-beaten face;
Up and down, I care nothing for the long journey.

Let me be a busy go-between
Of those who love and those t one loved.

LULLABY

My kid, your papa is a seaman,

He stays in the ship tonight;

You want to see him? Come,

Put on your bright clothes of dreams,
While I turn out the light.

My dear kid, go to sleep,

Your papa will bring you to see
The silvery moonlight, and not a stormy sea.
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SHU XIANGCHENG - HONG KONG (1921-1999)

STRANGERS

We lived in the same street for many years,
But we never greeted each other there,

We were two strangers going separate ways
In a familiar place.

One day in a foreign city we by chance met;
We stopped and shook hands and had a chat.
Strangely enough, we came to be friends

In a strange land.

A HERO

In a conspicuous square
There stands high with pride
A banker bronze statue

I figure, he must be a hero
In a big-shark-eat-small-fish-world.

LAST NIGHT

Last night, there was no way to tell yours from mine:
The light footsteps sounding on the long-street side.

There was no way to tell them apart, yours and mine:

With street-lamps above, two long shadows in one line.

In the deep of the night, dark, I’d had to walk you home

In the silent street, with very free passers-by.

But how silly we were, remember? One raising our heads

We found before us it was my lodging instead. O my!

Last night, saying goodnight at your door in a block—-
We had been walking two long hours for ten minutes walk.
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SHU XIANGCHENG - HONG KONG (1921-1999) T —

THE COAL

Give me a fire,

Let me give light and heat;
I am the black coal,

Not the pale snow.

HE

He is a child.
He plays hide-and-seek with others
And never gets tired.

He is a youth.
He’s going far away tomorrow,
And his heart is like the sea-tide.

He is an old man—-
Lonely?
No. Memories sit at his side.
August 1965

A FISH

I am waiting to be sold

At a bustling market-place
They care about my price
And not my tears and sad face

I miss the sea
I miss the sea
Die, I would rather die
In a wild churning sea
June 1965

POETRY

Poetry gives mankind
Not silver nor gold;

Ah, it gives mankind

A beautiful mind!
The poems were translated into English by the author
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SVETLANA MAKAROVIC - SLOVENIA

OGLEDALO

Odpre o€i in v hipu je zbujena.

1z ogledal skovikne tuj obraz.
Poskusa sneti masko lastne koze.
Poskusa s svecami pregnati mraz.

Na vratih kljuka Skrtne, se premakne.

Deseti kri po zilah zledeni.
Za vrati pa nikogar. Prazna veza.
Kepe teme po kotih. Vonj smeti.

Zacuti svoje tuje, potne roke

na zgocih licih, mokrih od snega.
Nad glavo ji zaniha krempelj lune,
da se splasi brezdanjega neba.

In ko da je nekdo prav tukaj zraven
in kakor da ji nekaj Sepeta,

pa ni ¢loveski glas in ne besede,

je nekaj — nekaj Cisto drugega.

Takrat se spomni, da je v tuji hisi,
kot vsakic, ko se kvatre odvrte,

in spet obesi culo prek ramena,
odrine duri, se zmrazi in gre.

To no¢ se je zatekla v mojo sobo,
kjer s sveCami preganjam hudi mraz.
Pa to ni maska, to je ziva koza.

Iz ogledal me gleda njen obraz.
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SVETLANA MAKAROVIC - SLOVENIA

THE MIRROR

She opens her eyes and is instantly awake.
From the mirror shrieks an alien face.

She tries to strip the mask from her skin.

Tries with candles to drive away the frost.

The doorhandle creaks, she shifts away.

The blood of the tenth one* freezes in her veins.
Yet behind the door is no-one. Empty hallway.

Snowballs of darkness by the corners. Stench of rubbish.

She senses her alien, sweaty hands

on burning cheeks, damp with snow.

Above her head sways the moon’s talon,

to startle the fathomless heaven.

It is as if someone were here, right near,

and whispering something to her,

yet no human voice it is, nor word,

something it is — something different altogether.

Then she remembers, she’s in an alien house,

as ever when the quarterly weeks come round,
and again, she slings the bag across her shoulder,
shoves open the door, shivers, and leaves.

This night she had strayed into my room,

where with candles I drive away the fierce frost.
Yet this is not a mask, it is living skin.

Gazing at me from the mirror is her face.

* This refers to the tenth child of a household (usually a male
one, but here a girl) who, in traditional tales, is to leave the
parents and the siblings very early in life, destined to wander
alone in the world.
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SVETLANA MAKAROVIC - SLOVENIA
SAMOST

Iz robidovja spoceta,

v svoj odprti grob ujeta,
burja jo je podojila,

s kaco pisano povila.
koza njenega telesa
zenske luske in peresa,
krzno, lubje, igle, veje,
srhki, temni mah jo greje,
trnje jo po grlu boza,
veke krije gobja koza,
voda gladi jo in davi,
trava valovi na glavi,
ven iz svojega telesa —
zgoraj zelene drevesa,
sonce sije, veter diha,

v vetru rahlo cvetje niha,
luna se mi pomlajuje,
pomlajuje, postaruje,
njo urece ta svetloba,
stegne tiso¢ rok iz groba,
ki se v mravlje spremenijo,
se po svetu razbezijo,

pa spet vsaka sama rase,
vsaka umira sama zase,
morda sanja, ko bedi

in zivi le, kadar spi,
kaca pisana prepeva,

ta ubija, ki rojeva,

vzeti isto kakor dati,

ti si sama svoja mati,
sama svoja lastna h¢i,
ve¢ ne mores zvedeti,
luna se mi pomlajuje,
pomlajuje, postaruje,

in je lu¢ in je tema,

svet je grob in zibelka.
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SVETLANA MAKAROVIC - SLOVENIA

ALONENESS

From bramble bushes conceived,

in her own open grave seized,
suckled by the northern wind,

by the mottled snake wound in,

the skin of her body

sprouts scales and feathers,

fur, bark, needles, branches,

coarse, dark moss to warm her,
thorns stroke upon her throat,

her eyelids are filmed by fungal skin,
water caresses and chokes her,
grass quivers on her head,

beyond her own body —

above the greening trees,

sun shines, wind breathes,

in the wind light blossoms sway,
the moon is growing younger,
growing younger, growing older,

by the light she is bewitched,

a thousand hands reach out from the grave,
they transform themselves into ants,
scurrying over the earth,

then again each grows alone

and dies only on its own,

perhaps she dreams while waking,
and only when sleeping she lives,
the mottled snake is singing,

the killer it is who gives birth,

to take is the same as to give,

you are your own mother,

your very own daughter,

more you cannot discover,

the moon is growing younger,
younger, growing older,

and there is light and there is dark,
the world is the cradle and the grave.
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SVETLANA MAKAROVIC - SLOVENIA

NA SVETU TAKO

Mi pa po svetu vandramo,
eden drugemu hudo delamo,
eden drugemu hudo delamo,
saj je na svetu tako.

Jaz bom tekel in tebe lovil,
ker mi je to v§e¢ mocno,
ker mi je to v§e¢ mocno,
saj je na svetu tako.

Jaz bom tebi iztaknil oko,
ker mi je na poti zelo,

ker mi je na poti zelo,

saj je na svetu tako

Kar imas$ rad bom tebi vzel,
ker bo meni prav prislo,
ker bo meni prav prislo,

saj je na svetu tako.

S tvojimi solzami bom tla pomil,
ker imam v hisi rad Cisto,

ker imam v hisi rad Cisto,

saj je na svetu tako.

24

GUEST OF HONOUR

LI 3 50 03)

4<<JL’J\dj>Jj>LDJaJw§).>u
U,wgpu@f@;@
o pial) {ly Ly iy i

LI 3 03] 5a (Vg

csllasl s 85,1 Gy
iy e fadl 1 aad
il gle fuadl 1 asd)
B[P Y SEWRIIR WY

S G o Y
DS e o Y
PRSI

Tl IS e s L
0 Gl Gl 0 4SS5 Y
¢ Gl Calie 0,8 0l Y
WG s il

R e RE PWRC VN
Glss J 50 055, 0 o Y
Gl I3 0,5, 0 ol Y

PURII I




SVETLANA MAKAROVIC - SLOVENIA
SO IT IS IN THE WORLD

We just go roving around the world,
one to another doing great harm,
one to another doing great harm,
for so it is in the world.

I shall chase and hunt you,

for the pleasure it gives me is great,
for the pleasure it gives me is great,
for so it is in the world.

I shall gouge out your eye,
for it is much in my way,
for it is much in my way,
for so it is in the world.

Whatever you love, I’ll take from you,
for that will be quite right for me,

for that will be quite right for me,

for so it is in the world.

With your tears I shall wipe the floor,
for I like the house to be clean,

for I like the house to be clean,

for so it is in the world.
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SVETLANA MAKAROVIC - SLOVENIA

USPAVANKA

Zakaj pa ne spis$,
zakaj pa ne spis?
Mogoce se hudega
vetra bojis?

Ne boj se, ne boj se,
saj veter samo
prepeva, kako bo
ko nas vec¢ ne bo.
Ko bo kotrljal

nase votle kosti,

¢ez gole in gluhe

in prazne ravni
odprl ti bo prsi,

srce izsusil,

v daljave razpihal
vse to, kar si bil.

Ne more docakati,
ves, pa rohni,

pa oknice stresa,

za vrati prezi.

Le smrt klic¢e v hiSo,
ni¢ drugega ni.

Ne boj se, ne boj se,
pa mirno zaspi.
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SVETLANA MAKAROVIC - SLOVENIA

LULLABY

Why do you not sleep?
Why do you not sleep?
Perhaps you fear

the fierce wind?

Do not be afraid,

do not be afraid,

for the wind is only singing
of how it will be

when we no longer are,
when it will roll

our hollow bones

across the barren, deaf

and empty plains,

your breast it will open,

dry out your heart,

into the distance it will scatter
all that you have been —

it cannot wait to see, you know,
but blusters,

shaking the tiny windows,
lurking behind the doors,
nothing else there is —

do not be afraid,

do not be afraid,

just peacefully fall asleep.
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SVETLANA MAKAROVIC - SLOVENIA
IGLA

Hodi hodi tiha igla

lahno, drobno sem in tja,
Siva s komaj vidno nitko
enega na drugega.

Naj le Siva, naj le Siva
mene s tabo, tebe z njim.
Bolj na gosto ko me $iva,
manj besed spregovorim.
Vbada, vlece, zateguje
tenko, ostro, vroco nit,

ko izves, je Ze prepozno,

s tiso€ vbodi si prisit.

Grlo z grlom, tvoje z mojim,
vse gosteje, vse mocneje,
koza raste v tujo kozo,

vse tesneje, vse topleje.
Vlece skupaj lica, ledja,
prsi, ude prepotene,

Ze sovrazno vame sopes,
Ze ne mores stran od mene.
Kaj je moje, kaj je tvoje,
meri§ s kamnom med o¢i —
igla §vigne, dlan prebode,
da ohlapne in spusti.

Kar bilo je zavozlano,

se odmotati ne da

in kar je bilo zmeckano,

se nikdar ve¢ ne zravna.

Enemu pa dih zastane

in zasluti in spozna.

Pot se razodene sama.

To je pot za enega.
Silovito trzne, plane,

strga kozo od kosti,

izmed cunj telesa vstane
in se izgubi v temi.

Tam neznano. Tam visoko.
Je bilo in je in bo.

Tam neskon¢no. Tam edino.
Tista zvezda nad goro.
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SVETLANA MAKAROVIC - SLOVENIA

THE NEEDLE

Gently, neatly, to and fro

goes, goes the silent needle,
stitching with scarcely visible thread
one to the other.

Let it stitch, let it stitch together

me to you, you to it,

the more closely it stitches me in

the fewer words I utter.

Piercing, pulling, tightening

the thin, sharp, hot thread,

once you find out, it’s already too late,
with a thousand stitches you’re sewn in.
Throat after throat, yours after mine,
ever closer, ever stronger,

skin grows into alien skin,

ever tighter, ever warmer.

Drawing together cheeks, backs,
breasts, sweaty extremities,

already in enmity you pant after me,
already from me you cannot get free.
What is mine, what is yours,

you measure with a stone between the eyes —

the needle shoots, piercing the palm
to slacken and let go.

What has been knotted together
cannot be untangled,

what has been crushed together

can nevermore be smoothed.

Yet for one the breath is stopped
with foresight and recognition.

The path reveals its own way.

This is the way for one.

Fiercely he recoils, pounces,
stripping skin from bone,

rising up through tatters of the body
and vanishing in the dark.

Up there unknown. There up high.
It was and is and shall be.
Endlessly there. There the only one.
That star above the mount.
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SVETLANA MAKAROVIC - SLOVENIA
ZVEZDA

Naj pride tista ura,

naj pride tisti ¢as,

naj se da prepoznati
tisti pradavni glas,

naj se ozgane koze
dotakne snezna dlan,

0 naj ze enkrat pride,
naj pride tisti dan.
Prevec vsega so gledale
in videle oc¢i,

prevec, da bi hotele

Se kaj izvedeti,

z nikomer ve¢ nicesar,
ni¢esar mojega,

ne morem vec ostati,
jaz nisem tu doma.
Glej, tista daljna zvezda
iz misli mi ne gre,

ki je ez dan ne vidim,
a vendar vem, da je.
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SVETLANA MAKAROVIC - SLOVENIA GUEST OF HONOUR

STAR B

May that hour come,

may that time come, REAR /NI A -

may that age-old voice JREAR IRy 1 A il

be recognised, BRI -

may the scorched skin - .

be touched by a snowy palm, RS

O may it come at last, AN

may come that very c}ay. Tilf ) R A i 1)
Too much of everything { .

the eyes have watched and seen, HERA—K

too much that they might wish to learn BBl B fe A 2K <
evenmore, IRREIR 5L T
nothing of mine any longer is there \

with anyone, EZ L]

I can no longer remain, i 2 At M AR BB SR PY ©
here I am not at home. i A

Look, that distant star s

will not go from my thoughts away, SRR AL

I, who throughout the day WA BRFRAHPY
do ot see i, RN -

yet I know that it is there. s L ot o
Translated from the Slovene iE AT o
by Alan McConnell-Duff & > HREEN 2 A

ERESHER
3 H 41K
FHRAZE
BFRKNE fs AE AR AR
Bfi#5 7 Chan Cho Man Emma 3%

Svetlana Makarovi€ is a Slovenian poet and dramatist, and a popular writer of children's books, an
actress, illustrator, and chanteuse. She is noted for her borrowing from Slovenian folklore to tell
stories of existential crisis of the modern man and women. In the beginning of the 1970s, her
poetry became more harsh in terms of form and content, portraying in her poetry and drama the
collective sub-conscience and frustrations of a traditional community. These in turn also show in
her children stories, mostly animal tales populated by the non-idealised characters often reflecting
the bleak realities of a cruel, selfish, and envious grownup world. Her poem anthology, Samost
(‘Aloneness’) was self-published in 2002. Svetlana Makarovic is also a sharp and sometimes
controversial critic of the political realities and the institutional (Catholic) religion in her country.
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XIU SHI - HONG KONG CONTEMPORARY POETRY
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XIU SHI - HONG KONG

UNTITLED

The rain comes as promised
The flowers bloom as promised
The years are collected in the drawers

Beyond the threshold is a bed of quiet greens
At this moment I see the hidden
noise of insects

You pass through the pale seasons under the eaves
There is only one look of face
left in the luggage that cannot be put down

No withering, no blooming
The mountains always flourish in the silence
when no one is around

I am silent
waiting for the last leaf
to fall in all seasons
Translated by Oliver Chen
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XIU SHI - HONG KONG
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XIU SHI - HONG KONG CONTEMPORARY POETRY

MISSING JIE AGAIN

Jie has always existed in my thoughts
My longing is like a net in the deep sea with huge holes

The tide rises and recedes

Jie grows bigger and bigger in my thoughts
But she couldn’t escape after all

She has been living in it ever since

The net is drifting in the sea
Seagulls and seasons are surging on the waves
During the days of sailing, Jie has become my only weight.

I want to sail home, say goodbye to the wandering sea,
and return to the mountains

When I pick up the net, Jie is still soft and unchanging.
The sound of rain in the mountains is often heard at night,
telling me about the days of the ocean

F% o B THERRIR] o HARE GGHETITY o R EOCRRm ST o IF

WA <IT KR E——RE L & -

Xiushi, founded the ‘Jie Poetry School’. He is the author of a collection of poems

Stepping out of the Summer Gate, a collection of poetry reviews The Chrysalis and the

Butterfly of Prose Poetry, and the editor of Light Across the River — Selected Poems of

Shenzhen and Hong Kong, etc.
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YUHFEN HONG - TATWAN
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THOUSAND DAYS AND NIGHTS

Spring nourished a worm among us

A common multiple of light and shadow in blue droplets
And shadow, travel down the river

To the distant island. Two stars

Gaze at each other in the sky of July.

They migrate to a virtual white bed No. 9

in a window, cut by thorns.

The spray liquid you never stop using,
Dim the journey memories into
lily-like snow shadows

I hold the short cutter and cut out

The broken branches and leaves

On the margins of medical record,
Soaked in aged wine bottles.

The bedridden soul is weak and helpless,
waiting for cure. She rests on sheets
Bleached by mountain springs,
A white angel sleeping in the morning
Holds tightly, and finally forgets to break up
A couple’s dream
Translated by the author
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HETI ROAD

The appetizer was a creamy mousse shortbread.

You, as gentle as poetry, flicked with your fingers

scattered petals melting on the lawn, the tree branches, the hems of my dress
and caressing the brilliant purple camellias

Love River was a swirling melody,
Entwined in dreams, In three beats,
Six notes, ripples undulated
The rose champagne was dancing in crystal glasses
The midday sun, seductive, found no rest
At the final lunch, the concluding notes lingered
Time patiently awaited an answer
We returned to bed, fell asleep with
Caramel candies in our mouths.
Translated by the author
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Yuhfen Hong was Born in Kaohsiung, Taiwan. She is a Ph.D. student in the Chinese
Department at Chung Cheng University, the President of the Chinese Haiku Society and
an editor for the Epoch Poetry Quarterly. She’s received awards such as the 2nd place in

Chinese poetry at the 39th World Congress of Poets and the Epoch Poetry Award. Her

published works include The Poet in the Fish's Belly, Tune of Tiny Light, and so on.. |
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CHARY GUMETA - MEXICO

ILEGAL

Antes de cruzar la frontera

antes de poner un pie en ese territorio de tinieblas
te daré un beso como muestra de amor

y te diré como aprendi a amarte

bajo las sombras de los arboles

en nuestro lejano quezaltepeque.

Una vez que nos pegue el viento extranjero
dejaremos que nos devore el humo y el ruido
de ese animal maldito,

y si todavia estamos juntos

cerraremos los 0jos

y haremos de cuenta

que estamos sofiando.

DEBUTANTES

La noche es lenta y de poca clientela
esta ahi, parada, expuesta a todos los peligros.

Recuerda la primera vez

“debutantes” les dicen

y toda ella se llena de lagrimas;

“nunca pensé llegar a esto,

yo estudie en la universidad halla en El Salvador”
dice, mientras se limpia los ojos con las manos;
sigue llorando, por lo dificil que ha sido,

sobre todo mantenerse viva.

“Madpre, juste piensa que me gusta esto?
no, mamaita, hui de Chalatenango
porque los maras querian matarme”

Trato de consolarla

y le digo que tenga fuerzas para continuar,
me abraza y me da un beso en la mejilla,
un taxi se para, es un cliente, se sube

y me dice adios.

El movimiento de su mano
€s una mariposa que se va volando.

40
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CHARY GUMETA - MEXICO

CONTEMPORARY POETRY

ILLEGAL

Before crossing the border

before stepping into that hazy land
I’ll kiss you as proof of my love

and tell you how I learned to love you
under the shadows of the trees

in our distant Quezaltepeque.

Once the strange wind hits us

we’ll let ourselves be devoured by the smoke and noise
of that damned animal,

and if we’re still together

we’ll close our eyes

and pretend

that we’re dreaming.

DEBUTANTS

The night is slow and of little clientele
she is standing there, bared to all dangers.

She remembers the first time

“debutants” they call them

and she is filled with tears;

“I never thought it would come to this,

1 studied in the University of El Salvador”

she says, as she wipes her face with her hands;
she keeps crying, because of how hard it has been,
above all, to stay alive.

“Mother, do you think I like this?
no, mama, I fled Chalatenango
because the maras wanted to kill me”

I try to console her

and I tell her to have the strength to go on,
she hugs me and kisses my cheek,

a taxi stops, it’s a client, she goes inside
and says goodbye.

The movement of her hand
is a butterfly flying away.
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CHARY GLMELA- MEXICO CONTEMPORARY POETRY

AMOR

Amor,

a veces despierto

con la sensacion de que sigues a mi lado

siento tu beso imaginario

rozar la comisura de mi boca.

Sobre tu recuerdo anidan los pajaros sombrios.

Mis dias pasan cobijados por la niebla depresiva

y la vida se me aferra al cuerpo como una enfermedad.

No existe balsamo en la tierra

que cure la llaga de la pérdida.

El tejido de mi piel pierde la memoria de tus manos
y no sé qué hacer con esta sensacion

que hierve en mis adentros.

Amor,
en tu silencio vive el oscuro llamado del ocaso
la soledad se aduefia de la casa.

Chary Gumeta (Chiapas, Mexico, 1962) Poet and Cultural Promoter of Art and Literature. She has
published books of poetry and historical research. She has participated in anthologies, festivals
and national and international book fairs. She has received several awards during her career;
Likewise, she has won several funds from publications in Mexico and abroad. She edits the
YOMORAM JAYATZAME fanzine that promotes literature written by women. She is Director of
the San Cristobal World Festival of Contemporary Poetry and Coordinator of Literature at the
Posh Project Multidisciplinary Festival.
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CHARY GUMETA - MEXICO

LOVE

Love,
sometimes I wake up

with the feeling that you're still by my side

I feel your imaginary kiss
touch the corner of my mouth.

Over your memory the dark birds nest.
My days are sheltered by the depressing fog
and life clings to my body like a disease.

There is not balsam on earth
to heal the wound of loss.

CONTEMPORARY POETRY

The tissue of my skin loses the memory of your hands

And I don't know what to do with this feeling =

that boils inside me.

Love,

in your silence live the dark call of the sunset

loneliness takes over the house.
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STATHIS KOUTSOUNIS - GREECE

EITANA®OPA

[Metdyopon yapdpota amd Andapyo
Kl avTikpilo docwpévo

0AOKANpO TO omitt

GOEVTAULN, 0EEG KOPVIIEG
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Poet, philologist and a member
of the Hellenic Authors' Society
and Hellenic Poets' Circle,
Stathis Koutsounis was born in
Néa Figalia, Olympia, in 1959.
He studied Law, Literature, and
Classical Music. He lives and
works in Athens. He has
published seven poetry
collections with his most recent
one called At No One's Land, in
2020. His writings also include
short stories, critical essays,
literary studies, and book
reviews. Furthermore, his
poetry has been translated into
several languages.
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STATHIS KOUTSOUNIS - GREECE

RESTORATION

I jump out of torpor at dawn

and see the entire house

wooded

maple beech and walnut trees

in the bedroom and in the corners

of the other rooms

the kitchen full of oak and cedar trees

I was nonplussed for hours
butting against the trunks
a dazed domestic animal
lost in the woods

until expiated

I came to realize

that all furniture was missing

THE FIRST GIFT

We were born the same moment
from the same midwife who placed you
as a gift on my body

I never parted with you

I bathed you fed you

played with you and caressed you
regardless that you scratched my flesh
my records books and papers

as if [ had inherited you
with the obligation of a lifelong bond

and though at times I felt you were
an undesirable domestic animal

I was so used to you

so irresistible

was your gurgle

that, oblivious me, I never noticed

your nail growing
Translated by Yannis Goumas
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MUNIR MUHAMMAD KHALAF - SYRIA

YOUR HANDS HAVE THE SMELL OF PLACE

All places

do not return to my hands.

All places

are exhausted in soul.

I need to tidy up

that part of my lost self in the evening,
or to walk towards my wholeness,
which did not return yet.

I'm waiting for dreamers;

I'm building a wall around the world

a wall made of the tears of my neighing soul.

I draw swords of mud,

water my great fall

with candles of fig and olive.

My heart is very clear,

but the cloves family has not passed by,
and it did not find anyone for consolation.
Your chisel of waiting did not carve it.
Days were black,

and bats were the extension of questions,
or stations of a salty river

to see no ghost

but my heart,

making another trick

to print the picture of memory

on waves of your encounter.

Do not be like what they say!

They are a little wound

that does not sleep.

They did not ask about the source of sorrow;
they didn't draw an evil omen

except from the paradise of your heart.

They tried to distract you from catching your dream

between two pigeons
preparing for the impossible
so that we can wear the trees of return.
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MUNIR MUHAMMAD KHALAF - SYRIA

Your hands have the smell of place
and the green of the earth—

the earth that is good in choosing time
in the season of poems,

in inventing sadness

in the body of rain.

They made a coffee of natural sighs
on the stones of your morning—
sighs that mock a night

with echos drawn

in a river of words.

All places

are empty-hearted

except your voice, printed on my heartbeats
like birds of bright lights

in my thick night.
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Translated from the Arabic language by Sayed Gouda

Munir Muhammad Khalaf is a Syrian poet, born in El-Haska, Syria, in 1970. He teaches
Arabic in El-Haska. His poetry has been translated in several languages. He is a winner of

several poetry awards in Syria and abroad.
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SALAH ELEWA - EGYPT/HONG KONG

FAMILIARITY

CONTEMPORARY POETRY

S L craemisle PO

Since meadows have always been a complaining mouth slze)

The girl snatches her joy from noise

Coloring the flowers of her wounds with images
With repeated forgetfulness days erase the pains of

windows
News bulletins render crimes familiar as threes
And neutral as a street corner

SCENE

The poet throws torn papers in the rubbish bin
Heaving a sigh

The last leaf in the mulberry tree

Is swinging In sad air

DREAM

As I was lying asleep

Tow clouds passed through early morning sky
A girl stopped under a pine tree

And turned into a tear

CHOICES

1 don’t choose the sea

But the cracked shadows in mirrors

Not the clouds

But the faint knock on the awaiting door
Not the lamps

But the word which meaning us engraved within

Not the rain

But the song that resembles a room being deserted

gradually

Not you or me

But the thinning fog growing in wisdom

And the sky concealed by histories of springs
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SALAH ELEWA - EGYPT/HONG KONG

BEWILDERMENT

Tell me where to go

With all the losses that shook the trees and gathered
in nostalgia

With all these questions, wet with the
lighthouses’illusions

We are passing among unseen crowds

Resigned as if war were an old newspaper folded in a
balcony

PAINTING

What is missing from the scene

Is women

With their courtesy and bags

With their relentless search for the man’s mysterious
shadows in things

What is missing is women

Who say everything

And fail to see on dim ladders

The man ascending with the painting

PASSAGE

From the right door I entered

From the left door I departed

As I voyaged through monotonous years

And dim alleys

I saw a shepherd chasing a stray sheep

And a girl gathering the overflowing light of clay
Translated from the Arabic language by the author
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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.
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AHMED ELBESHLAWY - EGYPT

A NAKED LUNATIC ON THE HIGHWAY

How many more are there

In that vast desert?

I tend to think that the number

Is underestimated.

How many, stark naked,

sleep at night exposed

To the elements?

How frequently do they venture
Going out on the highway —
Oblivious to the glass and steel
Rushing by menacingly

Close to their fragile flesh?

How many had previous lives

In different worlds?

How many went from snugging
With warm bodies to trembling
Under torn and worn-out blankets?
How many of them lost their minds
Over certain words?

How many of them are poets?

PRISM

A prism,

According to Merriam-Webster,
Is a “medium that distorts,
Slants, or colors whatever

Is observed through it”.

IfTam

To give one long-lasting lecture
On what desire contorts,

I’d say your feel and figure —
Both are bent by it.
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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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INDRAN AMIRTHANAYAGAM - SRI-LANKA CONTEMPORARY POETRY

WRITER, YUCATAN

Cutting through thicket, twigs, vines, varicose veins, bamboo,
palms, marching towards the gnarled hacienda and its storied
bat flaps, panther hunting, howling of chickens butchered

in flashes of the blade ordered by the hoary Irish owner
drinking, reading, writing on the porch with Mayan

minstrel friends, under all the moons that pass over

the alamos and continue to distant ends of the planet,

I stopped to smell moonshine on his craggy face and said
you are a species dying out in a thousand million afternoons,
and Stanleys among us, Boswells, biographers, we must

not let our steed neigh in silence, disappear without trace.
Speak Man before the last call of the local undertaker,

the nondescript soul hired by D. to visit the homes of

those who have not written, who have not paid.
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Indran Amirthanayagam writes in English, Spanish, French, Portuguese and Haitian Creole. He
has published twenty two poetry books. He co-directs Poets & Writers Studio International, writes
a weekly poem for Haiti en Marche and El Acento; has received fellowships from the Foundation
for the Contemporary Arts, the New York Foundation for the Arts, The US/Mexico Fund for
Culture ,the Macdowell Colony. Hosts The Poetry Channel https://youtube.com/user/indranam.
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INDRAN AMIRTHANAYAGAM - SRI-LANKA

CONTEMPORARY POETRY

PROBATE REVISED

We were at ease, playful, loving, our bond fluid

and tender, nothing, nothing could keep us apart,
except for now, and without warning, this bloody,
mangy, cur licking my face trying to heal its own
sores, and you flown away into the after place.

I will join you there, We all have a date coming up.
But why did you flash away under the cover of

the pandemic? Why did you not answer the message
I left for you several weeks after you had left?

Why did we not write a will, at least for us,

in the event of untimely and surreal loss,

that some family member could present

in a probate court to say stop the proceedings.

This document has the key to the riddle, the way out.
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INDRAN AMIRTHANAYAGAM - SRI-LANKA

COVID, THIRD YEAR

Voice seized by the virus, throat in a vise,
shocking and infinitely sad to realize

my friend has no defense, antibodies
circumvented—but what about the Pfizer
pill, what about steroids? A little bit late,

the reply. She needs full treatment

in emergency, intubation, oxygenating

blood, trying to keep lungs breathing

until the virus passes.The greatest battle

yet I have had, she writes. She will survive.
She will not die, I repeat and repeat fingering
my prayer beads. [ should have had them
beside me much earlier, during all the previous
millions of dead, dearest friends among them.
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THE STORY OF A PAINTING i o) doab

‘The Persistence of Memory’
Artist: Salvador Dali. Year: 1931
‘The Persistence of Memory’ is one of Salvador Dali’s most famous works. He painted it

after he had entered a meditative state of hallucinations.
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