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About Nadwah

Nadwah is a multilingual quarterly poetry e-magazine
that focuses on poetry in translation. Poems published
in Nadwah are translated into both English and Arabic
together with the poem in its original language.

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

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

Editorial Board:

Nadwah welcomes more poets/translators to join the
editorial board. To contact the current editorial board
for submission, write to the respective editor:

Chief Editor: Sayed Gouda
dr.sayedgouda
French and Spanish editor: khédija gadhoum
hadiralma@gmail.com
Greek section editor: Sarra Thilykou
sthilykou@gmail.com
Indian section editor: Dileep Jhaveri
jhaveri.dileep@gmail.com
Indian section editor: Durba Sengupta
durbadscribbler@gmail.com
Italian section editor: Luca Benassi
benax76
Japanese section editor: Maki Starfield

makistarfield@gmail.com

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

afilimonov22@gmail.com

Slovenian section editor: Marjan Strojan

marjan.strojan@gmail.com

Art consultants: Mamdouh Kassifi

mkassifi@gmail.com
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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

his new issue of Nadwah features a
I diverse array of poets from Spain,
China, and the USA.

In our Guest of Honour section, we
are honoured to present the esteemed
Slovenian poet Vitomil Zupan, who has
been a political prisoner since 1948. Our
Slovenian section editor, Marjan Strojan,
selected six remarkable poems translated
into English, which I was pleased to render
into Arabic and Chinese. These poems
were written during his time in prison,
alongside many others composed behind
bars.

We also feature the esteemed
Liverpool poet Brian Patten, whom we
interviewed and invited in October 2019 to
be our guest of honour for the seventh issue
of Nadwabh.

Following our initial
communication, Patten and I continued to
exchange emails, discussing various topics
related to poetry, life, and his health
condition. I suggested he come to China for
a check-up, but he reassured me that he
was receiving cutting-edge medication in
England.

The last message I received from
him was an email dated 14 May 2025, after
he received the latest issue of Nadwah. He
wrote: Thanks a million, Sayed. Another
word-feast. Greetings from Dittisham, my
home below.

On 29 September 2025, I was
shocked and saddened to see a headline in
The Guardian that read: “Liverpool poet
Brian Patten dies at 79.” Rest in peace,
Brian!

Dr Sayed Gouda
China
4 November 2025
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EMILY DICKINSON - USA (1830-1886
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“Hope” is the thing with feathers -
That perches in the soul -

And sings the tune without the words -
And never stops - at all -
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And sweetest - in the Gale - is heard -
And sore must be the storm -

That could abash the little Bird

That kept so many warm -
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I’ve heard it in the chillest land - | ijﬂ J.ldb b oF 3l
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Yet - never - in Extremity, j\ o (] 4} T s
It asked a crumb - of me. Aas 2
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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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VITOMIL ZUPAN - SLOVANIA (1914 - 1987)
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From THE POEMS FROM PRISON

GUEST OF HONOUR
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THE FIRST SNOW =
The night is barking N .
over the empty world ﬁ?’fﬁz{##
with its hollow, doglike rage; %EE‘L% YR
the snow 1is me]ting, %% ﬂﬁﬂﬂﬁﬁﬁﬁ"]%“ﬂ 5
dripping off the roofs, LRI
with its ringing, thin sound. MR
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on the arches of the sky,
the thought is directed towards it; %%ﬁaﬂﬁ .
everything is sinking EEMIPL L
into the grey black night, darkness; AR E
I am awake at the bottom of life. —YIEFEDTR
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VITOMIL ZUPAN - SLOVANIA(1914 — 1987)
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PRIKAZNI

Gledam te v ¢udovitih oblekah,
ki jih nimas, ker si moja,

v bles¢ecem okrasju, ki ga nimas,
ker si vojscak mojega boja.
Gledam te razigrano

v spomladanskem gaju,

sredi zabave v veselih pokrajinah,
ki cveto brez naju,

gledam te v mestih,

kjer bi bila rada,

kjer bi se razcvetela

tvoja lepota mlada,

gledam bogato Zivljenje,

ki si ga ze darovala, -

¢rna zalost me obide:

jaz sem njena skala.

In kaj ji dam za vso ljubezen,
mornar brezdomni,

bosjak, galjot vkovani?

Ta stih neslis$ni, skromni?

GUEST OF HONOUR
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APPARITIONS

I can see you in beautiful dresses

because you are a warrior in my fight.
I can see you playful

in the garden in spring,

in the middle of a celebration in some happy
landscape,

which is blossoming without us,

I can see you in towns,

where you would like to be,

where your young beauty

could blossom,

I can see the rich life,

which you offered -

I am taken over by a dark sadness:

I am her stone.

And what do I give her for all her love,
me, the homeless sailor,

a vagrant, a slave on a galley?

This verse, inaudible, humble?

which you do not have, because you are mine,
in sparkling adornments, which you do not have,

L1
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DVIZNI MOST

|
|
Kolikokrat si zaloval I
zaradi lastne izgubljene srece, I
kolikokrat zaradi tuje nesrece, I
samoljubnez? I
Kdaj si prvi¢ spoznal, I
da si lastni najbliznji I
in da je sebicnost tvoj dvizni I
most? |
Kdaj si prvi¢ spustil ta most I
in ¢loveka objel v ljubezni? I
Ali ti je bilo zal zato v trezni I
uri? |
In ko te je misel na smrt zbodla ko ost: |
kdo ti je prvi prisel na misel? I
Clovek, ki ga imag rad? I
Ali si na lastni kozi obvisel? I
|

|

|

GUEST OF HONOUR
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DRAWBRIDGE mF
How often have you mourned VR84 DUk T
your own lost fortune, .
how often the fortune of somebody else, H E‘ﬁ%dg‘l‘?i‘ﬁ B R 2
self-seeker? S 2] _
When did you recognize for the first time At A I T S e,
that you are closest to yourself wEFREFRZAN ?
and that selfishness is your VRART I 45— YR TR 3]
drawbridge? RESE ERE 2
When did you let down this bridge for the first time - s
and hugged someone in love? HAVELR R H
Did you regret it in the hour i ?
of thought. PRART IS 55— YO 3K R R 2
And when the thought of death pricked you like a lance, |} 3R ZH A ?

who was the first who entered your thought?
The person you love?
Or did you stay hanged on your own skin?
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GUEST OF HONOUR
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in je v nesreci sam, | < J '\?f 3 |
v bedi in mrazu, v je¢i — | ‘O"-."‘“{‘f.g*"‘ﬂbd‘fﬂé I
prikovan sredi zime, | il g el 3
Cesa se oprime takrat? | I
Cesa se oprime takrat, | ) s M Gy 13l
ko je majolika dale¢ | ony 2@ 0 4S5 Laie )
in ljubica dalec, | Jagny o1 0585 bee |
ko mu $e brat ni ve¢ brat? | N Y
Ko so mu 1astn§_ misli tuje? | Sag,e o 1 ST 55 Lokie |
dTakr:.Elt eni zaspijo, | ol Sl i, |
rugi znorijo, I oo i |
a moz v domisljiji potuje — | s g}uﬁw ;;5 I
l;?gn‘i?(jer ni sam ! o “ q;jds‘ I
) . [ e i
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A JOURNEY —BYiR R
When one has nothing WA N—TEFA
to get drunk on, V] TR Sk
when one knows not where or where to turn to, FT LU RS
when there is nothing but thick fog in front of him *%Mﬂ%my\ ’
and he is alone in trouble, ARAT A AKE

in misery and cold, in prison,
in chains, in the middle of winter.
What does one hold on to
when the jug is far,
when love is far,
when even a brother is no brother?
When one’s own thoughts seem strange?
Some fall asleep,
some go mad,
but a man travels in his imagination -
Where to?
There, where he is not alone.
Translated by Ifigenija Simonovié
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STARI RESTANTI

Pravijo,

da je prvih deset let tezko,
potem pa se ¢lovek navadi,
ja, dokler imas Se duso

in ¢utis telo,

sprelétajo upi te radi.

Se no¢ je ko vstanes,

se streses§ od gnusa,

potem drgetas od vlaznega hlada,
a z leti premine

zametek okusa,

zeljé se stopé

in vse zalije navada.

Prvih deset let se dusa upira
in hoce v ¢loveku ziveti,

a ¢as kakor voda

skoz $pranje prodira,

tezki, vodeni postajamo z leti.

Res,

prvih deset let je vrazje tezko,
veliko umre jih na poti,
potem ko kamnit les

grémo na dno,

kaj naj ravnotezje Se zmoti?

GUEST OF HONOUR

OLD INMATES

They say,

that the first ten years are hard,

then one gets used to it,

yes, as long as you hold on to your soul
and you can still feel your body

you are often visited by hopes.

It is still night, when you get up,

you are shaken by disgust,

then you shiver in wet cold,

but during the years

your capacity to taste fades,

wishes dissolve,

everything sinks into habit.

For the first ten years the soul keeps resisting
and it wants to keep on living,

while the time trickles through cracks
like water,

we are heavier,

more liquid-like

as years go by.

It is true,

the first ten years are hard,
many die on the way,

and then we sink to the bottom
like pieces of stone-like wood,
what is there to disturb

the balance?

10
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Z1D

Zid, krvoses hujsi ko vsak vampir,

pije kri, mo¢, zdravje, proznost, barvo z obraza,
ta rabelj mladosti, cesar prahu in mraza
in smradu.

Zid, pokrov ¢ez grobni mir,

v katerem votlo donijo besede,

kjer se krik in stok sesede

v nic.

Zid, mrzli gledalec ¢loveskih muk,
budnemu kamnitni tlacitelj upora,
speemu cepeca mora

na prsih.

Zid, v katerem zapoje pomladni jug,
drgetajoci, srdito pojoci kamen,
trdnjava zoper veseli plamen

zivljenja.

GUEST OF HONOUR

THE WALL

and stench.

where cry and groan fall

into nothingness.

who is asleep.

of life.

The wall, a bloodsucker worse than a vampire,
drinking blood, strength, health, the colour of the cheeks,
this hangman of youth, the emperor of dust and cold

The wall, the lid to the vault of deadly peace,
where words sound hollow,

The wall, the onlooker of human torments,
a stone-like pressure to the one who is awake,
a squatting nightmare on the chest of the one

The wall, resounding in the wind of spring,
shuddering, wrathfully singing stone,
a fortress against the joyful flame

12
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Vitomil Zupan (1914 — 1987) was a Slovenian novelist and a playwright, who also wrote film
scripts, essays, poetry and stories for children. Zupan is best known for his prose writings, some of
it turned into movies, most notably his novel The Menuet for the Guitar dealing with his resistance
fighter experiences and made into a film by the Serbian director Zivojin Pavlovié¢ (See you in the
Next War, 1980). After the war he soon found himself in trouble with the new regime for his
liberal views and was put into prison in 1948 as a political prisoner, sentenced to eighteen years,
often punished by cold and hunger in the solitary confinements. Though not allowed pen and
paper, he managed to smuggle out hundreds of notebook pages of poetry, his lines written in a
mixture of coffee and blood. His usual method of composition was learning the poems by hart and
then scribbling them on a toilet paper whenever the chance arose. The notebooks, now kept in The
National Library in Ljubljana, are about 15x10 cm in size, with up to 65 lines per page. The
writing is small and clear, but the ink proved unstable, getting ever more invisible with time. He
was released from prison in 1954. All in all, Zupan left us with sixty-two thousand lines of poetry
on over eighteen hundred pages, published in seven volumes (Vitomil Zupan, Poems from Prison,
Ljubljana 2006). A unique way of resisting solitude and death, says their transcriber and Zupan’s
publisher and translator Ifigenija Simonovi¢.
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ON TIME FOR ONCE

I was sitting thinking of our future
And of how friendship had overcome
So many nights bloated with pain;

I was sitting in a room that looked out on to a garden

And a stillness filled me,
Bitterness drifted from me,

I was as near paradise as I am likely to get again.

I was sitting thinking of the chaos
We had caused in one another
And was amazed we had survived it.

I was thinking of our future
And of what we would do together,
And where we would go and of how,

When night came, burying me bit by bit,
And you entered the room,
Trembling, solemn-faced,

On time for once.

PIPE DREAM

If I could choose the hour in which
Death chooses me

And the way in which

It will make its arbitrary choice
I can think of nothing better than
To fall asleep near midnight

In a boat as it enters a new port,
In a boat with a clarity of stars
Above and below it;

And all around me

Bright music and voices

Singing in a language

Not known to me.

I'd like to go that way,

Tired and glad,

With all my future before me,
Hungry still

For the fat and visible globe.

CONTEMPORARY POETRY
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THE AMBUSH

When the face you swore never to forget
Can no longer be remembered,

When a list of regrets are torn up and thrown away
Then the hurt fades,

And you think you've grown strong.

You sit in bars and boast to yourself,
"Never again will I be vulnerable.

It was an aberration to be so open,

A folly, never to be repeated".

How absurd and fragile such promises.
Hidden from you, crouched

Among the longings you have suppressed
And the desires you imagine tamed,

A sweet pain waits in ambush.

And there will come a day when in a field
Heaven's mouth gapes open,

And on a web the shadow

Of a marigold will smoulder.

Then without warning,

Without a shred of comfort,

Emotions you thought had been put aside
Will flare up within you and bleed you of reason.
The routines which comforted you,

And the habits in which you sought refuge
Will bend like sunlight under water and go astray.
Your body will become a banquet,

Falling heavenwards.

You will loll in spring's sweet avalanche
Without the burden of memory,

And once again

Monstrous love will swallow you.
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HER GHOST PR
What was it about her that without her

Ll [COSI W
The world grew dull? et ;’ijb »
The memory of her nakedness, Lﬁ; 555
How lovely she was and how free-spirited, B . 2 .
Is with me still. 3 Loy 25 @Sy e ““tsf“s
Though gone
I cannot get her voice out my ears. el =
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I cannot wipe her smile from my retina.

Friends say it is like any bereavement-

That she will haunt me less and less,

But though some ghosts are like thistledown
Blown away by time

If they had known her they would have understood
How other ghosts are immortal.

What was it about her that without her

(7
The world grew dull? NB] C””‘ > e 08 L

S
As sunlight burns off frost ey y\;

So she burnt off the ice I wore like armour.
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Brian Patten’s books have been translated into many language, and he has performed in venues
as varied as The Islamic Students Union in Khartoum, Liverpool’s Cavern and London’s Royal
Festival Hall. He left school at 15 and at 16 edited the magazine underdog in which many of the
iconic poems in Penguin Modern Classic’s The Mersey Sound (1967) first appeared. His other
books include Selected Poems and The Collected Love Poems. His latest is The Book of Upside
Down Thinking (2018). He has been honoured with the Freedom of the City of Liverpool and is a
Fellow of the Royal Society of Literature and of various Universities. His website
1s www.brianpatten.co.uk
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I

Marwan, I wish
I could believe
in the simplicity
of the bullet,

in thinking a heart
torn by war’s thorns
becomes

stronger, wiser, whole.

II

Marwan, habibi,

how to watch babies

erased from family photos,
how not to weep

at their little sneakers

flipped in the street

beside their blown-up homes?

III

Habibi, how I’ve watched
my people,

our people,

the one people,

plant black roses

in neighbors’ gardens,

in our squares and parks,
in baby’s hearts,

and how I’ve watched

my people, our people,

the one people,

bomb hospitals,

bulldoze markets and schools,
set fire to orchards

until everywhere

is ash and ghosts.
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SETH MICHELSON - USA
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v

Marwan, I’m telling you a story
within a story

the way a cricket’s song

is also a chorus,

sung in rounds

until the night sky

glitters with the hope of music.

v

Habibi, my love for you,
for people, our people,

the one people,

is a prayer

launched each time a rocket
screams into a home.

VI

Marwan, how to put roofs
back on homes,

how to pull black roses
from our gardens,

how to lift the wounded
into hospital beds

that no longer exist?

VII

Marwan, habibi,

how to teach the people,
our people,

the one people,

of the delicate anatomy
of the human wrist,

its silvery symphony

of movement,

how a scattering of tiny bones
can come together

and find strength

to lift a paintbrush,
ladle, book?

O gedidins s
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VIII

Marwan, we’ve been blown
from our homes

the way roaring wind
ransacks a garden:

petals everywhere,

stems bent and flipped,
delicate roots exposed--
how to right ourselves,

dig back in,

rise again and bloom?

v

Habibi, how to sing
when the skies

rain rockets

on our rebuilt gardens,
exploding soil

that just this morning
we tilled and seeded
with your children?

X

How many angels, habibi,
did you say we’d need?
Where is the garden?

I can’t hear the crickets.
Was that a rocket?

Why black roses?

And how this love in music?
And where are our people?
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Seth Michelson has published nineteen books of original poetry and poetry in translation, as well as three
poetry anthologies, including Dreaming America: Voices of Undocumented Youth in Maximum-Security
Detention. His honors include fellowships from the National Endowment for the Arts, the Fulbright
Foundation, and the Mellon Foundation. His work has been translated into many languages, including
German, Hindi, Italian, Malayalam, Serbian, Slovenian, Spanish, and Vietnamese.
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NEMER SAADI - PALESTINE

POEMS ILLUMINATED BY LONGING

(1)

A tear is hidden in the heart,

and my blood is barefoot, naked.

There is no exile for it on earth,

O Abu Dharr al-Ghifari!

What beautiful eyes, like the sea whispering
in my heart and in Haifa,

when the prairie flowers shine on the night's
garment.

2)

Al-Hallaj was like a blind daffodil

on burning snow, crucified on the cross of the
wind.

He sighed: Desire has a blue rooster crowing
on top of the night ashes.

The blue basil has a sky.

The green fire has fingers.

The trees, like women of longing, have
lovers.

The earth has lips and tears.

The first rain has a soul.

3)

O Malik ibn al-Rayb, how does your meaning
illuminate me from afar

by the secret of water in my stubborn pain?
Ah... how does your scattered dust reach my
heart, or the dust of the echoes of the years?
The green star is in my body and on my hand
larks lay

visions.. poems.. memories that flutter in my
blood

like fantasies and songs of harvesters blowing
from autumn.

Before my poem was completed, winter stole
the femininity of the trees..

or dust stole the lovers’ gardens

in Tagore’s poems and the night of the
dreamers.

I have nothing.. I do not have any lily that the
wall will reveal,

or poems to cheer up my shy anxiety.

And I do not have a biography / poetic one to
post on Wikipedia.

My mouth is firewood.. my lips are autumnal
leaves on two abysses.

My soul is like a butterfly in the net of fire..

20

CONTEMPORARY POETRY

(i A 3 e
)L:—jg_eb-o.uj
LgJLa;J\JJUL
L‘-ﬂ"}@bdﬂ\w"‘-ﬁsu“")

LSJ\fJ‘)uJ‘M(UMngLP

(2)

9\,.4:-4.“«:-}5 M;"L)LS
J\Wd)sbjl‘mwchv.ls
C“@’M‘-’L‘J e d))‘ Gl 22,0 ey
e ol Gl

L.,a\;\f.aA-\JL,U
dL“&ug,U\;LWJ&SJWW
\Jﬁjc@auﬂ)w

C)JUSJY\JU‘-"SU

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

: <3)
: M&wa@ﬁw«)\ad}ub
I z J’m\w‘g&gu\ﬂ
I&MJL&)‘JJL.";AJ\JJL}-«A—'&J.AS

| s
|
|
|
|
153
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|
|

QWJ\
uéhdﬁjéw‘jd‘r@;\w\
u\f.d\

g_ﬁj;\.a.ﬂ\dubjs) .,bL.,a.ﬁ . Ghy

qu\uu\}w«}\uswﬂ»\

o1 L_M._S\LB;_‘A‘;:J_._MJLQ_J\J_J

- T
dut;,,\,\,,u\dﬂj\

) ui&‘&jaﬁuwl-w‘d
LG_)C}..JW‘)‘S‘Q_JJ\J‘WMJ 6m;&;wy
JLB-\

‘_gJ_..H_UA_U_,_w /m\soﬂd_l_a\wﬂ_b
\JJ\.«\&J
..Ju\ﬂwéu\ﬂg/fjj

5)J L*rbu—"“ :’ (*ra—'. ..J—" CBJJ N




NEMER SAADI - PALESTINE

Have I said enough to write the silence of
my heart or the torment of my blood

to discover the distance between my
memory and the clay of longing?

I befriended Enkidu and the night grass.

I lived with the vagabonds who scattered
in love, dreams and the desert.

I came from the echo and got out of the
shadow of dew,

and from the lilies, flame and cold,

from the language of violets, from the
marble of roses,

from the statue of Juliet afflicted with a
blue tremor,

from a moon that raises honey.

And I wrote Shakespeare's sonnets;

I tasted the quince of longing dripping
from the lips of a beloved woman.

I tasted the whips of the sun of the soul.

I befriended the sands.. I danced with the
rain of wounded love.

4)

Your beauty reminds me of Esmeralda,

of the one who poured the infusion of soap as honey,
and of the one who stretched out her hands and drew

roses from the inflaming thorns.
It reminds me of her scent of cardamom,

of the taste of the first kiss and of her cheek,
of the whisper of the sea in April, concealing
the suffering of love in meeting and parting,

of the secret of the white longing walking

on my face like fragrance, dew and perfume,
as though you were an extension of my suffering,

and you were a promise to me on earth.
The stars will pour down on the edges
of your lips, like me throwing a dice.

I love you, and the wounds are tearing my heart

away from days and dreams.

The sorrow of the soul has no tongue
except for what the fire counts.

I will fall asleep with the winds on my bed
moaning in heat from the glowing embers.
I will fall asleep like Lorca’s elegies

to the olive and the redeemed moon,

to a lemon whose buds in the heart put
insomnia into my eyes.
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Nemer Saady is a Palestinian poet living in Haifa city in al-Jalil. He has several poetry collections
and he has beep translated into several languages and appeared in several anthologies.
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O HEART, YOUR PLACE IS NOT HERE

Thus my heart walks barefoot

And you pass by like a child stumbling in
his steps

I turn the pages of longing as if [ were
turning the pages of my life

I search for you and find only my shadow
I grasp you and you slip between my
fingers like mist

I scatter my heart like a spray and you take
shape like a bud behind a wall

You paint me laughing

I paint you as a sun

You shape me into light

So I paint you as the knight who carries a
rifle in his heart

He vanished and the fragrance of your soul
remains like a phantom

As if [ never was
As if you will never be

As if you are the universe

As if you are the shadow and the mist and
the sun and the longing and the heart

You are the light and my heart is your path
when the world scatters before you like a
stone

I 'love you, O face of morning

When your light awakens in the first light of
dawn

Thus my heart walks as a warrior, and you
pass by like a hero in the arena of existence

I turn the pages of life's book only to find
you flowing between my fingers like bullets.
I search for my heart amidst this rubble,
trying to infuse it with hope,

to ignore the sound of bullets, the silence of
the dead, and the tears of women,

to tell it that we still live in this world.

I try to teach it to ignore, to be self-sufficient,
to teach it that silence is indifferent to its
surroundings.

I try to explore with it the feelings I've
hidden deep within,

so that no shrapnel can harm them.

[ try to return it to my womb, a mere drop of
semen,

and tell it not to come down this path,
whispering,

"Oh heart, your place is not here."
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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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LO MEJOR DE Mi MISMO

Escucho mis silencios y descubro
derrotas de una vida que han servido
para ir tejiendo

con paciencia infinita, con la firme
esperanza de las causas perdidas,
esta tristeza que tanto me gusta: r- - T T T T T T e T T
la esencia de mis actos,
lo mejor de mi mismo.
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(JOSE SARRIA, de “Tiempo de espera”)
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THE BEST OF MYSELF

I listen to my silences and I discover
the defeats of a life that have served
to go along weaving
with infinite patience, with the firm
hope of lost causes,
this sadness that gives me so much pleasure: | |- _ _ _ _ _ _ _ — — — — _
the essence of my acts,
the best of myself.

(JOSE SARRIA, from “Tiempo de espera”,

translation by Gordon E. McNeer)
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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 Hei s 1ncluded in the Enc1clopedla General de Andaluc1a s
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INEFABLE

Sangro como una fuente por todos los rincones,
en todas las criaturas del mar y de la tierra,

por el fuego y el aire,

en todo lo que hay de ellos,

con una inmensa llaga inmarcesible.

(Acaso es que tu amor cuando nos hiere
no admite a medias el dolor de amarte?

Capitulo del fuego

TRASLUZ EN NEGATIVO

Deshabitado vivo

en liza con la luz y la palabra,
buscandome sin tregua

y hallindome desnudo

en el oscuro suefio de la muerte.

Elegia plural

CONTEMPORARY POETRY

INEFFABLE

I bleed like a fountain from all sides,

for all the creatures of the sea and the land,
throughout the regions of fire and lair,
whit an immense unhealing sore.

Could it be that love when it wounds us
cannot temper the pain of loving you?

Chapter of Fire

REFLECTED LIGHT

My life is uninhabited,

a struggle with light and language,
in ceaseless search of myself,

I find myself naked

in the dark dream of death.

Plural Elegy
Translated into English by Russell P. Sebold.
Universidad de Pennsylvania.
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MILAGRO

.
TG me miraste, y la sonrisa nueva Bt el cad) ¢ Il

se elevo sobre el vuelo de los pajaros. sdall GAE B
|
T pronunciaste una palabra viva e LSS s |

Tu vertiste la luz sobre lo oscuro.

DIV | |
Sélo soy ya la brasa de tu cuerpo. ) Jw J}J

WJJ.\_\JM:-onU:

El legado de arcilla |
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|
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y se grabo en el barro de mi hombro. I LA 0P G o J;;a |
|
|
|
|
|
|

MIRACLE

You looked at me, and my new smile
was lifted above the flight of the birds.

You uttered a lively word
and it was engraved in the clay of my shoulder.

You she light on the dark:
I am the glowing coal of your body.

The Legacy of Clay

Translated into English by Russell P. Sebold.
Universidad de Pennsylvania.

Manuel Gahete: [Fuente Obejuna, Cérdoba, 1957] Professor of Language and Literature. PhD in
Philosophy and Letters from the University of Cordoba. Degree in Romance Philology and PhD in
Educational Sciences from the University of Granada. Vice President of the Royal Academy of
Cordoba and member of seven other academies and societies in Spain and America. President of
the Collegiate Association of Writers of Spain, autonomous section of Andalusia. Vice President of
the Andalusian Association of Writers and Critics. Official chronicler of Fuente Obejuna. City of
Cabra Award for Literary Career. Averroes Gold Award City of Cordoba in the Letters category.
Gold Medal of the Ateneo de Cérdoba. Co-founder of the Solidarity Humanism movement, he
cultivates poetry, theater, children's literature and journalistic prose. His essay work encompasses
literary criticism, historical research, and sociological essays.
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CONTEMPORARY POETRY

XIX

A veces restaurar

se vuelve un ejercicio de tinieblas.
Cuando no hay argamasa que abrace
los fragmentos, solo un 6xido pardo,
deslavazado y pétreo

es inutil apagar los rescoldos,
habitar un refugio,

construir una mascara.

A veces es mejor no rescatar al naufrago,
no besar a una rana, ignorar el espejo.
No mirarse a los 0jos.

No pagar una deuda.

La muerte es el motor que nos convoca
y a su engranaje vamos.

Mientras el cisne canta
su edicto irrefutable.
(de Sintomas de la devastacion)
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XIX

Sometimes restoration

becomes an exercise in darkness.

When there is no mortar to hold

the fragments together, only brown rust,
broken and stony,

it is useless to extinguish the embers,

to inhabit a refuge,

to build a mask.

Sometimes it is better not to rescue the
shipwrecked,

not to kiss a frog, to ignore the mirror.
Not to look into each other's eyes.

Not to pay a debt.

Death is the engine that summons us
and we go to its gears.

While the swan sings
its irrefutable edict.

(from Symptoms of Devastation)
Translated by the author
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XXI
Serd un mal dia, pero sera el altimo.

Ya poco han de importar los objetos
perdidos,

los trenes sin salida, el deseo putrefacto,
pues no sera posible construir en penumbra,
inventar una hoguera, apaciguar el latigo.

Descalza y aterida
Esperaras en vano una palabra, un eco.
(de Sintomas de la devastacion)

XXI
It will be a bad day, but it will be the last.

Lost objects,

dead-end trains, and rotten desires will
soon matter little,

for it will be impossible to build in
darkness,

to invent a bonfire, to appease the whip.

Barefoot and frozen,
you will wait in vain for a word, an echo.

(from Symptoms of Devastation)
Translated by the author
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Maria Reosal is a poet and Professor at the Univers

ity of Cordoba. Member of the Royal Academy

of Cordoba and the Academy of Fine Arts of Granada. She has published more than twenty books

of poetry and has received several prestigious awar

ds for her poetry collections. She has

participated in poetry recitals in many countries and her work has been translated into Italian,

English, Dutch, Greek, and Arabic.
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CONTEMPORARY POETRY

POR SI TU VIDA VUELVE

Cuando maifiana no te acuerdes de mi nombre,
cuando no vea en tus ojos la risa de la vida,
cuando la duda tiemble tus rodillas,

cuando tus manos no recuerden las mias.

Cuando tu piel no sienta las caricias,
cuando la noche ciegue tus pupilas,
cuando el silencio inunde tus oidos,
cuando los dias se confundan con heridas.

Cuando todo sea un suefio disipado,
cuando el sol no dore tus mejillas,
cuando el mar sea un eco del pasado,
cuando no me mires como til me miras.

Ahi estaré, apostado en tu silencio,
por si vuelve tu vida,

aunque sea un instante,

a cruzarse con mi vida.

IN CASE YOUR LIFE RETURNS

When you do not recall my name tomorrow,
when I no longer see life’s laughter in your eyes,
when doubt weakens your knees,

when your hands do not remember my own.

When your skin does not feel caresses,
when night blinds your eyes,

when silence floods your ears,

when days are mistaken for wounds.

When everything is a dissipated dream,

when the sun does not bronze your face,

when the sea is an echo of the past,

when you do not look at me the way you always do.

I will be there, stationed in your silence,
in case your life returns,
even just for a moment,
to cross paths with my life.
Translated by Mary-Dryden Maio and Caitlin Nguyen
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BESOS

Hay besos que hieren en los labios

y que hacen llagas en la vida.

Hay besos que saben a naufragio

y que anuncian profundas despedidas.
Hay besos que son balcon sin vistas
y que indican amargos la salida.

Hay besos perdidos en los charcos

y que sdlo tienen piel en las esquinas.
Hay besos que perfilan los labios

y que siempre aroman la rutina.

Hay besos que no encuentran su boca
y bocas sin besar llenas de heridas.

KISSES

There are kisses that hurt lips

and leave sores on life.

There are kisses that taste of shipwreck

and forecast deep goodbyes.

There are kisses like a balcony without a view
that, bitter, indicates departures.

There are kisses lost in puddles

with skin only in the corners.

There are kisses that define lips

| and always perfume routines.

There are kisses that do not find any mouth
and kissless mouths full of wounds.
Translated by Mary-Dryden Maio and Caitlin Nguyen
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Ramoén Martinez Lépez (Fuente Vaqueros, 1975). PhD in Hispanic Philology from the
University of Granada. Territorial Delegate for Granada of the Association of Writers
(Autonomous Section of Andalusia). Coordinator of the Granada International Poetry Festival,
extending to the Lorca territories. He has been awarded several prestigious awards for his poetry

collections.
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LAS HUELLAS DE TU SOMBRA

jLento enmudecer! jBrote de silencio!

CONTEMPORARY POETRY

Ya no escucharé tus cantos dorados,
desvelo de los dias que cohabitan.

Has construido un paisaje intransitable
laberinto trenzado de decoros,
oculto caligrama en aguas blancas.

Recordaré tu vuelo en horizontes
ebrios de sol, calmante de los anos
perdidos tras las huellas de tu sombra.

Tu cuerpo ya maduro se sumerge
en memoria nublada. Sélo quedan
tus ojos marchitados que sonrien.

Ritmica mariposa de alas rotas
posate y sedimenta los pesares
fugitivos de la vida transida.

THE TRACES OF YOUR SHADOW

Slow to fall silent! Bud of silence!
I will no longer listen to your golden songs,
sleeplessness of days that live together.

You have built an impassable landscape
a labyrinth intertwined with good manners,
hidden concrete poetry in white waters.

I will remember your flight into horizons
drunk with sun, soothing the lost years
behind the traces of your shadow.

Your fully ripe body submerges itself
in cloudy memory. Only your
dried up eyes remain, smiling.

Rhythmic butterfly with broken wings
and calm the fugitive troubles
of a life overwhelmed by suffering.
Translated by the author
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ESTALAGMITAS EN EL JARDIN
DE INVIERNO

No sentiras mas frio

tras la excelsa vianda
ni palparas los huesos
de los frutos cortados

CONTEMPORARY POETRY

STALAGMITES IN THE
WINTER GARDEN

You will no longer feel cold
after such sublime food

nor will you finger the stones
of harvested fruit

siervos de tu deleite.

Se extinguiran las rutas
de la gélida nifia

con los brazos que roban
en el jardin de invierno.
Quedara una violeta
rival de tu vigilia

puiial de tus temores.

Y perderas el brillo

de las lagrimas ciegas

serving your pleasure.

The pathways of the chilled
girl with thieving hands

in the winter garden

will come to an end.

A violet will remain

rival of your vigil

dagger of your fears.

And you will lose the lustre

> 4 of blind tears
estalagmitas tristes sad stalagmites
de la flor de febrero. of February flower.
Translated by the author
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Alicia Aza, by profession an attorney specializing in corporate law in Madrid, has published five
books of poems: El libro de los arboles (2010); Las Huellas fértiles (2014), both of which were
nominated as finalists for the Andalusian Premio de la Critica; \ E/ viaje del invierno (2011) which
won the International Rosalia de Castro Poetry Prize, and which has also been translated into
English as Winter Journey (Cervena Barva Press: 2019); Arquitectura del silencio (2017)
translated into English as Architecture of Silence); and Al final del paisaje (2021) Her literary
work has appeared in many international journals and anthologies, and been translated into
English, Arabic, Bulgarian, French, Italian, and Serbian. She is a member of the Writers’
Association of Spain.
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LOS LATIDOS DE LA DISTANCIA

La vida se destrenza interminable.
Los dias se nublan con atardeceres
prendidos con la luz de la rutina,
y las nubes del céfiro transitan

SPAIN

CONTEMPORARY POETRY

los cielos fragmentados por la ausencia.
Los latidos de la distancia surcan

las laderas del agua de mis ojos,

y describen sus rutas vacilantes

con las lagrimas de tinta cadente

y sus policromias invisibles.

Hoy la bruma vidriosa del invierno
traspasa los capitulos del ftrio,

y la desesperanza de mis sombras
vela la oscuridad mas gris y oscura.
Y mis manos son ctpulas dormidas
en la expectante luz de los augurios.
La vida nos sorprende por momentos
y yo me rindo, décil y prudente,

a cada uno de sus nuevos propositos.

HEARTBEATS OF DISTANCE

Life endlessly unravels.
Days cloud over with dusks
seized by the light of routine,
and clouds of breeze cross
the skies fragmented by absence.
Heartbeats of distance plow
the watery slopes of my eyes
and describe their unstable routes
with tears of hot ink
and their many invisible colors.
Today, winter’s glassy haze
goes through the chapters of cold
and the despair of my shadows
veil darkness in its grayest, dark form.
And my hands are sleeping
in the omen’s expectant light.
Life surprises us moment by moment
and, docile and prudent, I yield
to each of its new objectives.
From Sefiales Subjetivas
(“Subjective Signs,” 2018)
Translated by Louis Bourne
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SPAIN

CONTEMPORARY POETRY

MEMORIAS DE AGUA

Del agua brotan ecos y caricias

con sus manos de espuma refulgente
en los destellos de las horas turbias.
El agua yace mar en tus entrafias

y te atrapa, te vence y se diluye

en los poros de tu memoria fria.
Los abrazos del agua se desnudan
suaves como la seda del silencio

en tus suefios de sangre sin bandera.
El agua rompe voces y distancias

y hasta redime los nudos del llanto
cautivo de los pasos y el olvido.

Con el agua se vuelve todo puro
otra vez, aunque sea por poco tiempo.

MEMORIES OF WATER

Echoes, caresses spring up from water
with its hands of glistening foam

in the sparkling of murky hours.
Water lies, a sea in your entrails,

traps and defeats you, thins out

in your cold memory’s pores.

Water’s embraces expose themselves
soft as silken silence

in your dreams of blood without flags.
Water breaks up voices and distances
and even redeems knots of grief
captive in footsteps and forgetting.

With water, everything again turns
pure, though maybe only for a little while.
From Sefiales Subjetivas
(“Subjective Signs,” 2018)
Translated by Louis Bourne

| &ffMWL:
| u\_vbyuguadcdﬂy\:-\g
| <L u‘y’ﬁ\ ;\l\f&
| o}\wdaémd
: bl i) 5 ]
: ;LS“:‘.’JSJ}":‘;U"\CA
|
|

chaBb iy g5 2 gy LR
(Y VA a1 olede) Ol g oye

sl e le g WY .
ixa¥ 3585 e 5L
okl 3,3
slia 3 Gad el B
Canzy (S e S ol
oJJU\vL:Jsb L"“"’LQ
erll\ubuuw&s

José Maria Molina Caballero is a poet, writer, and editor born in Rute (Cordoba). Founder and

director of the publishing house and literary magazine Anfora Nova since 1989.

He is the author of eleven collections of poetry and he is included in numerous anthologies, as a

poet and narrator. Some of his work has been translated into English, Italian, French, Portuguese,

Arabic, Romanian and Serbian. He is winner of many prestigious poetry awards.
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GUERRERO MAORI*

Estoy aqui,

mazacote de bronce
rodeado de gente

que me soslaya,

de edificios modernos
que engulleron mi tribu
y mi pasado.

Estoy aqui,

acepto mi derrota,
soy invisible

entre vosotros,

pese a mi cuerpo,
pese al dolor opaco.

* «Guerrero maori», escultura de la artista
neozelandesa Molly Morrell Macalister (1967).
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GUEST OF HONOUR

A

MAORI WARRIOR*#*

Here I am,

bronze monstrosity
girded by people
who dodge me,
modern buildings
that gobbled my clan
and my past.

Here I am,

greeting my downfall,
turning invisible
amongst you all,

despite my body,
despite my cloudy grief.

** «Maori Warrior», sculpture by New
Zealand artist Molly Morrell Macalister
(1967).

Translated by the author
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Que no te engafie mi mirada | Don't be tricked by my eyes,
tranquila y silenciosa, ni mis labios silent and serene, nor by my fleshy
carnosos, ni mi torso lips, nor by my naked
desnudo. bust.
Soy la isla ‘sin brazos I’m the armless island
y sin wahaika, N with no wahaika,
mujer racial y exotica remesa, ethnic woman, exotic shipment,
fertilidad colgada al cuello, fertility hanging from the neck,
fatua y baldia. fatuous and futile.
Que no te engafie mi mirada | Don't be tricked by my eyes,
tranquila y silenciosa, / silent and serene,
mi eterna juventud en los museos. my eternal youth in the museums.

* «La Nouvelle
Zélande», escultura de la
artista neozelandesa

«La Nouvelle Zélande», a sculpture by
New Zealand artist Margaret Mary
Butler (1938)
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Gerardo Rodriguez Salas (Granada, 1976) is full professor in English Literature and Gender
Studies at the University of Granada (Spain) and holds a Master’s Degree in English Studies from
Oxford University. He won the III International Poetry Prize Marpoética. He has published a short
story collection, a play, and three poetry collections. His poems are included in many national and
international journals. His texts have been translated into French, English, Italian, Portuguese and

Arabic. Pagina web del autor: gerardorodriguezsalas.com
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SUENO EN PATERA

Dolian las piedras
bajo las plantas de los pies.
La piel agrietada
sorteaba puias de erizo
y verdeante musgo
enganoso.

Dolia la espalda negra
cruzada por dos siglos de latigazos
medio milenio de esclavitud

cien toneladas de hierro en los tobillos
y un exponente al cubo de desprecio.
Dolia el pasado caliente,

la choza, el barro, el hambre.

Dolia el futuro inhospito:

un palo, una gorra, la puerta de un almacén,|

chanclas rotas aun con lluvia,

el euro del carro...

... Y el presente imposible,
camino a tierra,

un vuelco, una linterna, una ola,
dejo de doler.
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. DREAM ON A PATERA

| The stones ached

| The hot past burned:

under the soles of the feet.

Cracked skin

dodged sea urchin spines

and deceptive green moss,

slippery.

The black back throbbed,

crisscrossed by two centuries of lashes,
half a millennium of slavery,

a hundred tons of iron on the ankles,
and contempt cubed exponential.

the hut, the mud, the hunger.
The bleak future loomed:

a stick, a cap, a warehouse door,
broken flip-flops even in rain,
the euro for the cart...

... And the impossible present,
path to land,

a capsize, a flashlight, a wave,
the pain stopped.

Translated by Irene Sanchez
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AMANDO

Mi sombra formaba

un curioso angulo recto con los rascacielos,
ochenta pisos para ochenta centimetros.
Escualido, me ignoraban los turistas buscones
y, enfermizo, no valia para vender.
Agonizo encharcado flotando enclenque
sobre los supurantes muelles.

Quien insista

en que,

descalzos, morenos (morenazos), raidos,
no nos parte un rayo,

contribuye al desastre

porque a mi me va a pasar.

No todos podemos ser ases del balon.
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. AMANDO

| My shadow cast

a curious right angle with the

skyscrapers,

eighty floors for eighty centimetres.

Scrawny, the hustling tourists

ignored me

and, sickly, I wasn't worth selling.

I agonize, sodden and frail, floating

over the suppurating docks.

Whoever insists

that,

barefoot, brown (deep brown),

ragged,

we're not struck by lightning,

contributes to the disaster

because it's going to happen to me.

Not all of us can be soccer aces.
Translated by Irene Sanchez
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Maria Jesus Fuentes A graduate in Hispanic Philol
of Cordoba, and the IEC of Ceuta—where, as dean,

programs
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ogy, she teaches at IES “Siete Colinas” in

Ceuta. She won several poetry awards. Member of ACE (Andalusia section), the Royal Academy

she coordinates the Casa de los dragones

(House of the Dragons) series and the Literary Conference—along with appearances on radio
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VALENTINE’S DAY VIII

In disintegration,

eyes and nose are obscured,

lips and mouth discarded,

until [ finally read your soft bones
with my hands.

The world feels like a silent
room, or a prison cell,

an ordinary street,

where after the haze dissipates,
my love for you is known to all.

*Notes: Starting eight years ago, I have written
a short poem every Western Valentine’s Day to
mark my solitude. As a young literary
enthusiast, I once penned a poem titled
“Valentine’s Day,”which contained the line,
“My lover left on Valentine’s Day; I am so
lonely.” Life, circling endlessly, eventually
brings us back to the starting point. This
writing, as if addressing a “lover,” resembles
the poet’s lie. Yet in poetry, truth and lies are
fundamentally the same. One must understand:
to write truth as though it were a lie is failure;
to write a lie as though it were truth is success.
The final two lines of this poem seem
reminiscent of something in English poetry,
but I can no longer locate it. Written on
2024.2.14, 11:50 PM at Shuifengshang.

(English Translation by Hongyun Chen[44T.
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Under the expansive canopy of trees,
the plants protect a solitary figure
who once found fragility and softness here.

The road ahead is unfathomable.

This forest is where I encountered a wounded beast the
last time when I walked through it.

Vehicles of the mortal world come and go.

The bustling world knows nothing

of certain redemptions that once appeared.

Now, all has returned to normal.
What we call a miracle is but a singular revelation —
one I have missed.

(English Translation by Hongyun Chenf&41.3)
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Xiushi, founded the ‘Jie Poetry School’. He is the author of a collection of poems
Stepping out of the Summer Gate, a collection of poetry reviews The Chrysalis and the
Butterfly of Prose Poetry, and the editor of Light Across the River — Selected Poems of

Shenzhen and Hong Kong, etc.
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LANGUAGE

I speak this sharp-edged, oiled language

of cast iron—the language of silent workers

a language of tightened screws  the crimping
and memories of iron sheets

a language like calluses fierce crying
unlucky

hurting hungry language back pay of the
machines’ roar occupational diseases
language of severed fingers life’s
foundational language in the dark place of
unemployment

between the damp steel bars
languages

these sad

........... I speak them softly

in the roar of the machines. A dark language.
Language of sweat. Rusty language

like a young woman worker’s helpless eyes or
an injured male worker by the factory

doors
their hurting language language of shivering
| bodies
language of denied compensation for injured
fingers

Rust-speckled switches, stations, laws, the
system. I speak a black-blooded fired
language

of status, age, disease, finances....a fearful,
howling language. Tax collectors and
petty officials.

Factory bosses. Temporary residence permits.
Migrant workers....their languages
language of a girl jumping off a building. The

GDP’s language. Language of official
projects. Language of a kid’s school fees.

I speak of stone. Of overtime. Violent language

I speak of....the abyss. Climbing the ladder.
Unreachable distances

the language of holding life’s railings in the
gusts of fruitless labor

I speak—

these sharp-edged oiled languages, their pointy
edges open up

to stab this soft era!

Translation: 2019, Eleanor Goodman
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LIFE

What you don't know is that my name has been hidden by an employee 1D

my two hands have become part of the assembly line, my body was signed over

to a contract, my black hair is turning white, leaving noise and toil

overtime work and wages...I’ve passed through fixed fluorescent lights

and the exhausted shadows flung on the machine stations move slowly

turning, bending down, silent as cast iron

oh, iron that speaks in sign language, covered with the disappointment and grief of

migrants

iron that rusts over time, iron that trembles in the midst of reality—

I don’t know how to protect a silent life

this life of a lost name and gender, this life of surviving off of contracts

where and how do I start, with the moon on the metal cots in the eight-person dorm

room

what it illuminates is homesickness, the secret flirting and love in the thundering of the
machines,

or youth stopped by a timesheet, and how in the middle of this restless life

can one console a frail soul, if the moonlight comes from Sichuan

then my childhood is lit by memories, extinguished by a seven-day assembly line
workweek

what’s left, these blueprints, iron, metal products, or white

inspection labels, red defective goods, and under the fluorescent lights, the loneliness
and pain

I bear, in all this toil, is hot and endless......

Translation: 2019, Eleanor Goodman

Zheng Xiaoqiong, born in 1980 in Nanchong, Sichuan Province, has published works in top class
magazines in China. She has published several collections of Chinese poetry, and has been
translated and published into several world languages. She has also participated in several
reputable international poetry festivals. Her poems have been set to music and staged by
international artists in various forms and performed in countries such as the United States and
Germany..
bhe O A5 uyfwuﬁ)\md\.g.‘W\uﬂ 40\}.%4:.19\.016}.\“\;3 VAAr g’L‘U-'U} ‘é‘MJL\n—MC\—\A\J
Ujﬂ\bw\ubbjgl\wubw\dps‘)uus d.l\.cuuo.,\.r—d\\.g_“.e&\wvgj 4WMJM4JJ\jJ
ubYﬁ\&wd)éJer—j 4¢Md&ubwlbwuywcﬂ\wﬁwfjuxww; @}»Jl\

43




A {#k CUI SHILIN - CHINA

AT

A — AR TR T AR LT

B RTHAFAZE
—A N A B AR

CONTEMPORARY POETRY
ol = 8 g el

TE R ELEEIF A AN o AELSR AT - 3R D AN B ER) G 25 7
FEZS o EANIIHT o AINKEME TR IELE

TR AR IE - FETTNET
PRANTR ZEHE 1A - Mxi {ﬁ{ﬁJE’JEEIE?

H—HAERY

B RAZI] AT %

‘ WALKIN G AT NIGHT

Thus he begins his life. Flourishing Neem Tree reaches
his door

with countless flowers reflecting the beautiful human
world.

A person once lived in a boarding school.

His footprints drifting in the wind seem like lotus.

But in Sheng Qian river , a white silk belt of unknown
origin appears in the fog,

spiting out turbid air and inhaling fresh air.

The cabin borrows the courage of the night

Someone robs on the path with thick grass by the river
Children of poor families, you don't need to be afraid.
Just walk through the cool fields.

The crescent moon has been retreating

It breaks open the door of the horizon and flees away.
Translated by Lina Moon A% J1,
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| STEALING THE SCENE

|
The man fishing in the wild is reluctant o tell the

| flufty plants his name.

When he argues ,
The little carp turns the pond

into a mirror of the sky

--Please don't tempt me, I have a cold eye."

White clouds come over along the embankment of
Zhongfu River.

That's slender. Listen to the thunder, and the music
| from all directions.
Grass is going to rebel. And those who go fishing in
the wild abandon themselves eventually.
Wasteland throws out sunset, birds and rivers

to face the vegetation, with a straight face
Translated by Lina Moon #£3% ),
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World".

Cui Shilin, born in 70s last century in Honghu city Hubei province, a street guitar player, living in
Guangzhou now. He has published a collection of poems " Freehand Brushwork of the Human
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, . ¥ & | The Yellow River flows to the sea
LTS e | T'and a grain of sand

BR—R T e remain at the estuary
[52] A 4 .
R T A One step forward is the sea

This is the courage of a river

HERHT— AR K

XM ES I retreat again and again, retreating into a snowflake
falling on the vast Bayan Har Mountains

F—IRHIR

IR — R T AL TRIPLE WHITE

THEFETE BB R R FIL |
The first layer is saline-alkali land
The second layer is reeds

=EH The third layer is a heavy snowfall

- Beyond the three layers

S > b is my mother's white hair
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Shuocheng, whose real name is Xie Pinjun, is from Yishui, Shandong Province, and currently

resides at the mouth of the Yellow River. He is a member of the China Writers Association and a

student of the 40th Advanced Training Class for Young and Middle-aged Writers at the Lu Xun

Academy of Literature. His works have been published in journals such as People's Literature,

Chinese Writers, and Poetry Journal.
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CONTEMPORARY POETRY
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| ANATURE POET

Tired of the mortal world,

There's no need to seek kindred spirits.
Unsure of where to go,

Then rise early this morning to greet the
dawn's sun.

‘When the world arrives,

Layer upon layer, cloud after cloud of rosy
hues come from the east.

The cattle grazing on the hillside—
Perhaps they are the kindred spirits you
can unite with.

You may gaze at the warm silhouette,
Feel the grandeur and light stirring to life.

Or lean to smell the earth, breathe in the
weeds,

Bend down to the ant hole—

Inside the ants' world,

A great drama may be unfolding...

Translated by Lina Moon k3% J|,
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Buleizi, originally from Chang'an, Shaanxi, but has long resided in Chengdu, Sichuan. He loves
literature, is fascinated by poetry, and also works part-time as a teacher, practicing calligraphy and
learning to write poetry and lyrics. Currently, his life revolves around travel and writing, seeking

creative inspiration through his travels.
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‘ GOING TO THE VEGETABLE GARDEN

| what she does most is

CONTEMPORARY POETRY

The heavy bamboo basket

is filled with her little joys

fuzzy winter melons

full and about to burst watermelons
beans of varying lengths

corn riddled with wormholes

all grown by her own hand

ignoring the scorching sun, rain, and mosquitoes
of the vegetable garden

she loosens the soil, sows seeds, waters,
fertilizes, prunes and trims

gazing adoringly at each growing plant
sometimes smiling foolishly, sometimes filled
with satisfaction

the gifts from the ancient soil

make her feel that

A i e every cell awake from deep confusion
9 i 4545 and walk on the path of gradual fullness
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Wu Yanqing (Hong Kong), is a holder of Bachelor of Medicine in Traditional Chinese and
Western Medicine, and Master of Chinese Drama Education. She has been a doctor and now she
works in education. Some of her works have been published in Poetry Magazine, Hong Kong
Literature, Ta Kung Pao, etc. She is the author of poetry collections such as Selected Short Poems
of Wu Yanging and Learning to Hide Sparkling Things.
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