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i A beauty is loved far and wide.

How could she be unknown for long?
Be At dawn she washed by riverside;
eV, At dusk to the king she’ll belong.
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If we must die, let it not be like hogs
Hunted and penned in an inglorious spot,
While round us bark the mad and hungry
dogs,

Making their mock at our accursed lot.
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A free bird leaps

on the back of the wind
and floats downstream
till the current ends
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nothing.

January 17, 1956.
I can’t stand my own mind.

America [’ve given you all and now I’'m

America two dollars and twentyseven cents

America when will we end the human war?
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Survival means nothing
To the living dead
Whose vigil is weaving
A shroud around his bed.
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How proud; how proud you are!

Yet I don't care how high you fly;
you'll always be an angel

in my heart and eye. You'll always be
what love will make me see:

Mahmoud Darwish
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About Nadwah

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

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

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

Editorial Board:

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

Chief Editor: Dr Sayed Gouda
dr.sayedgouda@gmail.com
French and Spanish editor: Dr khédija gadhoum
hadiralma@gmail.com
Greek section editor: Dr 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: Dr Lena Oh
oh.sunyoung@gmail.com
Polish section editor: Dr Hatif Janabi
hatifjanabi
Russian section editor: Alexey Filimonov

afilimonov22@gmail.com

Slovenian section editor: Marjan Strojan

marjan.strojan@gmail.com

Art consultants: Mamdouh Kassifi

mkassifi@gmail.com
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Call for Submissions

Nadwah invites submissions in
English or Arabic. Please
indicate whether you are the
author/translator or hold the
copyright of your poem/
translation. Your poems should
be sent to the respective
section editors and cc’d to the
chief editor.

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

You may follow updates on the
Nadwah website:
www.arabicnadwah.com/e-
nadwah.htm

Publishing Guidelines

Font: 11, Times New Roman.
Titles: Unless the whole poem
1S written in lower case, all
titles should be capitalized.
Length: Poems of 40 lines or
less are preferred.

Themes: Priority will be given
to poems of universal themes
and humanistic values.

Form: Nadwah focuses on
rhythmic poems, whether in
metrical traditional forms or
free verse proper, i.c.
accentuated or syllabic poems.
Nevertheless, the content is
equally important in order to
give form a meaningful
substance. Prose poems of
outstanding value will also be
considered for publication.
Language: Inappropriate
language or content will not be
considered for publication.
Footnotes: No footnotes
except for occasional and
necessary annotations.
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EDITOR’S FOREWORD

After more than six months of intensively
bombarding Gaza and indiscriminately
murdering thousands of children, women
and elderlies, I am not sure what the point
of poetry is!
In a time when a Holocaust is being
committed under our own noses with no
room for doubt, no possibility for
fabrication or even exaggeration, what is
the point of writing and reading poetry?
If poetry cannot save a child’s life, if it
cannot help a pregnant woman deliver a
new life safely, if it cannot provide
shelters for two millions of displaced
civilians, if it cannot distribute food and
water to the hungry and thirsty children, if
it cannot provide medicine to the injured
and the patients, then what is the point of
reading and writing poetry? We watch a
genocide being committed and we go
numb, nonchalant, and continue to read
poetry pretending that we are fine, that we
are humans, that we are civilised when
any child anywhere in the world, still pure
and innocent, would know that we are not,
that we are not!
In my years of youth, I used to believe that
poetry could change the world. I am not
sure of that any more. I feel I was naive,
innocent, enthusiastic, call me whatever
you wish. The bottom line is that we live
in a harsh, ugly, dirty, complicit and
criminal world. What could a tiny rose of
poetry do in such a world? What is the use
of this poetry we write and read?
Dr Sayed Gouda
Hong Kong
04 April 2024
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WANG WEI - CHINA (701 - 761) CLASSICS CORNER
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SONG OF THE BEAUTY OF THE WEST

A beauty is loved far and wide.

How could she be unknown for long? : S 4 Lgiady G Ll LR Ll 3 @LS :
At dawn she washed by riverside; : el o i bl o) s ik BN
At dusk to the king she’ll belong. P YIoldl e L plals Lelad g Y el
Poor, she was one of lower race; Pl B o e sl e b prn OF e
Ennobled, she’s one of the few. Ll

She has maids to powder her face : :
And dress her up with silk dress new.
Royal favour adds to her charms;
Royal love turns wrong into right.
Her companions wash with bare arms,
Could they attain such royal height?
To washerwomen I would say:
Don’t follow her unusual way!
Translated from Chinese by Xu Yuanchong

Wang Wei (701-761) is one of the most famous men of arts and letters during the Tang dynasty,
one of the golden ages of Chinese cultural history. Wang is popularly known as a model of
humanistic education as expressed in poetry, music, and painting. In the 17th century the writer on
art Dong Qichang established Wang as the founder of the revered Southern school of painter-poets,
whom Dong characterized as more concerned with personal expression than surface
representatlgn [Britannica]
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CLAUDE MCKAY- JAMAICA (1889-1948) MODERN POETRY

IF WE MUST DIE

If we must die, let it not be like hogs

Hunted and penned in an inglorious spot,

While round us bark the mad and hungry dogs,
Making their mock at our accursed lot.

If we must die, O let us nobly die,

So that our precious blood may not be shed

In vain; then even the monsters we defy

Shall be constrained to honor us though dead!

O kinsmen! we must meet the common foe!
Though far outnumbered let us show us brave,
And for their thousand blows deal one death-blow!
What though before us lies the open grave?

Like men we’ll face the murderous, cowardly pack,
Pressed to the wall, dying, but ﬁghtmg back!
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Claude McKay (1889-1948) was a Jamaican-born poet and novelist whose Home to
Harlem (1928) was the most popular novel written by an American black to that time. Before
going to the U.S. in 1912, he wrote two volumes of Jamaican dialect verse, Songs of
Jamaica and Constab Ballads (1912). [Britannica]
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MAYA ANGELOU - USA (1928 - 2014)

CAGED BIRD

A free bird leaps

on the back of the wind
and floats downstream

till the current ends

and dips his wing

in the orange sun rays

and dares to claim the sky.

But a bird that stalks
down his narrow cage

CLASSICS CORNER
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The caged bird sings ot e :
with a fearful trill s el Ul
of things unknown T daswedeiy !
but longed for still B ppdl L2V e
and his tune is heard e e s @S :
on the distant hill i cw: 5
for the caged bird dond) T e
sings of freedom. RPRIRIATRE
i

The free bird thinks of another breeze : T
and the trade winds soft through the sighing trees : AT e 3 S A sl :
and the fat worms waiting on a dawn bright lawn sl a3 sl &) ik :

and he names the sky his own. (b & s ot (3, Land) O1 Ul

Sl slend O oy g
But a caged bird stands on the grave of dreams g :
his shadow shouts on a nightmare scream Y5 e i L soma 15 S0

his wings are clipped and his feet are tied ooslS i o e dlb g,
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The caged bird sings : S :
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of things unknown : IV P St
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and his tune is heard : el e U oS :
on the distant hill : L s
for the caged bird : dond) T e
sings of freedom. RPRIRIATRE
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MAYA ANGELOU - USA (1928 - 2014)

STILL I RISE

You may write me down in history
With your bitter, twisted lies,

You may trod me in the very dirt
But still, like dust, I'll rise.

Does my sassiness upset you?
Why are you beset with gloom?
"Cause I walk like I've got o1l wells
Pumping in my living room.

Just like moons and like suns,
With the certainty of tides,
Just like hopes springing high,
Stll I'll rise.

Did you want to see me broken?
Bowed head and lowered eyes?
Shoulders falling down like teardrops,
Weakened by my soulful cries?

Does my haughtiness offend you?
Don't you take it awful hard

’Cause I laugh like I've got gold mines
Diggin’ in my own backyard.

You may shoot me with your words,
You may cut me with your eyes,

You may kill me with your hatefulness,

But still, like air, I’ll rise.

Does my sexiness upset you?

Does it come as a surprise

That I dance like I've got diamonds
At the meeting of my thighs?

MODERN POETRY
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MAYA ANGELOU - USA (1928 - 2014)

Out of the huts of history’s shame

I rise

Up from a past that’s rooted in pain

I rise

I'm a black ocean, leaping and wide,
Welling and swelling I bear in the tide.

Leaving behind nights of terror and fear

I rise

Into a daybreak that’s wondrously clear

I rise

Bringing the gifts that my ancestors gave,
I am the dream and the hope of the slave.
I rise

I rise

I rise.

MODERN POETRY
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Maya Angelou (1928-2014) was an American poet, memoirist, and actress whose several volumes

of autobiography explore the themes of economic, racial, and sexual oppression. [Britannica]
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ZBIGNIEW HERBERT- POLAND (1924-1998)
PRZESI ANIE PANA COGITO

IdZ dokad poszli tamci do ciemnego kresu
po ztote runo nico$ci twojg ostatnig nagrode

idz wglprostowany wsrod tych co na kolanach
wsrod odwrdoconych plecami i obalonych w proch

ocalales$ nie po to aby zy¢ )
masz mato czasu trzeba da¢ Swiadectwo

badZz odwazny gdy rozum zawodzi badZz odwazny
w ostatecznym rachunku jedynie to si¢ liczy

a Gniew tw0j bezsilny niech bedzie jak morze
ilekro¢ ustyszysz glos ponizonych i bitych

niech nie opuszcza ciebie twoja siostra Pogarda
dla szpiclow katow tchorzy — oni wygraja
pojda na twoj pogrzeb i z ulga rzucg grude

a kornik napisze twoj utadzony zyciorys

1 nie przebaczaj zaiste nie w twojeﬂ mocy o
przebacza¢ w imieniu tych ktorych zdradzono o $wicie

strzez si¢ jednak dumy niepotrzebne;j
ogladaj w lustrze swa blazenska twarz
powtarzaj: zostatem powotany — czyz nie byto lepszych

strzez si¢ oschlosci serca kochaj Zrddto zaranne
ptaka o nieznanym imieniu dab zimowy
swiatto na murze splendor nieba

one nie potrzebujg twego cieplego oddechu

s po to aby mowi¢: nikt ci¢ nie pocieszy

czuwaj — kiedy $wiatlo na gorach daje znak — wstan i 1dz
dopoki krew obraca w piersi twojg ciemng gwiazde

Eowtarzgj stare zaklecia ludzkosci bajki i legendy
o tak zdobedziesz dobro ktérego nie zdobgdziesz
powtarzaj wielkie stowa powtarzai je z uporem
Jak ci co szli przez pustyni¢ i gingli w piasku

a nagrodza cie za to tym co maja pod reka
chlosta s'rnlec%u zab(')}]stwem naaémletn?ku

idz bo tylko tak bedziesz prz(\éj ?ty do grona zimnych czaszek
w: (1 :

do grona twoich przodké gamesza Hektora Rolanda
obroncéw krolestwa bez kresu 1 miasta popiotow

Badz wierny 1dz

MODERN POETRY
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Zbigniew Herbert: one of the great poets in Poland and Europe. He was poet, critic and

playwright. His poems have been translated into many languages, including Arabic. Hatif Janabi is
considered the first to have translated it extensively from Polish into Arabic since the early 1980s.
His translations were collected and published in 2021 by Rawayat House in the UAE (424 pages)
with a comprehensive introduction, and his critical travel work ‘A Labyrinth by the Sea’ will be
published by the same house soon.
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ZBIGNIEW HERBERT- POLAND (1924-1998)

THE ENVOY OF MR COGITO

Go where those others went to the dark boundary
for the golden fleece of nothingness your last prize

go upright among those who are on their knees

among those with their backs turned and those toppled in the dust

you were saved not in order to live
you have little time you must give testimony

be courageous when the mind deceives you be courageous
in the final account only this is important

and let your helpless Anger be like the sea
whenever you hear the voice of the insulted and beaten

let your sister Scorn not leave you o

for the informers executioners cowards—they will win

they will go to your funeral and with relief will throw a lump of
eart

the woodborer will write your smoothed-over biography

and do not forgive truly it is not in your power
to forgive in the name of those betrayed at dawn

beware however of unnecessary pride .
keep looking at your clown’s face in the mirror
repeat: I was called—weren’t there better ones than I

beware of dryness of heart love the morning spring
the bird with an unknown name the winter oa

light on a wall the splendour of the sky
they don’t need your warm breath
they are there to say: no one will console you

be vigilant—when the light on the mountains gives the sign—arise

and go )
as long as blood turns in the breast your dark star

repeat old incantations of humanity fables and legends
because this is how you will attain the good you will not attain
repeat great words repeat them stubbornly

like those crossing the desert who perished in the sand

and they will reward ﬁou with what they have at hand
with the whip of laughter with murder on a garbage heap

go because only in this way will you be admitted to the company of

cold skulls ‘
to the company of your ancestors: Gilgamesh Hector Roland
the defenders of the kingdom without limit and the city of ashes

Be faithful Go

DBl s Ryl e e 5

Translated from Polish by Bogdana and John Carpenter.g
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ALLEN GINSBERG - USA (1926-1997) MODERN POETRY

AMERICA

America I’ve given you all and now I’m nothing.
America two dollars and twentyseven cents January 17, 1956.
I can’t stand my own mind.

America when will we end the human war?

Go fuck yourself with your atom bomb.

I don’t feel good don’t bother me.

I won’t write my poem till I’'m in my right mind.
America when will you be angelic?

When will you take off your clothes?

When will you look at yourself through the grave?
When will you be worthy of your million Trotskyites?
America why are your libraries full of tears?

America when will you send your eggs to India?

I’m sick of your insane demands.

When can I go into the supermarket and buy what I need with my good looks?
America after all it is you and I who are perfect not the next world.

Your machinery is too much for me.

You made me want to be a saint.

There must be some other way to settle this argument.

Burroughs is in Tangiers I don’t think he’ll come back it’s sinister.

Are you being sinister or is this some form of practical joke?

I’m trying to come to the point.

I refuse to give up my obsession.

America stop pushing [ know what I’'m doing.

America the plum blossoms are falling.

I haven’t read the newspapers for months, everyday somebody goes on trial for murder.
America I feel sentimental about the Wobblies.

America [ used to be a communist when [ was a kid I’m not sorry.

I smoke marijuana every chance I get.

I sit in my house for days on end and stare at the roses in the closet.

When I go to Chinatown I get drunk and never get laid.

My mind is made up there’s going to be trouble.

You should have seen me reading Marx.

My psychoanalyst thinks I’'m perfectly right.

I won’t say the Lord’s Prayer.

I have mystical visions and cosmic vibrations.

America [ still haven’t told you what you did to Uncle Max after he came over from
Russia.

I’m addressing you.

Are you going to let your emotional life be run by Time Magazine?

I’m obsessed by Time Magazine.

I read it every week.

Its cover stares at me every time I slink past the corner candystore.

I read it in the basement of the Berkeley Public Library.

It’s always telling me about responsibility. Businessmen are serious. Movie producers are
serious. Everybody’s serious but me.
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ALLEN GINSBERG - USA (1926-1997) MODERN POETRY

It occurs to me that I am America.

I am talking to myself again.

Asia is rising against me.

I haven’t got a chinaman’s chance.

I’d better consider my national resources.

My national resources consist of two joints of marijuana millions of genitals an
unpublishable private literature that jetplanes 1400 miles an hour and twentyfive-thousand
mental institutions.

I say nothing about my prisons nor the millions of underprivileged who live in my
flowerpots under the light of five hundred suns.

I have abolished the whorehouses of France, Tangiers is the next to go.

My ambition is to be President despite the fact that ’'m a Catholic.

America how can [ write a holy litany in your silly mood?

I will continue like Henry Ford my strophes are as individual as his automobiles more so
they’re all different sexes.

America I will sell you strophes $2500 apiece $500 down on your old strophe

America free Tom Mooney

America save the Spanish Loyalists

America Sacco & Vanzetti must not die

America I am the Scottsboro boys.

America when [ was seven momma took me to Communist Cell meetings they sold us
garbanzos a handful per ticket a ticket costs a nickel and the speeches were free
everybody was angelic and sentimental about the workers it was all so sincere you have
no idea what a good thing the party was in 1835 Scott Nearing was a grand old man a real
mensch Mother Bloor the Silk-strikers’ Ewig-Weibliche made me cry I once saw the
Yiddish orator Israel Amter plain. Everybody must have been a spy.

America you don’t really want to go to war.

America its them bad Russians.

Them Russians them Russians and them Chinamen. And them Russians.

The Russia wants to eat us alive. The Russia’s power mad. She wants to take our cars
from out our garages.

Her wants to grab Chicago. Her needs a Red Reader s Digest. Her wants our auto plants
in Siberia. Him big bureaucracy running our fillingstations.

That no good. Ugh. Him make Indians learn read. Him need big black niggers. Hah. Her
make us all work sixteen hours a day. Help.

America this is quite serious.

America this is the impression I get from looking in the television set.

America is this correct?

I’d better get right down to the job.

It’s true I don’t want to join the Army or turn lathes in precision parts factories, ’'m
nearsighted and psychopathic anyway.

America I’'m putting my queer shoulder to the wheel.

Berkeley, January 17, 1956

Allen Ginsberg (1926-1997) was an American poet whose epic poem How! (1956) is considered
to be one of the most significant products of the Beat movement. Ginsberg was influenced in his

work by the poet William Carlos Williams, particularly toward the use of natural speech rhythms
and direct observations. [Britannica]
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IBRAHIM TUOQAN - PALESTINE (1905-1941

THE MARTYR (OR THE PALESTINIAN EXODUS)

Survival means nothing

To the living dead

Whose vigil is weaving

A shroud around his bed.

He's counting every hour
Before the final one,

And those who sight him wonder
About his imminent run,

A Hadean horizon

On his temple bright, and
Blazing in the dead of night.
He's at the gate of death

The Grim Reaper's fright
Who whispers to the wind

To shy away and hide,

The one whose silence sings
The verse of blood and shell,
The one whose soundless will
Is louder than the word.

It's not his fault that Lady Justice removed her fold.

And that a land he loved became effaced and cold.
A tale spread and told,

Through sky and earth,

In tyrants' mirth,

That for a while he's been

Desperately waiting

At the gate of death, but

He's the Grim Reaper's fright

Who whispers to the wind

To shy away and hide.

Translated from Arabic by Dr Waha Sawas

MODERN POETRY
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Ibrahim Tuqan (1905-1941) was a Palestinian nationalist poet whose work rallied Arabs during
their revolt against the British mandate. Tugan was born in Nablus, Palestine. He was the brother
of poet Fadwa Tuqan and he tutored and influenced her to write poetry. Ibrahim belonged to the

prominent Tuqan family that governed Nablus during the 18th and 19th centuries. [Wikipedia]
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MAHMOUD DARWISH - PALESTINE (1941-2008) T —

I LOVE YOU MORE :‘”.‘.‘.‘.‘.‘.‘.‘.‘.‘.‘.‘.‘.‘.‘.‘.‘.‘.‘.;.‘.‘fi‘.;.‘:
How proud; how proud you are! ol = (2959 3 e
Yet I don't care how high you fly; . .
you'll always be an angel LSS
in my heart and eye. You'll always be e o G Laged
what love will make me see: : Do od 5 o ¢ (A
grey amber in the breeze; : 2ALTOT e Jela WS ¢ 2
the sweetest is your land, : e o
and I still love you so : . S o)l
and even more than that. : STkl L
J:Lo- LNt
Free forests are your hands, : w“ RRENEE
but I don't sing like birds; : Jad Jss
I only fight and fight Joddi O
the chains. I try to break : JBIOT paks
them out because I love you so : JUl . ;J‘”lf‘ :
and even more than that! : VST Y
: 205 s Jle
I am the thorn that sings; : Ao, Upib ooy
the thunder that swings : slos (e dai) g
in the cradle, silent, : (gl
a poppy from a bleeding heart. : sledl 5 g AN 5
§ BEERERS L N
You are the earth and sky; : Lo ol oy s
you are an emerald heart! : ,5\ 1Y 03] ‘“‘“5’ :
You are lovers' ebb and flow, : ALIOT Jela LS il
and that's why I love you so, : s g
and why you'll always be : S el
what love will make me see: : Vo paslell
grey amber in the breeze; : Apa Jib Gl
the sweetest is your land. : A ez e
: VST il

You are an emerald heart,

and I'm the infant son of love : :

who grows inside your heart and thrives!
Translated from Arabic by Dr Waha Sawas

Mahmoud Darwish (1941-2008) was a Palestinian poet who was regarded as Palestine's national
poet. In 1988, Darwish wrote the Palestinian Declaration of Independence, which was a
declaration for the creation of a State of Palestine. Darwish won numerous awards for his works.
Darwish used Palestine as a metaphor for the loss of Eden, birth and resurrection, and the anguish
of dispossession and exile. He has been described as incarnating and reflecting "the tradition of the
political poet in Islam, the man of action whose action is poetry." He also served as an editor for
several literary magazines in Palestine.
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GABRIEL WU - SINGAPORE
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GUEST OF HONOUR

0y
A B AR

1 J A AE i A

T A A

H RS

H RS

JE SR AR S AR

i JRRAE A E

=t Y SRR

TS AR iE A

B AR AR E A

B JRAEAE A

SR RAAEAEE
WRER B SEE RO AL AR IS 1
AL A E

TRA AAEAEIE M

REREMTI AT E R
VENNGORE )5S/ Y SER N =L
KEZERIGE R ACHEAEIE#E

B A PR 5 B ARAEAESE RSO IO A fEAE iaﬁ@

26 5K UK AR iE 1

A R
TR PR
fl MR A A E T 2 B
FMmmEI FEPYTE 8
FATIATE M RS TR ENAR Tl M R TR

@
HURRARE
IR R A Bk A P

NEARIRAE > A G T
DU - PR 2 R

18

G ST e sl

STUEREFPRWIRES:

<\>§
il

L s JLE 23S

La i SIS Y

Lo Jton O ¢ yadlly

L Qe O el

La s <olS @il ad)y Sle¥)
Lo Jreas OIS ) slally

Pl e S ARSI gl

La IS sl (S8
Lia 318 algudly 3l
uwgehﬂ\uﬂjj)

Lo O seony 1518 LM

LAMM\&YMJJ

L) &5 Cs\,\lb Zadadll 3L

ol i Y 2Ll )
M@T@L;thﬁmé
Mw\mfdjbjuwé
Ul T gl ) 0 i)
< 5 ol Lol 15 guall Al
Ll

5o ety JoL

SIEE N
Cdfjlgmbuf.m)wwgg
Y sl Sl oS («Muhs

.r_@fjmguﬁ,s\cbczwg

@
Dgm OLS dme N L3005

&5

dry 3 & yzed ) Azl e 5aa
Wi

MUE

NRIPSIpE:




GABRIEL WU - SINGAPORE GUEST OF HONOUR

(1)
THEIR ORIGINS

The mountains, lived here

The rivers, lived here

The sun, lived here

The moon, lived here

The wind, originated from here
The trees, rooted here

The fishes and insects, inhabited here
The flying birds, inhabited here
The running beasts, inhabited here
The hunting knives, placed here
The bow and arrows, placed here
The heads, sacrificed here

Our ancestors, inhabited here

Afterwards, lives here

Rumbling guns and canons, occupy here
Fair skin of the colonies, occupy here
Explosives and dredgers, live here

New languages and roads, cover here
Cultivated madness, rule here

Soda bottles of smiling faces, occupy here

Lives, are contained in guesthouses
Tribes, are presented by bloggers
Apologies for their transforming, earned the visitors’ clap

How will we revenge, attack again like a flash
How will we revenge, even sharp knives can’t cut off their computers

2)
AREVISIT TO THE THIAN HOCK KENG TEMPLE

Jumping onto the stone threshold in a boring afternoon
My child stretched out her arms to play the balance game
With the sunlight and her shadow
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GABRIEL WU - SINGAPORE GUEST OF HONOUR

I pointed at the same spot 40 years ago

and told her before the primary six examination

My classmates and I would miss classes together

And came here to kowtow and burn incense sticks to the Heavenly Goddess

Steles standing against the wall

Imprinted the wishes of the prayers

With strokes of Chinese characters

Through them, we touch and feel if their wishes
Come true

Having asked for a plaque from the ancient dynasty
This temple was later

Displayed by the nation as its important cultural relic
Indeed a year prior to his death

The house-arrested Emperor Guangxu still dreamed of
A China tranquilizing the Southern Seas

&)
TIME SUPPOSEDLY CHANGED A GREAT MANY BUT THE REALITY IS
NOTHING HAS CHANGED

About Zhengzhou I know so pathetically little

Except a particular song by Li Zhi

And a student who shared with me “The Galloping Horse”

and became a CEO upon her graduation and return to home city

When the train stopped I thought of getting off

Yet my hesitation sent

the door of train closed

The platform drew back as a farther bank

Talking fainted nearby:

Life not passing by Zhengzhou anymore

There seems no need to pity a life not passing by Zhengzhou again

Next stop is Kaifeng

I know

Judge Bao killed people there

the law enforcing office

Zhao Qing still occupies the asphalt road

And enquires: where has his rolling head gone?

Both were beheaded

Yet why Shimei Chen was the one who won more applause like snowflakes?
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When the train came to stop at Kaifeng I hesitated

Should I get off?

A peacock flew away from the glass window

Similar executions were also carried out in Paris

Before the suspended blade vertically fell

Queen Mary possibly said Sorry

Narration of Dickens unable to save the nobles and young tailors
Unable to tell us more of history

In front of the people who brandished their words like weapons

A few stops further, an old address appeared

As twisted as the palmprint

At last I found the recluse who cared not of mundane affairs

Boiling a kittle of good tea, thinking pre-destinated relationship with me
Considering our meeting predestined, he slowly made me a kettle of fine tea
And offered me certain advices

I was informed that before this reincarnation

or the law enforcing department

Familiarity with the taste of blood and the smell of grass mat

Is the reason why I obey law in this life

Except when writing modern poems

“)
EXPLORING WITH SHINY FINGERS LIKE THE TIDES ----MOURNING YANG
MU

Beyond Byzantium, rising and falling

Narrate the balance of level and oblique tones

Having experienced violence and beauty, the cadence of solitude
Lofty and steep like an umbrella, we found for each of us

a suitable position

Sitting opposite you

In Seattle 20 years ago

When the spring clothes were ready, three or four disciples followed you

Together we punctuated Du Fu’s verses of Du Fu, translated and interpreted those of Li
Bai

Upstairs in the classroom, Morohashi Tetsuji meticulously checked the Kangxi Dictionary
and phonetic collections

Outside the building in the courtyard, Sakura fully bloomed on the trees inspired our
poems

That treat the themes of momentary birth, senility, illness and death

That describe how we leaped through snow and obtained fire
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Beyond North by Northwest, both of us have been exploring our own lives with shiny
fingers like the tides

Whenever a phase is over, the sun or the moon hides

The sun or the moon hides

Time quietly comes to

Collect itself from us

In a horizontal line of mountainous fog, and a short stroke of ocean rain
You penned your taking refuge in the serenity of hometown

A line on overlooking, another on gazing up

Between them, you gently toast the beer

As I sat opposite you

Twenty years later in Hualian

Waves folded, tidy as clothes

Qixintan Beach offers all its blues

When Mount Qilai sleeps like a beast

When honest and sincere civilization is rotten like meat
The known trip, you said

Will end at the to-be exhausted point, stillness

Is the peak of the all here

While the unknown, movement

Open the two wings of the gigantic mythical bird kunpeng
From now on

Note:

(1) The title of the poem ‘Exploring, With Shiny Fingers Like the Tides’ comes from Yang Mu's
poem ‘Seven Stars Pool’. Qixingtan is located in the northern suburbs of Hualien, Taiwan. Hualien
is the hometown of Yang Mu. ‘Will end at the to-be exhausted point, stillness / Is the peak of the all
here’ comes from Yang Mu's poem "Time Proposition". Yang Mu passed away on 13 March, 2020,
at the age of seventy-nine.

(2) 13 March, 2021 commemorated the first annual departure of Teacher Yang Mu. In mid-
February, I was invited by Radio Singapore's 958 City Channel to read and record my humble
poem ‘Exploring, With Shiny Fingers Like the Tides’. City Channel uploaded the podcast https://
omny.fm/shows/958-suo-wei-du-shi/958-9 on February 26, and it was officially broadcasted on the
program at 10:15 pm on March 12.
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) ,
VISIT GAUDI IN BARCELONA

Sentences he constructed too few

And without curved lines

Speaking the same Catalonian language

The others were eloquent, speaking with fluency and elegance
While each and every words of his brought a road accident

Houses he constructed many

Almost all without straight lines

While those by others were square and stable

Built with fragmented tiles that re-present shiny scales

Roof shaking with the falling and rising lined back of a dragon

Balcony covered by eye masks for the carnivals

Perfect round windows opening with the eyelashes, waves after waves
Let the sea in, blue coming in from light to dark

Let the sea out, sweep away the indoor straight pillars

Each stair spiraled with dreaming foams

Giving others as well as himself surprises

When muse lighted with flames

When clapping can’t stop

To the extent of being unable to avoid an accident

Falling down suddenly, slowly he

Recalled his childhood

During which rheumatism sculptured his silence

And his adulthood

During which the Nature that he explored has no right angles
Just like no snake winds to and fro straightly

When he contemplated his entire life

His edged and cornered wounds ate up other people’s excuses
At this time, God comes and whispers into his ears

Let you ride on the dragon and not to come down

Not everyone can fly

Postscript: Antoni Gaudi (1852-1926) is known as "God's Architect" and is famous in history for
his unique and imaginative architectural style. Many of his works are full of natural vitality curves,
such as the Sagrada Familia, Casa Batllo, La Pedrera and Park Guell in Barcelona, the capital of
Catalonia, which are all listed as World Cultural Heritage. I visited Barcelona in September 2016
and was deeply shocked. Think about it, I wrote this poem.
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(6)
IF YOU HATE SYMBOLISM, LIKE HEMINGWAY

When a sea is not only a sea
Hemingway gives it a shark, biting and struggling
Not better than the young Africa not worse than the old Cuba fisherman

When a child is not only a child
They obediently fulfil the names given by their father
Not forgetting to take over the merry-go-round in the dream of others

When a moon is not only a moon

In it hid the female thief who always idled around, and thus

Living the loneliness and regret to the people who

left the rebels against the Qing rulers a blue sky and emerald sea of loneliness and regrets

When an agreement is not only individual agreements

They work hard at slaughtering, sometimes blood come out at one cut

Sometimes they work diligently bloodletting with a slash

Sometimes they dismember the victims, who are tidily piled up behind the monuments

When a cell phone is not only a cell phone

All stars are replaced by the satellites, and Wagyu display their frost descending fats

The body of Senior Zhuang so rotten when he was found three days after death by the
neighbour

When a leaf is not only a leaf
They also kill, looting the lands
Without rivers and lakes in their carbon emission agenda

When a stone is not only a stone
It chose to exclaim and fly above Edward Said’s head
And fall before the anti-riot vehicles, shields and sticks

When storms are not only storms
We no longer offer bouquet of flowers when paying them tribute, but merely remember
To wash the blood stains on our hands before we leave.

[Postscript] I came across a post by Taiwanese poet Xiao Xiao: "When a leaf is more than just a
leaf / it will be called tea." I was inspired by that line to write this poem.
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)
IF IN A MIDSUMMER A LADY AS BEAUTIFUL

As Rhapsody on a Theme of Paganini, Op. 43: Variation 18
Come, open a 1982 Lafite

And strictly forbid

To have fun it is best not to date a companion

Allow you to come alone

Allow us to play together with four hands

The memories constructed under John Barry’s ten fingers
To imitate the glass surface reflection of the Hamilton pocket watch
And touch the non-stop Roman Numerals

At this point the calm universe shows us

The eleven flashes that rustle across the sky of Taiwan Strait

®
THE ONE WHO EATS ICE CREAM BEARS NO GRIEF --- UPON READING
NERUDA’S TWENTY TWO LOVE POEMS AND A SONG OF DESPAIR

Because of love, love the things you don’t have
Your soul grows in all things

Rains take off their clothes

Water walks along the wet street with bare feet
Night birds peck the new stars

Your happiness like fire bites her plum lips

Because of beauty and youth, as you know

Our tender and fresh bodies, one after another

Occupy all, fill up all

All the roots are moving

All the waves are attacking

Seas and mountains unable to stop the tight description of skins
Led by her, sail to the places where we before were unable to reach
Because of memory, you flicker

Even silence is full of echoes

The one who eats ice cream bears no grief

You use all the vigour under the ever sky

To uproot the reality
And kindle the bonfire of longing
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©)
THE FRONT OF THE SHADOW

Out of the station, you said
You envy how I transform my every inhale and exhale into words

I said, we bear no difference, we all
Work on life

Only philosophy, I recently
Found the explanation, which needs no words
In a prize-winning short film

With broken legs, the protagonist was abandoned on the edge of elevation
Over her head a wall she is unable to climb
Under her feet a dark abyss collected death from those who slipped

Out of the station, we examined
The time both of us left, and bid goodbye politely

Under the lens, juxtapositions have been repeating

Deeply grieved decibel
Red bloodstains of the ten fingers
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(10)
THE CAPABLE SNOW

Finally we start again

The déja vu transaction each year
And the mumbled unclear tradition
Hard to say is it the necessity

Or the habit of necessity

Like the team of elks galloping with four hooves

We pull the sleigh of destiny

Among the depressed cheers and quiet shouts

In the bright large shopping mall

Passing through the impossible snow in the south of northern hemisphere and the north of
southern hemisphere

Just this snow

Can stand the imagination abrasion,

The time press

The feverish of fake furnace and chimney
Before the end of the festival

Grew bones in a sudden snigger

Finally the world turns strong again, and insists
On not stopping the escalator dragging its spine
On taking no relieved smile of old people away from the children’s faces
In the elevator music raises the winter starlight
We adjust out face masks
Pretending that the epidemic did not happen
The ten poems were translated from Chinese by Angel Wu and Dr Gabriel Wu.

Dr Gabriel Wu, who owns a PhD in classical Chinese literature from the University of
Washington — Seattle, is a writer raised up in Singapore, educated in USA and UK, and, since then,
based in Hong Kong. Enjoying a creative writing career for more than four decades, Wu has
published six poetry books (all won literary awards except the debut) and two short story
collections in Taiwan, Hong Kong and Singapore. His most recent poetry book is Slower Than
Before, Quicker Than After published in 2023 Taipei. Thrice he won the Singapore Literature Prize
(poetry, 2010, 2016, 2020), and bagged several prestigious literary accolades including the
Singapore Young Artist Award (1998). In 2019, Wu was writer-in-residence at the Lu Xun
Academy of Literature in Beijing. He has published widely in newspapers and literary magazines
across Asia, not only poems and fiction but also food and fine art critique columns.
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ILYA KAMINSKY - USA CONTEMPORARY POETRY

WE LIVED HAPPILY DURING THE WAR

And when they bombed other people’s houses, we

protested
but not enough, we opposed them but not

enough. I was
in my bed, around my bed America

was falling: invisible house by invisible house by invisible house.
I took a chair outside and watched the sun.

In the sixth month
of a disastrous reign in the house of money

in the street of money in the city of money in the country of money,
our great country of money, we (forgive us)

lived happily during the war.
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Ilya Kaminsky (born April 18, 1977) is a USSR-born, Ukrainian-Jewish-American poet, critic,
translator and professor. He is best known for his poetry collections Dancing in Odesa and Deaf
Republic, which have earned him several awards. In 2019, the BBC named Kaminsky among "12
Artists who changed the world".[Wikipedia]
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MARJAN STROJAN - SLOVENIA CONTEMPORARY POETRY

To Patricia Burda Janeckova, 1998 — 2023

LSl 13, 5 ety S )
I got the news about her late. It hit me on the day :

the smallest were hit hardest... It felt like a dream, 2023 —1998
and it may well be that we’ve dreamt up this angel. :
Yet these days the Prague train to Ostrava never left : f’é“j '3 s ;"‘f" b kf)\""\ f‘l”:‘j
my mind nor did the pictures, news clips, last night’s: (& bfjm«'\s‘ Jl:f L‘j\ﬁs" “\5 b
call. She is now twenty-five forever, not a child, an : 4 oSl oy

unmistakable voice among heavenly choirs, joined o B sl ) el el &
on the night with the multitudes from Gaza, leaving : ol Y
us dry eyed — for no human eyes have enough tears : s bV pblae ¥ )5l ¥ @23 8 :

for so many angels at once. : ol A S |

www\jww&muywuy\f

: P@\MJW\UU}\@;MMYUV

Novica me je dosegla z zamudo, ko je najbolj LS 2 338 o paadtl e JUI 3
padalo po najmanjsih... Zdi se kakor v sanjah Pobleld i e e Y Y — Bl ook
in morda smo tega angela res vsi samo sanjali, ool oo S5
a nisem pozabil vlaka v Ostravo iz Prage, slik, ey ey GO eda IS S
porocil, klica sino€i. Zdaj ima petindvajset let Paag e 2 AN e e 5 :

za zmeraj, ne ve¢ otrok — nezgresljiv glas med

nebeskimi zbori, tisti vecer pridruzen vsem ob

katerih nam v misli na Gazo oci ostajajo suhe,

ker nobene ¢loveske o¢i nimajo dovolj solz za
toliko angelov hkrati.

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

My friend,

don't mind

the allegations of enemies.
They all are fake and false.
My friend,

You are stronger

than the castles of the night
than the rocks of strongholds.
You are stronger!

No hurricanes will stop you,
nor will the thunder of quakes.

Your enemies say: ‘Quiet!

Sign the deed, concede!’

Say to them: ‘I will stay

and I’1l fight.’

My hopes still exist in my heart

and shovels are still held in my palm of hands.
The barricades may rise in front of me;

and drought may ruin the ears of corn,

but I will fight.

The wind may blow my sails;

and the night may overwhelm the lights of torches.

However, I will walk on.

I listen to history,

and history says:

‘Get up and try!

Go for what you want!’

And if they say:

‘Pointless effort!’

Walk on! Even if you are repulsed by some oaths,
and you are made an enemy by the tribes.
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SALAH ELEWA - EGYPT/HONG KONG

Walk on!

Even through mazes,
myths,

tornadoes,

chains,

steady the heart,
resist!

Get up even if they throw you into despair,
and despair becomes

a serial killer!

Get up and try

for another round

to run the war

to bring victory closer,

to discipline whoever crosses the line!
One more push

for the shutters to collapse

for the entrances to shake.

One more moment

for you to bring security

from the midst of unrest.

One more step

and onto the dock will flow

smiles of dusk!

Walk over the embers of mystery,
on the thorns of the unknown!
Walk on!

Even if the herald calls saying:
“This whole universe is fleeting!’
Keep going!

Tame fear!

Get over sadness,

and plant

the remaining

of offshoots!

Translated from Arabic by Dr Sayed Gouda
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Salah Elewa is an Egyptian poet. He left Egypt in 1995 to Hong Kong where he resides now. He
received his MA in Comparative Literature and Criticism from the University of Hong Kong.
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YASSER UTHMAN - EGYPT

CONTEMPORARY POETRY

MY MOTHER
(My favorite poem)

You come alone like a poem,

and fade off in my dreams, a distant meaning
that exhausts all the interpreter’s letters,
and remains remote,

far from being interpreted.

It lasts for a long time

between my ink and my blood.

How for the letters

-even though they seem to be an incubator of beauty-
to approach the unattainable proximity?

They reach out for the limits,

but there are no limits,

even if the words have traveled for centuries

in my mother's world?

And despite the burning distance between you and me,
you come in a dream like thoughts.

Your voice connects the broken words/

It removes the distance between metaphor and reality,
so [ know how my poem becomes a guardian,

and how the rhymes line it up with a light

that illuminates the path of creation with love.

You pass into me

over every house destroyed inside me.

You build my beginning again,

as if building me

begins from demolition.

I open a window for songs,

and you open a thousand ones!

And despite you crowding me from within,

and despite your singing filling up all the windows,
alone, I sing!

I season the sweetness of the anthem with longing,
So it cries,

and I cry.
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YASSER UTHMAN - EGYPT

When we met tears did not know
whether [ was crying from the longing that hurt
the patience of a stranger,
and so he bled in poetry,
or was it longing that was crying,
and it made the stranger cry,
and it made the stranger’s patience cry.
Because I
remembered that in the foreign land I was
a stranger, the distance did not grant me
a visa to my mother’s port?!
............................ But I sing
because a rich dream called her
despite the distance
to drink a cup of tea
with me,
and carry with me
the bag of my dream when I started my journey.
I said, come on, I'm no longer a child
She whispered:
My life, my oldest child!
I started kissing her goodbye,
and she started reading the openings of her wishes.
So I sing.
How happy the melodies are
if the letters kiss my mother's forehead,
because beautiful letters know how to express
themselves in gratitude,
and know that the way to present meanings
and picking whatever the poems desire
starts with a handful of sand
that gathered on the road side in respect
s0 as not to dust my mother's feet.
Translated from Arabic by Dr Sayed Gouda
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YASSER UTHMAN - EGYPT

CONTEMPORARY POETRY

SOMETHING OF THE STRANGE’S PAIN

How worried I am about the stranger

returning after his long absence to embrace
emptiness!

No tears could warm his chest, thirsty for the last
embrace!

And the seas of patience are not enough for him.

Fifty years of my childhood,

e e e i
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Fifty years after which,

I suddenly became old,

Nothing of the air of youth, :

........................ and its ripeness have remamed M\LJJ.,.LMJ ae bl )Lo-

cﬁ)ﬁujwwj\@yww&\u\
—ghe e dv\-@ N US.S
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Fifty years have not been tamed by talking about

patience. el J_la...a RN §
All of those sitting at the sidewalk are filled with
their death. L Pl 5 Lol & )M_,

But no one believes that it is a café
that prepares farewell for everyone waiting.

ol 6 i o SN
: P P A WIS W PO
Daogr dw 3 RV G e () o 5 :
Fifty years, if they were for sale, I would sell them :
for only a look from my distant journey s
at you -mother- just for a while.
Translated from Arabic by Dr Sayed Gouda

Yasser Uthman is a poet, short story writer and critic from Egypt. He is member of the Egyptian Writers
Union. He has published nine books in total: three books of poetry, a collection of short stories and five books
on criticism of poetry and novel discourse.
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WAHA SAWAS - SYRIA

THE QUAKE

A darkling oracle.

A wobble inaudible.

Beneath the water, deep and shallow,
The gorge of Earth is tilled so hollow.

But Earth is charging
In lento tempo,

In chasmic motion,
A final action.

A stir, a shock, a quiver,

A blast that lasts forever,

And helpless eyes to heavens prayed
Asking to end this terror.

Rat-a-tat tapping,

Drip-drop dropping,

The sky is sobbing.

The showers washed the streaming eyes in vain,
And darkness veiled the feeble cries of pain.

The mighty strings of faithful hearts,
The wise insight of finer brains,

Are spectral shapes in nature's art

And distant shouts of crushed remains.

Earth has served its malefic phantasmagoria,
Its consummate masterpiece,

And the knives that plagued its belly

Have been spewed in one curdled piece.

[[ and many an eyewitness

Keep feeling the shake though subtle
And hear in the wind

That inaudible wobble.]

CONTEMPORARY POETRY
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Dr Waya Sawas is a lecturer of English Literature at the University of Aleppo, Syria. She holds a
PhD in Contemporary English Literature from the university of Hull, UK. She is currently in the
process of writing her first poetry collection with poems varying in style and content, but focusing

on personal experience and growth
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SAYED GOUDA - EGYPT/HONG KONG

CONTEMPORARY POETRY

.................................................

THE STORM WILL PASS

The storm will pass
just like many other storms that passed

and I will walk on FRRIY e
as usual, W‘}FJAJ.VSUJAL‘Q.LAg
head held high, as though I was victorious, SP 3 w“’L“J
fearing no wind, sl L;b Jwe
fearing no rain. sy L;LS i Ll
Thus I said to myself «J” Sy
when the storm hit me. J‘u‘ S

v.b [0

The storm will pass.
That is not what matters.

Lol e Con Lz

But I have | Aao Wl jen
ignored a crucial question: g*é’ Lebds o
How will I look like after the storm recedes? u" A
Will I fall sick? thpp s Vs OERY :
Could I rise up if despair brings me down? SEaoll g )5 0 ""‘-’}4-" &S
How will I look like when I come through this A u’f\“ o
ordeal? L el il 1))
Unscathed? C-(T_f"i ‘"‘4—4‘ oda e (S
Or, will I limp when walking? Sl
Will I drag sadness like dragging heavy weights Sze g ol Gy o
with a line of blood trickling behind me? i U};;"J"‘ J» §
Will I have some bone fractures? q;” L
Moans and pains? Selaall & Jrs l:
And what about the passing of the storm? C(*’U sl
Will it be like the passing of good people, Sl PISUE
those who pass by as fleetingly as clouds-- $Caall 508 gl
the clouds that don’t harm the passers-by? Sl Ll o O goiat g
AllT fear is oW S5 Y
that when I look behind, 35 JS
I see the ghosts of my sadness in the dark; A5k A e u"f"
I see nothing but ruins; g’W‘” S (_\M‘ 6J‘
I see nothing but regret. ‘-J‘J;" V) GJ‘ Vi
18 June 2021 ; PV

Translated from Arabic by the author YY) pig VA :

Dr Gouda was born in Cairo and moved to Hong Kong in 1992 where he currently resides. He did
his undergraduate studies in Egypt and China, majoring in Chinese language and literature, and
received his PhD in comparative literary studies from the City University of Hong Kong. He won
several poetry awards with 15 books that include 5 poetry collections, 3 novels, and other books of

translation. y
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SAYED GOUDA - EGYPT/HONG KONG

CONTEMPORARY POETRY

THE SONG OF A BIRD

I am a bird!

Rebellious to bars and jailers.

My free wings tolerate no cage,

even if it is made of gold.

No wheat of the color of the sun can tempt me.
No river without banks can make me thirsty.
No trees, not even the Alps,

can convince me to relax my free wings.

I am a bird!

Noble is my beak.

I don’t touch the mud,

brought up in nobility.

I fly for years,

and when I sleep,

I fall asleep on the bed of the wind, I know

no other home for my heart.

Glory be to Him who dignified me!

And I don't shed,

for what I miss, a tear.

A look of regret is enough

for me to see in the eyes of the cunning hunter.
He tries again and again

and realises that he is a loser.

He clutches his golden handcuff in anger,

and up high,

a shadow of my stretched wings

covers him slowly.

He gets lost in a forest like the night, erasing him.
I look for him,

but I don't see a trace of him.

So I fly higher, forgetting all about him!

*I wrote this poem before resigning from my full-time academic job,
which was a graveyard to any talented person. When it is all about
satisfying the dean’s ego and achieving his own ambitions,
resignation is the answer to his false promises, lies and sneaky but
foolish tricks sending me his informers! A poet, who is a free and
noble bird, should not stay in such a suffocating cage. This poem is
dedicated to him.
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CONTEMPORARY POETRY

ATINY BLUE PILL

She gives me a tiny blue pill
As though she gave me a blue sky
Or a blue deep sea
Slightly rippling
At last she hopes all
Will fall into the dark silent world
The flow of vehicles on the road during the day
The noisy downtown
The electricity meter working around the clock
Water in the pipe of sewage
Cut off the 3-D space temporarily
She said that this blue pill
Could
Lower the brain wave
Till the world stopped in the memory
She said that a blue pill
Could take you back to the night when the ancestors
drilled for the fire
When the stars brightly
Glimmered at you
When you raised up your head.
Translated from Chinese by Angel Wu and Dr Sayed Gouda
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WU YANOING - HONG KONG
WU YANOING - HONG KONG CONTEMPORARY POETRY

MEtE Tt T PLUM BLOSSOM BLOOMED

. e Still some water in the buds

A %?k%ﬁiﬁwtlﬂ Plum blossom bloomed at the feet of Mt Phoenix

ML EAF R AE UL T You seized the fragrance of one bud

WREGE H A i —or & The sky is blue and the half moon is white
REERREANH = A You talked about the past and the tea house went empty

R AR 2 2 A B The Taiwan Acacia tree of thick branches

. With dark green leaves
PAR\7iN
AR BT With withered twigs pointing to the sky

— AT IRER Can’t go back to the past
B S ARAZY VE <2 (=1 1PN When you walked lightly
BN With slender waist and bright eyes like stars
’ You just stood under the tree for a while
ARSI A JEL A 2 The mountain was surrounded by clouds and fog
H = Ay
M S AT AR AT R Just to smell the plum flower
SHRETEW Tl T —43)L You grew from a girl to a mother
T =~ E e B Translated from Chinese by Angel Wu and Dr Sayed Gouda
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Wu Yanqing (Hong Kong), is a holder of Bachelor of Medicine in Traditional Chinese and
Western Medicine, and Master of Chinese Drama Education. She has been a doctor and now she
works in education. Some of her works have been published in Poetry Magazine, Hong Kong
Literature, Ta Kung Pao, etc. She is the author of poetry collections such as Selected Short Poems
of Wu Yanging and Learning to Hide Sparkling Things.
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AHMET YALCINKAYA - TURKIYE CONTEMPORARY POETRY

ESIR CAPTIVE

Gozlerinden baska ne kapim kaldi I have no door left but only your two eyes

Ne de 6zge bir s6z adindan gayri Nor a special word other than your name
Gonliime taktigin tasma hediye, The leash you put on my heart is a lovely gift,
Acim ayr1 hazdir sevincim ayr1 My pain is a separate pleasure, my joy a separate
Diyorlar saglarin bir kirbag gibi They say your hair is like a merciless whip
Dovermis aklimi her gordiigiinde, Beating my hapless mind every time it sees,

Bana gam degil ki ugsun can kusum I do not care if my soul just flies away
Artik kiymeti yok yil hangi giinde It is no longer worth on what day year is

Vurgun yedim bir ¢ift yesil deryada, 1 am crippled by bends in a pair of green oceans,

Zaman da mekan da ¢ikt1 sdzliikten.  Time and space have gone out of dictionary.

Sanadir cihetim, sana tiim yonler My course is towards you, all aspects to you

Beni kurtardin ya ben denen yilikten ~ Oh, you saved me from the burden called ‘me’
Translated from Turkish by A. Edip Yazar
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Ahmet Yal¢inkaya is a Turkish poet and academician. His poems, essays, letters, interviews,
poetry translations have been published by newspapers and many reputable journals in Turkey,
Germany, England, Egypt, Romania and Uzbekistan. Has been awarded with several prizes. Has
represented Kiragi (Hoarfrost) Poetry Journal in Istanbul (1995-97). Has taken part in the editorial
board of the literary journal Endulus (Andalusia) (1997-98). Edited and published for a short time
(1995) the literary journal Mevsim (The Season). Some of his poems have been translated into
many languages. [Wikipedia]
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Artist:
Artist Info:
Title:
Dated:
Medium:

Classification:

Sayed Gouda

Egypt - Hong Kong
Artwork for Palestine
2023 - 2024

Water colour, pastel, charcoal

Painting, drawing
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