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Emily Dickinson
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Jorge Palma

Piping down the valleys wild,
Piping songs of pleasant glee,
On a cloud I saw a child,
And he laughing said to me:
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If I can stop one heart from breaking,
I shall not live in vain;

If I can ease one life the aching,

Or cool one pain,
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Tread lightly, she is near
Under the snow,
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The daisies grow.

Had I the heavens' embroidered cloths,
Enwrought with golden and silver light,
The blue and the dim and the dark cloths
Of night and light and the half light,
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I remember it was summer:
a green beetle, crawling
on my open volume of poems

paused alongside the name David Ignatow.
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I will not beg for the bread I lack. LR 6*“#‘ ul" JJ*‘-*U J“f‘ J

I will not set foot in the house of
Caiaphas out of hunger.

I will not change my name

Nor the accent of my voice

To ease my drifting heart.
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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.
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Editorial Board:
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hadiralma@gmail.com
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Call for Submissions

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

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

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

Publishing Guidelines

Font: 11, Times New Roman.
Titles: Unless the whole poem
1S written in lower case, all
titles should be capitalized.
Length: Poems of 40 lines or
less are preferred.

Themes: Priority will be given
to poems of universal themes
and humanistic values.

Form: Nadwah focuses on
rhythmic poems, whether in
metrical traditional forms or
free verse proper, i.c.
accentuated or syllabic poems.
Nevertheless, the content is
equally important in order to
give form a meaningful
substance. Prose poems of
outstanding value will also be
considered for publication.
Language: Inappropriate
language or content will not be
considered for publication.
Footnotes: No footnotes
except for occasional and
necessary annotations.
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EDITOR’S FOREWORD

The Genocide on Gaza is still going on in
the Occupied Palestine. The systematic
starvation of the children of Gaza is still
going on while the world is watching and
getting used to see children made starved
by evil powers. A glimpse of hope,
however, still shines when we see those
who still voice their opposition of this
brutal, inhumane occupation of Palestine.

One of those nobles who stood up to
make their voice clear in support of
humanity and freedom is this Chinese lady
whose name [ still do not know. I spotted
her standing in front of the underground
station in Wan Chai district in Hong Kong
raising the Palestinian flag, a picture of a
Gazan starved child, and a board with
Chinese characters denouncing the Zionist
evil occupation. I had to stop to talk to her
and to know her story.

She visited the occupied Palestine
almost forty years ago when she was still in
her twenties. The Zionist occupying forces
stopped her, took her in their vehicle and
dropped her in the middle of nowhere with
the intention to make her die in silence. She
was saved by some people from Gaza who
took her into Gaza and looked after her.
After she had witnessed first hand how
much of suffering the Palestinians in Gaza
had to go through at the hands of the
Zionist occupying forces, she vowed to let
the world know about that barbarian
occupation that committed dozens of
massacres against the Palestinians for more
than seventy years. Cannot be more wrong
is the one who still thinks it all started on
the 7th of October 2023.

What can a poet say about this ongoing
Genocide and the Gazan children made
starved on purpose by some evil forces?
Speaking for myself, and as I stated in the
final poem in this issue, I would trade all
my writings, poetry and prose, for just one
bag of flour to enter Gaza and feed the
children there.

This is my stance as a poet. My stance as a

human being, we all should never get tired

of speaking of the plight of Palestinians

and their occupied lands until freedom
prevails there from the river to the sea!

Dr Sayed Gouda

China

3 August 2025
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WILLIAM BLAKE - UK (1757-1827)
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INTRODUCTION
Songs of Innocence

Piping down the valleys wild,
Piping songs of pleasant glee,
On a cloud I saw a child,
And he laughing said to me:

‘Pipe a song about a Lamb!’
So I piped with merry cheer.
‘Piper, pipe that song again.’
So I piped: he wept to hear.

‘Drop thy pipe, thy happy pipe;
Sing thy songs of happy cheer!’
So I sung the same again,

While he wept with joy to hear.

‘Piper, sit thee down and write
In a book, that all may read.’
So he vanished from my sight;
And I plucked a hollow reed,

And I made a rural pen,

And I stained the water clear,
And I wrote my happy songs
Every child may joy to hear.
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THE SICK ROSE
Songs of Experience

O Rose thou art sick.
The invisible worm,
That flies in the night
In the howling storm:
Has found out thy bed
Of crimson joy:

And his dark secret love
Does thy life destroy.

-
William Blake (bio to be found on p.. 8)
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EMILY DICKINSON - USA (1830-1886
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IF I CAN STOP ONE HEART FROM BREAKING

If I can stop one heart from breaking,
I shall not live in vain;

If I can ease one life the aching,

Or cool one pain,

Or help one fainting robin

Unto his nest again,

I shall not live in vain.
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Emily Dickinson was an American lyric poet who lived in seclusion and commanded a singular
brilliance of style and integrity of vision. With Walt Whitman, Dickinson is widely considered to
be one of the two leading 19th-century American poets. (Britannica)
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William Blake was an English artist, poet, and visionary. In the early 21st century, Blake was
regarded as the earliest and most original of the Romantic poets, but in his lifetime he was
generally neglected or (unjustly) dismissed as mad. (Britannica)
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OSCAR WILDE - IRELAND (1854-1900)
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REQUIESCAT

Tread lightly, she is near
Under the snow,

Speak gently, she can hear
The daisies grow.

All her bright golden hair
Tarnished with rust,

She that was young and fair
Fallen to dust.

Lily-like, white as snow,
She hardly knew

She was a woman, so
Sweetly she grew.

Coffin-board, heavy stone,
Lie on her breast,

I vex my heart alone

She is at rest.

Peace, Peace, she cannot hear
Lyre or sonnet,

All my life’s buried here,
Heap earth upon it.
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Oscar Wilde was an Irish poet and dramatist. He was a spokesman for the late 19th-century

Aesthetic movement in England, which advocated art for art’s sake. (Britannica)
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WILLIAM BUTLER YEAT - IRELAND (1865-1939) CLASSICS CORNER

I 5ol =l L el

HE WISHES FOR THE CLOTHS OF HEAVEN

Had I the heavens' embroidered cloths,
Enwrought with golden and silver light,
The blue and the dim and the dark cloths
Of night and light and the half light,

I would spread the cloths under your feet:
But I, being poor, have only my dreams;
I have spread my dreams under your feet;
Tread softly because you tread on my dreams.
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William Butler Yeats was an Irish poet, dramatist, and prose writer, one of the greatest English-
language poets of the 20th century. He received the Nobel Prize for Literature in 1923.
(Britannica)
ajb-ésjb- JM\QJA\&M}MY\QU\:-\JM(«B\b\J Aéﬁj\uYUﬂwKJfﬂuK}f\wabrh&}
(k) VAT ale 0oV by




CAN TIANXIN - CHINA
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; THE PERSISTENCE OF MEMORY

I remember it was summer:

a green beetle, crawling

on my open volume of poems
paused alongside the name David Ignatow.
For a long time not wanting to leave
it joined my reading. Joyfully,

using my littlest finger,

I delicately touched its belly.

In the flick of an eye

it already lay there

turned to a footnote.

It shared my happiness

forever persists in my memory.

GUEST OF HONOUR
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LOTUS LAKE

Once while rowing on Lotus Lake, I saw
a young woman deep in thought on the
shore

the buttons glinting on her summer dress.

Rowing closer, I invited her to join me.

At first I startled her, but then she smiled.

Twilight fell around us, shortening
all distances ; a subtle beauty spot
closer than a book, further than a star
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SUNLIGHT

The sun is a mango.

Cut open, it's the day.

Left uncut, the evening.

We swallow sunlight

Making strong muscles.
While we sleep

Sunlight flows into our blood
Travels throughout our body.
On its journey it meets
Another piece of sunlight.
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—GREEN WIND

A breeze winding through the canyon of the buildings
passes over the windowsill with its vase

blowing off all the leaves of one flower

off another all the petals so that only leaves remain
the wind reaches the sad face of a woman

whose eyes show she is lost in thought

the wind gently loosens her clothing

filling her dress with one more breast

the weight of the wind lies full length along her body
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| THE RIVER OF MY MIND

I like to stand before you
and let the light of your forehead
shine upon the river of my mind

Your luxuriant hair
scatters over the riverbanks like villages
its fragrance floats on the wind

| When I move closer

the small boat of your nose
swiftly turns away
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| Squeezes through the window’s burglar bars

| breaks a chair into pieces over his knee

the winter wind sneaks away from the belly of the plane trees

the shadow of fallen leaves drags on the ground and vanishes
like snow which falls into a lake and dissolves into the water
important people commute to their offices in chaffeur-driven cars
while children are propelled around by one small desire

we live in this world like a volley of bullets

passing through the wall of the dark night
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WINGS OF RECOLLECTION

When urged by curiosity, obeying fantasy

I recall my remote past —

a pair of hands swollen with frostbite

appear behind a white curtain

the face of someone close who died long ago

a distant lavender-coloured memory

which changes into a mousehole

and then into an old-style house with a flagstone floor
which injures the eyelid of dark night

then changes again into an armchair carefully made
and a bookshelf with a few books

two flaps of the wings of recollection
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GREEN BLOOD

Coming back from the north in deep night
I enter my home, turn, closing the door
find on the steps sycamore leaves

left by the typhoon

limbs and trunk already dragged off.

I thought I saw pools of blood

coagulated on the ground.

I remember my parents kept cool

under this tree as they talked

- of their grandson, remember

the scene, even remember them

spitting black seeds as they sat.

That was last summer.

This summer, I do not know,

this summer, how they will spend their time.
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; ECHO

If you think

if you think

once this house
falls down

falls down

our story

will now will now
be over be over
you and I you and I
like new like new
will start to live
you are wrong
you are wrong

17

GUEST OF HONOUR

Ub o Ub“g:,jl

Lok (e et s (e pctd

L1 o)

idases 5B |

ddasea |

| six£la (1990 |
|3)ﬁ@.)3§?¢)\w\yw; |

|

|

|

|

|

|

I .
| Lead 0 |
|

|

|

|

|

|

|



CAN TIANXIN - CHINA

el o 0 S GUEST OF HONOUR

sl ol ey

1eKia !

ZJJU\QLJ,U‘JY\’é&M—U\u\Jﬁ\M I

SR, Sodn+5 H e, B oS 3l G5 51 |
FEI_LB G R TR, e e
O e q.u AR

SRR L=k, R PG DRI VE H
THRAEFEAR A

Foh B AR, FEK,

u_dl:-u}\mu&\ 4cf>=J\Ja...uu.l.c
) gwgﬁ\eg\wt};ﬂ
4:\:.2.&}“&@.153.3)\ 4§=)>LJ\J.@J=.‘Q\L;L)

T SEATK T, Wi RAE Lt 1991 ol e
E?JEE&EJU,T ijl:P ‘;))"'J‘?“QW‘M‘UAL@""J;
HRET .
1991, Ml @ —— """ "~~~ —- - - !
T— —
;&T THE WATER’S EDGE

Dusk approaches. Thousands of cold crows
gather above the lake. The temperature drops

to the top of a nearby hill, the sunset in the west
vanishing in the shrubbery.

At the water’s edge, I sing in a low voice,
imagine lapping the water with my tongue
until stars appear, and the words of the song,
and the lines of tears.
Translated by Robert Berold

Cai Tianxin, born in 1963, is a Chinese poet and a mathematician. He has published 30 books of
poetry, essays, travelogues’ photographs and biographies. In 1995, he founded the poetry
review, Apollinaire, which is considered among the most important underground magazines in
China. Cai has translated into Chinese the work of many international writers such as Jorge Luis
Borges, Gabriel Garcia Marquez, Octavio Paz and others. His poems have been translated into
more than 20 languages. A Chinese poet says of him, “Cai is a writer who is shaped by the
distance he travels ... His distances are metaphysical.” Cai Tianxin lives in Hangzhou where he is

a professor of mathematlcs at Zhejiang University.
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NOT AT HOME

A cat walked into our summer home,

Looked around, looked everywhere,

Bathroom, kitchen, under the beds;

Decided to stay; jumped onto the best seat, settled in.

But you said, “No, not fair. We can’t encourage it, let it in.

It can’t be our cat. Make it leave now!
We will go away. Then what would it do, homeless again,
Lacking our company, our shelter, our love?”

But we walked into the home we each offered the other,
Looked around, desired to stay. Thought no such objection.
Did not reflect that either of us might go away,

Compelled by forces beyond control,

Leaving the other without our company, our care, our love,

And what that would feel like.

February — June 2025
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PAST PRESENT (il

We miss the past because we came from there:
% people and scenes and places, and ways of
doing things: %

old women, mumpinglil their lips in the sun;
old men, eating their breakfast,

outside the Museum of Heritage,

at Shatin;

university students,

cherishing school friends,

i ealad [il] U3 ¢ ol sl

¢ i) dn]
4(¢AJU431L)‘9JJLQ “_J}.@&“JB.-JH
O Ry

from primary and secondary days. coels 3

AU PR NER YN
Not yet, not yet.
Cﬁmj AR ¢ \.’B
I embrace the present, i S
in embracing you.

surely know e 2

the past is where we also come from;
and where we’re going, too.Hiil

March 2004
[l Inspired by the following sentences in an
assignment on Laurie Lee’s Cider with Rosie,
written by Rita Lee Po Yu, student of Discursive
Prose (ENG 1170), 2003/2004, at Hong Kong
Baptist University, taught by Gillian. “We miss the
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ALL MUSIC IS SAD TO THOSE WHO FEEL THEY ARE DYING

All music is sad to those who feel they are dying;
All love is bittersweet, ending;
All loves a distraction from the thought of inaction
And the thought that life is complete.
Thinking one thought, “It is ending”:
The love from the one one adores
Will become no more;
The one who adores will be there no more.
Turn the page.
February 2025
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Gillian and Verner Bickley have been working together in the context of Proverse Hong Kong, a
small press based in Hong Kong and publishing internationally on both local and international
subjects. Since 2008, Proverse has published novels, single author short story collections and
poetry collections, memoirs and other non-fiction, academic and educational books, as well as
young adult fiction, by just under one hundred individual authors, living around the world. Since 9
February 2025, Gillian Bickley has been grieving the passing of her husband Verner Bickley. They
married on 7 May 1986. For 39 years, they 1ovingly supported each other in life, love, research,
writing, teaching, publishing and public service.
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YOU WERE AHEAD OF THE GAME

You told me bottled-water companies

Sold bottles and not water, when our cars
Back-seats were packed with unpaid parking fees,
And pink crisp-packets, dark-blue chocolate-bars
And cola tins, which out the window went

When passengers complained about the mold.
You were the first to form the argument

That what we did at home affects the world.

You told me twenty-thousand die each day

Of malnutrition, back when my complaints

Were mostly against opportunities

I thought were found on other people’s plates.

For you, perspective was necessity;
Consumerism Earth’s great enemy.
Your hatred of “Let’s make this about me!”
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THE PROBLEM OF A PURPOSE BUILT PAST

First there was nothing. Something came along.
And soon we had a story to replay.

This plot-in-progress we improved upon.

(Or didn’t). Still, we’d something we could say.
Soon our mythomaniac arrogance

Became endearing, sweetly comical;

A way of navigating from a past

We purpose built as inspirational

By repetition. How we hypnotized

Ourselves. Neuro-linguistic programming
Worked wonders, painful truth was cauterized
In fire. With only stones to strike for flame
What matter that the stories we need tell,

To spark that blaze burnt memory as well?
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THE CONTEMPLATION OF A THEME

How pensively we look at each new line

When authenticity cuts what we write.

The contemplative mind feels for the sign

That what we’ve put down, this time, we’ve got right.
That complex piece we tried so hard to say

Was multi-multi-multicultural,

From London on through Vietnam; today

I look back on Hong Kong and feel a fool.

For one day we are Monaco, the next

We feel like Lithuania,

and then

We try and write ourselves and sit perplexed
By how to edit love, and once again

It comes to us, a beat that shakes the heart,

In life we need that throb of thought called art.
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SEARCHING FOR HOME

Our plans may yet defy the dreams we set

To show the homes we’re searching for and why
We shun the map, ignore the architect:

Who wants the concrete of such clarity?

We fumble-mumble when we’re looking for
Those well-built walls our thoughts can best enshrine
When all our heart-strings play; like troubadours
To sing the bleeding hurt cut in our time.

The painful panorama of the real:

Our stomach tumble from that twisted view,

But soul is in the guts, we’re told, and still
There’s agony in recollection too.

If home is what the heart yearns most to know,
The search is worth the distance we must go.
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MOMENTUM

Momentum! To regain you I’1l attempt

That poem on the poems that won’t come,

That one most poets write. That one exempt
From other meaning, made recoiling from
Desertion by our circus animals, L

Or time-off from the trade, or just bad luck;

The one we write when nothing moving calls

Us from the place we stayed and then got stuck.
With nothing now to say, we dig in place,

To move the reader less important than

To build the muscle needed, talent braced

To push the thoughts that jolt from brain to hand,
To move obstructions. Move they do. And, please,
We’re all allowed that one or two of these.

[l The second stanza alludes to Yeats’ The Circus
Animals’ Desertion. Obviously.
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Dr Andrew Barker holds a PhD in American Literature, an MA in Anglo/Irish Literature and
a BA (Hons) in English Literature. He has taught over twenty different literature courses at several
universities in Hong Kong. His interests include the poetry of Yeats and Heaney, twentieth-century
American Literature, the plays of Martin McDonagh, the novels of David Mitchell and Zadie
Smith, and the films of Christopher Nolan. He also pays close attention to literature written in and
on Hong Kong, and is a widely-published poet. Examples of his work and lectures can be
found at https://www.youtube.com/c/mycroftlectures-andrewbarkerpoetry
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IN THE DUNES

ENTRE LAS DUNAS /™,

"The clock that only strikes the hour

every sixty minutes at a time.”

“El reloj que no da la hora
Ardengo Soffici

mas que de sesenta en
sesenta minutos”
(ARDENGO SOFFICI)

In the dunes
the hours pass by slowly,

space eternalizes
Entre las dunas P

your look
las horas pasan lentas, and the sun
el espacio eterniza dries out your mouth and your dreams.
la mirada The echo of the bleating of the goats
el sol is the only sign of life that upsets
y N the quietude of the afternoon.
reseca la boca y los suefos.
El eco del balido I'm waiting for a sign,
de un rebafio de cabras, an angel to descend

Jacob's golden ladder

es el tnico signo de vida que trastorna
and call my name.

la quietud de la tarde.
(From The Voice of the Desert,
Aguardo una sefial, Spain1997)

un angel que descienda

la escalera dorada de Jacob
y pronuncie mi nombre.

(De La voz del desierto)
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THE SUBMERGED ISLANDS

LAS ISLAS SUMERGIDAS To Manuel Moya
A Manuel Moya

) ) No longer are there submerged islands
Ya no hay islas sumergidas that defy the laws
que desafien las leyes by which the cosmos is ruled
por las que se rige el cosmos or winged horses
ni cab'flllos voladores conquering the planets.
conquistando los planetas. I would even dare
Incluso me atreveria to state that the race
a asegurar que la estirpe of the Argonauts
de los hombres argonautas belongs to the legends
pertenece a las leyendas of our mythology.
de nuestra ml_tologia. Then why do you ask me
Por qué me pides entonces to swear to the oath
que sustente el juramento of this imaginary love
de este amor imaginario if you know that I only exist
si sabes que solo ex1st0' as the shadow of an angel
como la sqmbra de un angel who centuries ago was expelled
que hace siglos f‘}e expulsado from the garden of Babylonia.
del jardin de Babilonia.

(From Inventario de derrotas / Inventory of
(De Inventario de derrotas) Defeat, Spain, 2005)
https://www.tiempodeespera.es/

"I have learned and dismantled all

the words in order to draw from them

a single word: Home."

Mahmoud Darwish
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JOSE SARRIA - SPAIN
T L) e daasd CONTEMPORARY POETRY

RED GERANIUMS

GERANIOS ROJOS

From all my departures
I only conserve two flower pots:
the last vestiges of my southern

De todos los desahucios
solo conservo dos macetas:
el ultimo vestigio de mi origen surefio.

: heritage.
En los dias de brumas su color nos indulta On migsty days their color gives us
por entre la rendija reprieve
de una ventana mal cerrada through the crack

y proclama la gracia
que ha de venir.
Siempre he creido
tener la sensacion de que al final I have always believed

nos quedaria el rojo in the feeling that in the end

delos geranios we would be left with the red
y el sustento de sus victorias. of the geraniums

and the sustenance of their victories.

in a half-closed window
and proclaims the grace
that is on the way.

(De Sepharad)
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José Sarria (Malaga, 1960), is an author, essayist, and literary critic. He is considered one of the
most prominent specialist at the national level in the study of Hispano-Magrebi Literature. He has
published twenty-eight books of poetry, narrative, and essays. His work has been translated into
Arabic, English, French, Italian, Romanian, Russian, and Sephardi. It is found in more than fifty
national and international anthologies. He has received the Medalla de Oro del
Circulo Intercultural Hlspano Arabe He i is 1ncluded in the Encwlopedla General de Andalucia.
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Ni siquiera, el lejano galope
De tu corazon

Atravesando la noche

En un solo grito.

ey

PLEGARIA, 11
“La luna se ha mudado de jardin”
José Luis Reina Palazén

Madre, han cercado el cielo.
Han puesto alambrados

En el firmamento,

Y estandartes pintados

Con la sangre del mundo.

Han cercado el cielo.

Y mi corazén ha quedado

Del otro lado,

Donde la luz pasa clandestina

En el libro de los muertos,

Y tu falda, que me arropaba, esta
Encerrada en un corral de sombras.

Madre, desde entonces,
Me he vuelto un peregrino
Solo guiado por las estrellas

De tu rostro.
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PRAYER, 11
“The moon has moved to a new garden”
José Luis Reina Palazon

Mother, they have fenced off the sky.
They have put up fences

In the firmament,

And banners painted

With the blood of the world.

They have fenced off the sky.

And my heart is left

On the other side,

Where the light goes underground
In the Book of the Dead,

And your skirt, that tucked me in, is
Locked in a corral of shadows.

Mother, since then,

I have become a pilgrim
Guided only by the stars
Of your face.
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JORGE PALMA-URUGUAY. = CONTEMPORARY POETRY
Slerh 2 (O

XVII w!
No mendigaré el pan que me falta.

gk G 5 eyl sl |

No pisaré por hambre la casa de Caifas.

g B oy § o8 o0l :
. , . = & |
No cambiaré mi nombre |
Ni el acento de mi voz el il ) |
Para aliviar mi corazon errante. Seoim Vs |

ccaghll Y |

No pondré mis alas en una jaula de oro
por dejar de escuchar el dolor del mundo. S i @.LJ. 3 J,\ o I
@YY Tl e BT S |
No diré: “Aquellos eran pecados de juventud” ) |

por un puesto bien pago "ol blas S T J g8l )
en los templos de la desolacion. ) s O3l daby =Y :
- ;.)\;;-\ .J.JL,.A d
Simple y dignamente sobrio o
vivo en paz, &Y Lo bl I
con la mirada clara e ¥ tee
latiendo A Pe I
al ritmo de los pobres de la tierra. Tal
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I will not beg for the bread I lack.
| Twill not set foot in the house of Caiaphas out of hunger.

I will not change my name
Nor the accent of my voice
To ease my drifting heart.

I will not leave my wings in a golden cage
To stop listening to the pain of the world.

I will not say: “Those were sins of youth”
For a well-paid position
In the temples of desolation.

Simply and decently sober

Living in peace,

With a clear vision

Pulsating

To the rhythm of the wretched of the earth.
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GOLPES

Nunca como hoy, los truenos
Golpearon con tanta furia
Los pechos mas fragiles de la tierra.

Golpes. Golpes.
Golpes en la frente
Para que no pienses,
Golpes en la garganta
Para que no hables,
Golpes en los ojos
Para que no mires,
Golpes en los oidos
Para que no oigas.

Golpes que te desatan los huesos.
Golpes que te aplastan los nervios.
Golpes que desmantelan tus dias

Y te empujan a las vidrieras del horror
A las fronteras del llanto

A los tablados de la desesperacion
Desperdigados en la tierra yerma.

Golpes. Golpes.

Donde quedo la cuna que cuido

Tu suefo fragil?

;Donde esté el arbol que te vio llegar
A la casa de baldosas blancas y negras?
(Puede tanto la insensatez?

(Puede tanto?

(Como ibas a imaginar que te golpearian
Las arrugas con un trueno, cuando tienes
La edad para que alguien te pida un consejo?

Burla de tornado

Candilejas.

Hombres y mujeres jovenes

Girando en un universo sordo, oscuro
Y sin musica latiendo.

Golpes. Golpes.

Golpes para que no pienses.
Golpes para que no mires.
Golpes en el pecho

Para que no oigas
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CONTEMPORARY POETRY

Ni siquiera, el lejano galope
De tu corazon

Atravesando la noche

En un solo grito.

BLOWS

Today as never before, thunder
Struck with such fury
The most fragile breasts of the earth.

Blows. Blows.

Blows on the forehead
So you won'’t think,
Blows on the throat
So you won'’t speak,
Blows on the eyes

So you won't look,
Blows on the ears

So you won'’t hear.

Blows that break your bones.

Blows that crush your nerves.

Blows that disrupt your days

And push you to the windows of horror
To the borders of tears

To the boards of despair

Scattered in the wasteland.

Blows. Blows.

Where was the cradle that nursed
Your fragile dream?

Where is the tree that saw you arrive
To the black-and-white tiled house?
Can foolishness be so powerful?
Can it do that much?

How could you imagine you would be
struck

By wrinkles with thunder, when you are
Old enough to be asked for advice?

Mock tornado

Footlights.

Young men and women
Spinning in a universe deaf, dark
And no music beating.

Blows. Blows.
Blows so you won’t think.
Blows so you won’t look.
Blows on the chest
So you won’t hear
Not even the distant gallop
Of your heart
Crossing the night
In a single cry.
Translated from the Spanish by the
author
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Jorge Palma (Montevideo, Uruguay, 1961), is a
poet, writer, storyteller, cultural journalist and
communicator. He has published eleven books of
poetry and a collection of short stories. His
poetry has been published in several magazines
in Latin America and worldwide. He has been
the coordinator of Caravansary magazine
(Colombia). He is currently one of the curators
of Santa Rabia magazine (Peru). His poetry has
been translated into English, Italian, Romanian,
Arabic, Macedonian, Hungarian, Greek, and
German. He has participated in several
international poetry festivals around the world.
He is the winner of the Accésit Pilar Fernandez
Award. Salamanca, Spain (2022) and III King
David Award of Iberoamerican Biblical Poetry.

Salamanca, Spain (2023).
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NEMER SA’ADY - PALESTINE

' POEMS ILLUMINATED BY LONGING
' (SELECTIONS)

F 5)

Be a homeland of poems so that I write.

| Be my blanket, my air, my fire,

my summer, my autumn, the grass of

the stars,

the echo of the wind in the night trees

and the voice in the river stone.

Be the violin and the daisy;

be the distant stars

and the stray songs,

a field of butterflies,

the shadow of footsteps, memories of dew.
Be a homeland of lilies

so that I ride the waves of fires,

or follow the trail of clouds, birds, rivers,
winds, and continuous rain

till the end of singing.

Be a homeland of summer dew or its perfume
in the veins,

an autumn sun in the blood.

(6)

I embrace the slender trees and leave my
flying kisses on their trunks,

and carve a statue of a woman from a snow
rock, then I hold her hand and dance with her
on the embers of sorrows and on the hill of
embracing in a planet made of the dust of
fatigue.

(7)

In my eyes are many, many words.

When I gaze into your eyes you will read the
1liad, the Odyssey, the Aeneid,

the Epic of Gilgamesh and the Book of
Genesis.

In my eyes are seas of The Mu'allagatl and
poems soaked with April rains,

and green ships sailed by the unemployed
Sinbad.

1 Seven long masterpieces of Arabic poems used to
be hung on the Ka’ba before the advent of Islam.
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GUEST OF HONOUR
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NEMER SA’ADY - PALESTINE

GUEST OF HONOUR

In my eyes are continents, forests, distances and
tropical suns,

and sonnets folded in the depths of lakes and rivers.
In my eyes are deserts extending endlessly

on planets millions of light years away from me.

(8

I wish poems would grow in the soil so I can see

a shadow that unbuttons the suns’ shirts.

I wish poems were fire in the winter so that
children and poets could take refuge in its warmth.
I wish I were a river running in the air,

or a star in the wind or a moon,

My body is a ship, green and bright,

and Scheherazade lights up the night behind villages,
grass for my rhyme or a rose for my blood.

Oh autumn, be my women... or a light so I can see.

9
Do not close your heart completely
Leave its door ajar for a stray sparrow
to enter, escaping the rain storm, and not leaving.
Do not close your window completely.
Leave a small opening, a fragrant butterfly must
enter, escaping a bird of prey.
Translated from the Arabic by Dr Sayed Gouda
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Never Saady 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
English, Romanian and Chinese and appeared in several anthologies.
MLMLAJ&AQ_»L«.«J (YN ) 5T 5 0 G patdl cpgloldl e ) Je 3l &pie (5,2 Ok Loy 5 3 ooy kol oLl (g £
wwuby}b\guﬂw Lally cdilay I ‘Q\#Y‘J.AAJLUL;JJ\M\)L@W} (Y \Z)M\LLJJ (YN 8) ikae

35




GARGI GUHA -

INDIA

Ll = lagr 2ol

CONTEMPORARY POETRY

OLD LOVES

My life is filled
With the ghosts
Of those I've loved.
Those that came knocking in the dawn

And left as light wore on

Scudding away slowly

In the darkness of night.

The ones whose words were

Scented and sugared

Like the heavy armload

Of red roses they bore.

The ones with whom

Long afternoons were

A haze of sweetness and wine.

The ones whose souls

Were so weary

With the weight of the past

That you wouldn’t know

How to right the sore

But, you’d try.

Anyway.

The ones who carried

The joy of April in their eyes.

So blue...they seemed to

Be borrowed

From a corner of the sky.

The ones whose laughter

Still hangs

Like perfume...

On a favourite dress

From yesterday evening’s soiree.

Some loves are Like the glittering stars

And the planets,

That precious silver crescent,

Hung a bit askew

Behind the branches. Beautiful to love To see But,
never to know or hold or have.
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GARGI GUHA - INDIA
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RESOULING

People you love will most likely
Drive away into the sunset one day
You'll stand there looking

Into the faraways

Wishing the world would go away too.
Windows creaking open

With passing breeze

Will usher in wisps of a new day
Someday.

The raw, bruised heart will thrash around
Like a wounded animal in pain
Yelping

Crying out

Loud and shrill into the night.

You'll resist.

Look away.

Pull away.

Until you won't.

And, you'll find reason

To love the leaves

The stones

The seashells.

And, watch them love you back.
The greatest of our losses

Are pregnant with possibility

They carry baby seeds of awakening
And open the portals of resouling.
Just don't meet life halfway down this road
Give it your all

Your every

Your you.
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LOVE-LONGING

There's a sweetness
And some pain

In simply, sitting
Looking back.
Disentangling from memories
From the treasure chest
Of the years.
Carefully, dusting out
Caressing

Looking deeply

Into the sacred temple
Of yesterday.

The twinge of the soul
Honeyed pain
Numbing ache

Of the heart.

There's a beauty

In love-longing

Of all the retelling
Reliving a life

Once lived and loved.

WHEN WISH IS A WILDFLOWER

When a wish is a wildflower

It creeps through the bricks of broken walls

And pushes out from the chasms of old housefronts.
Shattering the everyday restraints.

It drinks in the blood of a crimson sunset

And bathes in the light of a dewy, early morn
Writhes and dances with howling wolves at the deep
end of night

And spits out a vermilion storm.

And, when it has run its course in wanting

It heaves in a slump of exhausted desire

And closes its petals,

Like a light-filled, blessed wound.
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BITTERSWEET

Letting go, they say

Is the hardest lesson of love
The wisest lesson of life.
Letting go is hard and easy.
Bittersweet.

The heart, when unsheathed
And undefended

Has a certain wild bravery about it.

Like a child unbeknownst
To the rough and tumble of the
everyday.

CONTEMPORARY POETRY
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Is it possible...even possible,
To long for what you thought
You'd let the skies already have?
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Gargi Guha lives in soulful and slow, South Goa. Her poetry borrows from the zen ethos of
impermanence and is deeply informed by the beauty of nature. An ex-Communications
professional, Gargi writes simply and fluidly, with slants of nostalgia and a deep reverence for the

present moment.
oo Leelgd] ey eIl e (AN O s o adsliad glind &5 L 2l Bl g e 3 Lasr 2ol s
Gres ISy oWl ) od e e o e By by LS5 coYlasV dlas 3 Al anadene ¢ 2l - dnclall L
ol

39



SALAH ELEWA - EGYPT

AUTUMN SONG

The springs have dried up
And you are, letting go of a lifetime for
another
To bring oil for the lamp of an imaginary
beloved.
Did you forget the winter that passed
unnoticed
And the crowd of women who matured
at leisure
Among the thorns of the horizon and the

song of the mountains? |

Did you forget the exiled girls

who kept their doors ajar

lest the villages vanish from the northern
hills?

The springs have dried up

| and the full moon has not bloomed in the

well.
The wind did not play a song about the
migration of pastures
Nor have the embers of guidance
extinguished in the snow of delusion.
The springs have dried up
and there is no more light on the map of
steps,
No boats gliding through their evenings
In anticipation of the echo's turn
Or the arrival of grains .
The springs have dried up
And here come the border soldiers passing
through the buzzing of bags
Towards ruins of and wreckage.
And the army,
the army of invaders marches into the
field of victory
Without a duel or battle.
Translated from the Arabic by the author
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SALAH ELEWA - EGYPT

CONTEMPORARY POETRY

ran =gl P
' PLEA
‘w iel o
| O my Lord, the worshipped One,
| Generous in grace, to You all praise is due. - |
| T approach You with my hope as corban . 29l o o4l
For my hope is all that I possess <l "*'J*“Ol 353 <
(el ]
I am cast among the thorns, IR Js ‘_;LJ r
Once cradled on lilac's soft embrace. 523G 5kl
DY : ¥l s
Drowning in disobedience, © LI Ty A
I seek Your grace 7
Oleanll 3 OB I U
Supported by the doors, I cling, Tl UL d\'
Like ivy on the walls ‘ u\y‘ﬁb 5 g U
Crying out: my heart's yearning is to draw near, UMLS
| To feel Your presence uuj w  Caeal
I am the nagging one, CL"" ol ¢ C\"m ot
Resorting to You, even for the salt of dough. el 4 Lo CLA
In a sea of desperation, I am lost, el ey J.la..a.\\ H]

With no refuge, no path.

You are my sanctuary, my sheltering light;
In You, I find solace,

- WYJWY
4:}\&@\6.&3&6

Forsaken I stand, yet still I call, /JJJ'{" i

Will my pleas bring suffering? Jaesl )
. _ . =

And if [ implore You with a heart laid bare, g Ti

Will I find mercy, or face despair? iﬁ‘ o

Translated from the Arabic by the author J

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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RICK’S CAFE

Paula had a small fashion shop,
An extremely nervous fluffy cat,
And a cross-eyed muscular man
Who visited her frequently,

And who looked menacing to me

B 43, by |
el gl odaall J gz J 55
4)b,q...ub\.h)jfg)\5
do\J\aJAJSJ\JJ.QAL;ijQ\SJ

Every time I saw him in the lift, ¢ danall

Until I knew, one day, that his name was “just Bob”. st O1 L Gigy b e o
If not for Paula and Bob,

I wouldn’t have been allowed (oY eyl
To enter Rick’s Café B C‘:‘ u
In the 1996 HK, Sy eie d gy
For there were two big white men 8T ale 25250 3
At the gate Oleinis 0Lyl OV, 3Ua 06 &Y
Who made it look quite Kafkaesque. PEAPW{RrS

SIS sy O e
I saw them preventing people with dark skin

From stepping in. LSV 3yl (653 Olaig Laga

To date, I still wonder what PNV
Exactly took place

About ten meters away il oy dlamelll A
From the guarded entrance. Sl e Jlg A e

M\}\ é: J:-Ji\ o

L PR PVPVR U JE R g

The gory guards magically stepped aside,

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

. |

Lee dslusl ey e OV o |

|

|

|

|

|

And I got in — |
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|

|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
At that moment of trance : Lol Gus
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|

Firmly flanked by a frowning Paula Al
And a feisty ready-to-fight Bob. — s
Once in, however, Ll Y sy ol Boloes
I realized there were enough people Jkal M\ gl O g
Of every possible color. cetis o) = 953
J.:U\u.ag&u:?j;ﬁﬁ\
Everyone was drinking, LS u N JS o
Everyone was swaying to the music,
Everyone was kissing o) iy (S OIS
Someone else. ¢ sl o] g bl U0
So, I turned to Paula and said: J.gu e JS 08 |
“Hey! This place looks great!” AT La.>w I

She said, “Yes, racism is only at the gate”. ey Y g Il

VG sy O 1 Yan |

Bl ) e &y et ¢’ 1 |

o) |

B3y o S BB e ler 5

— T |
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SHE’S CHINESE

I imposed something on her -
A certain position,

A certain course,

Certain terms of reference.

Now, she feels that she has

To impose something on me
In return - it's only fair.

You see? She's Chinese —
Very much so,

And she won't simply let it go.

I wonder where that comes from -
This urge to get even;

Not prevalent, not victorious,

But simply on the same ground.

After almost thirty years

In this confusing and confused city
I still don't quite get it.

It has become pure feeling for me -
Just like Alexandria to Cavafy.

I look at her, perplexed,

And she looks back at me

In bewilderment —

As if I should by now understand
What she means.

But, I don‘t.
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And the managers will need managers
Who will need other managers.

One day, Everyone

MANAGERS : 09 ke
It is becoming difficult ! el e
To determine where and why : Uy el 0
The words were written - ! - ol oda S
On a small paper - ! — 3o By Je
On a computer - ! - S 5aS g Je
On the cellular - | - Jged ol e
On which account? ! ol 6‘ S
Which application? | S Gkes ol e
There are just too many - ! -l PR
And a lot of passwords. ! S eolds
What do the words | OV S LedSUl el s 13Le
Mean now anyway? : Sl e
It is not exactly practical : Ll Lhee
To go back to the good old : Slasel ol
Notebook and the pen - ! — ol iy )
They aren't always ready - ! =G b L Legd
Some other tools | AVl Y o
Gained ground on them ! Leghone
And, to my hand | g FCEW P
Became closer. : At
In the future ! Jedl 3
Everybody will need a manager - : =l sl S Pl
To manage the accounts - : - uLLw;\ 5,y
|
|
|
Will be managing ! ks
Someone else's life - ! - A il
Until we all forget ! Cuezr (s OF )
Who is managing what; : 13l oy oye
We will be ! 05K
Kafkaesque couriers - | = oSS oy sla
Carrying a lot of messages : JFl BB
Around that can never be delivered ' Ml g S Y A
To anyone - : - pad §l )
|
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When a poem is born,
Watch out!

Because everyone, | ¢ w‘,}\ 290 cﬂj ¢ A.;L@,J\ d I
Eventually, in time, | 1y o st) 52 0580 !
Will be the sender and receiver | “iod )
Of his own message - | - &)l o L;.n '
Which never left him |
| ORI j
That will be | (QJL,J\ Ll u‘“ |
The sad and silent | izelally 34
End of the world. | 52 3 R YA e 5 :
L m - ____ a
T— —
——— e — — —
| sl aidl JI !
|
TO POETS | a5 s :
When a poem is born, ! Mo I
! | \
Watch out! | el 31 Loe :
When it creates its world ! ey “’L"’&‘ |
; |
In hypnotic words, | SRTANE :
An instance of life I P |
Has aged enough ! .
To die in words, I Hs4:50 I
! I .
So, watch out! | ol s Y :
For that instance ! il Uﬁ ¥ I
; |
Cannot be revived | S :
By any words — | L;J,S:Y\ujfvu\u_(‘c})l
It can only be a memory. !
The dawn of a poem emerges ! ':’L’;‘ 5““; e I
; |
At the dusk of life. | i) 5 s I
[ V55l :
| | |
| |
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What? Am I mistaken?

Did they lie to me about that too?

Damn that lying creature!

SUayf s 3 e 15,38 o

YOS els e dall)
Yool e 2l

Damn literature! 53y o> L5 VNG (pe L 5

UNCONCERNED ONLOOKER I LS g

| .
You should save me I v"*“’“"ﬁ’jf'
From this mumbling I i L;‘ uﬁ
Behind the partition. I wf\ L
You should save me I S e ;:j\;f
From drunkenness. I : o

! .
Where are the ethics I 1L dy\"}g‘\
Of Confucianism? I T ’TJ ca
Where are the manners | :f > Lﬁ\
Of Japanese people? I ) oL SR
Aren't you the half-Chinese I ol e G GCJ ! “,"“f”
Half-Japanese hybrid I L S‘J\d uj’j:j
Creation of Asian civilization? I e G

| .
I am uncivilized; | eJLM ~ R t:
I am a modern Egyptian I > 45‘54’;'; 9
Who has nothing to do I ;\ AL
With the old glory. I £ i
I am a Muslim | ‘J‘;LM
Who has everything to do I L O T
With the current shit. I P 3l

| .
I am dark-skinned I e ﬁ t:
I am dangerous I ‘,“ i
I am damned. I .. i’;j G
I am the devil himself. l e ot

I .
Nevertheless, I've been told I e ‘-P “LU’ Sj
That you are lotus blossom I o ﬁi’\k 2
Who takes the damned | o o

| :
In her bosom. | § e U1 a S13L0

|

|

|

|

|

|

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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. WHO MIGHT YOU BE?

\‘ .
' Who might you be?
“ You are too insignificant for your prayer to be
) answered.
I
A prophet might you be?

Receives messages from his Lord

as they come to him in cryptic and coded words.

He deciphers their mysteries with the wisdom of
prophets?

Who might you be?

Do you wander in the company of the pious?

Does dust turn into gold in your fists?

Do you walk on water without hesitancy?

Does a touch from you heals the sick with God's
permission,

and do miracles occur at your hand?

Who might you be?

When your day passes by, cloudy, rainless,
and you hold yourself accountable every evening
as you pretend to sleep

but your heart is preoccupied, miserable.
You wonder what you did

and how did the day pass without a trace?

As if you never lived it!

As if your life is passing in vain,

trees without shade and without fruit,

a wave receding

from your empty shores

of pearl shells,

and a prayer flowing in the paths of the sky.
It lost the road

and became an echo

of your cruel disappointment.

When you stand alone on the hills of worries,
who would see you

other than your towering sorrows?

Who might you be?
You are too insignificant for your prayer to be
answered
March 28, 2025
Translated from the Arabic by the author
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THE NEXT GENERATION <
SY

I tossed my staff into the heart of the desert,

gave up my poetry and my words, Slae 3L G el
filled all my bags with my poems, @‘w«ts RERTSE AL TUSESY
and offered them for sale in the streets. (_;JuLA.o.: dau:- JS Mg
Who would buy this nonsense for a bag o Jw 3 C“’U gz o
of flour that enters the squares— wf S s, s (6 528y e
the squares of our wounded pride, betrayed Sl o 335 oy
from every side by brothers of deals. L (o V_;_‘ 1550 L
They came by day, witnessed by all, UM‘ oy_‘ o IS e

and competed to see who would initiate the stabs.
Overwhelmed by powerlessness, Gaza cried out:
My sorrow for the Arabs who bowed their heads!

M\yc&@b‘.@;\j;t}-
Sialdl g e 1555

My sorrow for the oppressed noble when he bowed 155 E s el LS Sy
under the cruelty of the stabs and blows Sl g e e qu"‘”\
| to shake in his hand a staff of dignity— ool 3] 0501 e e il
not a magic wand. It’s touch Sl pally olabllz sl ope
will not revive the dead, but perhaps T Ll Silas e e
will stir up a generation in the coming time Sl & men Tae o
that \.zv_ill.rise up to s.eek our revenge, lift our T, U_Q 5 ool a‘ uj
humiliation, and poison the snakes. &y\ ole J.H & Sx s
A generation that resists, that doe_:s not surrender its Ce Lo s ‘\Ub by o )w
weapons to the enemy, or lower its banners. . LA-\ L:
. : . . [ W"‘? [4%SE)
They would either die as martyrs, with a smile, R
. . . . j.bz.U r\.l—wa Y r‘gbu 5&.:-
Or with dignity and pride lead a good life! L : W
July 31, 2025 S yais ol ca
Translated from the Arabic by the author ARNIE sl L‘wb °-’L€~J‘ L“
TNl b i ‘\e?b
YoY0 45 Y
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Sayed Gouda is an Egyptian poet who lives in Hong Kong, China. He has seventeen books of
poetry, fiction and translation. His work has been translated into many languages and he was
invited to attend many international poetry festivals. He was awarded several poetry prizes. He also
obtained his PhD in Comparative Literature from the City University of Hong Kong in 2014 and

ever since he has been teaching the Humanities at universities in Hong Kong and China.
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