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Awake! arise! the athlete's arm
Loses its strength by too much rest;

The fallow land, the untilled farm
Produces only weeds at best.
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Tread lightly, she is near
Under the snow,

Speak gently, she can hear
The daisies grow.
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I built on sand

And it collapsed.

I built on a rock

And it collapsed.

Now when I build, I shall begin
From smoke of the chimney.

L. Staff
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Come, warm your hands
From the cold wind of time.
There’s a fire under the moon.

W. Bynner
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bl We will be able to look at
the swaying of the green seas
and see terrifying whirlpools,
sailors on masts,
without nervousnes.
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From my consciousness
to your lips
is a trackless sea.
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Call for Submissions

Nadwah invites submissions in
English or Arabic. The
deadline for the December
2020 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

We are back! With the pandemic still
active and coronavirus spreading
worldwide, the world does not seem the
same any more. That, no doubt, took its
toll on us, too. This pandemic took its toll
on us, too, as we had to postpone
launching two issues in the past few
month.

This issue features for the first time
some great poets such as Tao Yuanming
(China), an-Nabigha (Arabia) in the
classics corner, Henry Wadsworth
Longfellow and Witter Bynner (USA),
Oscar Wilde (Ireland), Leopold Staff
(Poland), Srecko Kosovel (Slovenia) and
Steinn Steinarr (Iceland) in the modern
poets corner.

The contemporary poets corner
includes some fine poets from different
parts of the world such as Alexey
Filimonov (Russia), Laura Corraducci
(Italy), Ahmet Yalc¢inkaya (Turkey),
Yiorgos Chouliaras (Greece) and Taeko
Sumikura (Japan).

Our Guest of Honour, this time, is not
a contemporary poet but a modern poet
who is with us no longer except by his
fine poetry: Steinn Steinarr from Iceland.
He is generally considered the greatest
poet of Iceland. We shall try to shed light
on this great poet by reading him in four
languages: Icelandic, English, Chinese and
Arabic.

We hope you all will find this new
issue worthy of waiting (worth waiting).
Stay safe!

Sayed Gouda
Hong Kong
20 August 2020
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THE SONG OF EVERLASTING REGRET

The beauty-loving monarch longed year after year
To find a beautiful lady without peer.

A maiden of the Yang’s to womanhood just grown,
In inner chambers bred, to the world was unknown.

Endowed with natural beauty too hard to hide,

One day she stood selected for the monarch’s side.
Turning her head, she smiled so sweet and full of grace
That she outshone in six palaces the fairest face.

She bathed in glassy water of warm-fountain pool,

Which laved and smoothed her creamy skin when spring was cool.
Upborne by her attendants, she rose too faint to move,

And this was when she first received the monarch’s love.

Flowerlike face and cloudlike hair, golden-headdressed,

In lotus-flower curtain she spent the night blessed.

She slept till sun rose high, for the blessed night was short,
From then on the monarch held no longer morning court.

In revels as in feasts she shared her lord’s delight,

His companion on trips and his mistress at night.

In inner palace dwelt three thousand ladies fair;

On her alone was lavished royal love and care.

Her beauty served the night when dressed in Golden Bower
Or drunk with wine and spring at banquet in Jade Tower.

All her sisters and brothers received rank and fief
And honours showered on her household, to the grief
Of the fathers and mothers who’d rather give birth
To a fair maiden than any son on earth.

The lofty palace towered high into blue cloud,

With wind-borne music so divine the air was loud.
Seeing slow dance and hearing fluted or stringed song,
The emperor was never tired the whole day long.

But rebels beat their war drums, making the earth quake
And “Song of Rainbow Skirt and Coat of Feathers” break.
A cloud of dust was raised o’er city walls nine-fold;
Thousands of chariots and horsemen southwestward rolled.

Imperial flags moved slowly now and halted then,

And thirty miles from Western Gate they stopped again.

Six armies would not march -- what could be done? -- with speed
Until the Lady Yang was killed before the steed.



None would pick up her hairpin fallen to the ground

Or golden bird and comb with which her head was crowned.
The monarch could not save her and hid his face in fear;
Turning his head, he saw her blood mix with his tear.

The yellow dust spread wide, the wind blew desolate;

A serpentine plank path led to cloud-capped Sword Gate.
Below the Eyebrow Mountains wayfarers were few;

In fading sunlight royal standards lost their hue.

On western waters blue and western mountains green

The monarch's heart was daily gnawed by sorrow keen.
The moon viewed from his tent shed a soul-searing light,
The bells heard in night rain made a heart-rending sound.
Suddenly turned the tide. Returning from his flight,

The monarch could not tear himself away from the ground
Where 'mid the clods beneath the slope he couldn't forget
The fair-faced Lady Yang, who was unfairly slain.

He looked at ministers, with tears his robe was wet;

They rode east to the capital, but with loose rein.

Back, he found her pond and garden in the old place,
With lotus in the lake and willows by the hall.

Willow leaves like her brows and lotus like her face;

At the sight of all these, how could his tears not fall

Or when in vernal breeze were peach and plum full-blown
Or when in autumn rain parasol leaves were shed?

In western as in southern court was grass o' ergrown;
With fallen leaves unswept the marble steps turned red.
Actors, although still young, began to have hair grey;
Eunuchs and waiting maids looked old in palace deep.
Fireflies flitting the hall, mutely he pined away;

The lonely lampwick burned out; still he could not sleep.
Slowly beat drums and rang bells; night began to grow long;
Bright shone the Milky Way; daybreak seemed to come late.
The lovebird tiles grew chilly with hoar frost so strong,
And his kingfisher quilt was cold, not shared by a mate.
One long, long year the dead and the living were parted;
Her soul came not in dreams to see the brokenhearted.

A Taoist sorcerer came to the palace door,

Skilled to summon the spirit from the other shore.

Moved by the monarch's yearning for the departed fair,
He was ordered to seek for her everywhere.

Borne on the air, like flash of lightning he flew;

In heaven and on earth he searched through and through.
Up to the azure vault and down to deepest place,

Nor above nor below could he e'er find her trace.

He learned that on the sea were fairy mountains proud
That now appeared, now disappeared amid the cloud

Of rainbow colours where rose magnificent bowers

And dwelt so many fairies as graceful as flowers.
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Among them was a queen whose name was Ever True;
Her snow-white skin and sweet face might afford a clue.
Knocking at western gate of palace hall, he bade
The porter fair to inform the queen's waiting maid.
When she heard there came the monarch's embassy,
The queen was startled out of dreams in her canopy.
Pushing aside the pillow, she rose and got dressed,
Passing through silver screen and pearl shade to meet the guest.
Her cloudlike hair awry, not full awake at all,
Her flowery cap slanted, she came into the hall.
The wind blew up her fairy sleeves and made them float
As if she danced the "Rainbow Skirt and Feathered Coat."
Her jade-white face crisscrossed with tears in lonely world
Like a spray of pear blossoms in spring rain impearled.
She bade him thank her lord, lovesick and brokenhearted;
They knew nothing of each other after they parted.
Love and happiness long ended within palace walls;
Days and months appeared long in the fairyland halls.
Turning her head and fixing on the earth her gaze,
She saw no capital 'mid clouds of dust and haze.
To show her love was deep, she took out keepsakes old
For him to carry back, hairpin and case of gold.
Keeping one side of the case and one wing of the pin,
She sent to her dear lord the other half of the twin.
"If our two hearts as firm as the gold should remain.
In heaven or on earth we'll sometime meet again."
At parting she confided to the messenger
A secret vow known only to her lord and her.
On seventh day of seventh moon when none was near,
At midnight in Long Life Hall he whispered in her ear,
"On high, we' d be two lovebirds flying wing to wing;
On earth, two trees with branches twined from spring to spring."
The boundless sky and endless earth may pass away,
But this vow unfulfilled will be regretted for aye.

Translated from the Chinese by Xu Yuanchong

Bai Juyi (772-846) was one of the three major poets in the Tang Dynasty. Bai Juyi advocated the
New Yuefu Movement. Bai Juyi's poems have a wide range of subjects, diverse forms, and easy-
to-understand language. He died in Luoyang and was buried in Xiangshan in 846. (the editor)
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EMILY BRONTE - UK (1818-1848)

ASTOG.S

I do not weep; I would not weep;

Our mother needs no tears:

Dry thine eyes, too; ’tis vain to keep

This causeless grief for years.

What though her brow be changed and cold,
Her sweet eyes closed for ever?

What though the stone —the darksome mould
Our mortal bodies sever?

What though her hand smooth ne’er again
Those silken locks of thine?

Nor, through long hours of future pain,

Her kind face o’er thee shine?

Remember still, she is not dead;

She sees us, sister, now;

Laid, where her angel spirit fled,

’Mid heath and frozen snow.

And from that world of heavenly light

Will she not always bend

To guide us in our lifetime’s night,

And guard us to the end?

Thou knowest she will; and thou mayst mourn
That WE are left below:

But not that she can ne’er return

To share our earthly woe.

* This poem is also referred to as
‘Encouragement’.
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Emily Bronté, in full Emily Jane Bronté, pseudonym Ellis Bell, English novelist and poet who
produced but one novel, Wuthering Heights (1847). Emily was perhaps the greatest of the three
Brontg sisters, but the record of her life is extremely meagre, for she was silent and reserved and
left no correspondence of interest, and her single novel darkens rather than solves the mystery of

her spiritual existence. (Britannica)
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W. B. YEATS - IRELAND (1865-1939)

MODERN POETRY

WHEN WE ARE OLD .
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When you are old and grey and full of sleep, rfvéi o>
And nodding by the fire, take down this book,
And slowly read, and dream of the soft look

Your eyes had once, and of their shadows deep;
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How many loved your moments of glad grace, ¢ dirand) WWJ (ool Bls e IS o
And loved your beauty with love false or true,
But one man loved the pilgrim soul in you,
And loved the sorrows of your changing face;
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And bending down beside the glowing bars, ikl ez s 01T ol
Murmur, a little sadly, how Love fled
And paced upon the mountains overhead

And hid his face amid a crowd of stars.
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A COAT
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I made my song a coat
Covered with embroideries [P1599° w:—\ e
Out of old mythologies ke o ge
From heel to throat; L)) ,JaLwY L
But the fools caught it, gl da3 I Lge um;.\ )
Wore it in the world’s eyes g | gSeanal et ) oS

As though they’d wrought it.
Song, let them take it

For there’s more enterprise
In walking naked.
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William Butler Yeats, (born June 13, 1865, Sandymount, Dublin, Ireland—died January 28, 1939,
Roquebrune-Cap-Martin, France), 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)
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HAGIWARA SAKUTARO - JAPAN (1886 - 1942
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MODERN POETRY

FACE AT THE BOTTOM OF THE
WORLD

Face at the bottom of the world:
A sick, a lonely face,

One invalided out

Of every inner place;

Yet, slowly there uncurled,

Green in the gloom the grasses sprout.

And, as a rat’s nest stirs,

Its million tangled hairs

One queasy quivering,
Thinnest of winter,

The bamboo shoot prepares
Its green grope to the spring.

Sad in the ailing earth,
Tongue-tender with despair,

Green moves through grief’s grimace;
And, sick and lonely, there

In the gloom of the underworld,

At the bottom of the world, a face.
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TURTLES

Woods, swamps and cobalt
Sky-carapace, sky-vault.

Heavy to human hands

The pure gold turtle sleeps
Whose quiet shining weight
Weighs on the mind more deeply
The more one thinks and thinks
Of quietude innate,

The more one understands

Man's animal estate.

And down the sky's blue deeps,
Shining, the turtle sinks.

High among twigs, light on their tiny dining,
The small eggs shine, halos on heaven’s

shelves:

And, looking up, we see the birds’s nests

shining

And know it time for easters of ourselves.
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MODERN POETRY

Out of the shimmering earth
The bamboos grow, the green
Bamboos; and there, below,
Their growing roots grow lean
As thinker they grow

Until their tiny tails,

A glitter of hairless, make
Veined meshes, flimsy veils
Incredibly a-quake.

Out of the frozen earth
The bamboos grow, the tough

Intent bamboos that flow

FOULL I BEZ
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Sky-tall with an almost rough
Interior rage to grow.
To grow. In hardening frost

Their knots swell hard with ooze.

B A7 Mtz

To grow. The blue sky crossed

With growth, with green bamboos.

Hagiwara Sakutaro is considered the father of
free verse in Japanese. His style developed slowly.
By 1913 Hagiwara had abandoned classical
metrical schemes for free verse. In 1916 he
cofounded a poetry magazine with the poet Murd
Saisei, and a year later Hagiwara self-published his
first book of poetry, Tsuki ni hoeru (Howling at the
Moon), which irreversibly transformed modern
Japanese verse. Hagiwara focused on intimate
glooms, never on the charms of nature or the
transience of beauty. With its reliance on self-
exploration and its confession of vulgar secrets
using the vernacular, Hagiwara’s poetry
represented a revolutionary trend in 20th-century
Japanese literature. (Britannica)
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VLADIMIR NABOKOY - RUSSIA (1899-1977)

EXILE

He happens to be a French poet, that

thin,

book-carrying man with a bristly gray chin;
you meet him wherever you go

across the bright campus, past ivy-clad walls.

The wind which is driving him mad (this recalls
a rather good line in Hugo),

keeps making blue holes in the waterproof gloss

of college-bred poplars that rustle and toss
their slippery shadows at pied

young beauties, ail legs, as they bicycle through

his Shoulder, his armpit, his heart, and the two
big books that are hurting his side.

Verlaine had been also a teacher. Somewhere

in England. And what about great Baudelaire,
alone in his Belgian hell?

This ivy resembles the eyes of the deaf.

Come, leaf, name a country beginning with «f>»;
for instance, «forget» or «farewell».

Thus dimly he muses and dreamily heeds

his eavesdropping self as his body recedes,
dissolving in sun-shattered shade.

L'Envoi: Those poor chairs in the Bois, one of which «lg.2s 3280
legs up, stuck half-drowned in the slime of a ditch

while others were grouped in a glade.
<13 centaops> 1942

wwéde|

MODERN POETRY

Lo g = B8 520 g2
e

i ¢ L 31l OIS

sinia dola) 3313 (LS Jasey Ladl
M;L@Mw

uy\,«UL )MSJ.\

JS.Ju\.u)o,;L\kyw,uJJ\@)J\

(ajLﬂ\dw‘%g;G)JujﬁwgJM

;L&«U

Wi 3 cAneldl 35| s o0

e TS i

u.c-f»uuﬁj cOladly ¢uw\uu\

e o0 s e

Sl 4l 5 aday] 5 aiS

sl Ol ol oS!

L Ol 3 Lo Ll (3 OIS

s«.hﬂ\ﬂ;yu;buj 1413

M\wd»jﬁ)

) Mj\unUMHM

%\J»ﬁ,\,l.g‘g.‘,u\‘:;;;\mb)}\l.@g\ L?Jl;u

(&)

. ”C\Jj" jT L5“"" cJu ‘)?M LSLG

Uz Jul 1S

AAMMWM‘W

C el JBI 3 L5

P RN RIS EA |

s

St

1J§J\CA.4(:L«~¢

1942”w 13



MODERN POETRY

N3TrHAHHUK

[ToaT u3 PpaHuumu: HEOPUTOCT, TETKUN THK,
CO CTOMNKO¥ KHUT XY/IOM €r0O IBOMHMUK,

BbI BCTPETHUTE B PACCESTHBE €r0
Cpefib KaMIyca, YBUTOr'O TUTIOLIOM,
1 yM Oe3yMmiia — BETPOM BO3MYIIIEH,

(na mpubexxuiia B ctpoke ['toro),
YTO B OJIECKE MEXKY JIMCTHEB TOMOJIEN
POHSIET CUHEBBI OE3I0HHBIN KJIei,

MHaue pa3zdexkanuch Obl MPeaMEThI,
YTO ILIECTBYIOT HACKBO3b — BEJIOCUTIE]],
KpacaBHlbl, UX HOXKHU, TEHH, CBET,

Y KHWTH, CYETOO HE 3aJIEThI.

Bepaen yuurenas B Aurnuu. Bognep
craraj B afy 6eJIbIMICKOM, JITIsl XUMep,

ObLT OJMHOYECTBY CY/IbEH U OpaTOM.
I'naza mronia ycrpemsieHbl Ha 671ed.
JIucTtBa 60pMOYET O CTpaHe Ha «3h» —

Kak, Harpumep, PoptyHa uinu Patym.
OH cornsaTai cOOCTBEHHBIX TEHEN,
U pa3yM MEIMTUPYET SICHEN

B pacnajiax mioTH, HA HEMOM 3KpaHe.
Uror: BynoHckuii Jiec, Te CTyNbsl MEX KyCTOB,

O[IVH TOPYMT BO PBY, B TEHETAX CJIOB,
a MPpOYMu€ — BHUMAIOT HA MOJIHE.
Translated into the Russian by Alexey Filimonov

Vladimir Vladimirovich Nabokov (22 April (O.S. 10 April) 1899 — 2 July 1977) was a Russian-
American writer. He wrote his first literary works in Russian, but rose to international prominence
as a masterly prose stylist for the novels he composed in English; his Lolita (1955) is frequently
cited as one of the most important novels of the 20th century. (Wikiquote)
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PHILIP LARKIN - UK (1922 - 1985) MODERN POETRY

TALKING IN BED sl AL - U«SJY ;MLs
Talking in bed ought to be easiest,
Lying together there goes back so far, s La VI gl el (3 E0ad) 055 0 oy
An emblem of two people being honest. coim (I L U8 5 g dany ye ) e
Yet more and more time passes silently. ol Grasidd e,
Outside, the wind's incomplete unrest ROV YO PR )
Builds and disperses clouds in the sky, LaSll b o )l bl o] ‘@ et
And dark towns heap up on the horizon. celend) 3 ol caiiy 2
None of this cares for us. Nothing shows why V3 r‘s 5 Lallall Ol
At this unique distance from isolation O e 3/ U ol doge Wia pas 0 Y
It becomes still more difficult to find U3all e sy ,2ll BLL oda 3
Words at once true and kind, o osill coall e Ji Y e
Or not untrue and not unkind. e of by lae- olls
. 4:.u-IL9 s.,.«,w_:.b 4\.3)\5 g_,.w.:! j\
DAYS (,\;y\
S
What are days for? ' Seld! =l
Days are where we live. Al e o2 ﬁ’w‘
They come, they wake us Lss 5 ‘u‘b
Time and time over. LSS Ll
They are to be happy in: el S Clar &
Where can we live but days? SR G S @ 0 e OF 555 ol
Ah, solving that question ‘J‘W‘a‘"‘f J= ¢l
Brings the priest and the doctor ekl u*‘“ e
In their long coats skl L“‘G'“‘]‘“ J
Running over the fields. gL
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Philip Larkin’s first book of poetry, The North Ship (1945), foreshadowed the unique sensibility
and maturity that characterises his later work. With his second volume of poetry, The Less
Deceived (1955), Larkin became the preeminent poet of his generation, and a leading voice of
what came to be called ‘The Movement’, a group of young English writers who rejected the
prevailing fashion for neo-Romantic writing in the style of Yeats and Dylan Thomas. Like Hardy,
Larkin focused on intense personal emotion but strictly avoided sentimentality or self-pity. In
1964, he confirmed his reputation as a major poet with the publication of The Whitsun Weddings,
and again in 1974 with High Windows: collections whose searing, often mocking, wit does not
conceal the poet's dark vision and underlying obsession with universal themes of mortality, love,
and human solitude. Deeply anti-social and a great lover and published critic of American jazz,
Larkin never married and worked as a librarian in the provincial city of Hull, where he died on
December 2, 1985 (poets.org)
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HUANG FAN - CHINA (1963 -)
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THE CORE OF THE PROBLEM

Brown things

Are in fact green

A gold love

Is in fact pure white

A red massacre

Is a black deceit
Those who are slow
Are quick as blades
Blinding radiance

Is in fact gray shame
What you flaunt

Is what’s been elided
The rising hero

Is an acquiescent slave
Accomplishment in fact
Is exhausted rejection
You and |
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FTEEEBEZE > SREFALKHERR
FIEKFIT4 > BAZEUGK
EZEARA > EMLERKBS - EMBAEX] ?

BHRRASH BRI EEKOHAR
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HIGH PRESSURE

I think I live deep in the ocean,

powerless to be a sunflower daily facing dawn,
whatever I plant down here comes to nothing.
Are the water’s white teeth barred against me?

GUEST OF HONOUR
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The quick cold currents want to leave me to their torment.

The darkness is like darkness lodged in an inkbottle

without the strength to climb onto paper, to leap into the truth.

If I got any prouder, I’d be the stingray floating its vain cloud.
The ocean, too, has gotten polluted —everywhere, these gorgeous, toxic blooms.
I scrub and scrub but my body still swarms with those parasites, ‘right’ and

‘wrong.’

Maybe I can rise like roe on the water bubbles’ song.

Riding the tide, I must not be marching in place.
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GUEST OF HONOUR

MY WIFE

I can talk about other people, but I can’t discuss my wife.
Her merits and faults are my left and right eyes:
if I try to shut either, I can’t see clearly.

Having left her face, her youth lives in my dreams.

A cast on her leg hushed her high-heeled clicking.

She still has a jade throat

but it often thunders over the kids’ unfinished homework.

Our worries seem as enduring as love.

Have you ever seen two distant leaves on a tree

nodding towards each other? Whenever one of us goes out,
she and I are those leaves.

Sometimes she uses hate

like salt in cooking:

a pinch of salt turns a meager meal into a delicacy.
Only food cured in salt can keep.

I can talk about other people, but I can’t discuss my wife.
Just as teeth can’t discuss the tongue —

if they aren’t careful, their hate injures the tongue

but the tongue’s hate is just like love: always tender.
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GUEST OF HONOUR

BIRTHDAYS

People who remember my birthday are family
and my birthday is the song squeezing in through a cracked door,
dragging along its lyrics.

My birthday is like an old elevator
always eager to make more noise to distract me,
to force me to take a rest.

Often, I try to avoid my birthday

not wanting to bump into floating memories,

wanting to keep my days vacant as empty vases;

those let me reminisce more easily than ones stuffed full of flowers.

If your days get sick,
a birthday is just the pill to cure them
but I am a lazy, careless patient, never taking his pill on time.

The days are a deadly speeding car
and a birthday, the crosswalk
to shame the car into braking.

I don’t remember how many birthdays I’ve passed.
I only know the days are like buttons:

they have to fall off before I miss them.

Some birthdays, I pace back and forth in my room
trying to recall dropped buttons.
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GUEST OF HONOUR

WILD GREENS

We were like dogs back then, sniffing out wild greens in the meadow,
our hearts shot through with hunger. Worried, scared.

It wasn’t like it is today, our teeth chatting freely with wild greens,
asking How many of you are there?

Maybe because they’re from the country,

wild greens are eager to come to the city,
believing they’ll be happy here.

They’re wooed by a smile

and set on the table, bright and fresh as brides.

They haven’t prepared their dying words.

Their only legacy is our memory of their succulence.
Dew on their bodies turns into milk

nursing their cocky successors.

Leaving the restaurant, I think

I’1l never forget that funeral on the table.
I’m a walking abyss for wild greens

and still their stems cling to my teeth, think
he must be the love of my life.
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GUEST OF HONOUR

TEA LEAVES

As they steep, tea leaves become water’s eyebrows,
become its slim waist, its thighs and fingers.
They’re mute as mimes

mimicking my sleeping body.

As they steep, tea leaves become spring’s submarine,
never again will smog defeat them.

Here on the other side of the cup, I size up these hermits.
I wonder—do they worry? Fear?

The water is tea’s wedding veil

to crown tea’s marriage to me.

Sometimes the water cries

as if to tell me: look how skinny the bride is

and still she offers you her last scrap of warmth.

I pour and repour boiling water

until all flavor’s seeped from the tea leaves.
Their glum look says:

I’ve gotten old, I'm swollen, fat—

darling, don't hesitate,

go marry some slender young tea.
Translated from the Chinese by Margaret Ross

Huang Fan graduated from Nanjing University of Science and Technology with a major in flight mechanics
in 1983 where he teaches as an associate professor. In 1989, he founded the ‘Pioneer Poetry News’ (Issue
1-9) with Yanying. In 1990, he founded the folk poetry magazine ‘The Original’ (Issue 1-3) with Cheqianzi
and others. Since 1988, he has published poems at home and abroad. In recent years, he has published a
number of novels and essays in addition to poems. The works have been translated into English and German.
He currently lives in Nanjing. (Bai Du)
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MARJAN STROJAN - SLOVENIA CONTEMPORARY POETRY

NOC V VRTU KOVIDNE BOLNICE

V sposojeni bundi in ne vem ¢igavih Sportnih copatih ste¢em
po stopnicah Carobne gore in 7e sem v veZi, skoraj Ze zunaj.
“Cakaj, nikamor ne gres!” zakri¢i varnostnik ¢ez park. “Vejo,
da se klati§ naokrog. Povsod imajo o¢i.” Cakam, da izgine na
parkirisce preden sko¢im v prijavno pisarno, da vrnem kljuce.
V primeri z romanom je imela nasa hisa mnogo bivalis¢ in jaz
mogoce minuto, da sem odklenil neka vedno zaklenjena vrata.

Na vrtu je mesec strmoglavljal v privoz, ko je stopila iz sence
in pomahala. Ljubila sva se Se preden sva se dotaknila. Potem
se je na lepem ustavila, ¢isto brez sape. Minilo je nekaj minut,
da je prisla k sebi. Odtavala sva v temno zavetje kroSenj, da se
nagledava drug drugega. Drozgi so prepevali, lampijoni divjih
kostanjev so z bledim Zarenjem razsvetljevali temo. “Ni ¢udno,
¢e tu mlade Zenske padajo nate,” se je pritozevala med vzdihi.

“Kaj je bilo to?” Slisala sva sikanje, top udarec in potem ptice,
kako so utihnile. “Skrjanec je bil.” Zasmejala se je: “Daj mir!”
“Ze vem: stroj za plasenje slavcev!” A ni bil. Bil je medicinski
kisik, ki je uskladis¢en pri — 183 C stekel v kovidni oddelek in
v operacijske dvorane. “Zamasi si uSesa, dajva naprej,” reCem.
“Daj mir! Ziva polomija sva. Sest mesecev, kar sem prisla ven
in 8¢ vedno ne morem do zraka.” A ¢ez ¢as: “Ce naju to zadrzi
je Posast zmagala.”
(To be published later this year)

Marjan Strojan is a Slovenian poet and translator. He has published eight volumes of poetry and
many translations, among them Beowulf, Canterbury Tales and Milton’s Paradise Lost. His
Slovenian Anthology of English Poetry, an eighteen thousand lines collection from Caedmon to
Lavinia Greenlaw, was the first of its kind in the language. His only English volume is Dells and
Hollows, Autumn Hill Books, 91 Meridian, 2016.
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CONTEMPORARY POETRY

THE NIGHT IN THE GARDENS OF THE COVID HOSPITAL

I descended the stairs of our Magic Mountain in someone
else's jacket and sneakers, and here I was, on my way out.
“Wait, there’s eyes everywhere,” yelled the Guard across
the lawn. “Control rang you were on the prowl.” I let him
disappear into the car park before I sneaked into the Office
to turn in the keys. Unlike the one in the novel, our Lord's
house had many rooms and I had only a minute to match

locks with keys. The garden moon crashed on the driveway
as she stepped out of the shadow, waving... We made love
even before we touched. Then, all of a sudden she stopped,
breathless. We took a while to regain our senses, searching
the safety of canopies for a look at each other; thrushes sang.
Lamps of wild chestnuts glowed with pale light in the dark.
“No wonder young women chase you,” she said with a sigh.

“What’s that sound?” There was a thud and a hiss, the birds
fell silent.“Was it a lark?”” She laughed: “- Oh, shut up, you!”
“Must be the machine to scare away nightingales.” It wasn’t.
It was a tank of medical oxygen at minus 183 C on its way
to the Covid wing and the operating theatres.“Shut your ears,
make love!” I insisted. “No, I’'m a mess! Six months home
and I can’t breathe.” And after a while, “If it keeps us apart
Monster wins!
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SINOCI, KO SEM STIKAL OKROG POTOKA

Sinoc¢i, ko sem stikal okrog potoka
za hiso, v lopi bogve kaj iskal,
zasli§im v gozdu, kot da nekaj joka
v temi in mrazu, klice pravzaprav.
Prisluhnil sem, saj ob vecerih,

ko pocrmijo hribi in poti,

ure in ure presedim pri dverih

in ¢akam nekaj, Cesar ni.

Za glasom $el sem, za pomenom,
ki ga vecer je Siril iz gozdov:
nekdo me klical je po imenu —
nemocen, ranjen, negotov...

Minil je hip, vecer, cel dan je

minil kot hip, in zdaj z neba
strmijo zvezde nevsakdanje

v tiS§ino novega snega.

(From Dan ko me ljubis ("The Day You Love Me"), 2003
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AS I WAS PRYING AROUND THE BROOK LAST EVENING

As I was prying around the brook last evening
looking for god knows what around the shack,
I heard a sound — a voice like someone weeping
in dusk and cold — one calling out, in fact.

I listened, as I would when in the evenings

as hills and ways go dark I sit and stare

for hours on my doorstep, willing

a longed-for something to appear from there.

I went after the voice whose meaning

the night was spreading down the forest trail —
someone had called me by my name, appealing
for help — abandoned, injured, frail...

The moment passed, and in that very

moment the evening passed, the whole day passed, and so

now from the sky extraordinary stars
stare down into the silence of first snow.
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ALEXEY FILIMONOY - RUSSIA

BUIAEOUMIIPOBU3ALINSA

S counHsI0 CIOHTAHHO -
Henpepyraganno, BMur
JIptoTcst cTXM U3 (poHTaHA
Knane3em BUIEOKHUT .

Kaxper crpys BofoMETa
IIpukocHoBeHus cdep -
Pudma npocHynack u KTo-TO
PutMmbl kKnagér Ha pasmep.

Iymkunckuit ImnposuszaTtop
Tak counnsin Ha Pycu.

O, Ilerepbypr-nmneparop,
31UMy 0 TOM paccrpocH.

Houu erunerckoil 380H4e
Ciror utanbsHUA B O4Yax.

A1 mapopupyto, Otue,

COH npu HE3PUMBIX CBEYaX.

AHrenbl, JITOfH, Kanpu3bl
BHeMIIoT HeXKIaHHBIM CTHUXaM,
Bcé Ha akpaHe Kak B XKU3HU -
IIpama c MeuToii nomnoJjam.

Cendu! ¥Ypenom Hapuucca
Tbl HaA30BELIL TOPXKECTBO.
Bpapyr Hucnapaer KyJuca -
¥Y3puub 1 Te1 Camoro?
2 mrons 2021 r.
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CONTEMPORARY POETRY

VIDEO IMPROVISATION

I write poetry spontaneously
unpredictably, instantly,

poems pour from the fountain like
a treasure trove of video books.

Water jet longs for the touch

of the spheres, rhyme woke up
and someone adjusts the rhythms
to the size of the verse.

Pushkin's Improviser
composed in Russia as follows.
Oh, Petersburg-emperor,

ask about that in winter.

The syllable of the Italian in the eyes

is more sonorous than the Egyptian night.
I parody, Father,

a sleep by invisible candles.

Angels, people and whims

hear the unexpected verses:

everything on the screen is like in life -
drama with a dream in half.

Selfie video! Narcissus's lot
you will name the celebration.
Suddenly the curtain falls -
Will you see the Deity?

2 June 2021
Translated by the author
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JAVIER ALVARADO - PANAMA

CONTEMPORARY POETRY

BOCA LA CAJA

Ya habran desaparecido las casas

Y los restos del colmenar en el invierno.

Ya nadie azotara las redes desde la parquedad

De las barcazas. Todos se fueron yendo

Cuando quedo cercada la infancia

Por los temibles edificios. Ya nada es mas distante
Que el tiempo y su sombra, que el veredicto final

De las casuchas que desaparecen como el Gltimo
Recuerdo que dejo Dios en la memoria, quizas no fuimos
Tan mortales y perecieron nuestras huellas.

(A donde va Boca la Caja con sus centellas

Y sus muertes?

(A donde sus fogatas y la pesca que se va desvaneciendo
Como una temible batahola?

Ya no se escucharan mas las risas y los llantos,

El arroz con coco y los pescados se nublaran

Con un bocado de hambre y mansedumbre.

Soélo miro el avance del concreto y una luz

Se apaga en el poblacho.

Mi infancia quedara arrebatada por los altos edificios.
La Virgen del Carmen se quedara en la tierra.

Sélo quedaremos en videos y postales.

Algln cronista nos llamara: un pueblo perdido,

El invierno llovera dentro de nosotros

Y ya nadie azotara las redes

Desde la parquedad de las barcazas.
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CONTEMPORARY POETRY

BOCA LA CAJA

The houses will have already disappeared

And the remains of the beehive in the winter.

No one will whip the nets from the sparseness

Of the barges anymore. They all left

When childhood became fenced in

By the frightening buildings. Now nothing is more distant
Than time and its shadow, than the final verdict

Of the huts that disappear like the last

Keepsake that God left in the memory, perhaps we weren’t
So mortal and our traces disappeared.

Where does Boca la Caja go with its flashes of light

And its deaths?

Where do its bonfires and its fishing fade away

Like a frightening pandemonium?

The laughs and cries will no longer be heard

The rice with coconut and the fish will cloud together
With a kernel of hunger and meekness.

I only look at the expansion of the concrete and a light
Turns off in the one-horse town.

My childhood will be snatched away by the tall buildings.
The Virgin of Carmen will stay on earth.

We will only remain in videos and postcards.

Some chronicler will call us: a lost town,

Winter will rain inside of us

And no one will whip our nets anymore

From the sparseness of the barges.
Translated into English by Lina Rincén & Joanne Britland

Javier Alvarado, Panamanian poet born in 1982. He has obtained national and international poetry awards
such as Ricardo Mir6 from Panama, Casa de las Américas Mention from Cuba, Rubén Dario International
Poetry from Nicaragua, Nicolas Guillén, Medardo Angel Silva, Hispanoamericano from San Salvador. In
2020, he won, together with Russel Karrick and Lucia Estrada, the Gabo Prize in Translations & Multilingual
Texts judged by the acclaimed poet from the United States, Ilya Kaminsky. He has eighteen books of poetry
and two anthologies.
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YASSER UTHMAN - EGYPT

EMBRACING EMPTINESS
Dedicated to my late mother

How worried I am for the stranger,

after his loss, he returns to embrace emptiness.
Neither tears can cool his longing for the final
embrace,

nor seas of patience are enough to end his
sadness.

Fifty years, these are the years of my
childhood;

fifty years after which,

I have suddenly become an old man.

Not a trace of youth,

........................... or its adolescence.
Fifty years, untamed by talks of patience

that all those sitting on the sidewalk are
loaded with their own death.

But no one can believe it's a café

that prepares a farewell for everyone.

Fifty years, I’d sell them if they could be sold
to look from my distant journey,

at you, O mother, for just a moment.
Translated from the Arabic by Sayed Gouda

CONTEMPORARY POETRY
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Yasser Uthman is a poet, short story writer and critic from Egypt. He is member of the Egyptian Writers
Union. He has published nine books in total: three books of poetry, a collection of short stories and five books

on criticism of poetry and novel discourse.
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MORNINGS S = el s
2l

Everything seems normal this morning: =t

the mailbox is empty;

the fajr athan breaks the silence of the universe; 1

I try to remember some details g0 Pl N Gykee
of the past days O35 Caons Sy el O3 5
to push my heart like a carriage, ool amy SITOTJ TGl
and break into a new day RN
with some memories, iS5 o Sy

with some alphabets you left in your letters last night.
I try to awaken this stillness that leaked

like stagnation after a violent flood.

With the light of the eyes, I try to slit

a window in the wall of silence.

Silence is a minor death but it is a major matter to me,

ok o2 Olg (34

Sl SUI jany
Ul 3 eS 5 Gy A any
s S5 58 M L2351 OF J gl
i Obsb day oS Nady

when I am only a phantom that passes every night el G410V sl
to tell the horizon that I live in you. ool e 3030
Will you open the windows of nothingness Gl oS 4] o & e Coanall
so that I could be something breathing? A S & ik s e 08T
. Translated by Sayed Gouda Sl Sl x;y

1 The call to dawn prayer in Islam e LW 0B 55 o Slgh
iz et 08

Linda Kamel is a poetess from Algeria. She write novels and short stories. She won several awards in short

story competitions.
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LIDIA CHIARELLI - ITALY

MARE MULTILINGUE

“The polyglot sea

ah the polyglot sea...

sybils’ syllables fellaheen dialects
all run together

everywhere re-echonig...”

( from: Baja Beatitudes)

Lawrence Ferlinghetti

Nuovi sogni
emergono da un cielo nuvoloso
oggi.

La brezza salata

permea 1’aria del mattino

e la luce del sole
silenziosamente

cancella le nostre solitudini.

Miriadi di voci polifoniche
riecheggianti
senza sosta

sono dolce musica

alimentata da antichi ritmi.

Ora possiamo fermarci e gioire
alla gentile brezza

dell’oceano

mentre

parole

di lingue diverse

lentamente prendono forma

e riempiono

una per una

ogni pagina vuota.
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POLYGLOT SEA

'The polyglot sea

ah the polyglot sea...

sybils’syllables fellaheen dialects
all run together

everywhere re-echonig...’

( from: Baja Beatitudes)

Lawrence Ferlinghetti

New dreams

emerge from a shadowy sky
today.

The salty breeze

permeates the morning air
and the sun light

silently

erases our loneliness.

Mpyriads of polyphonic voices
relentlessly

re-echoing

are sweet music

fed by ancient rhythms.

Now we can pause and rejoice
in the gentle breath

of the ocean

while

words

from different languages
slowly take form

and fill

one by one

every empty page.

Translated by the author
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Lidia Chiarelli (Turin, Italy). Writer, artist, translator, founder with Aeronwy Thomas of the literary art
movement /mmagine & Poesia (2007). Winner of numerous Poetry Prizes. Six nominations for the Pushcart
Prize (USA). Awarded with the Literary Arts Medal (NY) 2020. Her poems have been translated into more
than twenty languages and are published in literary journals and websites in several countries around the

world
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FAHREDIN SHEHU - KOSOVO

1- NJE TJETER LLOJ LUMNIE

Mg fin se ajri

sot habitoj né njé formé

me t€ lart€suar t€ bioenergjisé-
drité para meje,

drité posht€ meje

drité jashté meje, drité brenda
té gjitha aromat e kénaqésisé
péshtjellin trupin e tij vdekatar
té gjitha tingujt e getésis€

u ndezén né kété z& kozmik

té gjitha frikat u shuan

té gjitha kujtesat i shuan

té gjitha shijet u shuan

té gjitha déshirat po ashtu
krejt ¢faré tani dua €shté lumnia

2- NJE TJETER PAMJE E SKE KALUARES

E pata harruar
prekjen e barit t&€ njomé
té sapo preré
dhe térgethjen qé rrymon
mé shpejté se rryma
nga shputa e deri né maje té kokés

Né kété shkretétiré urbane,

ne nuk i ftohém kémbét

si mjellmat né pishiné

por me nitrogjen te kompresuar
né atletet tona

me mbéshtetje t&€ shkélqyer

3- SIXHADEJA E LUTJES

Me fuqiné e njé bote tjetér,
huazoj ¢astin

ku kujtesa dhe mallimi
péshtillen si fije e méndafshit
pér Sixhaden e lutjes
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1- SOME STRANGE KIND OF BLISS

Thinner than the air

today I dwell in higher

form of bioenergy- the light in
a front, the light behind

the light up, the light down
the light out, the light in

all smells of pleasure
enfolding his mortal flesh

all sounds of serenity

tuned with this cosmic sound
all fears disappear

all memoires disappear

all tastes disappear

all wishes disappear too

all I want is bliss

2- ANOTHER IMAGE OF THE PAST

I have forgotten

the touch of wet freshly cut grass
and the thrill which runs

faster than a current

from sole to the top of the head

In this urban desert

we didn’t cool our feet

like swans in the pond

but with the compressed
Nitrogen in our sneakers
with the perfect cushioning

This time we shall braid

life differently

s0 we may latter see how
its curls creates a texture
for another age

3- PRAYER’S RUG

With the power of another World
I borrow the moment

where remembrance and longing
are spine like a silk thread

for the Prayer's Rug.
Translated by the author
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Fahredin Shehu authored over 20 books: mainly poetry, essays and novels. His poetry has been translated in
around 30 languages and earned him many literary prizes. He participated in over 30 literary festivals and
was featured in over 50 Anthologies. He was awarded Doctor Honoris Causa and Lifetime Academic in
Switzerland. He was nominated for Pulitzer prize. Shehu is the director of International Poetry Festival in
Kosovo.
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MARIA TSATSOU - GREECE

THE COOK, THE CAT AND THE KING

Melas is the cook’s cat.
At night he sleeps in her cap.

He spends the day on the King’s lap.

He often meddles with the tap

To see the water running.

He fills the cook’s cap with water
The King’s lap with mud

And he says “What does it matter?
“I am Melas* the cook’s cat!”

* Melas = black in Greek

THE MONGREL DOG

Who walks at night without fear
avoiding shadows far or near

in the bog?
Who plays hide and seek, gets lost
and loses himself in the fog?
Who likes to roast his toes
in front of the fire while sipping

a frothy egg — nog?
Who steals in the captain’s cabin
and makes a mess of the ship’s log?
The mongrel, the mongrel,
the veritably mongrel, yeah!
the truly mongrel, Me!
the mongrel, the mongrel dog!
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Maria Tsatsou born 1948 in Athens was educated at the Arsakeio school of Palio Psichico, the University of
Athens (Faculty of Philosophy) and at Bikbeck College, London(M.Sc. in Politics with Sociology). She has
written 3 collections of poetry. Maria Tsatsou has worked as a teacher in the secondary education, in the

newspaper "KATHIMERINI" and has collaborated with the political magazine " ANTI". Maria Tsatsou is an

activist for Animal Rights.
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SILVIA GOLDMAN - URUGUAY

CRECIMIENTO

te crecia una habitacion adentro de los ojos
podia ver el cuadro

las facciones duras de un Greco

que se inclinaba hacia mi

y me pedia consejo

algo le molestaba de la lluvia

lo sé porque con sus manos abiertas la detenia
las venas derramandose en la pared del hambre
no eran hembras que volvian

se iban

yo las miraba y veia cdmo en sus 0jos

todavia se hacia la lluvia

se amarraba al marmol de sus pémulos

decian que era llanto

pero yo sabia que en el fondo se le caia una
habitacion

GROWTH

a room was growing inside your eyes

I could see the painting

the hard features of a Greco

who leaned toward me

and asked for advice

something about the rain was bothering him
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I know this because with his open hands he was stopping it

his veins flowing out onto hunger’s wall
weren’t females who were returning

they were leaving

I looked at them and saw how in his eyes

the rain was still coming

lashing itself against the marble of his cheeks
they said it was tears

but I knew that deep inside him a room was falling

Translated by Mary Hawley
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EL GOLPE

mi padre llega desde el balcon

viene de una palabra que expulsamos
nos deja su voz que se derrama

y este liquido partiendo en dos la mesa

(El deseo de una ausencia

se asemeja a la voluntad de lo que no tenemos?
[cudntas manos deben asistir

a la caricia para repartirla?

(qué parte de la mesa soporta el golpe

que volted al nifio en el parque?

(qué queda atrapado en el alambre?

Jen qué parque fue

en qué padre?

THE BLOW

my father comes in from the balcony

he stems from a word we expelled

he leaves us his voice that spills

and this liquid that splits the table in two

Does the desire of an absence
resemble the will of what we do not have?

how many hands should go to a touch, tend to it

so they can share it?

what part of the table withstands the blow
that flipped the child in the park?

what remains trapped in the wire?

in which park was it?

in which father?
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Translated by Nanette Hernandez
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EL GRITO

yo no puedo pedirle los pasos a esta voz
al grito cuyo padre no me reconoce

tampoco puedo pedirle al padre
que adentro del amor que no tiene
tome mi mano

y la ponga en su regazo

ni pedirle a mi voz

que cuente las palabras venideras
y las cambie por las que no vendran
en el grito que si recuerdo

que si me reconoce

porque para hacerlo

tendria que expulsar al padre

y sin el padre

no estaria yo

aunque si cierta calma
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THE SHOUT

I cannot seek the path from this voice

from the shout whose father does not

recognize me

neither can I request the father

to hold my hand inside the love

he does not have

and to place it on his bosom

nor ask my voice

to add up the coming words

trading them for those that will not come

for the shout that I do recall

which too recognizes me

because in order to do it

I would have to expel the father

and without the father

I wouldn’t be

although there be indeed a sort of calm
Translated by Sarli E. Mercado
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Silvia Goldman is a poet, teacher, and scholar. She is originally from Uruguay but has

lived in the US since 2001. She has published three books of poetry.
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A MOMENT OF RHYTHM

Ancient Chinese poetry started as songs
sung in different Chinese dialects and
were transmitted orally over generations

since the Zhou Dynasty (J# 1046-256
BC) era. These songs, which exceed three
thousand songs that give a rich description
of the people’s lives in different settings of
life, were collected in an anthology of 305
poems selected by Confucius under the

title of Shijing F%4%& (Book of Poetry). In
ancient China, words set to music were
called ge WX (songs). This intrinsic
relationship between poetry and music in
ancient Chinese poetry is reflected in the

modern Chinese word shigeFyax that
combines both words of ‘goetr{ and
‘song’ to mean poetry (Wei 1999: 3). The
combination of poetry, music, and dance
are manifested in the Shijing, whose
poems were performed as songs
accompanied by music and dance.

On the other hand, the ancient Arabic
poet celebrated his joy and bemoaned his
grief over parting with his lover. His poem
was a personal song the poet sang to
himself with no intention to share it with
others. He sang his songs while
journeying in the desert with no audience
except perhaps his she-camel, and as the
she-camel listened to the poet, the poet
listened to his she-camel’s hoofs
rhythmically beating the desert sand, and
he matched the rhythm of his song
accordingly. For instance, al-hazaj metre
resembles the movement of the she-camel
rider, at-Tawil the movements of the she-
camel’s four feet, al-Basit the she-camel
%allop and so on (al-Fakhart 1986: 133).

onsequently, Arabic poetry started to
take its form through sound, which
became its backbone right from the
beginning. A simple enquiry into the
etymological roots of the word ‘poetry’ in
each language will help us understand
how ancient people perceived poetry when
it was first born. This will further help us
understand the fundamental relationship
between ancient poetry and song.

Shit

The word shi#% is a character that is both
pictographic represented by yan 7 (talk
or speech), and phonographic represented

by sis (temple). Ancient Chinese poetry
expresses the function of poetry, which
falls in line with the Arabic definition. We

3

52

read in the ShujingZ 4% (Book of History):
‘Shi yan zhi, ge yong yan, sheng yi yong,
li he sheng & - Bk & B -

fEf#  (Shangshu yaodiani¥ £ 3%
L) ’ [Poetry expresses the heart’s wishes
in words, / Songs chant the words, /
Sound, not broken, will remain forever, /
And so will rhythm and sound (Book of
History)]. In another part of the book it is

written, ‘Zai xin wei zhi, fayan wei shi’ £

DA 85 Ass [What is in the heart
is intent, what is expressed is poetr%li This
line shows that poetry, to ancient Chinese
people, ‘is an expression of mental
inclination, will, ideal’, or ‘expression of
heart’s wish, desire, emotion’ (Liu
1962:72).
Poetria
‘Poesy’ and ‘posy’ are forms of old

and modern French ‘poésie from Proto-
Romance from Latin poesis from Greek
po(i)ésis creation, poetr&/, poem, from
po(i)ein make, create’ (ibid).
Shi'r =&

Dr Sayed Gouda

PhD in Comparative Prosody

Bibliography:
Duffell, Martin J, 2008. A New History of

English Metre. London: Legenda.
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THE STORY OF A PAINTING

‘Café Terrace at Night’

Artist: Van Gogh. Year: 1888

Vincent Van Gogh’s wrote that ‘the night is more alive and more richly coloured than the day.” His painting
‘The Café Terrace at Night’ reflects his words as it describes a colourful outdoor viewed and painted by the
painter in Arles in southeastern France in 1888. The colour is profuse and the irregular shapes are designed
like like a jigsaw puzzle. The distant and nearer parts are both distinct as the yellow of the cafe contrasts the
blue-black of the remote street.
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A Glimpse of Art
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