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About Nadwah
Nadwah is a bilingual bimonthly poetry e-magazine that focuses on poetry in translation.
Poems published in Nadwah are translated into both English and Arabic together with the

poem in its original language.

The magazine’s online pages:

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

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

current editorial board for submission, write to the respective editor:

Chief Editor/Arabic & Chinese sections editor: Sayed Gouda arabicnadwah@gmail.com

English and German sections editor: Birgit Bunzel blinderbunzel@gmail.com
Greek section editor: Sarra Thilykou sthilykou@gmail.com
Indian section editor: Dileep Jhaveri jhaveri.dileep@gmail.com
Italian section editor: Luca Benassi benax76(@gmail.com
Japanese section editor: Maki Starfield makistarfield@gmail.com
Korean section editor: Lena Oh oh.sunyoung@gmail.com
Macedonian section editor: Trajan Petroveski trajan.petrovski@yahoo.com
Polish section editor: Hatif Janabi hatif.janabi@gmail.com
Russian section editor: Alexey Filimonov afilimonov22@gmail.com
Slovenian section editor: Marjan Strojan marjan.strojan@gmail.com
Spanish section editor: Mariela Cordero marielacorderog@gmail.com
Art consultants: Birgit Bunzel blinderbunzel@gmail.com

Mamdouh Kassifi mkassifi@gmail.com

* Front cover and inside illustrations and art work by Sayed Gouda.
* Back cover is courtesy of Birgit Bunzel.
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Call for Submissions

Nadwah invites submissions
in English or Arabic. The
deadline for the August 2019
issue is 15 July. 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.

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, i.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
annotations.
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EDITOR’S FOREWORD

In this fifth issue of Nadwah, we divide
the featured poets into classical, modern
and contemporary poets. For the first time,
Nadwah introduces a new corner called
Guest of Honour, in which we interview a
prominent poet and feature a few of his
poems in its original language and in
translation. We are happy to have Sidney
Lea, the Vermont Laureate Poet, as our
guest of honour in this new issue.

We are also pleased to have three new
members on our editorial board: Hatif
Janabi serves as editor for the Polish
section, Mariela Condero as editor for the
Spanish section and Lena Oh for the
Korean section. A warm welcome to our
two new members. More editors and
translators of different languages are still
needed to join our editorial team.

All the poems in this issue are translated in
both Arabic and English and featured
together with the poem in its original
language. We hope this provides a
valuable source and reference for teachers
and students of poetry translation.

As a professional translator, I believe that
translation should be done directly from
the source language and not through a
medium language. However, and
unfortunately, I have to go against my
discipline and depend on the English
translations when I translate poems written
in a language I don’t understand.
Sometimes, the English translation reflects
the translator’s own interpretation and
preference. This is why a second-hand
translation is often vulnerable to deviation
from the literal meaning in the original
text but not from the overall meaning. |
hope that the general poetic merit gained
outweighs that which is lost in translation.
Sayed Gouda

Changchun - China

29 May 2019
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ALEXANDER PUSHKIN - RUSSIA (1799 - 1837) CLASSICS CORNER

THE NAME !
Yro B uMeHH Tebe Moem? What is my name to you? “Twill die:
OHO yMpeT, KaK LIyM IevasbHbIi a wave that has but rolled to reach
Bonnebl, nuiecHyBIIei B 6eper JanbHbIH, with a Jone splash a distant beach;
Kak 3Byk HOYHOI B JIeCy ITTyXOM. or in the timbered night a cry...
OHO Ha MaMSITHOM JIUCTKE “Twill leave a lifeless trace among
OcraBuT MEPTBBIH CIIEJ, TTOOOHBIN names on your tablets: the design
VY30py HaIMUCH HAATPOOHOM of an entangled gravestone line
Ha HemoHsATHOM SI3BIKE. in an unfathomable tongue.
Yro B HeM? 3a0bITOC TaBHO What is it then? A long-dead past,
B BOJIHEHBSIX HOBBIX U MSTEKHBIX, lost in the rush of madder dreams,
Tsoeil gyme He gacT oHO upon your soul it will not cast
BocrnomuHaHui YHCTHIX, HEKHBIX. Mnemosyne's pure tender beams.
Ho B 1eHb meyany, B TUILIWHE, But if some sorrow comes to you,
[IpousHecu ero Tockys; utter my name with sighs, and tell
CKaxxu: ecTh IaMATh 000 MHE, the silence: «Memory is true —
EcTh B Mupe cepalie, re KuBy A... there beats a heart wherein [ dwell».

Translated from Russian by Vladimir Nabokov
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Alexander Pushkin (1799-1837) is the greatest Russian poet and the founder of Russian literature.

He wrote poems, novels, dramatic works, literary criticism. He died after being wounded in a duel.
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JAN KOCHANOWSKI - POLAND / 1530-1584 CLASSICS CORNER

TREN X

Orszulo moja wdzigczna, gdzie$ mi si¢ podziata?
W ktora strong, w ktora$ si¢ kraing udata?

Czys$ ty nad wszytki nieba wysoko wniesiona

I tam w liczb¢ aniotkow matych policzona?
Czyli$ do raju wzigta? Czyli$ na szczesliwe
Wyspy zaprowadzona? Czy ci¢ przez teskliwe
Charon jeziora wiezie i napawa zdrojem
Niepomnym, Ze ty nie wiesz nic o ptaczu mojem?
Czy, czlowieka zrzuciwszy i mysli dziewicze,
Wziglas na si¢ postawe i piorka stowicze?

Czyli sie¢ w czyScu czyScisz, jesli z strony ciata
Jakakolwiek zmazeczka na tobie zostata?

Czy$ po $mierci tam poszta, kedy$ pierwej byla,
Nize$ si¢ na mg cigzka zato$¢ urodzita?
Gdzieskolwiek jest, jeslis jest, lituj mej zatosci,
A nie mozesz li w onej dawnej swej catosci,
Pociesz mig, jako mozesz, a staw' si¢ przede mna
Lubo snem, lubo cieniem, lub marg nikczemng!

LAMENT X

My fair Orszula, where have you fled

Are you above the celestial spheres, numbered?
Among angelic hosts? Are you in Paradise?

Or are you taken to the Fortunate Isles?

Does Charon guide you over disconsolate lakes,
Offering draughts from the erasing stream,

So, you can’t know my tears?

Or, shedding human shape and youthful dreams,
Have you assumed a nightingale’s form and wings?
Or are you being cleansed in purgatorial flames
Lest you carry still the marks of tainted flesh?

Or in death have you returned

To wherever you dwelt before you caused my pain?
Wherever you are, if you are, take pity on my grief,
And if you cannot in the flesh,

Console me and appear

As dream, shade or vision.
Translated from Polish by Adam Czerniawski
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Jan Kochanowski (1530-1584) was a Polish Renaissance poet who established poetic patterns that
would become integral to the Polish literary language. He is commonly regarded as the greatest
Polish poet before Adam Mickiewicz, and the greatest Slavic poet prior to the 19th century.

(wikipedia).
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K TANTIN MILADI - R. N. MACEDONIA / 1830-1862
ONSTANTIN NOV N CEDONIA / 1830-186 MODERN POETRY

TTA3AJYD

OpeIcku Kpritja Kak Jga CH MEeTHEX

Y B HAIllK CT'pHHU JIa CH TIpeeTHeX !
Ha mamm mecrta ja na cu uaam,

na Bugam Cram6or, Kykymr na Bumgam,
Jla Bumam ganu c'Hiie U TaMo

MaTHO yTpeBjaT, Kako U BaMo.

AKO Kak OBJIE€ C'HIIETO M€ CTPETHT,
aKo ITaK MPAYHO C'HIIETO CBETHT:
Ha o't mameunw ja ke ce cTeraam,
Y B JIPYTH CT'PHU K€ CH IMOOETHAM,
KaJie C'HIIETO CBETIIO yTPEeBjar,
Kajie He0OTO SBE3/IM TIOCEB]ar.

OB1ie je MpaqHO U MpaK M' 00BHBa
¥ TeMHa M'TJIa 3eMja TIOKPHBA:
Mpas0j ¥ CHETOj, ¥ MEeNeHUIH,
CHWITHH BETPUIIITA ¥ BUjyJIHIH,
Oxkomy M'TH 1 Mpazoj 3eMHH,

a B’rpajay CTyAOj, 1 MUCIIH TEMHH.
He, ja ne moxxam oBJie 1a cemam!
He, ja e moxam Mpazoj na riregam!
Jlajre Mu kpmitja ja 1a Cu METHaM

Y B HAIlIK CT'PHHU J]a CH TIPEJIeTHAM:
Ha HAIlli MECTa ja 1a CH HJIaMm,

na sugam Oxpun, CTpyra 1a BUgam.
Tamo 30para rpeur ayuiara

Y C'HITE CBETJIO 3aj7IBUT B TOpara.
Tamo mapOure mpupomHa cuia
CO C'Ta PacKoII TH pacTypuIa:
buctpo e3epo, renari, oenent
HJIK 011 BETap CUHO TCMHEUT:
TI0JIC MTOTJICIHUAII, UJIU IIJIAaHWHA
-cerne boxena je xybaBuHa.

Tamo 110 c'piie B KaBaJI 1a CBUpaM,
C'HIIE Ja 3ajBUT, ja 1a yMHpaMm!

LONGING FOR THE SOUTH

If I had an eagle's wings

I would rise and fly with them

To our own shores, to our own climes,
To see Stamboul, to see Kukus,

And to watch the sunrise: is it

Dismal there, as it is here?

If the sun still rises dimly,

If it meets me there as here,

I'll prepare for further travels,

I shall flee to other shores

Where the sunrise greets me brightly
And the sky is sewn with stars.

It is dark here, dark surrounds me,
Dark fog covers all the earth;

Here are frosts and snows and ashes,
Blizzards and harsh winds abound.
Fog everywhere, the earth is ice,
And in the breast are cold, dark thoughts.
No, I cannot stay here, no,

I cannot look upon these frosts.
Give me wings and I will don them;
I will fly to our own shores,

Go once more to our own places,
Go to Ohrid and to Struga.

There the sunrise warms the soul,
The sunset glows on wooded heights;
There are gifts in great profusion
Richly spread by nature's power.
Watch the clear lake stretching white
Or bluely darkened by the wind,
Look upon the plains or mountains:
Beauty's everywhere divine.

To pipe there to my heart's content!
Ah! let the sun set, let me die.

Translated from Macedonian by
Graham W. Reid.
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Konstantin Miladinov (1830-1862) is the first Macedonian lyrical poet. In his early ages he left to
study in Moscow, which, in that time, was an important cultural center for the slavic world. In the

Moscow university Miladinov studied philology.
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C. P. CAVAFY - GREECEF /1863-1933 MODERN POETRY

META TO KOAYMBHMA
K. N. Kapagng

Fupvol K' ol duo, OTL Byfikav art v 6dAacoa TAC ZAUIAKAG
AKTAG: At TNV d1aoKESAOL TOU KOAUURBAMATOC

(MUEpa PpAoyLlopEvN Beplvh).

‘ApyoUoav va vtuBodlv, AurodvTtav va oKeTAoouv

™MV €uopdLd THG TMAACTIKAG YUUVOTNTOG TWV

ToU £TOL APHUOVIKA CUUTANPWVE TO KAAAOG TAV TIPOCWOTIWYV TWV.

"A oi dpxaiot "EAANvEG KaAaioBnTol foav,
ToU TAG veOTNTOG TNV KAAAovn
aueintn ™V mapouaialav yuuvn.

Agv gixev 8d1K0 OAWG dLOAoU O PTwYOG 6 MepoTdS

(K1 g TOV UmoTTTEU' 600 B€AEL 6 KUp AVOpOVIKOG Kal 6 atpldpxng)
va B€Ael kal va Aéet va Eavayivoupue eBvIKoL.

‘H miotn pou 1 ayia mavta BERala oeBaotn -

AAAQG pEXPL TIVOC elval euvonTog 6 MeploTog.

>NV veohaiav TOTE Emppor) TOAA)

elxe 1 d1daokaiia To0 Mewpyiou MeploTod,
rou ATav codpmTatog Kal Alav euppadng:
kal TAQ EAANVIKAG naideiag kApUE.

AFTER SWIMMING

Both naked, they just came out from the sea of the Samian
coast; from the sport of swimming

(on a hot summer day).

They were delaying getting dressed, hating to cover

the beauty of their sculpted nudity,

harmoniously complementing the loveliness of their faces.

Ah, the ancient Greeks were tasteful,
the beauty of youth,
presenting undiminished and naked.

The poor Gemistus was not entirely wrong

(even if the emperor and the patriarch much suspected him),
wishing and saying we should become gentiles again.

My sacred faith is certainly always respected -

but Gemistus is somewhat understandable.

Among youth back then they had much influence,
the teachings by Georgius Gemistus,
who was most wise and highly eloquent;

and a preacher of Greek learning.
Translated from Greek by Sarah Thilykou
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C. P. CAVAFY - GREECE /1863-1933 MODERN POETRY
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Constantine Peter Cavafy (/ko'va:fi/; April 29 (April 17, OS), 1863 — April 29, 1933) was
an Egyptian Greek poet, journalist and civil servant. His consciously individual style earned him a
place among the most important figures not only in Greek poetry, but in Western poetry as well.

(Wikipedia)
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LIU BANNONG - CHINA /1891-1934
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MODERN POETRY

HOW COULD I NOT MISS HER?

Some light clouds float up in the sky,
and a light breeze wafts over the land.
Oh!

The light breeze blows through my hair,
how could I not miss her?

The moonlight is in love with the ocean,

and the ocean is in love with the
moonlight.

Oh!

On such a honey-like sweet silvery night,

how could I not miss her?

Fallen flowers drift slowly on the face of
water,

and under it the fish swim slowly.

Oh!

Swallow, what words are you saying?

How could I not miss her?

Withered trees tremble in the cold wind,

and a bushfire burns at twilight.

Oh!

Some sparse clouds still float in the
western sky,

how could I not miss her?

Translated from Chinese by Sayed Gouda
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LIU BANNONG - CHINA /1891-1934
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MODERN POETRY

CASSIA

A storm thundered in the middle of the
night,

and awoke me from my dreams, startled.

I remembered my small yard

where a cassia blooms—

blooms with golden flowers.

I remembered it with bitterness.

Eventually, after tossing and turning,
thinking of it,

I still didn’t know what to do for it.

I got up the next day,

the rain was still falling.

The cassia tossed its head in the wind,
shaking off drops of cold rain.

There was a half-foot-height of water in
the yard,
mixed with black mud.
The golden cassia
was floating on the surface of this black
water,

and slowly drifted into the gutter.
Translated from Chinese by Sayed Gouda
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Liu Bannong is a Chinese poet. He was an important contributor to the influential magazine New
Youth (Xin gingnian) during the May Fourth Movement. He began writing poetry in vernacular

Chinese in 1917. (Wikipedia)
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KHALIL HAWI — LEBANON / 1919-1982 MODERN POETRY

A PRISONER IN A TRAIN s L} e
ol - gl Jls

Bitter is his first night S
gnd bitter is his first day J}Y‘ m»:;:
in a strange land. N

Bitter were his boring nights. > a5
How often he bit on his hunger, “"J‘ o2 {!Lf
on his hot desire, IS pPNW ‘*’S o
and alone chewed on a memory, g5t e s WL
wiping dust off his belongings in the bags! T A e e
A stone he is, carried by a hot whirlpool, 6,53 &My g5kl s
a prisoner in a train 4ad ;JA el ye 5 )
who does not know the taste of the sun, s J;L\ 4l j.U\ o f -

or the smell of the dust,

U3 (3 s
or the salt sprinkled in the sea wind. 41 :@i, L:j ol
For weeks, . ,’w "”f%}”
the dust has been eating his belongings in M3 ¢ﬂ\ Sl
the bags in his gloomy room, . )
has been eating the face that he had left b 3y el o
behind i 4 ells
when he had taken it off k) sLals JSL
and walked with a fresh face s sl s JSL
without a memory of the past. G
Translated from Arabic by Sayed Gouda L;JL Céjﬁ L;;'ﬂ‘j
S5y el s
LEBANON
We were a wall against a wall. oL
How painful talking was! Old - g5l Juls

How painful silence was!
Full of misfortune.

How painful the neighbourhood was! M “"”L b‘b L
Translated from Arabic by Sayed Gouda J‘}A ¥ &l S
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Khalil Hawi (1919-1982) was one of the most famous Lebanese poets of the 20th century. In
1982, upon the Israeli invasion of Beirut in the midst of the Lebanese Civil War, Hawi committed
suicide with a rifle in his apartment near the American University of Beirut. He was outraged by
Lebanon's inability to stand up to the Israeli army when the latter invaded on 3 June 1982.
(Wikipedia)
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KIM CHUN SU - S.KOREA (1922-2004)
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FLOWER

Until I spoke his name,

he was nothing more than a mere gesture.
When I spoke his name,

he came to me and then became a flower.

Just as I spoke his name,
will someone speak my name now,

one that suits this colour and fragrance of mine.

I wish to go to him and become his flower.

We all desire to become something.
I for you, and you for me,

we desire to be engraved upon, an unforgettable gaze.
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MODERN POETRY

Translated from Korean by Lena Oh
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Kim Chun Su (1922-2004) was a lyricist and one of the leading South Korean poets of the late
twentieth century. “Flower” is one of the most beloved poems by Koreans. He was won numerous

literary awards and was a professor of Korean Literature.
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SYDNEY LEA - USA GUEST OF HONOUR

Vermont Laureate Sydney Lea to Nadwah: Though I Rarely
Write in Traditional Forms, I Tend to Be a Formal Poet

Nadwah — Hong Kong
Interviewed by M. S. on 11 April 2019

Nadwah: From what you have said or written of your beginnings one can surmise
you came to literature early ... Do you remember the first books you read? What
made you come to poetry? When did you realise you were a poet?

In fact, I was not a very bookish youngster. I came to poetry quite late (having written
some fiction, which I showed to nobody, in my twenties); my first collection appeared
when I was forty. | remember the first book I read cover to cover, which I would probably
disdain today: it was Pearl Buck’s THE GOOD EARTH. But I was doing “research,”
listening to the tales and even the simple ballads composed by northern New England’s
countryfolk, ones who’d be 120 or so if they were still alive. In my middle thirties, I
realized I wanted to memorialize those vanishing voices, and thought that I might be able
to do so by telling similar tales in poetry: I hoped to catch the rhythms of their language —
as Frost did—without having to write dialect, which is crushingly hard to do well. And I
do remember the first full volume of poetry I read: Frost’s NORTH OF BOSTON.
Nadwah: You live in Vermont, close to the Canadian Border. In fact, you were the
Poet laureate of Vermont, a successor to Robert Frost. Some of his interests show up
in your own poetry — the love of country life, the realism of its everyday goings on, an
emotional attachment to animal life... To what extent do all these affect your social
and public life?

As I implied in answering the last question, Frost is an early influence, and, given where |
live, an inevitably lasting one. My social and public life are of course, like his, affected by
my home ground; far from the alleged sophistication of the city, I daily encounter bright
people, who are, in the formal sense, largely “uneducated.” I like the directness and
guilelessness of their manner, and seek to import those qualities not only into poetry but
also into my dealings with other humans.

Nadwah: The Greeks have held Mnemosyne, the mother of the nine Muses and the
Goddess of memory, the font of all poetry. How does memory play into your work?
For whatever reason, I have always had an elegiac bent. I don’t really know how to
explain that. It may have to do with the fact that, even as other aspects of my memory
fade, I have an all but uncanny ability to remember things I have heard for scores of
decades. Snatches of conversation from as many as 70 years ago will suddenly occur to
me and, more than anything else, prompt me to poetry.

Nadwah: What are the formal considerations that go into your poetry? There are
many stories, outright or implied, in your poems; so why not write them out in
prose?

Though I rarely write in traditional forms like the sonnet, I do tend to be a rather formal
poet, though, I hope, often in an inconspicuous way. I will write a very rapid draft of
something and then proceed to see how it looks in a certain stanza and/or metric pattern.
This sounds very mechanistic, but in fact it allows me to abandon myself to language and
thereby to be led to things I either didn’t know I was thinking about or didn’t know I
knew. If I get caught trying too strenuously to see what my poem “means,” I find the
freshness goes out of it... As to why poetry rather than prose? As I suggested earlier, 1
think, like Frost again, that poetry enables me to capture certain speech rhythms that have

moved me.
* Photo copyright credit M. Robin Barone
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SYDNEY LEA - USA

GOD OF COINCIDENCE

you might have been that long-legged

woman striking as tall as you

we came out of the very same Rothko exhibit

the show was all on one floor

so where in the world could she have been

she seemed rushed hailed a cab and fled a mere instant

I noticed her beauty no doubt

but more her eyes’ sadness though they never met mine
her look conveyed well I can’t say what

she shook out her hair at the car-door

the gesture was brisk it made me sigh

because it revealed certain traits I thought

ones I now know were my own inventions
my sorrow plain silly yes but profound
music cuisine dance styles fashions

a million more things have changed

since she escaped as1 absurdly

put it I turned just after she vanished

you were there (time’s elastic for me)
and incredibly I think you still are

if there’s a god then he or she

uses chance to remain incognito

the two of us might never have met
thank god that woman so quickly got free

I’d been offered that job out west

what might life down in Charleston be

that’s the sort of thought you might in those days
have been entertaining how right

in hindsight the taxi leaving and she

not asking me say what time it was
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SYDNEY LEA - USA

GUEST OF HONOUR

HOME MUSEUM

His mother’s doll surveys the living room.
Her hair is human- his grandpa’s. Fragile and dry,
still it clings to the sham child’s jaundiced muslin dome.

In the kitchen, he has assembled a Chinese puzzle,
acquired somewhere on a trip in an age gone by:
back, that is, in the days when he still traveled.

['ve watched him push his granny glasses up
above his brow, in order to scrutinize
some curio -I can’t recall just what-

from the '39 World'’s Fair, two years after he
arrived on earth, and only six months shy
of the start of World War II, catastrophe

that went on six black years and killed over eighty
million souls. In his bedroom, the main display
appears to be a brigade of military

metal figures. They’ll all outlast his life;
unlike them, he’s flesh, and therefore doomed to go by.
[ wonder if he imagines that holding tight

to ephemera will obviate the end.
His wife, his children, his neighbors: people to prize.

He may think there’ll be time for that, but he can’t say when.
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SYDNEY LEA - USA GUEST OF HONOUR

INTO WISDOM

The young send their news by phone nowadays.
I’ve just watched a video from a son:

it shows his sweet-tempered three-year-old boy
winding a key inside a stuffed monkey,

then laying the musical toy in the crib
of his baby brother. Intent, he listens

and claps once, softly. Then, once more, he claps,
his half-smile subtle but satisfied

as he tiptoes gently out of the picture.
Oh joy, I think.

Oh despair— despair that feels so familiar
after children, five, and grandchildren, seven.

Like mine, each darling’s life will fly by,
each doomed like parents and siblings and cousins

and everyone else on the planet to die.
Yet luck holding, I’ll still have good time with those small ones.

May I wither meanwhile into some sort of wisdom.

Sydney Lea is an American poet, novelist, essayist, editor, a professor, and the Poet Laureate of
Vermont. Of his twelve poetry collections, Pursuit of a Wound was one of three finalists for the
2001 Pulitzer Prize for poetry. The preceding volume, 7o the Bone: New and Selected Poems, won
the 1998 Poets’ Prize. In 1989, Lea also published the novel A Place in Mind and his long-time
fascination with upper New England and its vanishing traditions is recorded in A North Country
Life: Tales of Woodsmen, 2012. In 2017 he produced Roads Taken: Contemporary Vermont Poets,
an anthology which he co-edited with his successor as state poet, Chard deNiord. He founded New
England Review in 1977 and edited it till 1989. Lea has received fellowships from the Rockefeller,
Fulbright and Guggenheim Foundations, and has taught at Dartmouth, Yale, Wesleyan, Vermont
and Middlebury Colleges, as well as at Franklin College in Switzerland and the Eotvos Lorand
University in Budapest. His stories, poems, essays and criticism have appeared in The New Yorker,
The Atlantic, The New Republic, The New York Times, Sports Illustrated and in many other
periodicals, as well as in more than fifty anthologies. He lives in Newbury, Vermont.
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XKIEG KL ovotypoTo
avOpOTOV G OKLEG

am’ 1o Tapabvpo

6’ éva TapdaBupo Ta Yhyvels
Kémoto Koppdtt pog Lmng
eviote va apra&elg

av TOyeL, Tpaypatt,  Lon
Vo G€ APNOEL

Avti, 6po¢, va apnvelg
KOUUATIO TPAYLOTO OT TOYN
g Oa aEile va ddoelg
OTLG OKIEG GOV Alyn xapm

KOl VO TOAUNOELS,

eKkel mov dev TOAUNGE KaVELS,
VO GE YTUTNCEL

W éva 66pv 10 PEYYIPL;
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CONTEMPORARY POETRY

SHADOWS AND OPENINGS

Shadows and openings
of bodies in the shade
of a window you seek,
a piece of life

perhaps to grasp

if life ever really

let you.

Yet, instead of letting
bits and pieces open to chance,
might it not be better to grant
your shadows a bit of grace
and dare where no one else
has dared before
to let the moon pierce you
with its spear?
Translated from Greek by the author
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STATHIS GOURGOURIS - GREECE

H

Moévo évag dylog Ba Evmvaye
POPOVTOG TNV GAPTA TOV SAKPO®V.
Mmnopei k1 éva mondi

TPOodOpEVO amd 1o YHYog

€VOG APOPNTOL OVEIPOV TPWIVOL
EVOTIOV KATOL0L (ot piov

Cong GAANG.

INoti o KédBe Evmvnpa onuaivet

N avactaon N epikn

avaAoya pe Tov oveipov To aAnbég,
N Vv amotuyic Tov va PEPEt

v guBHvn Yo KaBe 0d0vVT

OV PEGT GTO OVELPO OANOEVEL,

N Kot TNV Ndovi Hog oyKoALS
aAnBwvng, KTOG OVEIPOL AUTPEUEVTG.
AMIGBG 1O KGO TpIVO onaivel

N ATOAEL,

mov og aAndwo ypovo EavaPpiokels,
T’] OW(ELTET], ’ ’ r r

OV G€ OVeEIPOL YPOVO TAVTA YAVELS.
Qo1e 0 dudyvtog o Ppdvtog g Long
N yiveton Yo TavTa avurndPopog

N OmAEL TNV UNSEVIKN TOL PEALOVTOG
oL,

MOTE 0KOUN Kl gKEIvo TO TTodl

mov E¥mvnoe mih diymg péva

va g€ayviotel

o€ v, AoVTpd KOTAGOPKa

Sakpov.
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CONTEMPORARY POETRY

OR

Only a saint would wake

In a shawl of tears

Or possibly a child

Betrayed by the coldness

Of an unbearable dream

To face the mystery

Of yet another life’s morning
For waking means

Either bliss or terror
Depending on the reality

Of dreams

Or whether dreams fail

To bear real pain

Or pleasure of discovering
Again the arms of a beloved
Otherwise morning means loss
In real time regained

Or love in dreamtime lost

So sounds of life

Either become themselves
Unbearable

Or break the stillness of the future
So even the child who wakes
Again without a mother

Can bathe

In a shawl of tears.

Translated from Greek by the author
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Stathis Gourgouris is a Professor of Classics, English and Comparative Literature in Columbia

University. He is the Director of the Institute for Comparative Literature and Society.
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JORGE PALMA - URUGUAY CONTEMPORARY POETRY

MORAR Y DEMORAR LIVING AND LINGERING

I want to believe that men

don't die far from their motherland.
That the childhood skies,

those eyes, the afternoons

that you and I breathed,

the railings around the lit up

Quiero creer que los hombres
no mueren lejos de su patria.

Que los cielos de la infancia,

aquellos ojos, las tardes

que respiramos tu y yo,

las rejas de los patios

encendidos donde te besaba courtyards where I would kiss you
viven ain en la memoria still live in the memory

del aire. of the air.

Quiero creer que aguardan I want to believe that they are waiting
la sombra fresca de un for the cool shade of a

verano para regresar summer before they return

o0 acaso cansados

de esperar el milagro
de la sangre

siguen sofiando

el suefio de los locos
tan testarudos

or perhaps, tired

of waiting for the miracle
of blood,

they keep dreaming

the dream of madmen

€Omo €so0s muertos as stubborn

que atados a la vida as the dead

se resisten who, tied to life,
con los huesos refuse

a ser leyenda. to become a legend

with their bones.
Translated from Spanish by Peter Boyle
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Jorge Palma is a poet and storyteller, born in Montevideo, Uruguay, on April 24, 1961. Cultural

journalist. For years, he has worked for various newspapers and radio stations. He has coordinated

and led workshops on literature and creation.
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MARIEILA CORDERO - VENZUELLA

EL AIRE SABE

El aire sabe

Esta prefiado de mi confesion

Palpa el rostro del desconocido
Juega con las virutas de mi edén
Grita a la muchedumbre ese nombre
Pero nadie puede descifrar su alarido

El sol de esta historia sin contar
Me expande

Solo el aire lo sabe.

TU VINISTE CON LA LLUVIA

Eras en medio del aguacero

un sabor del clima

un paisaje para sucumbir.

Estabas multiplicado en todas las gotas
como una fabula invasora.

Resonabas como un trueno

en la cicatriz de mi noche.
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CONTEMPORARY POETRY

THE AIR KNOWS

He is full of my confession

he feels the face of the unknown

he plays with the atoms of my Eden
he shouts to the crowd that name
but no one can decipher his scream.

The sun of this story without telling
Expands me.

Only the air knows.
Translated from Spanish by the author

YOU CAME WITH THE RAIN

You were in the middle of the downpour
a taste of the climate
a landscape to succumb to.

You were multiplied in every drop
like an invading fable.

You were like thunder

in the scar of my night.
Translated from Spanish by the author
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Mariela Cordero is a lawyer, poet and visual artist from Valencia, Venezuela. She has two

collections of pogtry, Her poems have been published and awarded internationally.
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BIRGIT BUNZEL - GERMANY

THE SCHOOL OF THE POOR

Leaves quiver, compelled from below,

as though by the breath of the underworld.

The meadow, too, heaves in the wind,

and a heron with amber-beaded eyes

soars across the water with slow beats of
its wings.

The sun dries the rain glazed rocks,

and fish swim in foretelling silence.

We sit at the southern tip of the island

and watch life take its course.

Suddenly, a cloud of white sand rises,

swirls weightlessly in the air.

A passing swallow fills our thoughts with
wings

and carries them

to horizons of sorrow and of joy.

We bow down in the dust

of the quiet landscape.

The school of the poor is in the heart,

they say,

and here, we sit at its desk again,

learning, as though we had a say,

to let things come and go.

CONTEMPORARY POETRY
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Birgit Bunzel is a German poet, Sinologist and Professor of Literature and Translation. Her first
collection of poetry Shadows in Deferment won the first prize in an international poetry
competition held by Proverse Publishing. She has two collection of poetry and many of her poems
have been published in many poetry periodicals. She is currently a Professor of Comparative
Literature at Northeast Normal University (NENU) in Changchun, China.
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LENA OH - S. KOREA

CONTEMPORARY POETRY

SHOES ON THE TABLE ] Wl et
’ Gy s Uy sS — ol L
Mom, I’'m home. -
Shouting to the air, el e ad) GG
You throw me, here and there. csl 5l e ool
You left me scattered, Blag e o ils
But no words before we parted. a8 5
All my life, I have accompanied you L5 OF 3 48 0,
To every little corner you wanted to go. Sl JI5b sl
I was there with you, ) oladl ugj\,w SoE S
Walking miles and miles together. SO AR ws
It’s alright you don’t thank me, ever. o Vel Yal s
But TS I o S O) oL Y
I remember, T S
In your painful and glorious moments, ‘;S';T
You always had my discreet company. > 3 i olad ¢ |
© il L/L&A Cols s

I don’t want good-bye,
Can’t bear the weight. ‘ L:.bj iy
All of a sudden, you make me carry more ey
Being the last witness to your life. ASTaale Jodl odad Gl

LJ-JL:- LiL:' ML.«/ J,s-\ L;vy
I start to weep.

Listen, dear, I am not ready for AW Tl
your departure, forever, s o ¢ 332 255 b el
But ¢ \J;\ gzbb.d
One last touch, you softly caress me RS
As if I were new and endearing to you. G (Fomels 33T il
In that silent moment, celde 5o s L;J\S
You store your stories in me. “cizaliall das ) ;,LL 3
And I will bestow our history on me. LSl el o535
My love, du; Ls5,b c,aL..a Uiy
You have left me, so calmly (o> b
And left me so neatly Al s g S 5
On your desk, alone. CBLBL S
The curtains are dancing into Sa s (il G
the summer breeze with the moonlight, 3 Sl sl s
Farewell to this life, ¢ oill 6 50 po Canall lens
Life, your life, transposes to me. L albeld Gy
Good bye, love, in solitude. .“' JE el Ll
Are you home? BPSINEION ;,Lmj\
Now I’'m widowed. Sl &l Je

Qe oYL

3 g o LW o L 5

Lena Oh lived in several parts of the globe and studied in Sociology, English, and Linguistics.
Based in Hong Kong, she is a professor in languages and cultures who enjoys nature.

Jaxw }S ﬁ&w ubﬁU\jﬁdﬁlﬁY\M.U\j L«a-})\ Cw 2 u\dfjwy‘w)u\c«da‘g\uwb
é é C (‘-L; ﬁjﬂj\w}ubh.ﬂ}uwwba)u‘

29



ELEONORA RIMOLO - ITALY

IL MATTINO DOPO

11 mattino dopo

brandelli di ossa e scarti
di epidermide si confusero
col ferro:

il sole sciolse il senso

del dolore trascorse

un egoismo attraverso

il binario, planando,
I’angelo nero alzo un
piede scavalco

quell’altura vischiosa,
nessuna traccia, diranno,
sulle suole delle scarpe,

di plasma, nessuna:
incolpevole solamente

il sollievo della gente
mendicante meschina
della sola propria salvezza.
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Eleonora Rimolo was born in Salerno in 1991

CONTEMPORARY POETRY

THE MORNING AFTER

The morning after

shards of bone and shreds
of epidermis were mingled
with iron:

the sun melted feeling

of pain passed

selfishness crossed

the platform, gliding,

the black angel lifted his
foot, climbed over

the slimy heights,

no trace, they will say,

on the soles of his shoes,
of plasma, none at all:
merely blameless

the relief of the

wretched beggars

of their own salvation.
Translated from Italian by Alessandra Giorgioni
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and she lives in Nocera Inferiore. She graduated in

Classical Letters and Modern Philology, she has a Ph.D. in Literary Studies at the University of
Salerno. She has published four collections of poems which won several poetry awards.
The poems are from the poetry book “Featless joy” (“Temeraria gioia” published by Ladolfi 2017).
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SALAH ELEWA - EGYPT

STARS STAY

You keep wandering in empty seasons,
Where strangers feed their songs to fire for
logs
Mostly in tales where ancient tunes roam
in ancient winters.

Night after night ports keep aspiring to
stars
The tinkles of the poor man 's cup reach
the end of the alley
All dew’s words vanish when the sky goes
to sleep

For two days I’ve been waiting for mail

Affirming that the sky often responds to
my prayers

Wondering, meanwhile, which sea now
carries my friends' melodies

These are our names,
Our histories are the sky's alibi.
A thousand songs have passed,
And only in my songs have trains slowed
down.

The warmth of sadness' breath led us to
winter,
Where wise men entrust their lives to the
solitude of towers.
A lonely moon, at the edge of night, is
startled again by the noise of war.
Blue rain keeps falling on anticipating
glass.

I always fear words hidden within words,
Hence my eagerness to wipe dust off the
marble paintings before night falls.
My journey is coming to an end,
And the stars remain where they should

be.
Translated from Arabic by the author

CONTEMPORARY POETRY
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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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YUSUKE NAKASHIMA - JAPAN

NY UALIZEPNTHERITTESIL
% % REh#HH

Staring at the star of Bethlehem, she's a
starving stargazer!

i ERALEZBKICT 2FIESD L
5 72 THESILLT

Please keep me keen to kiss a knight of
knowledge in a Kafkaesque Kaleidoscope.

BV AR IZTI0EEED &S5
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The height of our sky today hurts me, as |
sew my heart without morphine.
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There isa bookmark on the desk. Maybe
someone was gentle to it unexpectedly.
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In the world, there is always a sunset
somewhere. I peel a damaged pear.
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CONTEMPORARY POETRY

WA TR HR ED DI E R
— MR T KD I

The morning peels off a sticky note from a
paperback I have finished reading.

MIHIEL IEXFEITHRAE F 05T
(AR U YA

I stand here as a cardiac orientation map,
because I cannot say anything right.

BEFEDBLOVFOOLBMFBEIH
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I don’t have a hand to hold... Let there be
small talk with light.

B0 058 fr 2 EOMIT [F
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All the terms of belief emit light faintly in
my sunburnt philosophy books.
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EWH O FTFITMNS
I don't hold to any religion. Still, I want to
put hands together as my prayer.

Translated from Japanese by the author
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Yusuke Nakashima was born in Hyogo, Japan in 1978. He has three collections of poetry. He held
workshops "Tanka as the Strongest Liberal Arts" in Osaka University in 2014-2015, and "To Spin
the Words Thoughtfully” in Tohoku University in 2018.
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Endnotes:

1 Even though Pushkin didn’t name his poem, Nabokov gave his translation this title.
2 Liu Bannong was credited with having coined the Chinese feminine pronoun ta ({t), which only
exists in Liu Bannong's writing and which he made use of in his poems. The usage was popularised
by his poem Jiao wo ruhe bu xiang ta GEFUMAAKEH ‘Tell me how to stop thinking of her’),

which became a ‘pop hit’ in the 1930s in China. (Wikipedia)
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When [ spoke his name,

he came to me and then became a flower.
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Artist: Birgit Bunzel
Artist Info: German
Title: For You
Dated: 2019

Medium: Watercolour on paper

Classification: Painting

Dimensions: 15 cm x 24 cm

Credit: Courtesy of the artist
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