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About Nadwah

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

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

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

Editorial Board:
Nadwah welcomes more poets/translators to join the editorial board.

Chief Editor: Sayed Gouda

dr.sayedgouda@gmail.com

French and Spanish editor: khédija Gadhoum
hadiralma@gmail.com

jhaveri.dileep@gmail.com
benax76
makistarfield@gmail.com
oh.sunyoung@gmail.com

hatifjanabi

Greek section editor: Sarra Thilykou
Indian section editor: Dileep Jhaveri

Italian section editor: Luca Benassi
mail.com
Japanese section editor: Maki Starfield

Korean section editor: Lena Oh

Polish section editor: Hatif Janabi
mail.com
Russian section editor: Alexey Filimonov

afilimonov22@gmail.com

Slovenian section editor: Marjan Strojan

marjan.strojan@gmail.com

mkassifi@gmail.com

* A special thanks to Dr khédija Gadhoum, editor of French and
Spanish sections for her great contributions to this issue.

Art consultants: Mamdouh Kassifi

The poets and language are arranged alphabetically. {7z A XIES
PR HES

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

The front and the back covers and the magazine layout are
designed by Dr Sayed Gouda.

All the poems translated from and into Arabic, Chinese and
English, unless the name of the translator is mentioned, are done
by Dr Sayed Gouda.

Translations in this issue were produced through human-curated
Al drafting, followed by substantial creative editing,
proofreading, and literary post-editing by human translators.
Copyright in the translation is claimed to the extent of the
original human authorship, selection, and editorial choices.

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 is 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,
1.e. accentuated or syllabic
poems. Nevertheless, the
content is equally
important in order to give
form a meaningful
substance. Prose poems of
outstanding value will also
be considered for
publication.

Language: Inappropriate
language or content will
not be considered for
publication.

Footnotes: No footnotes
except for occasional and
necessary annotations.
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EDITOR’S FOREWORD

his edition of our magazine is
T launched at a singular moment in

human culture. We find ourselves
living in the era of artificial intelligence—a
time when machines write code, compose
music, generate art, and, increasingly,
render foreign text into native verse with
astonishing speed.

In this issue, we chose to actively live
out this era rather than ignore it. We
experimented with using Al to produce
initial translations, which were then
thoroughly compared to the original text,
proofread, refined, and edited to add those
essential final touches. It has brought us to
uncharted territory —raising complex, open
questions about whether we can even claim
copyright for translations generated in such
a collaborative way.

Yet, this process reinforced what makes
translation truly vital. Machine translation
operates on probability and pattern
recognition, calculating the most
statistically likely equivalent for a word or
phrase. But poetry does not live in
statistical averages; it thrives in nuance,
ambiguity, breath, and silence. A machine
can match a rhyme scheme, but it cannot
feel the quiet ache that birthed a line, nor
can it understand the weight of a cultural
memory.

By keeping humans firmly in control of
the translation process, we ensured that the
final texts retained their life, sensitivity, and
soul. Human translation remains an act of
deep listening—a sacred, creative
conversation where the editor lingers over
the friction between two cultures, finding
beauty where direct algorithmic conversion
fails.

The works collected in these pages
celebrate that delicate balance. As you read
through these translated verses, we invite
you to reflect on this evolving landscape —
proving that while AI may process
language, only human hands can give a
translated poem its true pulse and heart.
Sayed Gouda
Prof. of Com. Lit. and Translation
Jilin International Studies University
4 August 2026
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GUEST OF HONOUR

FED BY THE BEAUTY

The dinner party of more than 20
people on the long
table has faded into black and
white memory
I still remember the beauty had
the colour of being full and
round, and overly sweet
The laid-out delicious food
arouses for one night
The desire to eat full and fly
away. Keeping one’s countenance
is
The Taoist Philosophy of ruling
by hand

Like to me is do-nothing . I let

myself be fed by the beauty

Yunlin beef, the first mouthful,

reminding me of the Jianan Plain

The rice over the pool, the second
mouthful, reminding me of the
East Coast and Dulan
Mountain

Tainan potatoes, the third
mouthful, reminding me of the
Lin Department Store and
southern night

Only the melancholy of Song Ci

remains after consumption

Rarely I write a melancholy
mood

That’s strange, because I’ve been
used to the king-like solitude
Also with good wine and good
food, and thousands of miles land
outside the window

But my kingdom has only fifty
ping of constitutions included in
seventeen poetry books

After the restoration of the
country, my concubine does not
return from the exile

Translated by Cheng Jiahuif2 5% 2%




XIU SHIFEE - HONG KONG/CHINA
el | £ Zah - e gt

3
WEATHFRA P A - e B R AR -

TRATHTARBA

BUEAR > JEOR B CAE A
B o OTHE KA S A AR 2T
B 7 SCF AR A Al > — DI AT
—YIRIEERRE > fs] S

B

T BRI LR - S R A K
JE SR PR B R SL A PRI SR

ZEME T W 2 1R 1) 95 R4 B ik
5K HEAE A rp AL T IR

T B 2 PSR T RN TR
ST ORI — Sk A 30 SR AL E 5 0 ) 28 R L
BRI RS o A S PR A 5

— AR R BRI S

U goxio 48,8 — QMM‘@LMWQA?G\I;?M&AI

A.S.w Nﬁy)’\ ol Lg L9)‘..(‘- ul.p)“ Ogl! cé.)l.@ oYl u}m
_)S.«Jb ana.oJ‘ ooyl 48y &9) 9o RV J_y.,J\
J\ dgx gst L}is ‘;LA)Jwa &0 L$“” NN Sy L)‘“"d |
d"*’U‘ e CLMAH R ct.a.usLS.)LA_) c.b |

Yl gl pdlgig el dSaw duxb |
4wb”ﬂ6@u;hwuu@%bé&Mﬁhﬂ%ﬂN&&w¢b§I
M%Mummdmm&www&ﬂwa§&

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

|

: umSw‘ cu')l>‘ d @).c.\ ‘LS"‘}‘ |
|

|

|

I 48,80 l.m)}b.,.uwdﬂl.mjdl L;\.]aﬁj 4.144.16.1\ dwuﬂ-’“

I 881 7yl zolil) JaBlud Jol iy O99all_ull |

| Wﬁjudsul;o)bbcg)g|
|

|

GUEST OF HONOUR

GREY

Who’s salvaged my body,
who’s seen my poetry
collection.

---- band of a travel group

Now gray, the original color
has been stranded on the
other impassable

Shore. When the seasons of
super-coated years in flower
paper is opened

Except words like the
lingering warmth of ashes,
everything belongs to

A vast gray snow, from dawn
to dusk

Indulging for hiding grows
like works

Devil-fish wings, and
humpback-whale fountains
Shuttling between the
painted skin of Sumei fish at
Hadi Reef

and my calcified bones
buried buried in coral forever

The air conditioners in the

town library desolate my

poetry collections

Confining my favorite and an

orange cat in complicated

strokes

The buried secret waits for

the fading of the snow

outside the window still

An interpreted soul will

revive me

Translated by Cheng Jiahuifg 5%
ik
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TURQUOISE EARRINGS

Can't describe what kind of green it is
Words and thoughts always lacking
In the face of absolute softness and love

In pairs, unseen by each other
Yet through eardrum to cochlea, hearing
The same gasp

Liking it hanging in your earlobe
Smiling like the last leaf
Falling into the ripples of my thoughts

If it can dispel and ward off evil spirits
On the path to the claustrophobic door
I would be the last

Tonight, I don’t care if the sky can be mended
I only care whether you will
Unsling the turquoise earrings for me

Translated by Wang Shanshan it i3
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GUEST OF HONOUR

TO MY CAT

Prior to winter solstice, she bade
farewell to me in a ritual of death
Brooding over the good old days we had,
my heart aches inconceivably

I recall the last thirty minutes of her
journey: slowly she crawled into the
room

From the balcony. Already she was too
weak to leap onto the sofa

She then rested on the soft floor pad,
leaning on her side

She tilted her head and gave me a feeble
glance, her eyes dull

I ran my hand up and down her forehead
between the ears

When she gently closed her eyes, falling
into a deep sleep

And so she sleeps, leaving her claw
marks on the dim partition walls

The wind subsides, still her calls
reverberate like wind chimes

Her only magnum opus posthumously

Moral: ethics and social norms condemn
one to a life of solitude, and that’s wrong
When necessary, seek pleasure under the
cover of darkness

(Translated by Yanwing LeungZ2fik 2 1%
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CAEERAK T » TR E T EE Already late autumn, silvergrass blooms in the
— R WA AR R B mountains : .

© g i . Fluttering rhythmically in unison
EHE B A i 2 I look up to the horizon curious to see where
BASHPERE TR they end

My thoughts in tow to the foot of the sky
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Such a deep blue so few and far in between
Such breadth of love a rarity as well

At the moment I much prefer a late-autumn
cricket to

An echelon of home-coming geese gliding
across the sky

I focus my lens on a single stem of silvergrass
It sways inside a small viewfinder

You can take pictures of silvergrass, but not of
autumn itself, nor the sound

Of wind sweeping through a field of silvergrass

Photographed silvergrass is no longer silvergrass
I witness its alluring pose, its gentleness

In this season that slowly settles back to calm

It awaits a chance to explode

Translated by Yanwing Leung 22 Jik 5% i3
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JADE PENDANT

Hanging quietly, only you
Hearing him saying: Still in love

Dangling is life’s posture
Tempting you to pick it up

The crushing and ravaging of green
Is not hurting, but the process of maturing and
shining

Not believing in the enchanting goddess in the legend
Believing in the warm and moist flesh

Translated by Wang Shanshan FHt i
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S5 B R E A H A The deceased cannot see today's world

N o, | Nor can I see all the unforeseen events
BB AB G R IR and possibilities to come. Fireworks were fleeting against

518 - WA 2 N The boundless night sky; the long autumn clouds,
AT > BRIk against the urgent chirping of cicadas.
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Heavy rain fell on the entire mountainous
Island. The space outside the study

Was gray and hazy, hiding

Countless colors and sounds

unrelated to me.

My Genesis began here.

The first day, windows and doors were closed.

The second day, lamps were lit, and the chimney was
opened.

The third day, [ watched my body

grow in the mirror after bathing.

I was exhausted and slept soundly on the fourth day,
Missing the entire flowering season.

The fifth day, with my verses,

I created an eternal paradise.

The sixth day, dreams appeared like a cocoon.

I did not rest on the seventh day, venturing into evil;

I responded to worldly affairs with hypocrisy and feigned
madness;

I traversed slums and commercial districts to

search for true virtue,

which becomes a kind of faith.

Translated by Dr. Chan Jing Qi [y &7i%
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GUEST OF HONOUR

MEET A SIKA DEER IN
ZHONGPU

I met a sika deer, a lovely sika
deer

sitting quietly under the tree.
In the rain occasionally a few
small banyan leaves fell on it
Its sight is constant and
steady and it scanning
occasionally

the 4.5-meter-high wooden
fence. While I'm holding an
umbrella

and walking outside the
fence, it's still so unhurried

I understood its eyesight and
entered its thoughts

Sika deers on Envy Island can
chase all over the mountains
The feed on time is not as
good as the grass all over the
field, the leopard wolf
attacking

But there is also simple
mutual aid and loving not for
reproduction

It's hiding on the hills of this
remote town, and I passed it
while roaming

In dream, I led him out of the
fence and let him find the
nature of joy

look at its reflection in a clear
water and

gradually reveal its original
nobility. As I stroked its chin
and shoulders, it would
nuzzle close; its soft, plaintive
bleating—Ilike the subsiding
of wind and rain—eventually
faded into utter silence and
darkness, yet we remained
locked in each other's
embrace.

Translated by Zhou Dao Mo J# i&
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GUEST OF HONOUR

THE MARRIAGE OF FLOWERS IN
THE MIRROR

Changing into a different language, with the
loyal color

The virtual mirror scene, standing behind

Becomes the last being at the end of the

play

Gives you temperature and clear water
without fish

And lets the softness of the world surround
you

I can tell the shape of everything

When sitting still, in this eternal afternoon

Outside is a narrow nameless alley

If your arms fall apart, it must be that you

Are going out of the mirror, and all still life
becomes a painting

Shadows allow space to form, negating

monosyllabic words

The long sentences and the short late nights

belong to you

Translated by Wu Weixiong 524 it i3
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MISSING JIE AGAIN

Jie has always existed in my thoughts
My missing is like a net in the deep sea
with huge holes

The tide rises and recedes

Jie grows bigger and bigger in my thoughts
But she couldn’t escape after all

She has been living in it ever since

The net is drifting in the sea

Seagulls and seasons are surging on the
waves

During the days of sailing, Jie has become
my only weight.

I want to sail home, say goodbye to the
wandering sea,

and return to the mountains

When I pick up the net, Jie is still soft and
unchanging.

The sound of rain in the mountains is often
heard at night,

telling me about the days of the ocean

Translated by Oliver Chen [ ki3
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XiushiZ5 &, President of Hong Kong Poetry
Association. His poem collections are Jieshi
School and Lonely as a Cat, commentary
collections are Debate for Poetry and Drawing
Dragons for Deer etc. And compiled Yoyo Lu
Ming - My 108 Friends' Excellent Poetry
Dictionary, Selected Versions of Poetry Wind
over Songtao and Mailang --- Selection of
Love Poems in Taiwan and Hong Kong etc.
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ERDHA DHE PASHE

Kam paré shumé vende, por asnjé
si Irani, g€ ma shtroi zemrén e tij
pér té pushuar; njé vend ku mund
té humbas ndjesiné e kohés dhe
vetvetes.

Kam takuar shumé njeréz, por asnjé si
iranianét, t& cilét hapén portat talismanike té
zemrave té tyre, ndérsa uné€ kéndoja Emrat
Hyjnoré t€ Dashuris€ dhe dehesha nga 1éngu
€mbél-tharté i shegéve, g€ ma ofronte dora e
Sakisé, 1 cili befas u zhduk.

Kam lexuar shumé libra, por asnjé si ai qé
shkroi Hafizi im, e as ndonjé t€ ngjashém me
Attarin apo Saadiun. Sepse, né té vértetg,
Saadiu mé tha né njé €ndeérr:

"Bijt€ e Ademit jan€ gjymtyré€ t€ njéri-tjetrit,
té krijuar prej sé njé€jtés esence.

Kur fatkeqésia e kohés godet njé gjymtyré,
gjymtyrét e tjera nuk mund t€ mbeten t€ geta.
Nése nuk ndien dhembshuri pér vuajtjet e té
tjeréve,

nuk je i denjé t€ quhesh njeri."

ALBANIAN POETRY

i‘ I CAME AND I SAW
‘\

I’ve seen so many countries but none
like Iran that laid its heart so I can rest,
in which I can lose the perception of
time and the self.

I’ve seen so many people but none like
the Iranians who opened the talismanic
gates of their hearts while I chanted
the divine names of Love and got
drunk from the sour-sweet juice of
pomegranates by the hands of the Saki
who all of a sudden disappeared.

I’ve read so many books but none like
the one my Hafez wrote nor any
similar to Attar or Saadi. For verily,
Saadi told me in a dream that:

“The sons of Adam are limbs of each
other, Having been created of one
essence. When the calamity of time
afflicts one limb, The other limbs
cannot remain at rest. If thou hast no
sympathy for the troubles of others,
Thou art unworthy to be called by the
name of a man".

Translated by Edward Rehatsek
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KUMAKET NE OBORRIN E
LOKES

Kur té arrijé barka e jetés
lundro pa mallimin pér rehatiné
e tokés qé e 1é pas".

kur zgjohesh nga kllapia e jetés
e sheh botén me syrin e kujtesés

...edhe plagét e fémijérisé€ i kujton se
si

t'i shéronte lokja gérrithat e bérrylave
me lulet e kumakut né vaj ulliri e
mjalté

valuar dhe aroma e luleve
pérhapej-shpalose;j si top méndafshi
té t€ péshtjellé me ftohtési té lehté
getésuese.

...edhe rrénjé rrike shtypte né€ avan
me pekmez rrushi pérzier kur kolli
na i ndante mushkérité e njoma.

...edhe shpresés i rrija ballé
sy mé sy u shikuam

né€ kodrén e jetés

ku fryente eré e lehté

qé shpérndante lutjet

e t¢ devotshméve té cilét

té pérulur pér botén/ smerald
né€ kurorén e amshimit tim
rrin€ né pérheréshméri dhe
njé dit€ mé shumé.

|
| sail on without longing

ALBANIAN POETRY

' MARIGOLDS IN MOTHER’S
| COURTYARD

| "When the boat of life arrives,
| for the comfort of the land you leave behind."

when you awaken from the delirium of life
you see the world through the eye of memory

...and even the wounds of childhood you
remember, how

mother would heal the scrapes on your elbows
with marigold flowers in olive oil and honey,
boiled together, and the fragrance of the flowers
would spread—unfold like a ball of silk

to wrap you in a light, soothing coolness.

...and she would crush licorice root in the mortar,
mixed with grape molasses, when coughing
seemed to tear apart our tender lungs.

...and I stood face to face with hope,
we looked into each other’s eyes
on the hill of life
where a gentle wind was blowing,
scattering the prayers
of the devout who,
humbled before the emerald world,
in the crown of my eternity
remain forever, and
one day more.
Translated by Edward Rehatsek
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ALBANIAN POETRY

AROME MISKU DHE CAJI JESHIL |

|
|

dy duar dhe ato flatra t€ shumébojéshme fh
bota nuk t'i sheh. S't'i sheh as néna

e as gjaku mé i pastér i t€ dy fémijéve

aromén e miskut me ¢aj jeshil nuk
ta ndjejné teksa flatrat e bojéshme
férférijn€ né ajér porsi zukatje blete

- mbretérshé e cila ushqehet veg
me qumésht blete dhe nektar
as hapat s't'i ndjen askush

kéto g€ né€ korridoret e zemrés sime
jehojné sikur ti mban hallhalle
mbi zogun e kémbeés dhe shungullon

hapat e vdekjes s€ veshur me
armag futé€ té zi duke shpérndaré aromé
squfuri qé e ndjen veg i dergjuri

FRAGRANCE OF MUSK AND GREEN
TEA

Two hands and those many-colored wings,
the world does not see them,

neither does your mother,

nor the purest blood of your two children.

The fragrance of musk with green tea,
they do not sense it while your painted wings
flutter in the air like the buzzing of a bee.

—a queen who feeds only

on royal jelly and nectar.

No one even feels your steps,

these that in the corridors of my heart
echo as if you wear anklets

above your ankle, and they chime.

The footsteps of death dressed in

ultra-black brocade, spreading

a sulfur scent felt only by the bedridden.
Translated by Edward Rehatsek
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Fahredin Shehu is a poet, writer, and essayist
from Orahovac, Kosovo. He has participated
in several festivals and conferences. His poetry
has been translated into more than 30
languages and included in various anthologies
and international literary journals. He has
published 20 books of poetry, novels, essays,
and anthologies. He is the recipient of several
international poetry awards. He is the director
of the Balkan Literature Sector of the PEN
Center of Kosovo, and founder and member of

the South European Literary Association in
Sofia, Bulgaria.
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AOMA #11 - HONG KONG/CHINA CHINESE POETRY
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LUNG-PIERCING

Where clamour and collision meet,
The heart shatters with faint crackles,
The thawing wind pierces through this mortal shell.

Yes, the entire process
Unfolds precisely so—

Buoyancy loses its proof,
No sinking, no metaphor,
Countless versions of me

' Plunge into a deeper perspective—

In an inverted stance.
Translated by Dr Sayed Gouda
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Hong Kong, China.
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| ENDLESS WAVES OF RICE
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| Like a farmer,

CHINESE POETRY

A scientist,

Dedicated his entire life to the rice fields;
A scientist,

Like a brave knight,

Rose up to fight the ravenous monster of
hunger.

Yesterday,

He walked out into the fields,

Leaving behind an unfulfilled dream,
Never to return.

Two hundred and forty million *mu* of
seedlings, not yet mature,

Have become orphans who have lost their
father,

Singing a silent dirge together in the summer
breeze.

Rice crops in over eighty nations are preparing
to bear grain;

AT ATF RIS A

They will offer the harvest as a tribute

A Al o To their great creator.
Fﬁj(:n 1,%# MBI The land falls silent;
LN His achievements are etched upon the world.
DITERHY o Translated by the author
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BI JIANSHENG is a medical doctor and his
real name is Niu-Liming. He is from Jian city,
Jiangxi Province and currently resides in
Shenzhen city. He is a member of The Poetry
Institute of China.His work has been published

in many Chinese journals.
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CHINESE POETRY

YELLOW IRIS

Aboard the train of fleeting time,

You are a yellow iris in the season of
irises;

Upon this desolate plain of destiny,

I stand beside you as another iris—

Both of us, crowded travellers in the season of

That moment you bloomed amidst despair

Was a night of such exquisite beauty;

My withered inspiration, drifting from the
remote wilds of home,

Found its way to your face—

Passion, like a wisp of dark hair vanishing in a
stormy night.

Silent winds and moonlight cannot sweep past
me!
The clamour and rush of life cannot trouble
you!

Yellow iris, yellow iris, fleeting inspiration!

S SR R A 4R R EIR - ng my next cyc.le of awakening,
Still coincide with the dreamy tenderness of
your soul.
Translated by Dr Sayed Gouda
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Cao Xiwa, an art critic, poet, and internet phil
osopher, has published works such as Winning
on the Internet and Traveling with Celebrities.
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CHINESE POETRY

. UNTROUBLED HEART POST

| The world is like a pool of autumn water—
| Is it truly but a single pool?

Who is that other me in a distant universe —
One who never sleeps,
And leaves me unable to sleep as well?

If a tear were to fall into the ocean,
Drowning a Jingwei bird

Only to summon and give birth to another,
Better instead to grasp a coin in mid-air,

| Holding it silent in my palm, then letting it spin—

Playing a duplicate role was never my wish;

In the end, I find peace and acceptance,

Like casting aside the slingshot in the Diaoling
chestnut grove,

Thus drifting freely between heaven and earth—

untroubled by their oneness or entanglement.
Translated by Dr Sayed Gouda
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Zhao region, now residing in Beijing.
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THE MOON MOVES, I MOVE TOO

I’ve watched you since I was born

S 4 s
IR A 1 Until death
HHI5E O, you gate
s ImL ol O}II)ening and closing
T ey oaner
TG X I know you’ve waited
> A AR AR 2 A4 ountless billions of years
RAEIRLES A 4 Countless billions of
A RS T More ragments
THALE | Strike you
K HGATH FE M 1 Covered in bgllet scars
WA Ss(ﬁte r};tou are silent
iR Awaiting my answer to the riddle
ETM Translated by Dr Sayed Gouda
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Europa Sea, originally named Zhu Yanyu. He
occasionally writes poetry and currently reside

s in Beijing.
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There is a small river in my hometown

There is a house next to the river

There is a disabled girl in a family

A pair of slender hands touched the white
moonlight

Her legs are like freshly washed lotus roots |
That both monsters and beautiful men in the
world want to chew or gnaw

Like a dish of dreamy food or game before
your eyes

Also like the pure river in my hometown
There's always someone trying to get her
dirty

| Her voice is like dewdrops dripping into

lotus leaves

With a click, it came out of thin air and then
rose into the sky again.

sometimes crisp and neat

Not going into details

For the world is not worth a word

Sometimes I also show my teeth and claws
It's as if all the suffering faces in the world
are being acted out again

When she murmured to herself, the pure

| river

Poured out many clear verses
The river is innocent
It came only for compassion and nurturing
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iike 2; mother The disabledﬁ girl,

When there is no milk, it turns into a
palm-sized fish, or flies out to nourish a
chick.

Mother would always cut them in half
One part for morning, one part for dusk
The children have grown up

And the river can only flow in dreams
forever

Her legs are as clean as lotus roots
But she doesn’t have time for a deep love
relationship

In my hometown, there is a small river
that is neither dirty nor clean. And her
name is Yu Xiu, Hua.

Translated by Dr Sayed Gouda
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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 poet.
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. CATTLE AND HORSES

- - ) | The remains of large herbivores
i A

iiﬁﬁéj%ﬁ? et Abandoned in the wilderness of Africa

T IR SRR Like a severely damaged piano

1 — IR N EE Unable to sustain its original keys

T e -
HE LS R AT But listen_
. In the season when wind whispers through grass
H AR T They still strike up
XU B DA ) 2B The primordial lament
s | Of humans marching out of Africa

Irve S =]}

e %= ﬂ[r'fj T Translated by Dr Sayed Gouda
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Jia Chuan, originally named Wei Jiachuan, ho A2 (01945 Lz 9 Juod! dowaly) Olgdd WS Jose
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mber in the College of Humanities at Capital
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IGNITION POINT

The sky is on fire
Is the sky truly on fire?
The dawn and dusk clouds
Merely steal the face of flames
The sun burns
Only in its own place
The overflowing heat
Is not enough to set the entire sky ablaze
The sea is on fire
Is the sea truly on fire?
The ocean at night
Never lacks fishing lights or beacon towers
But the seawater
Stubbornly copies your tears
For you and me
The urgent task is to borrow
A universal ignition point—
For the snowy mountains,
For the soil and stones,
For the air and the vacuum
Only then can rebirth
In boundless flames
Become possible
Translated by Dr Sayed Gouda
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Jiang Hu Hai, member of the China Writers
Association, Vice President of the Greater Bay
Area Poetry Exchange in China.
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Through videos veiled in ;
drifting smoke of war,
Someone says, “This is peace | §
slain by gunpowder and @
borders— !
Steel and corpses are the
materials that build empires.”
Layer upon layer of mangled shadows, flesh and
blood, lie fallen
In terrified thickets of grass.
These ruins that extinguish the soul,
The cries shrouding the land, and still
More endless deaths, and the downfall of a
leader who lost the Way—
Disintegrating
The game of unification under heaven.

Translated by Dr Sayed Gouda

39d>dlg 39l dligs L§JJ\ ﬁ)l.w.l\ A" b dasd dﬁj::
" obygblnedl gre 3 I Bola)l (o iy all”
Badly ey p3 (pe dundSe Sl Alia O |
sl ) §
zo o S QLI
Lasly cdalaiadl Ss 2l s 4all |
ael w36 byiuwg 4 By Y Gl ©sal o sl |
ESas 1S |1
el g3 dal |

|
|
3951 Ol el )l 3 :
|
|

Bg> de - deiwall alll (yo Lgasmy3 !

Liu Hejun, President and Editor-in-Chief
of the "Poetry Weekly" journal, Vice Presi ordd) G gid durazr pudy CSU ¢ s Y|
dent of the Zhuhai Poetry Association. Ne
arly 2,000 of his poems have been publish Sdall e Juamg dedle g Uors dos¥l eolygaiall
ed in various literary publications at home el oy

and abroad, and he has won several
awards.
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AUTUMN COLOURS OF YANZHI MOUNTAIN

Autumn dreams are fleeting like mist;
September stretches out, vast and boundless.
The winds blow as the sun descends,

Snow weighs heavy beneath low-hanging clouds.

The vast Yanzhi Mountain towers in the west;

Gentle traces of snow linger amidst dappled sunlight and birdsong,
Almost completely shutting out the golden autumn—

Yet unable to block the receding figure

Of a nomadic people moving into the distance.

A breeze drifts across the white blades of grass,

Yet cannot sweep away the tender autumn vista.

The silent evening wind wraps, like silk, around the hazy smoke and sunset glow;
The colourful play of light and shadow in the west

Is gently shaken loose by white birds in inverted flight—

Like the soft shaking fall of evening snow.

In wisps and strands,
Autumn colours drape the mountainside;
Memories flicker in and out amidst the crisp sound of camel bells—
Flurried and forlorn.
Where are you,
At this very moment?
Translated by Dr Sayed Gouda

Shang Changjiang (1969). Native of dablie (1o (bolge 1969 ple Wy cibudd Fildd gl
Shandong Province. His works have been g'lwz'qldwsjljw\p;,&;y;u daboliay il
selected for wvarious literary and poetry BB QS dlayly § g . dymddly dusdl bzl
anthologies. Member of the Tai'an Writers o ww‘ S i) \,_H Y1 sl
Association; Deputy Secretary-General of the ’ < L) pldl aedl o
County Writers Association.
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 JOY OF REUNION

«

| Every day I come home and hold my baby,
| Seeing me,

His face instantly blossoms into a smile,
His little hands and feet dance with joy,
While his mouth chatters in gleeful babble.

The more I look at him,

The less he seems like one come to collect a debt.
He’s more like—

Someone specially sent to amuse me.

| But thinking again, that might not be quite right.
Judging by that expression— maybe, just maybe,
What he really means is:
‘Aha! Finally, I’ve caught you!’

Translated by Dr Sayed Gouda
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Tong Sheng, originally named Tong
Shengbo, of Manchu ethnicity, currently
residing in Dongguan, Guangdong. His lifelon
g greatest ideal is to compose a Tang poem, bu

t to this day, it remains unfulfilled.
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BORDER

Harvest?
Garlic chives, or missed sunflowers?
Wild grass, or stubborn big heads?

Prudence?

Fleeing maple leaves and newly
fallen snowflakes

The bile of youth and the bruises of
middle age

Lost?

Fanatical restlessness squanders into
anxiety

The useless cycle begins again and
again, and the terrible silence sinks
into darkness every day

Redemption?

The moment when you try your best
to answer no when the
insurmountable dizziness attacks you
Contentment after the storm

The light of day after prudence

Nothingness and existence, impulse

and fear, purity and fragility

The dream of black blood lingers in

The past autumn, the winter that has

not come yet

How to define their boundaries?
Translated by Dr Sayed Gouda
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| HESITATION

: Raindrops fall into the autumn waters,
| Onto the passing time.
| The celery lily keeps its door tightly shut.
The canna lily proudly stretches its deep green neck.
Large swaths of peace lilies
Retreat to the black trunks of the dense grove.
The orchids stand listlessly by the roadside.
Only the iris, once overlooking a bottomless abyss, blooms recklessly.
Autumn in the rain is full of metaphors.
I move cautiously toward the unknown,
Both fascinated and anxious.
Everything has entered autumn,
Including silence, complexity, and beauty.
But my steps still hesitate, afraid of losing summer.
Translated by Dr Sayed Gouda

Wang Fengjun T A%, female, pen name Lianshan, is a member of the Shenzhen Writers
Association. Her poems have been published in journals such as *Poetry Tide*, *Special
Economic Zone Literature*, *Young Writers*, *Bao'an Literature*, and *Lianhuashan*. She has
published a personal monograph, *China Breaks Down the Invisible Wall*, with Professor Li
Yining, my country's leading economist, serving as advisor and Liu Wei, president of Renmin
University of China, as chief editor. The book is held in the collections of major libraries.
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| THE DAILY AFFAIRS OF LOVE

| over,

| In every sentence of yours, there is a

CHINESE POETRY

At that very moment, your hand reached

passing through the hollow in my heart.
At that very moment, we strangled the
past with our own hands.

Tell me, what veiled the heavens?

Was it the ripples in your gaze, stirring a
hundred thousand arrows in an instant?
Was it your wordless smile, splashing
tons of serene light? ‘

version of me—but that is not me.

In every chapter of mine, there is
nothing but you—but that is not you.
How much love exists only equals the
common stories we have laid down.

I know your love always begins with
regret.
You demand a lifetime of intensity, to
match the strokes of your practiced
hand,
Thus often missing the days I stood
alone, frail and thin.

Translated by Dr Sayed Gouda
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Yuan Jun, styled Bu'er, known as Kong Shui
Xu Zhou. A creative poetry enthusiast who
dwells incognito among mortals, ageless and
unknown to the world.
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(533 | WAITING TO CROSS .ﬁ
|
WML K BRI B E S HEH | Walk from the river’s 11mp1d‘-- fj G\)
. . ’ . gaze into yesterday - ,‘.'"
A& XA > WA AL While sails are full moons, and g -
m%ﬁﬁ%mi Bt 1wt for the wight fery to <l B
YRR B ut I wait for the night ferry to 4
depart into the wind

Paper flowers still remember folded handwriting

B, RAJLEEE

A b e - A 5 When the clear song turns back, how many times
IOV ) s ' has my love thrown the shuttle
Edﬁ[ﬂ%%ﬁj%_t‘éﬁ% Iﬁ‘l‘ | Even gifts are a farewell to homeland

fAEIFA T SERS T i He pours a hurried question into this cup

He is in the drifting wood, filling Jingwei’s sea
Translated by Dr Sayed Gouda
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Zhu mengzi, also known as Ma Ji'an. Born ple Wy .0kad Lo @ul Uil Ggyme c(Giamimn g
in 1989, currently lives in Yangzhou. gzl § Wl iaag 1989
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ZONG DEHONG Z2ffig: u:jHINA CHINESE POETRY

NEET PN S " LIKE AN OLD FRIEND RETURNING

In a tea house, we sit by the window,
Reunited after long parting, with much to
catch up.

FE— AR > FRAI T i AR
AN EE - TR E AR %

AR B2 EEL 50 HE LT O Our eyes emit a gentle glow,

N v ps Tears well up, vast as a river's flow.

K QI{E}#M The wind howls,

K Wl Z S5 Then whispers low,

NIRREEE » Hil B apEy what rustles by our ears?

N In retrospect
J.—FH >

S It's merely life's ebb and flow.

TLIE N ETE Those who leave and return, their passion

HAE ~ RO > DR fomains,

NN / | Having forgiven the world's

Jﬁw\?ﬁ M5 EAY Some mistakes.

— Bt A The winter night is long, in dreams there

RIREK > BEME ~ B -~ BEYE are ropes, screams, and curls,

R AR With mountains, thunder, and lamplight
VNS =54 N ) I 4 4

Gk o= EE‘ }:Tk that twirls.

ABHRTEFRA DR Do not focus solely on my silent guise,

WA GRS E There are wounds that still need a tender touch.

e b Vg e ekt The past grows clearer, sharp and near,

E$é{$ﬁ {ﬁ BT)E Old affections refuse to fade or disappear.

F 1R DL IR T Translated by Dr Sayed Gouda
r—--=-=-=-=°-.7 T T T
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Zong Dehong, a senior media professional wh & lslas ol el HLS usT (migsa ga)

o has been working with Beijing Youth Daily s Ol J519 dke dre gl (4SO Ol Ao

ince the early 1990s.
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PODNAR. ELIS - CANADA

FRENCH POETRY

moments. She published 19 on-line poetry collections in French and

IS — Lo g el

CARTE LUNAIRE MOON MAP : JA.EJ‘ a.h:)_,b" :
je ne sais plus I no longer know : Byl el o :
comment retrouver how to find I s I
161? mf’tz doiat the words : LKl :

glisses des doigts slipped from the fingers Lol rve sl 2l
de la nuit of the night : Ewloe fj‘ :
a l’est de la lune east of the moon I o I
un soupgon a hint | ol (3 ) |
d’encre bleue of blue ink I o I
au dessus de above I &> oo !
la Mer des Nuées the Sea of Clouds : b :
(Mare Nubium) (Mare Nubium) : S
1gou‘§te légere a light, luminous drop : b gg s §ylad :

umineuse that carries the weight a5 Hass
qui porte le poids of an entire I Ciolgall Lo :
d’un entier . Ocean of Storms : St :
Océan des Tempétes I >
| |

A SUN FESTIVAL s
FETE DU SOLEIL I el Olryga |
le pri spring at its peak : s e :
le printemps hangs its wings 495 & gy |
ason c}?mble q on the flowering branches : Wi (5lad |
accroche ses ailes . o ek

) of the cherry tree, 8y230dl Olatyl e
sur les branches fleuries : I e ey
du cerisier (sun festival) [ DA 8mad

" > fan in the white-green (owoedl Ol yg0)
(féte du soleil) of light I s I
éventail dans I “1"“”5 =9
le vert blanc ) [ 29l oo 5o |
de la lumiére [ vadly a3l
pink moon, in exile : :
} on the black branches | - |

_ be the color of the waters o i
lune rose, en exile (silk thread lantern) I slare (3 «Sy9 303 |
sur les branches noires in the sky of fish I s13gudl OLasdl e !
sois couleur des eaux petal I olall ) iSO I
gampllon. dle dﬁl en §01e) on the blue river : (s>l bguse Gegild) :

ans I€ cicl des poissons Translated by the author Sl slowo 3
pétale I i I
sur la riviére bleue I L i
| GV el e |
Photographer and poet, Elis Podnar was born in Romania in 1973. |- Ll Ll e lgazy3 |
Since 2002 she has lived in Toronto, Canada. Her poems are short | B39 s |
| |

English.
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CASTANO. YOLANDA - SPAIN
Lla) — oolalS 1Y

GALICIAN / SPANISH POETRY

A CASA DOS MEUS PAIS

Non defenderei a casa dos meus pais.
Nin contra os lobos nin a seca nin a
usura.

Porque nacin no ensanche dunha )' ‘
cidade arroiada PO PN SR B
e tivo que venderse e non era sua, ao final.

Xamais tiven gando nin hortos nin pifieiros,

toda a terra que posuo esta nun testo de plastico.
Terei que render xuros e préstamos e cotas

pero non defenderei a casa dos meus pais.

Abalara a mercé dos especuladores,

xaceran nove estudantes onde un dia fomos cinco.
Purgareime da ancoraxe dunha idea de clan

e das torgas do sangue e poder da pertenza

e non defenderei a casa dos meus pais,

escoltarei o seu rastro onde estean de alugueiro.

Se hai algunha relacion entre utero e familia
haberia que estampala contra ese muro de cemento.
Sucederanse os negocios cando eu xa non estea,
quitarannos o crédito, desafiuzarannos do aire,
mais a nosa memoria pairara nestas follas.

Moito do que fomos non se perdera

pero non defenderei a casa onde nacemos,

a mesma na que hoxe malvende os seus cimentos
un parking a un euro e setenta e cinco a hora.

37

LA CASA DE MIS PADRES

No defender¢ la casa de mis
padres.

Ni contra los lobos la sequia ni la
usura.

Porque naci en el ensanche de una
ciudad arroyada,

y al final ni era suya y hubo de
venderse.

Jamas tuve ganado, ni huertos ni
pinares,

toda la tierra que tengo estd en un
tiesto de plastico.

Tendré que pagar rentas y
préstamos y cuotas

pero no defenderé la casa de mis
padres.

Oscilara a merced de los
especuladores,

habra nueve estudiantes donde un
dia fuimos cinco.

Me purgaré del anclaje de una idea
de clan,

de las torgas de la sangre y poder
de la pertenencia

y no defenderé la casa de mis
padres,

escoltaré sus pisadas donde anden
arrendados.

Si hay alguna relacion entre ttero y
familia

habria que estamparla contra ese
muro de cemento.

Se sucederan los negocios cuando
ya me haya ido,

nos quitaran el crédito,
desahuciaran del aire,

pero nuestra memoria flotard en
estas hojas.

Mucho de cuanto fuimos no se
destruira

pero no defenderé la casa donde
nacimos,

la misma en la que hoy malvende
sus cimientos

un parking a un euro y setenta y
cinco la hora.




CASTANO. YOLANDA - SPAIN
Lla) — oolalS 1Y o

GALICIAN / SPANISH POETRY

MY FAMILY HOME

I won’t defend my family home.
Against wolves or drought, not even usury.
Because I was born on the edge of a city of
inundations,
and we didn’t own it, so it had to be sold.
I’ve never owned cattle or orchards or pinewoods,
the only earth that’s mine fits in a plastic flowerpot.
I’1l have to pay rent and loans and dues
but I won’t defend my family home.
Its fortunes will wax and wane at the mercy of
speculators,
where we once were five there will be nine students.
I will free myself from the anchor of clan,
of the shackles of blood and the power of belonging
and I won’t defend my family home,
I’11 follow my parents’ footsteps wherever they may
rent.
If there’s a link between uterus and family
it should be stamped on that cement wall.
Deals will be made once I’'m gone,
they’ll withdraw our credit, expelling us from the air
we breathe,
yet our memory will float through these pages.
Much of what we were will remain
but I won’t defend the house where we were born,
the one whose foundation now serves as a parking lot
one Euro seventy-five per hour.

Translated by the author

Yolanda Castaiio is a poet, essayist, editor and director of
the international writer’s residence in Galicia. She is the
winner of Spanish National Award for Poetry 2023, highest
honor for a poet in Spain. She has published eight poetry
collections in Galician and Spanish, but also solo poetry
volumes in English, Italian, French, Slovenian,
Macedonian, Serbian, Catalan, Asturian, Greek, Polish and
Armenian, apart from shorter samples of her work in other
30 different languages.
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LOPEZ. LUZ MARIA - PUERTO RICO

S N ) — . ; § L) LA . §
0JOS EYES
Ojos como gotas de rocio. Eyes like drops of dew.

El mundo ahora gira
en conmocion desconocida para mi.

Ojos del color de la luz.
Emergiendo de cada sombra,
presagio fantasmagdrico.

Ojos conteniendo la sal del universo.
Evangelios milenarios
atados al viento.

Ojos buscando un camino.
Latidos que riman en
las noches mas oscuras.

Ojos palpitando.
iEl torrente de las venas
ardiendo con furia!
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SPANISH POETRY

The world is now revolving
in a rictus unknown to me.

Eyes the color of light.
Emerging from every
shadow,
phantasmagorical omen.

Eyes holding the salt of the universe.
Millenarian gospels
tied to the wind.

Eyes searching for a path.
Heartbeats rhyming on
the darkest nights.

Eyes pulsing.
The flood of the veins
burning fiercely!
Translated by the author
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LOPEZ. LUZ MARIA - PUERTO RIC

GIRASOLES

Nosotros como espejos

de la existencia

ecos de vidas habitando

una existencia atemporal

sin ser conscientes

del minusculo yo

cada uno un mundo

en si

girando con el propio

corazén a modo de sol,

su vulnerabilidad transcurriendo
hacia los demas

y una cierta ceguera ligada

al yo prevalece

jmientras que otros ni siquiera
respiran lo suficiente

para ver los girasoles

lucir tan amarillos

bajo el cielo azul!

Ritmos de negaciones

latiendo mas fuertes
que la fe.
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SPANISH POETRY

SUNFLOWERS

Ourselves as mirrors

of existence

echoes of lives dwelling

a timeless existence
not aware

of the miniscule self

each one a world
by itself

spinning with own
heart as a sun,

its vulnerability elapsing

towards others

and a certain blindness tied

to the self prevails

while others do not even

breath enough

to see the sunflowers

get so yellow

under the blue skies!

Rhythms of denials
beating stronger
than faith.

Translated by the author
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LOPEZ. LUZ MARIA - PUERTO RICO
S5 or— s ke 55l SPANISH POETRY

POEMA DE AMOR \ LOVE POEM

. . . i
Todo es posible en la irrealidad | Everything is possible in the unreality
de los espacios y el tiempo. | of space and time.
Asi las almas buscan Souls thus seek
su momento mas puro, ) their purest moment,
desmienten los sgbotajes del destino, they disprove the sabotages of destiny,
las penas ya escritas. the sorrows already written.
La esencia del amor es The essence of love is

coexistencia. coexistence.
Sin imponerl.e silencios, Without imposing silences,
candados, miedos, palabras otras. locks. fears. other words.
Implica sonreir. It implies smiling.
A pesar del llanto, In spite of crying,
lo finito del instante. the finiteness of the instant.
La realidad es‘Eé dentrol de ti, _ Reality is inside you,
como el corazon y el aire que respiras. like the heart and the air that you breathe.
El encuentro. The encounter.

El beso. . The kiss.
El nombre del suefio The name of the dream
que te hace cantar. that makes you sing.

Translated by the author
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Lopez, Luz Maria is a poet and storyteller with publications in Spanish and English. Translator,
editor, anthologist, prologue writer, lecturer, judge in poetry and narrative competitions, cultural
promoter with international activities. Educator with published essays on psychosocial aspects of
gender, women in literature, education, and cultural literacy. Her poetry has been translated into
twenty languages and published in books by select authors, literary magazines, anthologies, and
personal collections. She received various recognitions.
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URBINA, ELI - PERU
L.

&

(Y]

LA CIUDAD INUTIL

Por caminos de hileras luminosas,
vas rumbo a la ciudad inttil

en un auto sin habla y sin creencia.
Intermitentes golpes de luz
iluminan tu rostro y lo ensombrecen;
solo la ansiosa prisa te acompaiia.
Espantado, presencias

el subito suicidio de una sombra,
como un precipitado libro

abriendo un abismo entre tus manos.
Avenidas en ruinas y pilas de basura
enturbian largamente tu mirada,

y el asco que te embute,

la demagogia en las paredes,

como una lengua insepulta,

te enrosca por adentro,

y de pronto, despunta la demencia,
las dilatadas luces mercantiles,

la omnipresente fealdad y la terca
trituracion sonora. Y entonces llegas
y huyendo, agobiado entras

en el refugio que anhelabas,

y el cuarto iluminado al fondo,

te anima a proseguir hasta encontrar
la compaiiia de tus pares,

ese pequefio exilio entre la nada,

y nada hallas, sino la tertulia

de sordomudos invisibles,

el tajo abrupto de la soledad,

y despojado de ti mismo, exhausto,
al fin retornas a la calle y miras
como los estercoleros se agrupan

y se rien de ti y arden por montones,
y ya sin remedio te sumas a ellos
como uno mas, t0, antigregario.

SPANISH POETRY

THE USELESS CITY

Along paths of luminous threads,

you head toward the useless city

in a car without speech or belief.

Sporadic flashes of light

brighten your face and darken it;

anxious hurry, your sole companion.

Frightened, you witness

the sudden suicide of a shadow,

like a fast and falling book

that opens an abyss in your hands.

Avenues in ruin and heaps of trash

muddy your gaze for miles,

and the disgust that fills you,

the demagoguery on the walls,

like an unburied tongue,

coils around you inside,

and suddenly, madness bursts forth,

the sprawling commercial lights,

the omnipresent ugliness, the stubborn

grating noise. And so you arrive

and flee, overwhelmed you enter

the sanctuary for which you longed,

and the lighted room at the end,

drives you onward till you find

the company of your equals,

that small exile from nothingness,

and you find nought, nought but the social

chatter of invisible deaf-mutes,

the sudden gash of solitude,

and stripped of yourself, exhausted

at last you return to the streets and see

how the dunghills gather

and mock you and burn by the dozens,

and now helpless you join them

as just one more, you, antisocial.
Translated from the Spanish by Jeremy Paden
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GUARDO HOSPEDADA EN MI
MEMORIA

Guardo hospedada en mi memoria

la imagen apacible del cuerpo del amor.
La luz ha de llegar de nuevo,

pero ahora, en lo real, tan solo la lluvia
cubre la calle como negro alpiste.

Mira descender lentamente

la espina de la carne en la herida secreta.

El burdel, su avaricia, sorbe mi alma agotada,
mi esperanza sedienta de sentir,

por un instante, el sordo crepitar.

En penumbra, la prostituta baila

con la sinuosidad de una ancha llamarada.
Ya el ansia se amontona en el espejo;

la sombra de mi mano se prolonga.

Por mucho que el placer arda,
siempre su rostro en mi interior se enciende.
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‘1 KEEP IT HOSTED IN MY
' MEMORY

I keep hosted in my memory

the placid image of the body of love.
Light must come again,

but now, in reality, only the rain
drapes the avenue as black birdseed.

Look at the slow descent of

meat’s thorn into the secret wound.

The brothel, its greed, absorbs my burnt-
out soul,

my hope, thirsting of feeling,

for an instant, the deaf crackle.

In the gloom the prostitute dances
with the sinuosity of a broad flare.
Already the longing gathers around in
the mirror,

the shadow of my hand lengthens.

As strong as the pleasure burns
always her face inside me ignites.
Translated by Sofia Leibovich
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URBINA. ELi - PERU
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SOLO DENTRO DE TI

Oh espejo de obsidiana
encendido en la sombra,
oscuridad del alma,
olvido del asombro,
ventana imperturbable,
cristal de hurana nitidez,
tentacular dominio

del tiempo entumecido,
voracidad oculta

en el anonimato,

exilio peligroso,

escudo tremebundo,
solo dentro de ti,

en tu insaciable hondura,
suplico sin sentido

una brizna de luz,

un rapto iridiscente,
ilusorio consuelo,

vano espejismo

SPANISH POETRY

ONLY INSIDE OF YOU

Oh, obsidian mirror
lighted in the shadow,
darkness of the soul,
forgetfulness of wonder,
undisturbed window,
crystal of sullen sharpness,
tentacular dominance
of numbed time,

hidden voracity

in anonymity,
dangerous exile,
terrifying shield,

only inside of you,

in your insatiable depth,
senseless I pray

a fiber of light

an iridescent rapt,
deceptive consolation,
vain mirage

. . of lost joy.
de la dicha perdida. Translated from the Spanish by Sofia
Leibovich
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ELi URBINA (Chimbote, Peru, 1989). Poet and director of the magazine and publishing house
Santa Rabia Poetry. His poetry, has been translated into twelve languages, has found a place in

international literary anthologies and journals.
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SADOUN, ABDUL HADI - IRAQ
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EN EL ULTIMO MOMENTO

En el altimo momento
visperas de tu viaje,

de retorno a la ficcion,
deseas no ser advertido.

En tu ultimo momento

de ir tan lejos del umbral de la
aventura,

no sabras con qué mano

debes machacar el ritmo de la hora.

También se aconseja ir armado
de un tambor gigantesco,

de sonoras carcajadas

para evitar el desgaste.

Aunque no dejaras de pensar mucho,
porque aun anhelas aquella rosa
-Unica y silente -

en el jarron torcido de tu casa.

SPANISH POETRY

THE FINAL MOMENTS

As you prepare to depart,

who dares to stop your chariot
racing recklessly in its frenzy?
No need for a warning

as fragile as a fly,

nor tempting prescriptions—
everyone advances, dragging their noise along.
While I gesture faintly to passersby

with a limp hand

and a breath, bright and clear—

In the final moments,

I recommend a giant drum

and resonant hammers.

I recommend them to you:

to remind you of the lone flower

—now—

in the hallway vase.

Translated by the author

T |

o . . sasyl Olasxll |
sasyl wlaxll 3 |
Glos il G Jeos) s g |

Eh Gyllass Slgd55 @ & lad Blize Bl e Sy 05 1

L@J‘&M

sl 8,09 55 §
59
AL 8050 3

3

|

: B0 e Yoo doid x>V |
cdoyis Oliog Vg |
Ao e play PG |
|

45



—1;2
SADOUNABBLL HADLIRAQ. SPANISH POETRY

UNA LECCION LESSON

Mi padre en sus repetidas lecciones

me ensefod

a no quitarme jamas la sonrisa de la cara

— la cara es cual la mano que saluda — decia.

My father taught me,
in one of his repeated lessons,
never to forget the smile
hanging on the face.
He’d say:
—The face is like an open hand;
it announces itself.
Years later,
remembering his game,
I left no real inheritance
to my son—
who hasn’t been born—
except these loud laughs
drawn in black ink.
Translated by the author

Después de los afios

en rol de padre

no me queda herencia

para mi hijo

— alin en nacer —

mas que esta carcajada dibujada en carboncillo.
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Abdul Hadi Sadoun was born in Baghdad in 1968 and has lived in Spain since 1993. He is a
fiction writer, academic, and translator. Currently, he is a professor of Arabic language and
literature at the Complutense University of Madrid. In the field of literature, he was awarded the
Antonio Machado International Literary Prize in Spain in 2009 for his poetry collection Always. In
2016, he received the City of Salamanca Prize for his overall literary work, as well as the World
Poetry Foundation Prize in Madrid. Previously, he had won two Arab literary awards, one for
children's fiction and another for a science fiction novel. As a translator, he has translated over
forty books from Spanish into Arabic. Many of his texts have been translated and published in

books, magazines, and journals in various languages.
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ABIDOV, AZAM - UZBEKISTAN
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THE NATION WHO CANNOT CURSE

Her tongue was torn out —
truth her only crime.

No opposition,
no marching feet,
no true heroes left to follow.

A circle of weary activists
mime solidarity.

No one dares name the sovereign
for all he has broken.
Taboo.

For the commoner —

what remains

that power has not forbidden,
nor ignored?

Visitors see only the surface —
(thank God).

“What a beautiful nation!” they exclaim.

Perhaps the only thing
this nation can still do

1S curse —

but she has not learned
to curse,

believing it

the darkest sin

in the world.

And even if she knew,

the curse would mingle
with a louder choir —

the orchestra of panegyrists.

47

UZBEK POETRY
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ABIDOV, AZAM - UZBEKISTAN
ADIVUV. ALAM = ULDERID LAIN
Ol sl = Gale alye UZBEK POETRY
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It’s not like joining the Book Lab
Their union is unique:
The Dictators’ Club

You can’t join this trick:

Their circle is thick rdcasdl ods J) plocdl eliSay !
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Azam Abidov (A’zam Obid) is a poet, short story writer, translator, and cultural organizer based in
Tashkent, writing in both Uzbek and English. He is the author of several books of poetry and
translation. His work bridges languages and cultures, promoting international poetry in Uzbekistan
while bringing Uzbek literature to global audiences. Abidov is the founder and curator of an
independent writer and artist residency program in Uzbekistan, which since 2018 has hosted
around 100 poets, writers, and artists from five continents. He has participated in international
literary residencies and programs in lowa, Berlin, and Hong Kong.
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PREVIOUS ISSUES:

Nadwah Poets
Special Issue
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