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The strongest ties are not with the
living,

but with the dead.

Boris A. Novak
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W. Wordsworth

I wandered lonely as a cloud

That floats on high o'er vales and hills,
When all at once I saw a crowd,

A host, of golden daffodils;

Beside the lake, beneath the trees,
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze.
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E. Dickinson

Because I could not stop for Death—
He kindly stopped for me—
The Carriage held but just Ourselves

And Immortality.
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P Larkin

What are days for?

Days are where we live.
They come, they wake us
Time and time over.

They are to be happy in:
Where can we live but days?
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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 magazine’s online pages:
https://www.arabicnadwah.com

https://www.arabicnadwah.com/e-nadwah.htm
https://www.facebook.com/
Nadwah-1909767062610646/

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/Arabic & Chinese sections editor:
Sayed Gouda
arabicnadwah@gmail.com
English and German sections editor: Birgit Bunzel
blinderbunzel@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
Macedonian section editor: Trajan Petroveski
trajan.petrovski@yahoo.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: Birgit Bunzel
blinderbunzel@gmail.com

mkassifi@gmail.com
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Mamdouh Kassifi

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

This first issue of 2022 features three new
poets, namely Boris A. Novak from
Slovenia, who is our Guest of Honour,
Athina Vogiatzoglou from Greece and Li
Shaojun from China. It also includes two
returning poets: John Mannone from the
USA and Ahmet Yalcinkaya from Turkey.

Three more poets were translated in
the Classics and Modern Corner, namely
William  Wordsworth, Emily Dickinson
and Philip Larkin.

In a time like the time we live in, one
has to wonder if poetry has any use at all.
Can poetry help stop wars? Can poetry
ease the poor’s suffering? Can poetry feed
the hungry? Can poetry cure the sick? Can
poetry play a positive role in creating a
better world? Where is the line separates
optimism from naivety?

None of these questions is new.
Maybe they are as old as poetry itself.
However, people never stopped writing
poetry and never stopped reading it.

Stay safe!

Sayed Gouda
Hong Kong
15 March 2022
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WILLIAM WORDSWORTH - UK (1780-1850)

I WANDERED LONELY AS A CLOUD

I wandered lonely as a cloud

That floats on high o'er vales and hills,
When all at once I saw a crowd,

A host, of golden daffodils;

Beside the lake, beneath the trees,
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze.

Continuous as the stars that shine
And twinkle on the milky way,

They stretched in never-ending line
Along the margin of a bay:

Ten thousand saw I at a glance,
Tossing their heads in sprightly dance.

The waves beside them danced; but they
Out-did the sparkling waves in glee:

A poet could not but be gay,

In such a jocund company:

I gazed—and gazed—but little thought
What wealth the show to me had brought:

For oft, when on my couch I lie

In vacant or in pensive mood,

They flash upon that inward eye
Which is the bliss of solitude;

And then my heart with pleasure fills,
And dances with the daffodils.

CLASSICS CORNER
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EMILY DICKINSON - USA (1830 - 1886)

MODERN POETRY

BECAUSE I COULD NOT STOP FOR DEATH

Because I could not stop for Death—
He kindly stopped for me—

The Carriage held but just Ourselves—
And Immortality.
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PHILIP LARKIN - UK (1922 - 1985)

DAYS

What are days for?

Days are where we live.
They come, they wake us
Time and time over.

They are to be happy in:
Where can we live but days?

Ah, solving that question
Brings the priest and the doctor
In their long coats

Running over the fields.

MONEY
Quarterly, is it, money reproaches me:
‘Why do you let me lie here wastefully?
I am all you never had of goods and sex.
You could get them still by writing a few cheques.’

So I look at others, what they do with theirs:
They certainly don’t keep it upstairs.

By now they’ve a second house and car and wife:
Clearly money has something to do with life

—1In fact, they’ve a lot in common, if you enquire:
You can’t put off being young until you retire,

And however you bank your screw, the money you save
Won'’t in the end buy you more than a shave.

I listen to money singing. It’s like looking down
From long french windows at a provincial town,

The slums, the canal, the churches ornate and mad
In the evening sun. It is intensely sad.

MODERN POETRY
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BORIS A. NOVAK - SLOVENIA

THE DOORS OF NO RETURN
(fragments from the epos)

Book One: MAPS OF NOSTALGIA
Notebook One: THE ADDRESS

Canto One: THE FIGURE

4

The strongest ties are not with the living,
but with the dead. We are their descendants,
childish and irresponsible, joyful

and barefoot on the dewy grass. Ancestors

are watching us speechless, forever broken,
and we are alive, deadly alive and guilty ...

Yes, the dead are more demanding than the living.
They don't speak, but we hear them nevertheless.

Their silence boils aloud in our blood.

There is no other way but to obey them.
There are no negotiations, their demands
are unconditional. However hard we try,

they are never satisfied. If we don't think
about them for days, all of a sudden they
return spreading reflections of their absence

deep into our dreams. Staring into nothing
and sweating, we remember our guilt,
our debt that we can never pay back.

That is not just. We would like to direct
those living legs into a living crowd
and forget the whistling bow of absence

and enjoy our small, tiny happiness
somewhere alone or shared in a couple.
In the most beautiful moment, we hear

GUEST OF HONOUR
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a humming silence. From beyond. Silence
singing. And we know — deep inside we know —
that this is only right. It is dark. Dark are

the poems waiting for us. Dark where we go ...

Canto Two: THE ANCESTRAL TREE
1

... l was a reflection on the quick mirror of the water,
and [ was a shadow on the running window of a train,
a footstep in a bottomless mud, a moment of freedom

in the middle of an anonymous crowd, [ was an eye
at the edge of dusk and a skin at the zenith of a day
and a growing distance between two heels of a step,

I was the cry of a boy surrounded by the light

of his mother in a photo which miraculously

survived all those times and roads, and I was the pink face
of a little girl still glowing in poems of a young man

who disappeared in one of the storms of one of the wars,

I was a co-author of a nameless philosophy

of the poor, I was shouting out of fear, I vanished in the rage
of the smoke, I am no longer there, my name is erased

from all the files, I was forgotten a thousand times, at the page

of the peasants' rebellion I defended with my scythe

the naked field and the village from the armed cavalry,
my face remained drawn at the dark wall of the village church,

10
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GUEST OF HONOUR
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GUEST OF HONOUR

in the memory of so many women as a handsome

dark-eyed fiddler whose bones were considerably prolonged
in the torture chamber, the memory of a warm spring
evening under the chestnut tree will forever live

in the eastern-like cheek-bones of my female descendants,
the unrest of the dance rhythm will — as wheels of fire —
burn the veins of the grandsons who will never feel

the horseback running through the wide steppe,

I was a woman
who could not run because of the child I was carrying,
the child that I lost when the soldier hit me

right in the belly, I have hidden the new born child
after his mother, a protestant, had lost her life,
I have been feeding him, I have baptized him with the name

meant for my dead son, I am waiting, already a thousand years
I am hardly waiting for all these frightful gangs to withdraw,
so that I would no longer have to be afraid of the boots

numbly echoing through midnight,
I was drawing the towers
and guards in the concentration camp, my drawings
are getting yellow in the museum, I remember how fear
pierces the bones, how soft the skin is in a dark bedroom,
now I am just a name signed in the corner of the drawing,
a name, a family name, a date in the birth certificate,
a place of birth and a place of death, each touch erased,

all happiness and unhappiness, all courage and fear,
in my grave all these languages are mixed, [ am lying

12



e OGN GL

TR SRR F
SRR, B T
W AR S T ) SE IR A7

FHRLAEAR N7 B
PR IE RS —— N ZN K i ——
A5 R B

(ERCA RIS T T

BRI AR DUE
RERkiA e —%, IEpE

Fow A
fbFrBz e %,
W AR, FRAH T 4 T

G, ROEEHFTE,
R riaE mT A IR %
Fofif S JH 0 T TR

i e B BURRA B [ 35
HET

S B = BRI ST A

—f2, ERETPRR,

ZI B SO BB

Nz I G

M4 BAELF T HAE— A

SAfes PEEL. BER. TOM,
REMEIER,

—UIE e,

— Ul B A
— P PR A

13

GUEST OF HONOUR




GUEST OF HONOUR

under the ruins of Babel, I was an Italian and a German,
a Jew and a Scott forgotten from the French wars,
and [ was a Slovene woman, all of us equally covered by moss,

my name was Krulc and Luzar, | had soft skin,
my name was Kerstein and Schwarz, and we went to the altar,
but he kept on leaving,

long and cold is this road,

I was a flag of all my grandfathers — exhaustion, fear and fire —
in infinite wars,

and [ was a fragile shadow
of all my mothers, tiny girls leaning over an old
and eternally young brook in the field, everything is changing,
only the story will remain, full of names already forgotten
which must be saved from oblivion
because I am their step in the sand, their reflection in the water,
a shadow of all the changes in all the windows and mirrors,

and Ante, | have drawn my shadows over all the walls

precisely by me

I was Anica

of our family house in the white city, [ was the pulse of their hearts,

I was Leopoldina and Anton, but I owe images
of their heaven and hell to the magic of the imagination,

I was Angela and Janez, on an old pale photo

of a poor peasants' house from Dolenjska* I recognized myself,
I who am alien to them, I who belong to Utopia

14

*(Slovene: Lowland,
TheLand of Valleys)
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GUEST OF HONOUR

and no longer to the village of my origin, why
do I repeat their long forgotten names, why do I keep
repeating their long forgotten story which aches, aches,

and who am [?

Just a reflection of an ancient flame?
Indeed, who am I, I who once was all these people?
An erased footstep? Am I a saldo, a result of the tribe?

Beyond this old story just an echo and a shadow?
Am I nobody?
To whom belongs this image in the window, on the water,
to whom belongs my face,
who am 7 ...

Canto Three: CAPITAL
My capital is memory.

Monika van Paemel
1

Even now, writing this sacred list, I feel the taste
of ashes in my mouth and I cannot breathe.
Because tidying up after the dead is a horror. What a waste!

To sift after the funeral an entire life through a sieve,
and to choose in the pile of shipwrecked things
the unfortunate ones
condemned to the hell of oblivion
from the happy ones
saved in the paradise of memory.

To find in the heritage precious items, gold for fillings

and for wedding rings, bracelets and pocket
watches with broken hands, all this old rubbish

16
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GUEST OF HONOUR

of souvenirs and visiting cards, postcards
and letters, important documents and photographs,
a sewing kit and boxes full of buttons, broken necklaces

and rusted keys, fruit rotting in the fridge,
someone’s (whose?) first tooth, primary school textbooks,
a dozen glasses with different dioptric lenses and frames,

two dozen identification cards and passports,
paintings and prints, and shelves filled to the ceiling
with dusty books, books, books, books...

The last survey of a life, amazement, what a beauty
my mother was in her youth, the scent in her skirts,
where her smell still lingers in the pleats,

so beautiful. — My memory of her will live until her fragrance
hovers in the empty clothes, haunting me. — Tidying up after the dead
is a bittersweet ritual that revives for the last time

everything that they once were and had, before the death
shroud covered all traces. Terrible is a dilemma,
what to keep and what to throw away. In boxes closed

forever, memories pilgrim to the garbage bin.
Between two evening dresses with their matching silk scarves,
which one should I save from oblivion? ...

The zeal of the living continues mercilessly, the force
of the present time pushes away the weight of the past,

all those wardrobes full of old stuff would suffocate us,
we must make room, air our memory,
before it burns through, under the weight of the cargo

it must carry ...
It has been glowing for so long,

18
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that statuette from the Horn of Africa,
who brought it here, so far from home, to this Alpine slope,
further fades a letter, a passionate, intimate appeal

from my father to my mother, just before they
became father and mother, dated 1953, April 9,
that father wanted to destroy but mother saved

after his death for future eyes,
and now
I also save because I am mentioned in it, I

whom my mother — so feminine, so mild — carried then,

and [ am torn apart by the question: what will be the fate
of this letter — when the time comes — the next tidying-up
by the living of the traces left behind by the dead,

will another face

lean over this letter and dream of lives fully lived
and lives too early ended, will my parents’ love be thrown
in the garbage bin

or in the box of memory?

I am covered by silence ...

9

When dividing heritage, the others

have chosen houses, ground and bank accounts
with a code. The moons are still gliding

over the shining, calm river of my child games.
They were fighting for a percentage, possessions
and a portfolio. They have cut the cradle in two.
1 spit on the floor and I take my father's chair,
the essence of his anchor in time. Hungry,

they have eaten the grandmother's kitchen. Only
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the pure name will be mine. They have emptied
the drawers. At the bottom I have found yellow photos.
And they have stolen the tombs, without shame.

My epitaph is not written there, dark
it shines now through this canto. They have cast
away all the papers. I have taken them from the floor.

I a late born, disinherited son.
This is all my heritage.
My only capital.

Memory.
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FREEDOM IS A VERB
Love is a verb.
Monika van Paemel
Freedom is not the frozen memory of the monument
Freedom is not a slogan of the political establishment
Freedom is not a mode of payment in the legal code
Freedom is not an empty meaning of the noun in the wordage
Of the Cambridge Dictionary of the English Language
Freedom is the loudest whisper, a wing, a windy message

Freedom is not a bunker, a shit made of armoured concrete
Freedom is not a flight, an illusion of the retreat

Freedom is neither an order nor a forbidden border
Freedom is less and more than laws of the lockdown
Freedom is nothing and freedom is a crown

Freedom is laughing and staring and daring
And changing now and here and everywhere
Freedom is a breath and the air

Stronger than destruction and despair

Freedom is not gold, cannot be bought or sold
Freedom is not guaranteed by its guardian, by the statehood

Freedom is much more expensive, freedom is attitude

Freedom is an unknown road, here, at our threshold
Freedom is a voice, deadly fragile and superb

Freedom is a verb, freedom is a verb

(Verse 5: originally “Slovene language”, in translations change to

Chinese and Arabic!)
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Book Two: THE TIME OF FATHERS
Notebook Two: THE TIME OF MOTHERS
Canto Seven: THE TIME OF DISCIPLINE

5
Ragology

Till the end of her days our nonna waged
a furious and systematic war against dust,
mud, and all sorts of filth and muss.

To this purpose, she developed a precise strategy,
the science of rags, known to her family as ragology.
Here we precisely summarize it.

At any moment, she would have at her disposal
no less than seventeen different rags
that she would command into a deadly combat

— as a division general troops in the battle field.
God forbid any unauthorized use
of these sacred weapons for the wrong purpose!

Whoever dared to go so far, received
the hardest of punishments.
On this level, our nonna did not trust even her maid,

and followed her movements with the control freak gaze.
Consequently she preferred to deploy her army of rags herself
with her own brains, feet and hands.

I shall enumerate these sacred types of rags and cloths

faithfully following the scientific terminology
of nonna’s ragology:

28
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1) the “rough” one for the staircase to the front door;
2) the “fine” one for the marble floor in the entrée;
3) the “soft” one for waxing the old parquet;

4) the “dirty” one made from pieces of old clothing

for the copper tiles under the hearth;

5) the “big” absorbent one for the stone floor on the terrace;

6) the “little” absorbent one for the stone floor in the kitchen and the
bathroom,;

7) the “old”, always clean one for the pots and other metal pans;
8) the “new”, always clean one for the porcelain service;
9) the “sensitive” one for the wine glasses;

10) the “quick” one for the knives;
11) the “crooked” one for the forks;
12) the “pedantic” one for the spoons;

13) the “glaze” one for the silver;
14) the “beautiful” one for the mirror;
15) the “hot” one for the ironing;

16) the “male” one for her husband's military boots;
17) the “chic” one for her own high-heeled red shoes
which represented the only extravagance in her life.

Nonna’s explanations
for these serious and crucial ragological distinctions
were passionately detailed and deeply deliberated:

— knives being so smooth and generally
not put in the mouth, need no more
than a simple treatment with the “quick” rag;

— small pieces of food tending to get wedged

between the tines of the fork,
call for careful treatment with the “crooked” rag;
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— spoons which we madly like to lick

and which endlessly attract

an innumerable number of bacteria and viruses,
require serious and radical hygienic measures
that can only be guaranteed

by the “pedantic” rag.

But all this detailed and specialized study of rags,
all these seventeen fanatical divisions of the Anti-dust armada,
marching day and night into bitter battle

against the dangerous filth of the world,
regularly maintained, deployed and redeployed,
all this bourgeois order,

that represented meaning and purpose of her life,
could not help,
could not prevent,

our nonna,
our dear nonna,
our dear nonna’s life from falling apart,

GUEST OF HONOUR

from falling to

pieces,
irreparably cast

into ashes and dust.
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ATHINA VOGIATZOGLOU - GREECE

TO ®YAAO

'Enece Popd oto ke@dAl pov

kaBag drafala.

Dvucovce £V’ aepdit LaAaKo,

K1 €161 OT®G EETVALYOLLOVV TTPOG TOL TTAV®,
GKIOL(TN KA.

"Htav onovpyitt mAnympévo;

Twv ovpavov Tpopnvoua;

Oy1. 'Eva OAA0 TOV: TEPAGTIO,
Babvukitpivo.

[opampnoa Tig LoMg vexpopéves OAEPEG,
TO GOV KOPAOVOG YN0 TOV

- LE TPELS KOPPEC -

™V VYPT) KON ot

TOV KOTGAV10V.

To andyevpa apyloe va KAgivet,

va yével TNV gvivyisio Tov.

Ot 0ppoVviKéG TOV AKPES TEAKIOY.

e pio pépa péoa

épbaoe

TO TPMTO LoV POVOT®PO.

O AXINOX

"Hhe ¢ 6dhacoog,

TOV GKOTEWOD TUPNVO GOV CMOUATOPVAUKES
T aykadio.

Avnkelg oty opotaio TV ELVOEDDV,
01N cuvouota&io TOV EXLVOSEPU®V,

otV vrocvvopotosio v eAeufepolomv.

CONTEMPORARY POETRY

M' 6ha T oyl 6oV AVOTEAAELS KAT® O’ TNV TOVGEAVO

Ko TeBaivels ywpig moté vo YepAoELS.
Kolvpundm xovtd oty axtm,
ywiti Ta a6 TV VEpoL pe Tpopdlovv.

Yt UKo ayKIGTPOUEVO ) oTd Bpdyla og Ppiokm

W' GAAOVG TOAAOVG TTOPED OO TO YEVOG GOV.
Mol amolapfdavovpe Tov KOUOTOS TOV YO0
OTMG 6TV TETPA OKUEL,

Kol To TOdAKLo TOV YEAMVTOG TAATeoVpilouv.

Mot kpopopaote, kKabévag mico
a7’ TN 1K1 TOL OPUUTOCLA.
Kapopuraktodpe ota pnyd.
Eo¥ tov aotepia pofdoat ki eyd
TO, TEPTOGTEPLOL.




THE LEAF

It fell heavy on my head

as I was reading.

A gentle breeze was blowing

and as [ was opening up, elated,

it gave me a fright.

Was it a hurt sparrow?

An omen from the heavens?

No. It was a leaf; huge,

a deep yellow.

I noticed its veins, they’d just dried up;
its shape, like a crown

- with three peaks;

the tip, still moist,

of the stalk.

When afternoon came it started to close up,
to lose its flexibility.

Its harmonious edges crumpled.

My first autumn

came

in just one day.

THE SEA URCHIN

Sea sun,

the spikes stand guard

over your dark core.

You belong to the phylum of echinoids,

to the phylum of echinoderms,

to the sub-phylum of eleutherozoa.

With your store of eggs you rise with the full moon
and die without ever growing old.

I swim close to shore,

because waters’ depths scare me.

I spy you clamped to the seaweed or on rocks,
with a host of others of your genus.

Together we enjoy the sound of the wave

as it breaks on the stone

and the children splashing and laughing.

We hide together, each behind

his own defenses.

We wait it out in the shallows.

You fear the starfish, I

the falling stars.

CONTEMPORARY POETRY

Translated into English by the poets
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JOHN MANNONE - USA

CONTEMPORARY POETRY

THE LIGHTHOUSE

In my dream, a lighthouse spirals

into darkness, its light piercing every

corner of heaven in search for the ship

of stars—beacons themselves—the light
of angels.

When surf’s brisk spray awakens me,

I rub my eyes full of salt. Beach breeze

no longer warm and a thick blanket

of silica full of sand fleas and bits of shell
bite into my side.

Strands of seaweed entwine my fingers.
For a moment, I’m clasping tight your
hair, silken, starlit, before it begins to slip
out of my hands, and you’re gone

into the darkened sea.

SLAPPING

Sun-pearled water slaps the docked boat // tired oars slip into the green, pull the twenty-
seven-foot vessel, splintered with age, a mere one-hundred yards offshore // the cedar-
planked boat slaps the waves as it trawls for fish

Nets slap the side of the fishing boat as they’re lowered into the sea // the fish, after being
caught, slap into themselves within the bulging nets // fishermen smack their lips, slap
each other’s hands because of the bountiful haul of several species of five-pound tilapia

The flat-bottomed dragger slips into its slip back at port with the catch // glittering fish slip
and flop ino a trough, slapping its wooden slats // the merchant slaps money on the gnarly
table for the captain // who finds his good friend walking on the water’s ebb down the
beach // he slaps him on the back while hugging him // thanking him for the miraculous
fishing tip
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AT THE FOOT WASHING

he looked at Him, the man
washing the feet of those
dirtied in the street’s dung.

he didn’t think he was dirty—
he wore soldier’s sandals.

he listened to Him speak

in much too soft a voice—
the things he heard before
about love, the value of true
friendship, the laying down
of life for a friend. he hung
on every word, waiting for
the rise in tenor of His voice,
details of the final plans of
reprisal, tactics to thwart
the enemy.

but he heard no such words.
as he left, he glanced back
and hoped to see the wolf
in His eyes, but only those
of a Lamb looked back.

he couldn’t see the ram’s horns

growing out of His piercing

words, but if he just had waited

three more days, he would’ve
heard it.
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CONTEMPORARY POETRY

UPON GAZING AT A CRYSTAL SPHERE HOLDING A BLOWBALL

Marvel at the perfect symmetry of gossamer
seeds of a dandelion weed. The intricacies

of design, the way the single-seeded fruits

hinge to the fine hair-like pappuses cunningly
arranged in vortex rings—rotary wings ready

to helicopter the achenes to colonize willing soils
many miles away when the ciliated stems finally
let them go.

Perhaps extend the awe of their morphology.
Imagine fractals down to molecules and atomic
orbitals blooming with their own symmetry—
their yellow suns exploding all over the cosmos
of your backyard.

But in this world, seeds of chaos, imbalance,

inequality, prejudice contribute to asymmetry
growing in our hearts, with hope stripped off
the stem, left wisping in the wind.
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LI SHAOJUN - CHINA CONTEMPORARY POETRY
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WESTERN HILLS, THERE AND NOT THERE

Winter always comes on time, frosting our clothes.
Skeletal trees delineate the mountain with a stately profile.
All are indolent, no one and nothing expects anything.

So am I, staying in every day,

sipping tea reading poetry, no fancy diversions.

A few sparrows hop on the leafless twigs outside the windows,
as for me, [ am ever content with the way things are;

not jittered at all if forgotten by the world.

Once in a while, I do hide a small secret,

for example, my choice existence is the Western Hill,

that serene, zen-like hermit in Beijing’s Winter,

patiently waiting for every friend to visit

and leave with the satisfaction of having braved the elements to come.

Translator’s note: Western Hill or Xishan (P 1]) is a mountain range
to the west of Beijing.
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IT IS SPRING, I WANT TO SET MYSELF FREE

The swallows flew by, opening the rain’s veil for Spring to come.
The old ox plows the field, cold mist trailing.

Willow tentatively put out new catkins.
Mallards stay in the water to savor the warmth.

The spring breeze is diluting the chill, bit by bit.
Time feels light, but one still weighs heavy thoughts.

I have tried to hold back for a long time,
it is spring now, and [ want to set myself free . . .

LSMJ?TQTJ%)TL:D 46‘\3}5\45!

fﬁ\.ﬁ\@ﬂ#\ub«}bﬂﬁj\.ﬁa-yw\uﬁwxja
.AJL;QL@&LBOA}&J&\OJ;HJ@Q\J}Q\

Cﬁ)‘)u"ys'&»f"‘jdw‘f“:’Cﬂ
L4l et ;u\ég.la...l\dﬁﬁ

et 5l e s i

O ny s b kel Y
o s 5l OV T BTy 1 )

4



KJETEIE D

TEAZ), FWrBad —A~E 4t R 5 :

BT A I A — R
AT Z RS 2 —HE

WZRR— AR
Tl A SRR
MR B —FLRTEE R B R  BF 4
I A= /7, #irE RIS S

kBRI H R R ER R, AR

IR, AL JEFE3E LROY

RIS F T AL A B M . P
FF B A AR A SR /N
WL SR R N 2 A Al
BEIFAELK, LB
PHATAT . IR T

Rh=E A Lty g R AR Busill
XA, XL ) 3 AT
W —HEH

42

CONTEMPORARY POETRY

L 4 S

’d)%(q.’u\ub\zswafubw 4.3)};)&&
LU‘\MJ)O&AJE(}&\.«;—\@D&‘

cilze O by (> ) oS
W&Mwu\ﬁiw‘wbﬁ’@f
Y

4&3\}\&34\.&)\.&)\} B 3B e
stw)sdﬁbfbd&\wgl&dm}ﬂ&-ﬂ
M\w\j

S, pnts La, Ul (3 baaly e JS 2 )

ébjg_vw&d)ﬁ\gﬁs J“U‘dﬁfuwjd
J.H\J.uwv\.i\ou\w

‘wul}é&‘jv\.d Lg.,_.J\unu\J\.}aquub

5 pl) o il il b el e 2y all
:Btﬂ\wb‘;ﬂj)m

el (a5 ad) ¢ oY ALY ) Aoy L'

L;LcLMJ\MLgJSJJL:-H:J\:-d)JLHL@y

et T 5201 LI s ¢ sl 01 Vs
L J G5l Lads



CONTEMPORARY POETRY

BY THE NIYANG RIVER

In New York, I once heard a worldly traveler say:
life is the same everywhere you go,
just like love is love wherever you go.

But Linzhi is simply a different kind of place.

Its snow mountains often glow miraculously,

a lagoon in the forest, fields of flowers deep in the valley,
floating clouds with rainbows and sun rays trailing,
leaving witnesses in awe and feeling blessed.

Late at night, I strolled down the Niyang Riverbank,
hearing rushing water after the rain.

Two young Tibetan teens, seeming in love, the boy
tippy-toed to raise an umbrella for the girl under the tree.
Seeing me, the girl whispered:

“We don’t need the umbrella now, the rain has stopped.”

Her voice, so familiar, brought back a memory from 40 years ago.

The dark night, the turbulence below the rapid
both felt familiar, too.
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I AM LOSING CONTROL OF MY HOMESICKNESS

I have great tools to brush off my homesickness,
such as thick frost, such as floating clouds,

such as cold wind, such as twilight.

Once cleaned up by these items,

my homesickness turns to a bright mood again.

I have condiments to flavour my nostalgia,
such as vanilla, such as raspberry,

such as strong tea, such as spirits.

With their balancing power,

my homesickness turns somber.

My homesickness is taking control of its own life.

It’s becoming thicker and bigger,

like a body organ, growing into a giant.
I have no way of controlling it.

Ah ouch, it’s going to abandon me.

It’s going to fly to somewhere far away...
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MIDDLE-AGED SINGLE MALE

On rainy nights, he likes to watch horror films,
and manufacture few risk-free thrills.

His pitiful appetite
can swell into a scary monster,
or shrink into a tiny pinhead.

He sees marriage as a historic unresolved issue,
best to be dealt with by cold treatment.
He regards love as a practical need,

but has never left the stage of fantasy.
Translated by Meifu Wang and Michael Soper
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AHMET YALCINKAYA - TURKEY CONTEMPORARY POETRY
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REPROOF OF THE MIRROR

you stand against me when flashes into your mind

as if you would get good tidings from far away

in advance hopes and in cage of expectations,

there is no need in fact for this much excitement, haste
what goes around comes around, here is the bare truth
fusty time is an objective judge on your face,

I will be a thin pain inside you perhaps

don’t be angry when you see the lines on your forehead

don’t you wonder at all what I ever think

my being a friend or an enemy has a reason

I am a mishandled slave but nobody knows,

and I see your gap when we catch each other’s eye
I am also a mortal my soul wanders all the climes
actually I just swallow my failure,

I fall apart whenever I have a heartbreak
Translated into English by A. Edip Yazar
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YANGIN

Per¢cemine diisen bir damla olsam
Yiiziine iirkek¢e konan goz izi
Sir giilleri agsa kokunla dolsam
Riiyami 6rtmeden zaman denizi

O vakit gokleri sarsa stirurum
Biraz insaf etse sinemdeki kor
Kanadim tutusmus bak ne diyorum
Artik riizgarlara yol gdstermem zor

Simdi bir tutkunun orta yerinde
Tuhaf 6zleminle sagmis endazem
Gozlerinin titrek harelerinde

Bir ¢izgi olsam da dagilsa gizem

FIRE
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If I were a drop that fell into your bang

An eye trace landing timidly on your face

If roses of secret bloom, I be filled with your scent
Just before the time-sea covers up my dream

If then my delight would environ the skies
Cinder in my bosom would take pity a bit
My wing got ignited listen what I say

For me it’s hard now to guide all the winds

At once in the middle of a big passion
My measure went astray with your strange longing
In the shaky flickers of your pretty eyes
Would I be a thin line, so splinters the secret
Translated into English by A. Edip Yazar
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DOKUNUS

Bakigin 6zlemim diisiin hayalim
Gl yapraklarinda oksarim seni
Glindiiz giinesimsen gece hilalim

Tuvale naksolmus bir peri gibi
Resmine baktikga tutarsin beni
Ey suyun sahibi, rengin sahibi

Elinde bir yumak olsam sadece
Yuvarlanip tutsam giizel golgeni
Nurun ne ylicedir gonliin ne yiice

Iste bu yiizdendir giile benzemen
Bu yiizden dokunma, yakma koleni
Riiyamda bir sade kap1 a¢ hemen

Gl yapraklarinda oksarim seni
Ne dokunur ne dokunmazdir halim

CONTEMPORARY POETRY
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TOUCH

Your glance is my longing, your dream my daydream
I caress you gently on the rose petals
You are my sun in daytime at night my crescent

Like a fairy engraved on the bright canvas
You grab me when I look at your picture
Oh lord of the water, lord of the colour

I wish I could be just a ball in your hands
I wish rolling I could catch your nice shadow
How high is your glory how high your great heart

This is why you so much resemble the rose
Do not touch me therefore, do not burn your slave
Open a simple door at once in my dream

I caress you gently on the rose petals
Neither touching nor keeping off is my state

Translated into English by the author
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A Glimpse of Art

Artist: Alois Arnegger (1879 - 1967)
Artist Info: Austria

Style: Romantic Landscape
Medium: Oil colour

Classification: Painting
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