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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/editors to
join the editorial board.

* A special thanks to khédija Gadhoum and Marjan
Strojan, editors of French/Spanish and Slovenian
sections respectively for their great contribution to this
issue.

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

mail.com
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Call for Submissions
Nadwah invites submissions in
English or Arabic. We also
welcome poems in other
languages so long as an Arabic
or English translation is
included in the submission.
Write to the editor-in-chief,
indicating whether you are the
author/translator or hold the
copyright of your poem/
translation.

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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, s we bid
2025 and

welcome 2026, we present in the pages of Nadwah
thirty-two poems in the Slovenian, Arabic, Chinese,
English, and Spanish sections. As is our custom, the
poems are accompanied by Arabic and English
translations, along with a special Chinese translation
for the poet in the ‘Guest of Honour' section. The guest
of honour for this issue is the poet Jurij Jakob from
Slovenia.

When we read Jurij Jakob's poetry, we can
almost feel the sting of the early morning cold, breathe
in the fresh air, see the clear skies, the soaring gulls,
and the vast expanse of white snow. We also see
glimpses of his daily life and the images he encounters,
which he captures with his pen to transform into a
poem. In his poem ‘Garden’, he says: ‘Because I see so
much every day | it is useful to say | something.’

We are before a poet who never forgets for a moment
that he is a poet, one who seeks to turn everything he
sees into a poem—as if his life itself is a series of
poems connected sometimes to his own self and life,
and at other times to the lives of the people, birds,
animals, trees, and plants around him.

In the Arabic poetry section, we present
excerpts from a poem by the Egyptian poet Salah
Elewa. It is an epic poem that reveals what a poem
might tell us if given the chance to speak of its own
identity and existence, embodying Archibald
MacLeish’s dictum: ‘A poem should not mean, but be!”
Elewa begins his poem with words spoken by the poem
itself: ‘I am, therefore, I shall be.’ In another place, it
says: ‘The poem says to me: I shall be what I wish,” and
in a third: ‘I mean, then, what I say and what I do not
say.” In a fourth excerpt, it says: ‘I ascend from myself
to myself | and I rain from myself upon myself| and I
rise within myself | and wash the sins of my palms with
the perfume of my noble guidance.’

A poem has no existence or identity without a
poet to write it; thus, it says elsewhere: ‘A poet shall
speak through me of my passion | leaving the falsehood
of his state for the eternity of my echo | searching for
himself in the glass of my mirrors.’

This issue is rich with many fine poems in
several languages, carefully selected from among the
many poems sent to us. Midwinter has arrived, the
fingers of cold have crept into the corners of our lives,
and perhaps a bit of poetry may bring some warmth to
our weary hearts!

Dr Sayed Gouda
China
7 January 2026

YeYO0 o 53| e Sy I

S Ejv_’mwj 22 &lS
w%gw\ajxu\.xw

a5 gy i Sl el 3t
UUL:M\LJ) L;’L‘..AYU&J_A_LAYU
mjﬁlédmjgwﬁu)www\
J_ﬁ-u\}ﬁ)w\\.mg_eyw‘g g_efd\
W)'\“u‘ujﬂwf'

i S5 S s a5
;\ﬁdwj4;u\cw\d3ﬂ\w
ij\y) 44..3@;\.“.46f‘54w
cﬁuw&jb& FRCNY }LJ\UALJLJJ
L@MJVU.AMJWLAJM}J\ML.’-JA
Sdead 35 an\L@Jj:hJM
M\Jﬂwt}sf&n@\du}) (&)
(LoL‘wz|dj3\d\
c)_n L@M@L}Q\Sﬁow
L:L:-U 44.:L~>-j M\JULMJ-M\ LBl
Sl by pos3d (e Al (e blmy
ubj)buw\j

}Lof.l_t- M&M‘Jﬁw

Le_gyu;uuu\ufu\ww\
MSLA.X.SWJ\J&LJ\U}MMLA)?)}
ujfvu\t}:wuu\ sdeaill A Y

L@Jt...._!u_l_cu\.‘,.&_mwa)..l_c\m
cﬂ}ﬂ‘jdﬁjt(d}s‘édb\dﬁ‘) J s

4(.&;*)\\.‘0\)\0}5\.«4 ‘5‘ Jw,m.!\d ) J.a-\
YLAjd}J\LAQ)‘Lr;\) g_,JL’ ‘,_AJJ

u«s¢b‘w\ﬁ|a§m1&wwu
J,J\Lg\MJk;..
SelE O3 Lgn s 5 9o 5 5hnail] 0,5 Y
L;’dJ‘“w’) J"‘c’}"’dd}"" PR
U\?\wddawxd|‘5\ﬁu;fu
T G oo ik | (Mo 251t
(L;b\f

J,.g\do.&.;-\ Ju\...a.d‘u.a.).:.)ajbfj sdadl
uﬂw\aw‘wwmuu)b\gwuﬂ
il B lay . UWJ\‘;J\JuLaJJ\
‘L.:L\:-u\m:-‘_;)fj\ Lw\g_,.l.le‘cb.&ﬂ
Ww\bjbéw'wﬂ\ 9&5...:‘9
Yol ope

83 92 dw LD

ol

2026 L, 7




JAKOB. JURE - SLOVENIA
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GALEBI

Zelim si, da bi bil drugje.

Ne vem, kje.

Ni¢ takega ne bi pocel.

Nekje, od koder bi se lahko vrnil

GUEST OF HONOUR
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Nad Ljubljano letijo trije galebi.

GULLS

I wish I were somewhere else.

Not that I know where that is.

And I'd not be getting up to anything.
Just somewhere I could get back from
or someplace I could stay.

When I take in the air, I tend to know.
Light is not the most important thing,
because it changes all the time,

but air is.

That breathing comes easily.

That you can intake & give out.

Tired in the evening, fresh in the morning.
That the movement's good.
Somewhere where you like to work.
Three gulls flying above Ljubljana.
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DALJNOVOD

PosSeven sneg, nedelja, odprta v nebo.
Igra vode in mraza se odvija

v rednih, fantasti¢nih nadaljevanjih.
Tri postave sekajo neskidan plocnik
kot privid.

Sedim za mizo ob oknu, vstavljenem
v debel severni zid.

Otrok spi in z dihanjem divja po sobi,
kot da se bode s sneznim metezem.
Dve misli se zapodita v spolzek klanec.
Na vrhu pocijeta, s hrbta snameta sanke
in se usedeta.

Glej, mama nama maha.

Glej, tam.

Sanke drvijo ¢ez belo Cistino

kot nore,

pis$ vetra in prSec snega si podajata
divje zagledani otroski obraz,
nagnjen

¢ez zamisljeni rob.

Potem zakaslja, zajavka.

Sedim in sledim vsemu temu

kot buden pes,

na prezi pod visokim daljnovodom
jem nedeljski sneg.
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PYLONS

Slanting snow, Sunday open to the sky.

The play of water and cold unfolds

in even, fantastical sequels.

Three figures cut through cluttered pavement
like apparitions.

I'm seated at the table by the window that's
planted into the thick northern wall.

The child's asleep with breath zooming
round the room, fisty-fighting the snowstorm.

Two thoughts veer headlong on the slippery slope.

They come to a stop at the top, take sledges
from their backs and sit down.

Look, mother 's waving at us.

Look, there.

The sledges go rushing across the white clearing
like crazy,

Gusts of wind and fine snow, back & forthing
a starkly bewildered child's face,

leaning

across the imagined edge.

Then a cough, a moan.

I sit and follow all this

like a vigilant dog,

on guard under the tall pylon

& eat Sunday snow.

GUEST OF HONOUR

7//////

MEL & A HPIRIOTE -
IKEFERIIERK

VLA N 2 KIS R

EA BRI AL B

YA LI

FRABAER LRSS > HRET 1R AE R
JE AL o

B HEE T o WAL G ) LR
Ui AE S B TGS -

WA Sk FE T I _E R P B o
EANSAERTNR -

HTH LRER > HEALT

F o IDIGLE R A TET -

A rEARL -

AR TR o A RERE R ZE 3
ERIIRE ML
FE—SKIEIRTCHEHY S B 1R ol b
AR /INEAR IE] >

BRI Z -

SRIG R FEEI o — I o
Fef s —55 > EER I

B EGH
FRERRABRET

i A H A -

Fefi %




JAKOB. JURE - SLOVENIA
Ldolo - oS> s>

VRT

Z ozirom na vse, kar vsak dan vidim,

je koristno reci

karkoli.

Danes dezuje in solata raste,
dan ni enak dnevu

in kaj bo Sele jutri.

Ne bo §lo, si véasih re¢em.
Mogoce je tako leto,

ampak zemlja seze globlje

in nebo vedno nekaj podari.
Tako pomembno je vse

in nenehno se spreminja

in to skeli kot lakota,

kot so¢ne koprive ob robu grede,
ki sem jih posekal s srpom.

Z ozirom na razko$no predstavo,
stalen praznik semen in plodov,
delam malo.

To pomeni tisto,

kar je treba,

da ne pozabim glavnega.

Ko bomo $li od tod,

bomo vzeli

vrt s sabo.
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GARDEN

Given what I see every day,

it helps to say

anything.

Today, it's raining and the salad's growing,
the day resembles no other

and what will tomorrow be like.

It won't work; I find myself saying.
Maybe it's just one of those years

but the earth goes deeper

and the sky always brings some gift.

So important it all is

and constantly changing

and this hurts like hunger

like fleshy stinging nettles at the edge of an
allotment

which I cut down with a scythe.

Given the lavish performance,

the bounteous holiday of seeds and fruits,
I don't do much work.

That means I do

what needs to be done

so as not to forget what's vital.

When we go from here

we'll take

the garden with us.
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POMLAD

Jutra sledijo jutrom, dnevi jih ponavljajo,
kot da se zelijo spremeniti v eno samo jutro.
Cesta na vogalu pri igri$¢u iz sveze sence
zavije naravnost pred sonce.

To se vsako jutro zgodi malo bolj zgodaj,
kmalu, mogoce Ze jutri, bo prezgodaj celo

za cesto, zbudila se bo zasaCena v svetlobi.
Zjutraj se splaca dan zaceti.

Preziveti in prespati temo, v sanje

orokaviceni smo predrsali ledene steze.
Odpreti okna, prevetriti sobo. V jutru

se hladen zrak z vsemi $tirimi vpne

med tla in strop in drzi cel dan pokonci.

Bela ¢esnja, zadnji zvoncki, na dvoriscu nova
Zoga.

Nobene narave ni, ki je jutro ne bi naslo.

Ni¢ ni nenaravnega. Delo tece od jutra

do jutra, postar vadi pot od naslova do naslova,
dokler zlagoma ne sprazni zlato Zarece torbe

in pocije ob karpi sadovnjaka. Cebela ga ne
opazi.

Otroci iz vrtca na sprehodu obkroZijo
parkirano kolo

kot posrecena napoved jutri$njega jutra.

Na gibki vrvici, napeti od zgodnjega jutra,

visi perilo, nogavice hodijo po vetru, v majavih
hlacah se priblizuje poldan, skoraj bi zgrmel

v grm forzicije. Redka poznavalka jutra,
nevidna kukavica, nastavlja jajca in zapoje

z nasprotnega drevesa. Odmeyv je droben hip,
ki je minil od jutra, vrnjen z neopazeno
zamudo.

Vrzi Zogo proti meni. Zalucal ti jo bom nazaj.
Ni¢ hudega, ¢e bo usla na cesto. Splaca se
poskusiti.

V temi prizgana ¢esnja trosi cvetje vse do jutra,
v zgodnji svetlobi Zoga lezi ob Skarpi in
izgleda

kakor jajce. Zraven je parkiran hladen zrak.

Ko se vracajo s soncnega sprehoda, jo najde
eden

izmed otrok. Odnese jo na igrisce, vsi mu
sledijo:

nikoli ni prezgodaj za ponovitev vaje.
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SPRING

Mornings follow mornings, days repeat them
as though they want to merge into one vast
morning.

The corner road by the playground turns from
fresh shade
and pulls up directlﬁl in front of the sun.

Each morning this happens a little bit earlier,
soon, perhaps by tomorrow, it will be too early
even

for the road & it'll wake caught in sunlight.

It's worth starting the day early.
Wearing a glove of dreams we skated across
icy tracks to live & sleep through the darkness.

To open the windows & air the room. In the
morning
cold air positions itself on all fours between
the floor and the ceiling & holds the entire day
upright.

hite cherry tree, last snowdrops, new ball in
the courtyard.

There's no nature mornings can't find.
Nothing is unnatural. Work flows from one
moming to the next, the postman rehearses his
way address by address, .
until gradually he empties the gold-blazing bag
and rests by the low wall of the fruit orchard.
The bee doesn't notice him.

Children from the kindergarten, on their walk,
make a ring round the parked bike
like a delightful forecast for the next day
morning.

On flexible string, taut from the early morning
washing hangs, socks walking in the wind,
tottering )
trousers approached by noon falling almost
into a forsythia bush. That rare connoisseur of
morning,
the invisible cuckoo, lays out trap eggs and
sings
from the tree opposite. The echo is a fleck of
time
that passed from morning and came back on a
moment's delay.

Throw the ball toward me. I'll chuck it back.
No matter if it runs out onto the road. It's worth
the try.

The cherry lit in the darkness sheds blossom all
the way to daylight,
and in the morning white the ball lies by the
edge-wall and looks
like an egg. Next to it cold air is parked.
Returning from the sunny walk, one of the
children
finds it & carries it to the playground &
everyone follows:

It's never too early to repeat the exercise.
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MLADA VRANA

Prisla je mlada vrana.

Sedi v ¢rnem pekacu za torto,
ki sem ga pustil na vrtni klopci,

da ne bi pozabil nabrati
bezgovih cvetov.

Pekac je poln

mlade vrane,

ki odpira kljun

in predirljivo vpije.
Potem skoci na tla,
nerodno zataca po vrtu
in se vrne.

Bezgov grm disi

do sem,

ona pa hoce drugam.
Ne zna Se leteti.

Pekac¢ odnesem v kuhinjo
in vse povem.

Zvecer sedimo za mizo.
Pojemo ocvrti bezeg,
od zunaj se slisi
Sumenje vetra.

Spet grem zadnji

v posteljo.

Takoj ko zaprem o¢i,
zagledam vrano.

Svet je mlad.

Potem se ne spomnim vec.

Jure Jakob, iz zbirke Delci dela,
Lud Literatura, Ljubljana 2013
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YOUNG CROW AR
A young crow came. — R -
It's sitting in a black baking tray TR R b
I left out on the garden bench ke H e - ,
so as not to forget ??Czizt{ik%ﬁ B o
the elderflower blossoms. PGt
The baking tray is full of RABE AT -
young crow yEE SRR ]
beak opened HIR XA
screaming searingly. I ,
Then it leaps to the ground, uii_ﬂ[igﬂ .
makes an awkward totter round the garden T
and returns. FEREER S T >
The elderflower bush smells good T b ] ARl Hb BR B
all the way back to here, XArimIk
but she wants to be somewhere else. BEARMNAEE
She doesn't yet know how to fly. — B 2 b
I take the baking tray into the kitchen X
and tell the whole story. o b%ﬂuiﬂﬂ’]ﬂﬁﬁ
In the evening we sit at the table. ERARF2 WA
We've done eating the fried elderflower, ks He BB
from outside the sound of IR 2 A -
the wind's rustling. R RATTE AL
Again I'm the last one RIS 52 BOUT 3 AR T
to bed. . I E
The minute I close my eyes R
I see the crow. PR -
The world is young. T sE—
And then it all goes blank. BN -

Translated from Slovenian by Ana Jelnikar & |} —4& FfE >

Stephen Watts EE IE LTS o
IR
M A% -
TR

Jure Jakob (1977) is a fresh and original voice in Slovenian poetry and prose. He studied
philosophy and comparative literature in Ljubljana and published seven volumes of poetry, a
monographic study, a book of essays, and four poetry picture books. In 2016 he received The
Critics’ Association and the Essayist awards, both for Hise in drugi prosti spisi (Houses and Other
Writings) — comprising of recollections of his childhood in the Slovenian countryside and
subsequent settling in Ljubljana, as well as his reflections on poetry, walking, and cycling. In
2004, he received The Golden Bird Award for his poetry collection 7ri postaje (Three Stations).
mewﬂjuuydwwwmwxwﬁ ww\ﬂbﬂ\gwukbuyﬁ(1977)5)}5\:-&)}4
MLS&@fB})LﬂJ\WAjB&GJ&ZOIGfLG& a)wdem)\juywwwjbéb-‘ubéjbw
ALLL}JJWW\J\WYUJJ}M}\@J\L}UWu\i)s.aw@béﬂ\(éﬁ\ub“}d)b)mwuﬁwﬁj cJal
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ARABIC POETRY

SPRINGS OF THE POEM’S CLOUD

"A poem should not mean but be." —
Archibald MacLeish

"I am, therefore, so that I may be," the poem
says to me. It says: "I shall be what I wish; My
words are encircled by longing, echoes, and
grief, And my sack is forever packed with
mail.” It says: "I am, then, what I am." And I,
having set out to follow its visions, to trace the
echoes of its steps in the autumn of the
sidewalks... Through the winters of the grass
along the furthest lagoons ... By the claim of
kinship between the storm’s roar And the
anxiety hidden in the rustle of a gentle breeze.
The poem says: "I mean what I say, And I
mean what I do not say." It cries out: "My
silence is eloquent, And my voice is a horse
preparing the walls of Troy For the thundering
awe."

It murmurs: "My crowd is solitary, My step is
orphaned, and my poverty is rich with precious
tips ; My survival is dewy with the fires of
gleaming longing launched into all
destinations.” The poem says: "I ascend to
myself, My rain falls upon me, I rise within
myself, And wash the sins of my palms with
the perfume of my noble vision."

It says: "A poet shall voice my passion,
Leaving the falsehood of his existence for the
eternity of my echo; He will search for himself
in the glass of my mirrors, I will be incarnated
in him as I face border guards, And he will be
the site of battlefields where my horses
charge."

It says: "I shall be the blueness of the sky, I
become the singer, and the song. I shall be a
spilled longing Upon the balconies of the
suburbs, The falling of a pale, silent echo in a
murdered air."

I shall be the luminous passage Of a song from
the morning cafes To the warmth of a lady’s
smile, whose melodies scatter Near the flash of
utensils and the dance of the clothesline.

I shall be the dancing of a garlic cluster in a
widow’s sorrows, The murmurs of a poet’s
grief, as he resigns from glory, and moves
beyond the stumble of his footsteps In the
ledger of a stingy time’s gifts.

I shall be the turning of winter and the secrets
of the cafes' nights, The anguish of a stranger’s
steps in front of mirrors, And the laughter of a
girl interpreting her neighbors’ dreams By the
ascension of the morning prayers, and the
anticipated late arrival of the lazy lover.

I shall be the long trek to cities Suddenly
emptied of the galloping of horses.

I shall be dew or hope, The glow of sorrow’s
trembling at the edges of a call, The fog of
nostalgia piled behind the iron roofs of prisons,
And the ticking of library clocks in an alley in
an alternative exile.

I shall be a flirtation with slumber in village
houses that do not like siestas , The tears of
maps or the sighs of shadows, The morning
shrouded in the birds' chant, The child’s
lullaby... The child in a remote hamlet,
awakened from his sleep By the thundering
floods of the invading armies.

I shall be a hand or a call, The rustle of
reproach arranged upon the shelves of sorrow,
The meanings of the sky that is close To the
festive longing in children's whistles to rise to
the finest melody. I shall be the glint of the
emerald of longing Amidst the ashes of the
ruins. The flowers of Layla’s sad notebooks
After her moons wandered, one after another,
Away from a tilting sky.

I shall be the many promises hidden in a few
words.

I shall be the leaning of the day against an
olive trunk, The laughter of swings surrounded
by the tears of waterwheels, The ring of the
estrangement of ancient sunsets From a land or
a meadow. I shall be the dangling of medals,
gleaming in their meager triumph. Of rocks in
their history, And of knives in the splintered
glow of their treacherous handles In the shrines
of the book of the slain Prophet.

I shall be the dancing of a victory icon, shining
In a meager triumph. The blossoms of a lover's
shawl, The wheat of a hut stored for the village
sorcerers Or for a herd of mountain goats.

I shall be the turning of histories without an
echo, The crossing of pigeons to their branch
In political slogans Without maeuvre or
cooing.

I shall be the victory of love over banners, The
neutrality of a hand that does not see, and the
whiteness of an echo that does not speak.

15




SALAH ELEWA -

EGYPT

,ﬁ—leigw

J..»Ld\ u‘._{)g) @ 5 3 G4 ‘u
I8 wses s

eSSl A Gy M s
J}QMJ\

bl e 013 05T
Osak) 3ol 1 sa

wbuj\wwbwd

23 J3bs o Pl
s J3G 5

J el @ sl (oS Ry
d)ﬁ}!\

© B e se i 3,0 08T
SRS 8
Byyre (P f p o il o ol
‘Fhmj‘
@2holie ye 5l lady
o281 e | gl Lo
ﬁ‘*" S oy | g Lo
4.,.:—\

83315 b1 5201 U106 o3
g‘-‘}p
J}i;-\ JS‘)LA‘}U
2 Al 5 iy
Jail) G 53ty gl laze 3
3 ol o1 v 0 Ban sl 5l
Js>s
o U? C.;..,'A'Q\ (EY1S
s s
UJ»:-J La 0.5..3‘5
sLadl lda (s S @Lw S
U sall
La J.:BJ.:B AVRIRS
Shsb g s

éw,\sujﬁusﬁ.u@u
ép@*ﬁf\)ﬁ-\wxw\w
L;:JY\.ULJU UJLO.U UAY‘LQ

85 L melr

Pl 3 el pr) olad,
Sl Jo

sy L g s
J.ab‘)}\ <l ,E d u_ajg\ u""
S s Lgﬂ.!\ glell cib
d}» ol

ol S (el gl Dl
o

NI b s 58 Ok
Jds

! \ﬂ Al 21551 0 ST
OVl Jacw s & glae
o s
B . C:a\.l.c erL?L:)"j
Jsdl e 34

Y Fom3ue Sk

o e sl et Gy
R

c:«ﬂ-a‘ rL«.:J\ o Klad ga)
Tl s 3 S Lanls
5 50 0 A8 sl g les

g_aéus
db)b)\mbuwul&
M\

g\y\ Ja,.ud;-}ab}wu;\
w\

sl (3 el Jags 08

o256 u)S\
<l S
Oy Jloladl i 55,0
sy

S el 35S
BV b

Ao Jushall slall sy el

o ) soe & e

G e S

Sols
Jekae > e

el 30l I 1 0 ST

ARABIC POETRY

(e sl g 50 ~Liasl 08T
Jsadllsls 3 gl 5l o o 2
dbk)\M\:Lﬁ:-&jybLA)

M\wu\ww

L3 5 e a5 e 0581
DLy w5 ¢ 3 Sleger
Ll >

Ju Ml Ls 585 plae Blails
Jsesll o525

L;»OfvSLa.J\;\)AQJS\
Blais wlss Y suS
C)\J&ug_,.hwo.)gjxs@w
) L)l
J.,p“}!\wo\ﬁég

SV g alle gl 08T
JJJJU}O"M\;W\CLJ&)
S

I e & pam I
B

Jgzeall 3 gl 55l

S Gy 35 550 05T
Jeealls Ll dlis

ST G B i 331501 0581
ol 3!
JLE.’SYL@JLC-LNJSBJ{JJAJ
ek

B, G L sl i 0 58T
W
el s yens o jad

stwvibwui-bwwjﬂ

L@.«&-\}A D\O}J&S\JJJA
uM\y&jwa\ ‘JJU

J“.;\J.U.w\ c-LMJ\JMAJ;J\AAJ

ol G olad i, 08 |

LSLLe Jo



SALAH ELEWA - EGYPT

ﬁ—stlﬁgw

ARABIC POETRY

I shall be the clarity of winter’s passage over a
blade of grass Drowning among its peers in
the light of wonder; A wager that removes the
harvests of numerous years with one gleaming
blow of tragedy’s polished sword.

I shall be a wish tracing the sources of its
longings, The murmurs of villages celebrating
the complaints of their guards, And the
longing of crossings mending the promises of
arrival with a thread of sand.

I shall be a breath, as familiar as a prophet’s
sorrow, As lazy as the shoulders of a willow,
As suspicious as a song whose historical
throes fell Into the lakes of the sunset’s
silence.

I shall be the silence scattered around songs,
The colored glass of winter near the
congratulations flowers , Heaps of pebbles on
the path of joy’s speedy departure.

I shall be the passage of soldiers through
markets of war, Inspecting horses armed with
neighing.

I shall be the windows open in the love songs,
All their hours meant for elaborate waiting .

I shall be the rustle of the call hidden in the
flutter of grass Or the blades of the palm trees’
endurance.

I shall be the ignition of enthusiasm in the
heart of an adventure that refuses to wither,
The passage of doubts before their
apprehensions, The commitment of suns to
their frail appointments, And the chanting
pretexts of girls to be even more patient.

I shall be the flutter of butterflies in the dream
of a child who fell asleep crying, The dances
of morning flowers in the thoughts of wild
bees, The consolation found in the knowledge
that sins can be erased by sincere footsteps...
The hiding of fears in the tapping of fingertips,
The numerous episodes of a long love story all
summarized in a shy side glance,

The bravery of the steps heading into distant
dreams Without money and without a map or a
guide. I shall be the seclusion of folded
newspapers amidst their anguished news, The
gushing of elegiac tears in the wind of wailing.
A flirtation with slumber in village houses that
do not rest, The brilliance of the clowns'

victory over the guards of sadness, The pride
of the eloquent pigeons' love poems, All
summarized in the faintness of the cooing. The
claims of war brokers left to dry In the silence
of a minaret or the neutrality of the
clotheslines. I shall be delayed queues peering
at the doors of a wish, Then neglecting their
work while waiting to enter. I shall be the
early rising from the rooms of memories, The
passing without turning back to the sighs of
the songs, The lingering near the call of
departure to the balconies of the far reaches,
The stumbling after long toil upon the sighing
rocks of arrival. I shall be the words of a lover
who elaborates to hide, and by being brief
hopes to say more.

I shall be the journey of Imru’ al-Qais; He
goes forth, trying to reclaim a kingdom, Only
to fall upon the grass of his disappointment,
allowing the memories of the tribes to grow
within his sorrow; His call to cry over ruins
crosses The wind of the horizon, the longing
of villages and the melancholy of plains.

I shall be the unique gems of Al-Mutanabbi’s
"Mimiyya"; He says: "I sleep with eyelids at
peace, While people stay awake to quarrel
over my rhyme." A star will set, and a moon
will set, And a sun will set, But my words
remain, resisting— then resisting—the night of
eclipse.

I shall be the passage of Ulysses’ ships near
the island of Capri, The singing of sirens
rippling an enchanting melody, Dazing sailors,
turning them from their purpose, As they break
free from a swaying masts... When they
leaned, stunned, against the trunk of a song,
Then said: "Why do the shores stand still, and
the pastures, And the flowers of every field,
While we remain, forever traveling like the
wind In the darkness of the reaches and the
cracks of the seasons? Crossing valleys of
pebbles, of sorrow, or of mud. Why have all
creatures accepted their fates , While we
alone , Continue to battle all the dragons of
this terrifying realm? Why is the sojourn so

brief, so brief, While the journeys are so long?
Translated by the author

Salah Elewa is an Egyptian award-winning poet and critic living in Hong Kong. He received his
MA in Comparative Literature and Criticism from the University of Hong Kong.
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SEA’S BURDENS

I read to you the sea’s burdens,
coloured sacks,

bullying and still,

like me.

Shaken by a child’s sprint,

shaken by a mother’s scream,
half-submerged,

moving and yet still,

venturing into the certain and expected.
I gnaw,

plunge all my claws into the wind,

into a low sky, i;;:@J‘ UEJ I
| a pink nightmare. oA |
Who exchanges death at the ATM? g SR PPSIES Js |

Who arrests poets | Laiisslew 3
. P #
tfo keep t{lell.’ soyrolyvfs « labo | ST IeS )ylS I
rom replaying in life’s lab? | u}l\ J:u ool
I read to you in fear, | caay\ db#“* I
I read to you the remnants of a woman, D
| ;\J,a.wj\ L}'q“'"' oo |
and you read me, exhausted. | T WS I
English translated by the author (“‘G"' STt
| Y "L:;'\J?N L3 I
| T
I ¢ \3? ;,U \Jﬁ\ !
|
| LG, U Jg\

wg;"}‘ujl

Eman Swar is a Bahraini poet. She is a member of the Bahraini Writers and Authors Association.
Her work has been published in reputable Arab newspapers and literary magazines, and has
appeared in major anthologies of contemporary Arabic poetry, including The Encyclopedia of
Contemporary Arab Women's Poetry and Anthology of Contemporary Bahraini Poetry. She is the

author of the poetry collection 4 Jinni, or Like a Sunflower (Dar Mas'a, 2016).
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CHINESE POETRY

MORNING IN MODERN HOTEL, HARBIN

The first to stir was the beam of light

that need no sleep—
The earth, rain, and the time-vessel
That retreats

I have a doze. In your narrative
I revisited Ottla's Letter to E, where she wrote of
a golden voice,

The initial impression, and of how

Before we left this dwelling, and the ambiguity
gained

Within this unfamiliar world. Writing about the
tone and wavelength

Of rain, We exchanged a smile. That enchanting
Warming moment led me to both doubt

And embrace its truth. Until

We stepped beyond purview of the hotel, out of

yesterday-

Those vanishing elements,

succession, drew nearer

And unveiled their full luminescence for us
English translated by Chen Zihong

then, returned in

And outline of distant buildings, writing about us |
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the author of four poetry collections,
Guangdong.
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Han Ziling, born in the 1980s, is an independent writer. Her works have appeared in publications
such as *Poetry Journal*, *Thatched Cottage*, and *Stars*, and some have won awards. She is

including *Kennedy City*. She currently resides in
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| LIVING IS BUT A POSTURE

| Shall I watch all beings through God’s eyes,
EN or observe the world as a speck of dust?

The encroaching night whispers that life and its stations are but dreams.
You might even be a green plant sprouting from lifeless matter,

hinting that living is merely a posture.

The dialectics of life and death are trapped in a single vial—

you cannot escape the programmed codes or the primal curse.

As the curtain falls, all grievances should end here.

Yet the harbor’s lights still flicker, unextinguished.

How easily we call this “the human world”?

Ships and trucks journey toward horizons

that are but the bleakness left after rent is paid.

Am I, then, a speck of dust defying God,

| or all dead things that live—

waiting to reclaim their vengeance?

Translated by Yang Mei
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- WHO STOLE THE HOLLOWED ARC OF THE NEW MOON?
|
.‘ From grey-black depths, a few strokes of rouge brew—
| the sun, fleeing the city, settles on a hilltop cottage in the outskirts.
Such expanses of rare brilliance stir the ordinary in field workers’ hearts.
Loneliness is a hundred thousand tiny feet marching toward wholeness.
Must we scrutinize this world through the lens of philosophy?
Then tell me—
who stole the hollowed arc of the new moon?
Translated by Yang Mei

He Jialin, pen name Duma Luofei, is a member of the Chinese Writers Association and
president of the Hong Kong Female Writers Association. She is also a film critic
columnist for Wen Wei Po and an acclaimed pget.
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INCREDIBLE...

Here are soybeans, bamboo baskets, and bamboo canes.

| The market ripples out to lowa.

It reaches Xiamen, Guangning, and Yingde.
Dark clouds above every top-tier hospital
coalesce into rain. In the waiting room, on iron chairs,
data is re-collected, rising and falling in waves.
This morning, the rosy dawn is slow to break.
I have watched IV needles slide into veins.
At the moment, a baby cries in the delivery room
like a plowshare—tearing a furrow through the silence
Translated by Dr Sayed Gouda

Li Zuofu, formerly known as Li Xiujin, and pen names such as Min Chengqian and Baima
Chaoge, was born in 1979. He is from Jiangxi Province and currently resides in Shenzhen. His
works have been published in anthologies in Chinese and foreign journals. He has twice won the
annual Outstanding Long Poem Award sponsored by the Mu Dan Poetry Research Center of

Nankai University.
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COPACABANA

NAME ON THE COPACABANA BEACH ﬁg REACH gﬁ@

I wrote down your name stroke by stroke

Using my toes on the Cobacabana Beach W&_.
In an instant, it was erased by the surges
That moment I was missing you!

The sunshine glimmered at your name
Like that I kissed you all at once
Translated by Bei Ta

Luo Luo, whose real name is Luo Zijian, was born in the 1970s. A member of the China Writers
Association and the China Poetry Society, his works have appeared in domestic and international
publications such as People's Literature, Poetry Journal, and Chinese Writers, and have been
included in many anthologies, including the Chinese Poetry Annual, Yearbook, and Poetry
Calendar. His works have been translated into English, Korean, Japanese, Russian, Spanish, and
other languages. He has published ten poetry collections, including The, World Sees Me.
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Res S A3 L)
TH R 520 THE WORLD WATCHES
A They are sincere.
P Indulging in their daily lives.
RECR Studying telepathy in the Underground.
¥ HULH Confessing their love on broken bottles.
2 2 AT P A Playing jazz on volcanic ruins.
Ei&ﬁiﬁnX@Tg DA Burning joss paper under glass windows.
TERREIRN B H Screaming shrilly at the stairwell of an apartment
EXILHE EEE LR | building.
TEBLIR TS PR Planning murder games on cemetery lawns.
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Practicing magic at Union Square.
Worshipping the Buddha under the cross.
Shouting about past glories in dim lighting.
Publishing obscene hymns in wastebaskets.
Using drugs in rose gardens.
Trembling in alleys shrouded in gloom.
Accompanied by lucid nightmares.
Using alcohol to rush to employment agencies
In an endless revelry,
But they’re always neatly dressed.

Translated by Dr Sayed Gouda
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IHig3% THE OLD BEGONIA
April's strength is laid bare—
VY A i 5 i Warmer than a candle, more melancholic than
L o 5 1522 b K R R D flowing water.
1k A The tension finally breaks.
i%;i?gfﬁ foH RS A ragged boy hides behind a withered tree,
AR VA curled tight,
Y5 B+ tensing his legs,
1 ol pinching his lips.
éﬁﬂ,‘%’fﬂhﬂ}: He mutters to himself of farmers and those
vl g passing by.
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The world watches
the boy who raises his hands and laughs wildly,
his manner rough, unrestrained.
A crabapple leaf slips from his palm and settles
into the soil.
The boy grins with a sudden malice.
He whispers:
The day they last left on their long journey—
this leaf was left behind, exactly five years ago.
Broken bricks, scattered tiles; from every corner
of the earth, enlightenment sprouts.
Singing a happy birthday song,
he strides home with his head held high.
Hopeless.

Translated by Dr Sayed Gouda
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Ouyang Furong, born in Jiangxi in 1980. His works have been published in many reputable
journals and he has won the Second Red Cotton Literature Award and the Second New Spirit
Poetry Award, etc.; and has been included in important apthologies.
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. CORNWALL STREET

i

| Privet berries wander back and forth in the darkness of Cornwall Street

| 1listen to Bach, the lingering C major

White characters float along the dark branches of the keyboard
Flames flicker, petals fill the caverns of sound

A moment of silence—
Silence severs my voice into

Car sounds, neon lights, and a tree in bloom.

On Song and Old Street, June 29, 2025
Translated by Dr Sayed Gouda
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' SUMMER IN FLIGHT

| Summer woven from the shade of trees on the back of Fei Ngo Mount
Light and shadow dance, busily moving golden threads

I am fascinated by the rhetoric of a bird
How it can change a mountain, as I turn

Across Clear Water Bay Road, rolling hills, dark thickets
A eucalyptus tree, entirely golden, flies in the wind

I know that in order to catch up with time and reach the Sai Kung coast
The sky, so blue as it seems, has wasted all the previous

reading and sleep
At Park Lane Bay, August 25, 2025
Translated by Dr Sayed Gouda

Shi Yunyan, pen name Yunying, resides in Hong Kong and is a member of the China Writers
Association. He has published poetry collections such as "Plant Opera House," participated in the
Second International Youth Poetry Festival, and won the Hong Kong Chinese Literature Creation
Award.
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' STANDING AMIDST THE STARS

| You brought home a basket of vegetables in the early morning,
| shrouded in mist and dew—the things you love.
Some meat, inevitably, appears on the dinner table.
You wash your hands repeatedly, yet the scent of blood lingers (or so you think).
While cleaning the shellfish,
you cut your left index finger.
Hydrogen peroxide hisses and bubbles against the wound.
You ignore the sting, ignore the blood.
You present a delicious meal.
Amidst the rhythmic chewing of your children and husband,
you accept the praise of the day.
But this is not what you want.
Your heart is racing, surging with azure waves.
When you gaze at the flowers,
your eyes fill with glittering stars.
| In that moment,
| you stand amidst the stars, possessing your own light.
Translated by Dr Sayed Gouda

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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Gargi Guha lives in soulful and slow, South Goa. Her poetry borrows from the zen ethos of
impermanence and is deeply informed by the beauty of nature. An ex-Communications
professional, Gargi writes simply and fluidly, with slants of nostalgia and a deep reverence for the

present moment.
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You were there — within my mind’s last trench,
Where Doubt, a corporal, rose to quench

The ember of belief; and Pride, a captain, cried,
“Fire!” — and slipped a question-bomb inside.
You were there when sorrow sparked to blow,
And distant mortars wailed from every foe:

“Is this the meaning? Is this life — truly?”

Their echoes battered, heavy, raw, and cruelly.

I pulled the trigger — not at flesh or bone,

But at the shadow I had called my own.

My hands no longer reek of powder’s breath;

The battle quieted — vanishing like death.

Now I stand ankle-deep in a tender field,

Watered by Your rain — a calm that will not yield.
My palms plant rice where once they raised a gun;
A stillness rooted — quiet, deep, and sun.

No general commands it, no borders bind;

It simply grows within this opened mind.

A green, unspoken acre — soft and deep —
Where silence tends the harvest I will keep.

YOU WERE THERE

;;Lﬁ‘d)bu-‘dv\-"f\d Ju\.ﬂsl
Lﬁk«i 54.25 SLil) Jag C
K-waGM\ Lﬁj‘qu\on-
Jw\wwuu\)—gunﬂb\,

) 4\%0}\9@&3\&_‘@&'
j&dfwcw M\CBU.‘.\J.L}G)|
cLﬂ:-aL\;-\dAaMJACL;.\U}A\MJAI
d}ﬁjﬁwb Muj\w\u)ajl
ke ok o ¥ =S e e |
&w‘d&ﬂ\&h}\&&l
‘swLJ\w\jub-Jng\,uMﬁS
S i -l el |
J‘j))u.};j.kb JJLEA\‘UJJJI
‘MMOMLJLSW))Y“SL&-‘J@JJI
dﬂj4w‘6>u—)wu}§“|
cM;y\;-ijfb,bb}h
\M\\Md«bwwﬁ|
_LMJLQ-;L’ uuj&\b‘dﬁl
wb&ﬂ\;t&\waj\u.cjwl
5352 s .3 A5 VN BN e g 5 |

Farzaneh Haratyan is an Associate Professor at Jilin International Studies University (JISU),
China. She is the founder of Farzanegi Academy in Toronto, Canada, a space for poetry and
creative writing. She has published three poetry collections as well as scholarly papers, including
publications with Taylor & Francis, on the therapeutic and restorative potential of poetry.
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JUEGO DE SOMBRAS
I

Desperté con la piel

empapelada de palabras,

abri el sobre que colgaba

de mi muslo

me temblaron las yemas de los dedos
al separar la ironia del cartel.

Confundida en mi discurso
apretado de la rutina

No le puse nombre a la mafiana.
Me recogi en la abreviatura

de mis hombros

y empecé a leerme lentamente.

111

El arte me salvo
prestidigitador de instintos
redimi6 mi espanto

con su humor lascivo.

Caparazon letal

corta las raices

humedece los espectros
del sol contra mis huesos.

XIv

Dejé de escribir

con la exactitud del calendario
después de que me embalsamaran
sus textos

y me convirtiera en piramide.

Ahora lo sé

por sus olores mortales
sefales de duelo

que fermentan las tumbas...
mientras yo

transito invertida

con otra voz que me llega.
de un fantasma dormido
momificados en crueldades.

| papered in words,

- PLAY OF SHADOWS

i I
|

] I awoke with my skin

I opened the envelope stuck }‘.
to my thigh

my fingertips trembled

as I separated irony and poster.

Confused in my speech

squeezed by routine

I didn’t give a name to morning,

I gathered myself in the abbreviation
of my shoulders

and I slowly started to read myself.

111

Art saved me
prestidigitator of instincts
It redeemed my fears
with its concupiscent
humor.

Lethal shell

slash my roots

make moist the specters
of the sun against my
bones.

XI1v

I stopped writing

with the precision of the calendar
after they embalmed me

| their texts

and I changed to a pyramid.
Now I know

by its mortal smells

signs of mourning

that ferment the tombs...

while I

travel upside-down

with another voice that comes to me
from a ghost asleep

mummified in cruelties.
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Alegoria procaz . Improper allegory
desacrilizing silence

engraving in my mouth

the festivity of his death

in the scripture of a God

who is not the God of the dead.

desacralizando el silencio ;
grabado en mi boca |
la festividad de su muerte

en las escrituras de un Dios

que no es el Dios de los muertos.

XV

No oigo voces.
o silencios

XV

I don’t hear voices
or silences

solo el espectaculo
de hacer el amor
con la Muerte.

just the spectacle
of making love
with Death.

Translated by Alexis Levitin and Fernando

Iturburu
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Maritza Cino Alvear was born in Ecuador in 1957. Poet and professor at the University of the
Arts, Guayaquil, Ecuador. She has seven books poetry and three collections of short stories. She
has been translated into several languages. She has participated in national and international
poetry festivals and has been awarded several national and international awards.
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1
(tupida rama: no toques al animal herido)

tupida rama: no toques al animal herido,
provéele de aislamiento, provéele de refugio,
provéele de larga noche, sobre los ojos cerrados

2
(los ojos cerrados producen silencio)

los ojos cerrados producen silencio. en lo
profundo del silencio hay un hueso comprimido,
la cabeza inclinada, el frio tibio al contacto. El
cincel del silencio golpea en circulos: la oreja de
piedra tiene forma de caracol

3
(tus oidos no escuchan)

tus oidos no escuchan solamente lo que quieren
escuchar. Tus oidos son tuyos, pero no los
puedes cerrar. TUS OIDOS NO SON TUYOS.
Tus oidos escuchan lo que no quieren escuchar,
como una pulsacién, una pulsacidon, una
pulsacion

5

(llevo conmigo la sangre del ojo herido)

llevo conmigo la sangre del ojo herido. Llevo su
sangre en la mano, seca y viva. Soy el lazarillo
de una pupila incompetente: ora subyugada
(seca), ora subyugante (viva)

26
(poema con dos versiones inseparables)
(primera version, 2021)

la noche se avecina, y s6lo me queda la llama de
esta vela (el padre muerto, los hijos idos, los
nietos lejos, los hermanos ausentes, los

amigos no eran amigos), la llama de esta vela, la
llama

de esta vela

(segunda version, 2024)

la noche se avecina, pero tengo en la mano esta
vela encendida: el padre adentro, los hijos vivos,
los nietos creciendo, los hermanos pendientes,
los amigos presentes, en esta vela encendida,

ESTA VELA ENCENDIDA

34
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1

(dense branch: don 't touch the wounded animal)

dense branch: don 't touch the wounded animal, provide him isolation, provide him
refuge, provide him a long night, over his closed eyes

2

(closed eyes produce silence)

closed eyes produce silence, in the depths of silence there is a
compressed bone, head bowed, cold tepid on contact. The chisel of
silence hammers in circles: the ear of stone has the shape of a snail’s
shell

3

(vour ears don t hear)

your ears don 't hear only what they want to hear. Your ears are yours, but you can’t
close them. YOUR EARS AREN’T YOURS. Your ears hear what they don’t want to
hear, like a pulse, a pulse, a pulse

5

(I carry with me my wounded eye's blood)

1 carry with me my wounded eye's blood. 1 carry its blood in my hand, dry and living. |
am the helper of an incompetent pupil: now subjugated (dry), now subjugating (living)

26

(poem with two inseparable versions)

(first version, 2021)

the night is coming, and all that I have left, is the flame of this candle (my father dead,
my children gone, my grandchildren far away, my siblings absent, my friends weren’t
friends), the flame of this candle, the flame of this candle

(second version, 2024)
the night is coming, but I hold in my hand this burning candle: my father within, my
children living, my grandchildren growing, my siblings attentive, my friends all present.
in this burning candle, THIS BURNING CANDLE
From the book 4 Sun Behind Us/Un sol caido avanza
Translated by Linde M. Brocato and Maria Auxiliadora Alvarez

Maria Auxiliadora Alvarez (Caracas, Venezuela, 1956) is a poet, essayist, and translator. She has
been Professor Emerita at Miami University, Ohio, since 2023. Her poetry collections has twelve
collections of poetry. Among her books of essays and translations are Two North American Poets:
Elaine Fowler-Palencia and Keith Tuma; Fino animal de sombra. De la antigua mistica a la
escritura urbana; and Experiencia y expresion de lo inefable. La poesia de San Juan de la Cruz.
(México: BUAP, 2013). . .
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DONDE HABITA TU RECUERDO

Tus labios son cilindros de silencio
que ruedan por un cuerpo escurridizo.
Tus ojos un cordon de cataratas

de agua gris estancada sin orillas.

Tu rostro alcanfor chino en papel seda
al resguardo del paso de los afios.

Tus piernas son las letras diagonales
del tesoro que nadie fortifica.

Tus pies una biznaga de ilusiones
que caminan por sendas indelebles.
Tus manos unos hilos de contrastes
enredos de un ovillo de susurros.

(Donde moras con alma protectora?
(En el desvan cubierto de castafias
que Afrodita asaré con fiel destreza?

Una hendidura se abre en mi recuerdo.

WHERE YOUR MEMORY RESIDES

Your lips are cylinders of silence

that spin along a slippery body.

Your eyes a string of cascades

of gray water dammed up without banks.
Your face Chinese camphor in silk paper
protected from the passing of years.

Your legs are slanted letters

from a treasure that nobody guards.
Your feet a cactus of illusions

That walk along indelible paths.
Your hands threads of contrasts
tangled into a ball of sighs.

Where do you dwell with your sheltering
soul?

In the attic covered with chestnuts

that Aphrodite roasts with devoted skill?

A fissure opens in my memory.
Translated by the author

36

SPANISH POETRY

- |

ool oo OG5l ghacal i |

C 3 e Je Sl |

SV e ks S |
uwy‘a)}wd)u‘)ﬂﬂw

S dudwmy\f Slers |

u\w\rﬁuuﬁwl

! A.LLAdijULu

b‘vastwl
(:Usj’))\uﬂ‘)u 2Yes |
Ux;?uw)g\s-u\fwl
uwu\uﬁby._“.bl

Lol e JSLgAS\,L:;ﬂI

|

Wmu\ww
$Lalice 3,gS oy il gy 5 UJ\'

o>}>.)\.\.u JMJJAY\C\;JJ\UA\.WJ |

Alicia Aza has published five books of
poems. Her collection of poems El viaje
del invierno (2011) won the International
Rosalia de Castro Poetry Prize, and has
also been translated into English as Winter
Journey (Cervena Barva Press: 2019). Her
Arquitectura del silencio (2017) has been
translated into English as Architecture of
Silence). 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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LAS PAREDES HUERFANAS DELAIRE | 1iyr ORPHANED WALLS OF AIR

El tiempo se adormece con sus
pasos

en la lenta distancia del silencio
y el rastro de sus sones
transparentes.

Mis ojos se transforman en
la selva

de palabras sin risas ni miradas,
con el exilio de los suefios mudos
en las paredes huérfanas del aire.

Time grows sleepy with its footsteps
in silence’s slow remoteness,

in the trace of its transparent sounds.
My eyes are transformed in the forest
of words without laughter or looks,
with the exile of hushed dreams

in orphaned walls of air.

Time betrays us with its signs
of aristas and roads of loss

in the earth of absent lights.
And the murmurs of water spill
the fugitive blood of your eyes
into the stars’ gloomy sea.

El tiempo nos traiciona con consignas
de aristas y caminos de zozobra

en la tierra de las luces ausentes.

Y los murmullos del agua derraman
la sangre fugitiva de tus ojos

Time without warning melts away
en el mar tenebroso de los astros.

in life’s conceited waves:
confusing clouds, sands and winds,
caresses in the hands of fields
and the wheat ears of unremovable sun,
a reef of light and forgetting.
From (“Subjective Signs,” 2018)
Translated by Louis Bourne

El tiempo se derrite sin aviso
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José Maria Molina Caballero is a poet, writer, and editor born in Rute (Cérdoba). 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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CONFESION S el |
Que no se diga jamas se lo intento 1l J g Tasd j-

52 J» ,
que no rodé por el camino ¢J k]

que no tropecé y cai mientras dormia.

Que no se diga locura transitoria para decir amor
sexo para pasion, furia para celo y a la distancia
olvido.

|

|

|

|

St

! .&\L\jﬁ%,&\ﬁ,

|

| 3 C:- O}\;- U:-‘ J»\

| &'L...aC- Ja.“ '}{'j ¢ \...m> g_,a.a...‘J\ QIJ

| Bl ol Y
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Que no se diga de esta agua no bebi
en esta tierra no vivi

en esta cama no soplaron huracanes
y volaron como cartas los espejos.

‘ \Mul_cu.@.aidf.;tg\u\Yj

Que no se superlativise el beso |

y no se conjugue el verbo amar I I3 ealll 315K sl by \o\ Y
y que se diga beso en la exacta dimension de la e Mkt Jl 7
palabra. 1ol Y dgdn JI L) dy._. [F] Janf )
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Que se fusione cada silaba en su acento
como un cuento interminable
como un desplegar de leves alas.
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Que cada consonante caiga ante el deseo de las!
palabras I USJJ‘&;JJ\%USLWQ JSM,
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y leve los fonemas con su luz difuminada Lzl L@;wa
Que no se diga siempre equivocada estaba el d}‘“ [E Jl o) :
que no se diga su cuerpo acurruco contra su espalda Lot Talates 5
que no arranc6 gemidos de su boca 3 copb u'l" ““J" (‘J S "ﬁ |
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Que no se diga probo de mil venenos sk J»\ o

que no se diga atroz para decir ternura
y no se diga jamas tormenta y fuego

y entre fuego besos

y entre besos celo.
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Porque fui nieve y serpiente mujer y viento Bl s Bl s L;cy
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Que no se diga nunca
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CONFESSION

Let it never be said

that I did not try,

that I did not roll myself along the road,

that I did not stumble and fall while I was dreaming.

Let no one call madness “love,”
nor say “sex” for passion, “fury” for jealousy, or “distance” for forgetting.

Let it never be said
that fire was not forged here,
that no crime was consummated damp sheets, dangerous lies, clarity and fear.

Let no one say I did not drink from this water, did not dwell in this land,
that hurricanes never blew upon this bed, -
nor mirrors scattered like cards in the wind.

Let no one turn the kiss into a spectacle
nor conjugate the verb to love beyond what a kiss truly is
in the exact measure of its naming.

Let each syllable fuse with its own accent,
an endless tale, a soft unfolding of wings.

Let each consonant fall beneath desire, Siomara Espaiia (1976) Poet,

let the sound be grave within embraces essayist, teacher, and art and
and the phonemes light with their blurred radiance. literature critic. PhD in Literature
from the Autonomous University

| Let no one say of Madrid. She is the author of
| I was always mistaken, more than twelve books of poetry,
that my body never curled against his back, as well as research works, essays
that no moan was torn from his mouth, on art and literature, and short
that I never fought his chest, films on oral tradition, gender
that I never lied, violence, and migration. She has
that I never swallowed his words one by one. been invited to important literary
fairs and conferences around the

Let no one say world. She has been awarded

[ tasted a thousand poisons, let no one say “atrocious™ | national and international prizes.
when meaning tenderness, nor ever say storm and fire, | She has been translated into many

and between fire kisses, languages. ‘

and between kisses jealousy. G5 el OV Lk Dl o
d:\jwa,\sbj L‘LQ-le coY e

For I was snow and serpent, el e Y1 3 oy 555 e Aol

woman and wind, e ) uﬁ,ﬁ el ) A e

and after wind, plow, iz Jloel N BLEY s Gl

and after plow, earth and its seed. e 3805 o3V Ll 3 Yl g
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Let it never be said o2oe 3B liell e 5 gl

that I left without trying,

for I fell a thousand times @)l (‘JL’-“ 3> agn ol O 30
before the deep passage Sl A by Sl Jo
of the words. L e il

Translated by the author
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LIBERATE

Bastarda e indomable,

perdida y erratica,

sofiadora, idealista, valiente,
acicalada o harapienta,
tejedora de hechizos,
vituperada, vilipendiada, sabia,
vacunada o expectante,
generosa, por herencia y por matriz,
esclava, docil, victima,

mutilada, vejada, maltrecha,
abducida, enamorada, muda,
MUIJER,

siempre a juicio,

siempre un paso detras

(en la ciencia no, en las notas no, en el arte no)
para la honra, para la palabra,

siempre un paso delante

para la obligacion, para la deuda, para los cuidados,

nifia-adolescente-adulta-anciana-joven,
prendida por el complejo, la fuerza o el dominio,
LIBERATE.

SET YOURSELF FREE

Bastard and untamed,
lost and erratic,
dreamer, idealist, brave,
groomed or ragged,
weaver of spells,
reviled, vilified, wise,

SPANISH POETRY
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vaccinated or watchful,

generous, by blood and by womb,
slave, docile, victim,

mutilated, violated, battered,
abducted, enamoured, mute,

ever on trial,
ever a step behind
(in science no, in grades no, in art no)
for honour, for the word,
ever a step ahead
for duty, for debt, for care,
girl-teen-adult-elder-youth,
bound by complex, force or dominion,
SET YOURSELF FREE.

Translated by Irene Sanchez

Maria Jestis Fuentes A graduate in Hispanic
Philology, she teaches at IES “Siete Colinas” in
Ceuta. She won several poetry awards. Member
of ACE (Andalusia section),
Academy of Cordoba, and the IEC of Ceuta—
where, as dean, she coordinates the Casa de los
dragones (House of the Dragons) series and the
Literary Conference—along with appearances
on radio programs.
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PORQUE...

Porque a veces la piel no nos conoce,
porque hay dudas en medio del asfalto,
porque el tiempo so6lo es un destino,

porque hay suefios ahogados en los charcos.

Porque el miedo es una forma del olvido,
porque el mar s6lo un suefio recurrente,
porque el viento roza los sentidos,
porque todo lo que dafia te hace fuerte.

Porque somos aire entre las manos,
porque nadie incendia lo que teme,
porque deseamos cuerpos desahuciados,
porque nunca existe la palabra siempre.

BECAUSE...

Because sometimes our skin does not know us,
because there are doubts halfway down the road,
because time is only a destination,

because there are dreams drowned in puddles.

Because fear is a form of oblivion,

because the sea is only a recurring dream,
because the wind grazes the senses,

because everything that hurts makes you strong.

Because we are air between hands,

because nobody burns what they fear,
because we wish for discarded bodies,
because there is no never in the word always.

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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I

Mi padre muri6 sin dejar testamento: su tnico legado fueron los zapatos
gastados, su brujula, cuadernos y su mapa del mundo, donde yo aprendi
como se enciende el fuego de las palabras que estan condenadas. Aprendi
_que el lenguaje es una jaula que vuela por las lenguas de los amantes,
' de los asesinos en serie, de los sadicos, de los locos de remate, de
Wy los forasteros y de los mendigos que almuerzan una rata hervida.
o Mi padre escribi6 un libro que nunca termino, por falta de
dedos, de horas, de mujeres livianas para el sexo, de metales que nunca le dieron la
tranquilidad anhelada, la felicidad que tal vez no tuvo; sélo en las horas de ocio y de
suefio, en algn rincon de su infancia, all4 en la compaiiia de su padre que poco conoci6 y
en la arrogancia de su madre llena de polvo y hambre. No puedo hablar de mi bisabuela
porque fue nombrada hasta el dia del ocaso de las palabras; palabras que solo sirvieron
para rezar horas interminables, libros, oraciones interminables, bajo la fiebre del sol o el

| 101

My father died without leaving a last will: his only bequest were his worn-out shoes, his
compass, his notebooks and a map of the world, where I learned how to light up the fire-
words that are condemned. I learned that language is a cage that flies along the tongues
of lovers, serial killers, sadists, straight-up crazy people, foreigners and beggars who
dine on a boiled rat. My father wrote a book he never finished, for lack of fingers, and
hours, and women for casual sex, as well as metals that never gave him the desired
tranquility, the happiness that perhaps he never had; only at moments of rest or
dreaming, in some corner of his childhood, far off, full of dust and hunger. I cannot
speak of my great-grandmother because she was not named until the day of the sunset of
her words; word that were only good for endless prayers, books, endless sentences,
under a fever of sun or night sulfur; words that did not name the eternal and were lost in
the sheets of pleasure and of death.

Translated by the author
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Un mundo que le falta mas emociones

y menos palabras que nos condenen. el 5o S gl VJ\;
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. THE VAGUE MAPS OF HER SKIN

r

| There are afternoons I go mute and silent

and I seek out the word like that woman

who only appeas in my dreams.

What she does not know is that she is

the word and that she disappears from my map.

LOS MAPAS DIFUSOS DE SU PIEL :_ Baalidl L5 oy L) & 1

I |
Hay tardes que me Vue.lvo mudo y s1len01pso | Tl sl Wg I
y busco esa palabra al igual que a esa mujer | A Lol L i ten ‘ I
que so6lo aparece en mis suefios. | 14 J ¢ OF e
Lo que no sabe es que la palabra | R V) 4l Y o“”
es ella pero desaparece de mi mapa. | Ll 5 Rl ad Yl
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I look through my vaguest hopes

for her face and unreachable legs.

I want to see her smooth, delicious hands
again showing me the world.

A world in need of more emotions
and fewer words that condemn us.
Translated by the author

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

Ayer sofi¢ de nuevo con fantasmas,

tan clara la vision

que podia leer sus intenciones

al trasluz de su halito. Eran pobres
fantasmas desnutridos, apenas sombras,
pero aun sangraban.

Un resto de piedad, un gesto débil

me conmind a escucharlos. Y no supe
negar favor tan breve.

Toda la madrugada
estuve dando vueltas,
tratando de hilvanar aquella historia.
No volvera a ocurrir,
vengo dispuesta
a expulsarlos con safa de mis suefios
a no ser mas el pafio de sus lagrimas.
Que busquen otra tonta
que cosa sus rasguflos o que aprendan
a ir solos por la vida.

(de Sintomas de la devastacion)

SPANISH POETRY

| Lgﬁ\cfch.uytv&wyt

XXXII

Yesterday I dreamed of ghosts again,

the vision so clear

that I could read their intentions

in the light of their breath. They were poor
malnourished ghosts, barely shadows,

but they still bled.

A remnant of pity, a weak gesture

compelled me to listen to them. And I couldn't
refuse such a brief favor.

All night long
I tossed and turned,
trying to piece together that story.
It won't happen again,
I am determined
to viciously expel them from my dreams
and no longer be the handkerchief for their
tears.
Let them find another fool
to stitch up their scratches or learn
to go through life alone.
(from Symptoms of Devastation)
Translated by the author
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Maria Rosal. Poet and Professor at the
University of Cordoba. Member of the
Royal Academy of Cérdoba and the
Academy of Fine Arts of Granada. She
has published more than twenty books
of poetry and has received several
prestigious awards 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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SALAS. GERARDO RODRIGUEZ - SPAIN

W R T SPANISH POETRY

HONGI HONGI

Aquella noche no llovia It was pouring that night

solo en 12.1 calle. N not just in the street.
Compqrtlmos la_cama como extranos | we shared the bed like strangers
—Ila misma lluvia, __the same rain

la misma pena— the same regret— i
pues ni el sol de tu pecho as the sun in your chest

prendi6 el cuarto anegado didn't set fire to the drowned room
mientras tus palmas as your palms

achicaban el agua de la alcoba drained the chamber’s water
lamiéndome la piel. licking my skin.

Aguella noche no llovia It was pouring that night
solo en la calle. not just in the street.
Dejaste en el olvido You left behind

la hombria de tu tribu para entrar your tribal vigour as you broke into
en mis pupilas, para abrir my pupils and opened wide

las puertas de tu mundo. the gates to your world.
Rozamos la nariz y respiramos We rubbed our noses and sniffed

—la misma brisa —the same breeze,
al mismo tiempo. the same time

Aquella noche no llovia
solo en la calle.

It was pouring that night
4 . not just in the street.

En mi pueblo llovia, y en el tuyo It poured in my village, and in yours
—1la misma lluvia— —the same rain—

y el arca que forjamos and the ark we built

en la penumbra in the dark

surco las olas. sailed across the waves.

Translated by the author
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HUERTA DEL CIELO
(la casa materna)

A mi madre, siempre.

Mis recuerdos son de un
patio arabesco adornado por
macetas de bermejos
geranios y una huerta que
generosa nos regalaba la
sombra hospitalaria de los
limoneros, a pesar del
tiempo y el abandono. El
canto de los pajaros, que
reposaban en las copas de
los escasos arboles que se
mantenian en pie,
acompafaba a los rayos de
sol atravesando sus ramas.
Tan sélo su gorjeo desafiaba
la soledad y el silencio de
ese santuario, y su sonoro
trino transformaba la
decadencia de la finca en
puerta del paraiso.

Alli, cada tarde los angeles
descendian por la escala
dorada de Jacob para
escuchar el arrullo de los
pajaros, acariciaban el
cabello de mi madre y
pronunciaban mi nombre.

Aquella casa es el Sur,
huerta del cielo, patria de
corazén y lugar en donde
nacen las raices del agua.

(de “El libro de las aguas”™)

GARDEN OF HEAVEN
(mother’s house)

To my mother, always.

My memories are of an
arabesque patio adorned
with pots of bright red
geraniums and a garden that
generously bestowed the
hospitable shade of the
lemon trees, despite the
passing of time and their
neglect. The song of birds,
perched on the tops of the
few still standing trees,
accompanied the sun’s rays
passing through their
branches. Only their
chirping flouted the
solitude and silence of this
sanctuary, and their
sonorous trill transformed
the decadence of the house
into the gate of paradise.
There, every afternoon, the
angels descended the
golden stairs of Jacob to
listen to the song of the
birds, caress my mother’s
hair and pronounce my
name.
That house is the South,
garden of heaven, home of
the heart and gives birth to
the origins of the water.
(From “El Libro de las
aguas”)
translation by Charles OISH

SPANISH POETRY
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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
He has received the Medalla de Oro del
C1rculo Intercultural Hlspano Arabe He is 1ncluded in the Enc1cloped1a General de Andaluc1a s
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VALLEJO, RAUL - ECUADOR
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AUTORRETRATO,
2003

He sido en otras [ &
vidas parte de la g /-
transparencia 0 S

condenada

mancebo y aprendiz en
academia de filosofo griego
prostituta azotada en las
cercanias de un templo repleto
de mercaderes

predicador escondido en
catacumbas o expuesto en la
arena de un coliseo

bruja servida para saciar los
escrupulos de Torquemada
adorador de huacas en tiempos
del virrey Toledo

negra en Alabama judio en
Auschwitz poeta en Wall Street.

He sido lo que esta al margen
del camino y que el viajante
escupe

la basura que arrojan los
decentes sin que nadie los vea
el mal pensamiento de la
anciana que no sabe bien por
qué suspira

la desenfrenada mano solitaria
del quinceafiero

el espejo en donde mira el
nacimiento de sus formas la
nubil desconcertada

las cartas de aquellos amantes
que transgredian el espacio con
papeles perfumados

soga de ahorcado bola de cristal
enmudecida piedra de sacrificio
maya.

He sido aquello que el orden y
el poder marcaron con fuego
remero de gale6n sacudido por
el latigazo continuo en las
espaldas

SPANISH POETRY

SELF PORTRAIT, 2003

I’ve been, in other lives, a
part of the condemned
transparency

Young and an apprentice in
a Greek philosopher’s
academy

A prostitute flogged near a
temple full of merchants

A preacher hidden in
catacombs or exposed on
the coliseum’s arena

A witch exposed to placate
the scruples of Torquemada
A Huaca worshiper in times
of Viceroy Toledo

A Negro woman in Alabama
a Jew in Auschwitz a poet in
Wall Street.

I’ve been what is on the side
of the road and the wayfarer
spits at

The trash that the decent
throw when nobody is
watching

The bad thought of the old
woman who isn’t certain of
why she sighs

The frenzied and lonely
hand of the teenager

The mirror where the
flustered nubile watches the
blossoming of her breasts
The letters of those lovers
who defied the space with
scented papers

The rope of the hanged
mute crystal ball Mayan
sacrificial altar.

I’ve been that what the
order and power branded
with fire

An oarsman in a galleon
jolted by the constant
flogging of his back
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enano y hazmerreir en castillos
medievales

critico del mecenazgo en la
Florencia renacentista

monja de clausura avida de
mundo y con vocacion para las
ciencias

curaca sublevado y seguidor de
Tapac Amaru

palafrenero de palacio
concubina fea madrastra en
cuentos de hadas.

He sido lo que se habla en voz
baja, lo que esta prohibido para
menores

lo que se acepta bajo la mesa, lo
que se compra a hurtadillas
muchacha adolescente de
espectaculo nudista en Bangkok
inmigrante travestido en el
Bosque de Bolonia

jinetera comunista en las noches
del malecon de La Habana
acompanante de ejecutivos de
una agencia de Dupont Circle
mulatillo que deambula
madrugadas por las playas de
Rio

VIH positivo aprendiz de
masajista amante del alcalde en
pueblo chico.

Soy

el mundo lapidado

por los que arrojaron con rabia
las primeras piedras.

De Canticos para Oriana,
2003.

SPANISH POETRY

A midget and laughingstock
in medieval castles

A critic for the patronage in
Renaissance Florence

A cloister nun avid of world
and with vocation for the
Sciences

A risen Curaca and follower
of Tupac-Amaru

A palace groom ugly
concubine stepmother in
fairy tales.

I’ve been what is said in a
hushed voice, what is
forbidden for the underage
What is accepted under the
table, what is bought
stealthily

Adolescent girl of a nude
show in Bangkok
Immigrant travesty in Bois
de Boulogne

Communist whore in the
night of the Havana Sea
walk

Escort for executives from a
Dupont Circle agency
Mulatto rambling in the
small hours the beaches of
Rio

HIV positive masseuse’s
apprentice lover of the
major in a small town.

Iam

The world stoned

By those who furiously

threw the first stones.

From Chants for Oriana, 2003.
Translated by Alina Vera
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Raiil Vallejo (Ecuador, 1959). PhD in History and Literature from the Pablo de Olavide
University, Seville. In 2025, he received the Fray Luis de Leon Medal for Ibero-American Poetry
in Salamanca. He is a full member of the Ecuadorian Academy of Language.
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