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Wonderful fragrance fills the sky

where delightful melodies play unceasingly.

I sit in silence, motionless,

with the wind blowing through my hair.
Clear-minded, and in deep meditation,
eternity disappears and comes into view again.

Like an infant who cries for his mother
When left alone, so am I close to tears,
Looking at the sun that throws from the water
Its last flashing spears...

Though I know tomorrow new dawn with glitter,

I am sad, Savior!

s [ el o B s

[ R
i il 5120 ki
L;"“‘J"LSA‘?M‘L;&"\"‘
ubL@JO‘ d)}‘d\r&c‘)

CE o s>
Juliusz Stowacki Y i R
You may go away if you feel disgusted S el s T g5

H. Hesse

looking at me
I will not let a single tear drop fall
I’d rather die if you leave me, though

Who my friends are? —

Migratory birds, lost over the ocean,
shipwrecked skippers, flocks without
shepherds,

the night, the dream, the homeless wind.
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READ IN THE NEXT ISSUE:
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interesting topics.

Our next Guest of Honour is a native American voice, the poet Simon
Ortiz. There will be an interview with Ortiz and a selection of his
best poems in English, Arabic and Chinese. In the interview, Mr
Ortiz will talk to us about the native American storytelling tradition,
poetry as a human voice, his native inner language, and other
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About Nadwah

Nadwah is a multilingual 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
Japanese section editor: Maki Starfield

makistarfield@gmail.com

Korean section editor: Lena Oh
oh.sunyoung@gmail.com
Macedonian section editor: Trajan Petroveski
trajan.petrovski@yahoo.com
Polish section editor: Hatif Janabi
hatifjanabi
Russian section editor: Alexey Filimonov

afilimonov22@gmail.com

Slovenian section editor: Marjan Strojan

marjan.strojan@gmail.com

Art consultants: Birgit Bunzel
blinderbunzel@gmail.com

mkassifi@gmail.com

mail.com
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Mamdouh Kassifi

Call for Submissions

Nadwah invites submissions in
English or Arabic. The
deadline for the February 2020
issue is 15 January. Please
indicate whether you are the
author/translator or hold the
copyright of your poem/
translation. Your poems should
be sent to the respective
section editors and cc’d to the
chief editor.

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

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

Publishing Guidelines

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

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

Form: Nadwah focuses on
rhythmic poems, whether in
metrical traditional forms or
free verse proper, 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 and
necessary annotations.
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EDITOR’S FOREWORD

In this 8th issue of Nadwah we feature
twenty poets: one classical poet, five
modern poets and fourteen contemporary
poets, seven of which are featured here for
the first time. Our Guest of Honour is
Baron Wormser, the Poet Laureate of
Maine.

One of the difficulties we face in
producing this magazine and selecting the
works featured is translation. Sometimes,
it seems that a poem needs a re-translation
rather than editing. This kind of inferior
translation makes us unable to see the true
quality of the poem in its original
language if it is written in a language we
do not understand. Therefore, it 1is
imperative that the translation we receive
from poets and translators are of good
quality.

While we do not mind using poems
previously published in books, we do
mind reusing poems available online. We
make an exception only if a poem is truly
outstanding and the translation merits
special attention. Of course, this goes only
for contemporary works since classics and
modern works are usually available
online. In this vein, Nadwah is probably
the first magazine of its kind that offers
poems in their original language and their
translations into both Arabic and English.

We are motivated by our love of good
rhythmic poetry and by our belief in the
importance of translating poetry in order
to disseminate it widely. We hope we
succeed a little more with each issue, but
even if we fall short, in spite of offering
such a varied selection, our motivation
still remains worthwhile.

We are grateful to everyone who
supports this work with poems and
translations. This cooperation is what
keeps Nadwah going.

Sayed Gouda
Changchun, China
5 December 2019
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LI BAI - CHINA (701 - 762)
CLASSICS CORNER
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A NIGHT OF LONGING IN DONGLIN TEMPLE OF MOUNT LU

I search for the Buddhist temple,
alone, after I have left the imperial city.
Snowflakes make the bell at Donglin Temple sound more clearly;
and the moonlight shines on Huxi River.
Wonderful fragrance fills the sky
where delightful melodies play unceasingly.
I sit in silence, motionless,
with the wind blowing through my hair.
Clear-minded, and in deep meditation,
eternity disappears and comes into view again.
Translated from the Chinese by Sayed Gouda

LI BAI (701-762), also known as Li Bo, was a Chinese romantic poet. He and Du Fu (712-770) were the
leading figures in the Tang dynasty, which is known to be the 'Golden Age of Chinese Poetry’.
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JULIUSZ SLOWACKI - POLAND (1809-1849)

HYMN

Smutno mi, Boze! - Dla mnie na zachodzie
Rozlate$ tecze blaskéw promienista;
Przede mna gasisz w lazurowej wodzie
Gwiazdg ognista...

Cho¢ mi tak niebo ty ztocisz i morze,
Smutno mi, Boze!

Jak puste ktosy z podniesiong gtowa
Stoj¢ rozkoszy prozen i dosytu...

Dla obcych ludzi mam twarz jednakowsa,
Cisze biekitu.

Ale przed Tobg glab serca otworze,
Smutno mi, Boze!

Jako na matki odej$cie si¢ zali

Mata dziecina, tak ja ptaczu bliski,
Patrzac na stonice, co mi rzuca z fali
Ostatnie btyski...

Cho¢ wiem, ze jutro bly$nie nowe zorze,
Smutno mi, Boze!

Dzisiaj, na wielkim morzu obtgkany,

Sto mil od brzegu i sto mil przed brzegiem,
Widziatem lotne w powietrzu bociany
Dhugim szeregiem.

Zem je znat kiedy$ na polskim ugorze,
Smutno mi, Boze!

Zem czesto dumat nad mogitg ludzi,

Zem prawie nie znat rodzinnego domu,

Zem jest jak pielgrzym, co si¢ w drodze trudzi
Przy blaskach gromu.

Ze nie wiem, gdzie sic w mogite potoze,
Smutno mi, Boze!

Ty bedziesz widziat moje biate kosci

W straz nie oddane kolumnowym czotom,;
Alem jest jako cztowiek, co zazdrosci
Mogit popiotom...

Wiec ze mie¢ bedg niespokojne toze,
Smutno mi, Boze!

Biography is on p. 48.
A Tadin o8 L3I 8yl

MODERN POETRY

BUA

UJJA.H..LLL;\_,.&“_\G@J\L:UUJJP-

w@wcﬁwﬁ

JYJJ\ eu\g 6414; g?ﬂ"‘ OYU
4.4,.1.»4&4
Jﬁj\d‘j@);k@\d\&
\GGJ\L;L,\J?

udi;\wbaﬁjtfa,;w&
8}3‘?{;’;‘5& 4\&5\}
L;L)Jaj\?\.n\zbbub

S0 s

‘@Wd ;ﬁw\unli:cy\ uSJ
- \dj\budf

O3S LT
&w\.@j«i@bﬂjws
w“f@ﬁw‘&d""\

C«.U\Js-b‘ }M
&&f“ﬂou\;bu\JL@Q\ L;JJ\J {Q.‘vJ
SR FITRERNER

JzJ\WU.AJL\A\unl:-
sz\M\JGW}
sladll 3 Bl W
’ 4.)‘«)“"‘)“;9
kﬁmmu,f

uwwf—l.x:\);buﬁﬁ
44.;;‘9}3\0\:.1&
Cjk.aiwoMLuL;\J 4&.94.:—\&&‘}}
VAL

ov\A&\j\M\}wyU

AMLAAJJLAJJAJLNQLM\U&A
T e JOsS I8V
Tl Ul



JULIUSZ SEOWACKI - POLAND (1809-1849)

Kazano w kraju niewinnej dziecinie
Modli¢ si¢ za mnie co dzien... a ja przecie
Wiem, ze moj okret nie do kraju plynie,
Plynac po swiecie...

Wigc, ze modlitwa dziecka nic nie moze,
Smutno mi, Boze!

Na teczg blaskow, ktora tak ogromnie
Anieli twoi w niebie rozpostarli,

Nowi gdzie$ ludzie w sto lat beda po mnie
Patrzacy - marli.

HYMN

I am sad, Savior! For me in western skies
You poured out a radiant rainbow array;

In azure waters you quench before my eyes
The fiery star of day...

Though You gild the sky and sea for me yonder,

I am sad, Savior!

Like empty ears of corn, their heads erect,
I stand bereft of surfeit and of pleasure...
To strangers my face has the same aspect,
The silence of azure:

But to You my heart’s core I’Il uncover,

I am sad, Savior!

Like an infant who cries for his mother
When left alone, so am I close to tears,
Looking at the sun that throws from the water
Its last flashing spears...

Though I know tomorrow new dawn with
glitter,

I am sad, Savior!

Today when lost in the wide sweep of the sea,
One hundred miles away from either shore,
The flying storks above me I could see

In a stretched-out skein soar.

That once [ knew them on a Polish pasture,

I am sad, Savior!

That I’ve often brooded over catacombs,
That I have barely known my native home,
That I was like a weary pilgrim who roams
When lightning sears the sky’s dome,

That I don’t know in what grave I’ll linger,
I am sad, Savior!
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You will behold my whitened skeleton,
No brow of a column stands guard over
it;

Yet I’m like a man who enviously looks
on

The ashes in their pit...

And that my bed will be restless
forever,

I am sad, Savior!

They told an innocent child in my land
To say a prayer for me each day... and
yet

I know my ship doesn’t sail to my home
strand,

When it sails straight ahead...

And that the child’s prayer will not help
ever,

I am sad, Savior!

The rainbow of lights which in sky’s
canopy

Your angels have spread in an
enormous string,

Some other people hundred years after
me

Will look upon - dying.

Ere to my nothingness [ humbly
surrender,

I am sad, Savior!

*Written at sunset, at sea off Alexandria.
Translated from the Polis by Michael MIKOS



EDITH SITWELL - UK (1887 - 1964)

‘Tournez, Tournez, Bon Chevaux De Bois’

Turn, turn again,

Ape’s blood in each vein!

The people that pass

Seem castles of glass,

The old and the good

Giraffes of the blue wood,

The soldier, the nurse,

Wooden-face and a curse,

Are shadowed with plumage

Like birds, by the gloomage.

Blond hair like a clown’s

The music floats—drowns

The creaking of ropes,

The breaking of hopes,

The wheezing, the old,

Like harmoniums scold;

Go to Babylon, Rome,

The brain-cells called home,

The grave, new Jerusalem—

Wrinkled Methusalem!

From our floating hair

Derived the first fair

And queer inspiration

Of music, the nation

Of bright-plumed trees

And harpy-shrill breeze . . .
k sk ok ok

Turn, turn again,

Ape’s blood in each vein!

MODERN POETRY
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EDITH SITWELL (7 September 1887—8 December 1964) was a British poet and critic. Her work

was characterized by its technique and craftsmanship.
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HERMANN HESSE - GERMANY (1877 - 1962)

GESTANDNIS

Wer meine Freunde sind? --

Zugvogel, liberm Ozean verirrt,
Schiftbriichige Schiffer, Herden ohne Hirt,
Die Nacht, der Traum, der heimatlose Wind.

Am Wege liegen hinter mir

Zerstorte Tempel, Liebesgirten
Verwildernd, schwiil und sommerzier,
Und Frau'n mit welken Liebesgebérden,
Und Meere, die ich iiberfuhr.

Sie liegen stumm und ohne Spur;

Kennt keiner, was versunken liegt,

Die Konigskronen, die Herrscherstunden,
Die Freundesstirnen epheuumwunden.

Sie liegen von meinen Liedern gewiegt
Und ddammern blaf} in meine Néchte,
Wenn hastig meine schmale Rechte

Mit raschem Stift in meinem Leben wiihlt.

Ich habe nie ein Ziel errungen,
Meine Faust hat nie einen Feind gezwungen,
Mein Herz hat nie ein volles Gliick gefiihlt.

CONFESSION

Who my friends are? —

Migratory birds, lost over the ocean,
shipwrecked skippers, flocks without shepherds,
the night, the dream, the homeless wind.

On the path behind me lie

ruined temples, gardens of love,

wild, humid, and summerly decked,

and women with withered gestures of love,
and seas that [ traversed.

They lie mute and without trace;
no-one knows what lies beneath:
the crowns of kings, the hours of rulers,

the foreheads of friends, adorned with ivy leaves.

MODERN POETRY

They lie lulled in my songs

and they dawn pale into my nights,
when hastily my slender right

with quickened pen digs through my life.

I have never achieved a goal,

my fist has never forced a foe,

my heart has never dwelled in complete
happiness.
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Hermann Karl Hesse (2 July 1877 -9
August 1962) was a German-born poet,
novelist, and painter. In 1946, he
received the Nobel Prize in Literature.
[Wikipedia]
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ALI MAHMOUD TAHA - EGYPT (1901-1949) MODERN POETRY
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THE LOVING MOON

When the faint moonlight roams the balcony,

and falls on you like a dream,

like illumination of meaning,

as you sit on the bed of purity like a sleepy flower,
do cover your naked body and protect that beauty.

I feel jealous of that usurper, as though its light had a melody,
when it sings, the hearts of beauties beat in longing.

Its touch is tender, sinful, chasing every beautiful girl,
audacious, when longing calls, it attacks the castle.

I feel jealous, jealous, if it kisses these lips,

and gently cups the breasts and embraces the soft body.
There is a heart for its light,

an eye for its magic.

Tenderly, it hunts the virgin wave from its depth. Ali Mahmoud Taha (2 July 18779

August 1962) was a German-born poet,

1 he r lcony in this sl room! novelist, and painter. In 1946, he
Close the red balco y 1n this sleepy bedroo received the Nobel Prize in Literature.
Protect your beauty [Wikipedia]

; . ) o1 VAVY 55 ¥) an IS 0L 2
from this raging, worn-out lover, J6 Ul Uy, (e 518 LT 3205 141y

lest people think badly of you. (Lo ) NAET ple OIS i35l

How many nights you have awoken!

How many moons are crazed for you!
Translated from the Arabic by Sayed Gouda
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KIM SOWOL - S. KOREA (1902-1934)
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AZALEA FLOWERS

When you feel disgusted looking at me
And if you feel like leaving me
I will let you go without whining a word

I will go to Yongbyon’s Yaksan
I will bring an armful of azaleas
I will lay the azalea flowers on the path you’d take

Softly, lightly,
take one step after another on the fresh flowers
as you’re going away

You may go away if you feel disgusted looking at me
I will not let a single tear drop fall

I’d rather die if you leave me, though
Translated from the Korean by Yun Chung
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MODERN POETRY
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Kim SOWOL (2 July 1877 -9
August 1962) was a German-born
poet, novelist, and painter. In 1946,
he received the Nobel Prize in
Literature. [Wikipedia]
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BARON WORMSER - USA GUEST OF HONOUR

Poet Laureate of Maine, Baron Wormser: ‘There is a
rhythmic vacuum [in prose poetry].’

Nadwah — Hong Kong
Interviewed by B.B. and S.G. on 20 September 2019

Nadwah: Some poets edit and revise their poems after writing them, some don’t. Do you
have special writing rituals? What inspires you to write?

BW: No rituals. For me poetry is episodic. I don’t know where the poems come from so
I’ve never had a writing schedule. I do revise a good deal. Sometimes years later I pick up
a poem—it could be in a book—and change this or that. My pleasure.

Nadwah: What is the importance of poetry in your life?
BW: Poetry has been an emotional touchstone and an opportunity to live with language at
its most intense.

Nadwah: Which poets or poetic genres have inspired you the most?

BW: My reading has been eclectic. For sheer articulate power and metaphorical ability,
I’d choose Shakespeare but most of the worthies have inspired me. The poet of recent
times who has affected me the most is Joe Bolton.

Nadwah: How different is the writing of poetry in our present globalized and media
culture in general? Do you think it has changed the way we write and the way we are
inspired?

BW: I have no idea how the Internet is affecting the writing of poetry. Writing a good
poem—one that honors complexity and feeling—is difficult, no matter how electronic the
so-called world is. Then again, I grew up in the old dispensation and am fine with pencil
and paper. Poetry believes that “haste makes waste,” so the instantaneous seems of not
much value. One lives with poems.

Nadwah: In Teaching the Art of Poetry: The Moves you write, ‘English abhors a rhythmic
vacuum’. How does prose poetry fit into your statement?

BW: As [ understand it, prose poems arose in France in the 19t century and stood for a
sort of anti-poem. If you give away the line you are giving away a big dimension of
poetry’s rhythmic repertoire. Prose poetry gives up the line. In many instances, not much
beyond a “this is different” ambiance is gained in return: There is a rhythmic vacuum.

BARON WORMSER was born in Baltimore, Maryland, in 1948. In 2000, he was appointed Poet
Laureate of Maine by Governor Angus King. He served in that capacity for six years. He currently

resides in Mont;\leher Vermont, with his wife.
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BARON WORMSER - USA

A QUIET LIFE

What a person desires in life
is a properly boiled egg.

This isn’t as easy as it seems.

There must be gas and a stove,
the gas requires pipelines, mastodon drills,
banks that dispense the lozenge of capital.

There must be a pot, the product of mines
and furnaces and factories,
of dim early mornings and night owl shifts,
of women with kerchiefs and men with
sweat-soaked hair.

Then water, the stuff of clouds and skies
and God knows what causes it to happen.

There seems always too much or too little
of it and more pipelines, meters, pumping
stations, towers, tanks.

And salt—a miracle of the first order,
the ace in any argument for God.
Only God could have imagined from
nothingness the pang of salt.

Political peace too. It should be quiet

when one eats an egg. No political hoodlums
knocking down doors, no lieutenants who are

ticked off at their scheming girlfriends and
take it out on you, no dictators
posing as tribunes.

It should be quiet, so quiet you can hear

the chicken, a creature usually mocked as a type
of fool, a cluck chained to the chore of her body.

Listen, she is there, pecking at a bit of grain
that came from nowhere.

14
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BARON WORMSER - USA

ACES

When I win, I feel a rabid glow.
Losing is a liquid blur.

Though arbitrary,

The cards do not err.

I practice feigning patience,

I sit and wait, sip Scotch—
Sip, because that’s not my vice.
I’m watching:

The dealer, the hands, the faces that float
Around me—balloons of unsure emotion.
I inhale slowly—

A pensive show that totes

A false score. I’'m a captive

On the far coast of compulsion.
Where else can I record fortune’s
Tremors, luck’s boasts?

Poetic words to dress

An elemental craving and hurt.
A furnace of righteousness,
The writer Dostoevsky earned

His losses at the evil baize tables.
Afterward, he shrieked with shame.
He loathed the vivid, impure West,
Lacked feeling for the game

Of life. Like a black Sunday,
Purity oppressed him.

Still, I salute his urge,

The drama of our giving in.
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BARON WORMSER - USA

EVE DYING

The foretaste flared in a bleak twitch—
A memory that couldn’t be,

Her final heart flinching.

She threw the caging clothes aside

And fled her housed duties
While overhead

A cold cloud glowered,

The grimace of gathered nullity.

Womb-ruined, a stone
In her dwindled voice, fast
Fear shaking the seed
Of first faith while the sour

Coffin of breathless power
Prepared its lone, acute line—

A promise she knew must

Come due but could not conceive.

Her staggered, shortened moans
Smashed every fable

She had been told.

Time shrank to a groan.

Imagine her stretched out
Upon the ground—horizon
And sky resolutely empty.
No painter appears or apostle.

When the jackals draw near
They sniff and begin to cry,
Their voices plangent, raw—
Less and more than human.
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GUEST OF HONOUR

&:)).EF\?
%&Jn;’y\sw\o\iyjﬂ—ﬂ)jj()jjb

| Sen 226 Lo, o)
43)?}\.@.!")5\1 (JEL)S\'A
lels 33 A

Ll Lede Ll oS <30

Leilrls (e oo
Ll 35 Ly
33,k &l e 95

Lz J Y oyl

LM 5 52l aed) jradl
— ) sl adas e
OT;_A:u..miL",ﬁjf—@i.cjﬂb
.o‘)}aajda:wﬁ(dogou\&}ﬁé&;\i
M\}éﬁ\\.@:}i

Adeds

osb Nl als
eg.’;fa.,\.f.)éj\.@.lz:d
C:E-“’T_u.’Jy‘uL"

iz asT S el
Iy ol e pley Y

Lt o OS5 Lotz
4;&.;\ L} T.,\.Jj [

dadaie &y 5o g guo

535 s Dl W o L 5

19



HAIRCUT (1956)

Men must be mundane,
their virile vanity veiled
In crew cuts, critique
of hair, head honed
To thin thrust
of follicles, fine flatland.
Extreme the empty edge
but Bob the barber
Sharpened shears, shook
ample aprons, aimed
Tonic and talked TV,
Ike, illness, invasions
Of countries by Communist killers,
while the wealth of weeks
Fell formlessly, the fix
of lessened locks lightly
Combed, the cunning clack
and whack whelming wavy
Sensuousness, Samson’s strength
beggared, bound, buzzed.

% (1956)
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BARON WORMSER - USA

DYLANESQUE

The river of plenty ran through my heart

GUEST OF HONOUR

WIS
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Glimmered and glinted till you wrenched it apart.

I trusted your kiss, trusted your touch
Then you said love didn’t amount to much,

Was a dog on the street, cloud in the sky,
A wish waiting for time to reply.
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You could have been true though who knows when

A man and woman do more than pretend,

Form an angle that’s less than oblique,
Or more than a mean blue streak

Through an inner prairie of glass.
I’m flat on my soul’s lame ass

Holding a photo that’s torn,
Chewing the scraps of your scorn.

We make stuff up then act like it’s real.
That banquet, babe, was my last meal.
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SAMIH AL-QASSEM - PALESTINE (1939-2014)
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SAMIH AL-QASSEM - PALESTINE (1939-2014)

THE RIGHT THING!

There is room in the world for all the
people.

Don’t ask with what the answer starts!
There is room in the world for all the
people,

For things and names,

For classical and modern books.

For harbors,

For cemeteries and factories;

For farms, restaurants and streets;
For schools, parks and songs;

For chairs, hooks and clothes!

%

There is room for the birthday party;
There is room for eulogy,

And for anarchy;

For the fire of poetry,

For chemistry

For apples, children and generations,
For religions and parties;

For porches,

For domestic cats,

And for tourism, rabbits, foxes, reptiles
ind dogs!

There is room in the world for the face of
God

For Man,

And for the horrible surprising war!
There is room for the presence and for
peace;

For boycott and absence!

For love,

For smoking and its abandonment,
For crime and punishment,

For honest penicillin

;And horrible AIDS;

There is room for the hungry
And for the food;

For thirst and drinking;

For search and excavation;
For statistics,

For mining,

For daring plans,

And for the probability of doubt
In an error

That leads to the right thing!
*

There is room for the spirit of fire
And for pomegranates;
For memory with joys and sorrows,

24
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For explanation and interpretation,
For the fondness that reminds of
feminization

Among the spikes and lilies;

In the nightmares of vaporization and
desertification;

And the tests of the forearms,

And pickaxes,

And waste land!

*

There is room on the Earth

For what the Minarets preach;

In the supplications of the solemn bells;
For bridges and towers,

For incense, prayers and domes;
There is room in the world

For all the people of the world;

From Yellow to White;

From Red

:{o Brown and Black!

The world has room for us -

The Arabs and the Jews,

For us — the French, the Germans, and the
Spanish;

The Turks and the Chechens and the
Bulgarians

The Romans and the Persians;

The Moroccans, the Slavs and the Indians;
It has room for Confucius and Buddha
And room for Moses;

And room for Jesus;

And room for Mohammad, his Family and
his Companions!

%

It has room for science,

For belief and disbelief;

For forgiveness;

And it has room for comfort

And discomfort;

It has room that extends

For foe with friend;

And room for us:

To invent greetings

From swearwords and curses.

%

We should cleave a door in the granite.
One door after another;

Fog has taken by surprise

Each of our last dreams!

The strictness of steel messed up with the
bloods,

With the obsessions and with the earth.



SAMIH AL-QASSEM - PALESTINE (1939-2014)

Let the illiterate read the margins
Of our remaining sadness;

On the despair of notebooks

And the defeats of the book.

%

There is a message

In the prestige of the larva
And honey-less bees;

And in the bareness of spikes,
And scythes;

In furs

And feathers;

In the borders

And in recalcitrance

From punishment to recompense!
*

The Labyrinth is the message of
directions;

Starvation is the message of the little
remnants and crumbs;

Death is the message of life;

Water is the message of mirage.

A certain valley would say:

I am a mountain sleeping on my back;
Below me is the valley that you call 'a
mountain'.

I see what you do not see,

And choose for me the wisdom of history
and geography;

And with me is the Last Judgment!

*

There is room for them in the world;
There is room for us in the world;

For Shanfara, and Ibn al-Husayn

And for Byron resurrected in Lorca
And in me!

For Umm Kalthoum, Carouzo, Sinatra,
and Edith Biaf;

There is room for Beethoven, Sha'bulla,
and Madonna;

And for Michael Jackson,

Who is scattered like seed shells and Coca
Cola

On football fields!

3

There is room for the Internet and for the
mobile;

And for the pretty highborn mare in the
horserace;
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For the limousine and the elfish
helicopter;

For poets, scientists, and princes;

For the poor, the jurists, the impertinent,
and the blind snipers;

For new fashions and old bibelots

For the newborn, hungry for the milk of
their bleeding mothers,

On the barriers and borders;

And for an emergency meeting at the
Security Council,

That is postponed in the name of 'quorum'!
%

There is room in the world for space
pollution

For cleanliness,

And purity;

For heavy industry;

For the prison;

And for anything that satisfies suffering;
And for anything that satisfies childhood;
And for anything that satisfies youth
And for anything that remains

To satisfy middle age!

*

There is room in the world for all the
people!

Don't ask with what the answers starts;
There is room in the world for all the
people!

Is there any room within people

For a small part of the world?

I am not asking with what the answer
starts!

I want to inject the fallacy of words
With the right serum!

With the right thing

With the right thing!

%

The pigeon of our eternal Noah is tired,
So, O Crow!
Hold a new olive branch
Before a new Flood falls,
And fly with us;
Break the news of Peace
Upon humanity
The Right Thing!
The Right Thing!
The Right Thing!
Translated by: Nazih Kassis

SAMIH AL-QASSEM (1939-2014) is a one of the most famous Palestinian poets. His poetry is a poetry of
revolution and resistance from within the Palestinian lands occupied in 1948.
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HUSSEIN MUHANNA - PALESTINE

CONTEMPORARY POETRY

SMILE...!

I say to myself

I have not (grown weary of the troubles of this life ...)
But I have got tired,

Tired of my thoughts eating my mind.

I wonder!

What is Life?

And what is Death?

What is Love?

What is War?

What is Good?

What is Evil?

What is Disbelief?

What is Sin...?

How will the Judgment Day be?

Is there really Recompense?

Is there Punishment?

I wonder!

Did a sigh really declare my existence?

And will another sigh declare my absence some day?
And is it true that my existence in this life

Is a faint meteor that quickly disappears?

And I ask my virtuous patience;

I question the Road of Suffering:

I wonder!

Who am I?

And from where did I come?

Was I resurrected a human from the World of the Jinn?
Or am I a human that the Night takes me away as an old man
And the Morning resurrects me a soft skinned baby?

Or am I neither this nor that....

But earth that accumulates over earth?

Why am I once dark chambers without any door?
And once | am a room of glass chamber
That has one thousand and one doors?!

k

My soul says,

After freeing itself from its grief/my grief,
And the consequences of the answer:

I am you! You who turned my happiness
Into grief and depression!

And let beauty travel in you,

Calls of a flute,

Spaces of love,

And a revelation of a rebec.

Smile... and let your question go without a reply!
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(Al-Bugqai'a/ al-Jalil o: 18/05/2013) Biography is on p. 48.

Translated by: Nazih Kassis, Ph.D
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RAFFAELA FAZIO - ITALY

TWO POEMS

Le mani intrecciate
mio amore

tentiamo il passaggio
dalla febbre notturna
al coraggio

ma intatti
ricadiamo nel sonno

sotto le palpebre
un’onda
una stessa luce di luci

come acqua che tiene
due relitti sul fondo.

VEROSIMIGLIANZA

Tutte le volte
che mi ritorni in mente
nel recinto
delle mie tempie ti tengo
mentre scalci sotto il sol leone.
Ma piu simile al vero
saresti
se come un’eclissi
tu mi tornassi
invece
nel cuore.
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Hands intertwined,

my love,

we attempt the passage
from night fever

to courage

but unaltered
we fall back to sleep

beneath eyelids
a wave
the same light of lights

like water that keeps
on the ocean floor two shipwrecks.

LIKELIHOOD

Every time
you come back to mind
within the enclosure
of my temples I keep you
while you kick under the scorching sun.
But closer to the truth
you would be if
like an eclipse
you came back
instead

into my heart.
Translated from the Italian by the author
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ANNAMARIA FERRAMOSCA - ITALY

PARLARE COME NASCERE

Voce che inseguo da pit notti invano
Ne so bene I’attesa

e I’urto lancinante e 1’onda
propagata lungo le strade a nord del cuore
Arriva

ed ¢ squillo di bimba:

- Noi siamo come un violino, vero?
Le parole

volano come la musica dalla bocca

e la lingua ¢ I’archetto...

Ma se piango,

il legno del mio violino ¢ come

un ramo sotto la pioggia? -

Parlare come

nascere agli altri, ogni volta,

venire

alla Iuce - bianca - dove

bianchezza ¢ I'universo offerto delle note
brusio d’angeli sopra Berlino

sopra le regioni

fuori dal dubbio fuori dagli equivoci

Cosi 1 bambini parlano impastando la terra
col minimo dolore necessario

Parlare come

vivere con-dividere

ritmi segreti di qualche dio dei simboli
vibrazioni protette fino a un termine
dove la voce sara oltremusica

pura illimite

si lascera

talking about - parlar di tutto
whispering - sussurrare

missing - annullare, perfino
(rumore di rugiada nella notte)

Domani, domani, quando?
Oggi piove

sopra il legno dei rami
Una sola parola

puo uccidere, ancora

Una nota

far tacere un violino

28
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TO SPEAK AS IF BEING BORN

A voice I have been pursuing several
nights in vain

I know the wait all too well

and the piercing blow and the wave
propagated along the streets north of the
heart

It arrives

and it is the call of a little girl:

- We are like a violin, aren’t we?

Words

fly like music from our mouth

and our tongue is the bow...

But if I cry,

is the wood of my violin like

a branch in the rain?

To speak as if

being born to others, every time,

being born

unto the white light where

whiteness is the universe offered by the
notes

the buzzing of angels over Berlin

over regions

outside doubt outside misunderstanding
This is how children speak kneading the
earth

with the least pain necessary

To speak as if

living par-taking

in the secret rhythms of some god of
symbols

in vibrations protected to the end

where the voice will become more than
music

boundless pure

free to

parlar di - talk about everything

sussurrare - whisper

annullare - miss, even

(the sound of dew in the night)

Tomorrow, tomorrow, when?
Today it is raining
on the wood of the branches
One word alone
can murder, just
One note
can silence a violin
Translation from Italian by Anamaria Crowe
Serrano and Riccardo Duranti
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ANNAMARIA FERRAMOSCA is Italian poet and the author of ten collections of poetry and is

the recipient of numerous literary awards.
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JOHN C. MANNONE - USA

STANDING UP

When I was able to stand on my own two feet—
which some say happened seven million years ago
when the stars exploded, flashed our atmosphere
with lightning, and burned our trees, even the ones
in the garden, leaving grasses—I stood straight up
on my haunches, not to avoid the lion or to carry
something special like my food, or to express any
prowess against my enemy or competing males,
but rather to dance, to dance under the stars

and hold your hand.

LISTENING TO THE DARK

The voices of the dead
are never quiet to the ears
of my heart. They’re there
in the swish of the blood
of memory. In flow’s hiss,
I calculate how its fast
Fourier transform lets me
hear the whole spectrum
of emotion. I can find you
in the background noise.
Your cry was very loud
with pain in the light of
yesterday. But now [ hear
your boisterous praise
and my own joy resonates
in the timpani of my

soul.

“A fast Fourier transform (FFT) is an algorithm that

samples a signal over a period of time (or space) and
divides it into its frequency components.” [Wikipedia]
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JOHN C. MANNONE - USA

CONTEMPORARY POETRY

SHE LEFT HER WATERPOT BEHIND _ Lle i 3 Lasl g ails

She talked to Him at the well

And then He touched her wl ©
heart el

She left her waterpot behind IPTTP,
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John C. Mannone edits poetry for Abyss & Apex. He won the Jean Ritchie Fellowship in Appalachian

literature (2017) and served as celebrity judge for the National Federation of State Poetry Societies (2018).

His work appears in many poetry periodicals. He’s a retired professor of physics living near Knoxville, TN.

Website: http://jcmannone.wordpress.com

Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/jcmannone
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BIRGIT BUNZEL - GERMANY CONTEMPORARY POETRY

WHISPER TO ME ,
Speak to me from the roots of the cypress tree. . WU = 55 5 o e
Speak to me from the wings of the burning bush.

Speak to me from the trumpet of the desert rose.

Speak to me from inside the mustard seed. 'ﬁfdbl”f“ Jﬁ'l’f ot ""*‘

B sVl dounl e e Bud
Sing to me before the reed grass carves its flutes. el el 5 85 5 gy e ae Sl
Sing to me before the wind empties the fields. 3 0y 5l e e Eotd

Sing to me before the mockingbird mimics our songs.

Sing to me before the dawn choir assembles its tunes. ce ee s
il Clisl e O |3 g“ o

Write to me with the glowing pink of Daybreak. L“f“f
Write to me with the stars of first winter’s frost. Jaidl I @m ol Js QJ u‘
Write to me with vines that mend the broken wall. et S sl Sy o g5 I o

Write to me with the color that is deepest to you.
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Whisper to me through the waxing of the moon

of the beauty of our growing life. Al e S oS
And whisper to me through the waning of the moon sl 25l d Sl S Nty
of the beauty of your death. 5 5L Ll «“A’"CL‘““ o5 e ‘; L
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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 Lingnan University, Hong Kong.
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LENA OH - S. KOREA

PARADOXICAL MUMBLES

On one fine day,
a fickle cloud put on the black robe,
mist a heavy perfume around the fragrant bay.

A layer of furry tears
knocks on the wounded ground,
groping for fresh air.

An earless elephant stomps around the city,
not knowing

her jungle is no longer green and shiny,
gasping for help.

The cloud murmurs in silence
his wish to descend,
becoming a black cloud.

Lightness is,
sometimes unbearable,
uplifted but not liberated.

Bring me down to
where it is breathable!

Come with me,

heavy coated darkness,
caress fears:

hopes are within us.

CONTEMPORARY POETRY
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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.
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IKUYO YOSHIMURA - JAPAN

CONTEMPORARY POETRY
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IKUYO YOSHIMURA - JAPAN

CONTEMPORARY POETRY

THE FIREFLIES FLY AROUND THE MOUTH OF A RIVER

Larval firefly, I am,

Released into a biotope from a feed tank.

I thrive in the running water of the biotope
Where my feed, the Kawanina snails, live.
Before long, I dive into the soil to be a pupa.
I would have hatched in mid-June,

As a full-fledged Genji firefly.

But the radiation contaminated soil,
Feels different, I think,

Not its usual toasty warmth.

As I stuff myself with the delicious soil,
My brothers and sisters next to me,

Their shells are stiffening and they sleep uncomfortably.

From the clear sky after a rainy season,
The pale moonlight gives me the notice,
“It’s almost time to hatch,”

Yet, we, my elder and younger siblings and I, cannot emerge.

In the pond connected to the biotope,

A Hario stickleback family has built a nest,
But this year, not one baby was born,

The tree frog, the pond master,

Cries and croaks with grief all day long.

I’'m eating a lot of soil now,
In preparation for my emergence.

By the way, my friend, Mr. Frog is now visiting Lake Biwa,

One of the Great Lakes in Japan.

He tells me that fireflies fly in great numbers

At the mouth of a river where it flows into the lake.
I’d like to join the group.

Translated from the Japanese by the author

IKUYO YOSHIMURA, Ph.D.

She was born in Kyoto, Japan in 1944. Poet, translator
and researcher on R.H.Blyth and world haiku. She is a
retired professor. Her publications include several
collections of poetry as well as articles on haiku and
senryu in English.
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GILLIAN BICKLEY - UK

SURVIVAL

Thank you trees for being there, for staying
when many of the friends you knew—
birds and butterflies —have gone;

for flourishing, even; growing old

where concrete buildings

are constantly knocked down.

How brave you are to survive

in a place where the air is foul

and the noise unnatural;

you who should normally expect

to stabilise your roots

in humid humming forests

alive with the smells of

animal and vegetable life

(not the smells of mineral death, as here).
It is good to look down a street

and, amazed, to see you there

solid and green and cool, uncompromised
by the advertising posters on your boles;
a promise

that, since there was a past

there may quite possibly be a future too.

1970-1997
SONG OF THE UPROOTED TREES

Friends, we did our best.

We stretched and spread our roots
as far as the shallow earth,
constricting concrete and nearby
buildings would allow.

We bowed before the mighty wind,
imploring mercy ... Who would not wish
longer life?

Some of us were old—so very old—

a hundred years they said, or more
—some, much more;

and some were very young indeed,

slender saplings—mere babes in the wood,
to coin a phrase.

Friends, what have we done to you
that you deny us growth,

sufficient rootedness

and space?
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We have cleaned your
air, given

you shade, whispered
sweet

nothings in your ear.

We have inspired your poets,
rocked your cradles,
given graveyards dignity.

We have consented for your dogs to
pee on us,

bird-fanciers to hang cages on us;
lovers to carve their names on us;
your children to climb on us,

build tree-houses, swing on us.

We have given you fruit;

and as for that old story
about the apple,
was that our fault or was it yours?

The knowledge that you bought then
destroys the earth,

brings the big wind,

destroys us too.

But we, like you, we like it here;

we did prefer the green and pleasant
land of Eden;

but even now there is much beauty in
the natural world.

We and you share it and are part of it.

Remember this, remember us,
make provision for all our children,
for our and your grandchildren,

so when the next big wind comes,
We may all still stand.

ALMOND PETALS

Driving down the road

away from you...

Almond petals weep.

But the white plum trees still
raise slight arms to the sky,
never doubting their late flowers
will bear fruit.
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FANI ATHANASIADOU - GREECE

IHEPI ONEIPQN

Iepvéve ta dvelpa moTé;

oy ot vBpwmot yepvave

KL OTOV 0VTA TO KOTAAGPOVY Pevyovy
Thve vo, BPouV Kavovpylovg avOpmmoug
VoL KOVPVIAGOLY PEGH TOVG

UATOG Kol KATOPEPOLY QLTI T GOPA
Vo Yivouv TpaylLoTiKOTNTO.

XTO APOMO I'TA TO HITEMITIOYPI'K

210 6popo yo To [litoumovpyx

oomnyovse o Niovpav

oyt o I,

aALG 0 didvUOog 0dEPPOS TOV

TYOLVE VO GUVOVTINGEL

™V ayomnpévn tov Ampa

0€ KAmO10 LOTEL

GT1 TPATY| TOPAKOLTTPLO

TOV UEYAAOV OVTOKIVIITOSPOUOV

Aoy Ay BlocTikd Eva UTEPUTOV

Kot 6MGAVE OPKOVE ULDVING TLOTNG KOl 0yOmNg
(onuadt avaceAaielog OA®Y TV ovOpOTOV)
gkeivog mye Yo P woptidoa pmiAidpdov
0o "Kkave Tovg cuvndicuévoug Tov BeaTpvicong
G€ £V0, OKOUO KAAG OTNUEVO oy Vidl

v va eEoopoiicet Ta Tpog To v

TOV €XOUEVOL pnva (dev fTay dou Ko Afyar)
votepa Oo enéotpepe o Keivn

Kot o vo unv ouvéEPatve Timota

0o ¢ €rale éva axopa Ta&idt Tov pEALTOG
HOKPLE OTT0 TO, QAT TN TOANG.

AATOMEIO

H métpivn cvvopocio kvopopovce

avapeca ot PEAT NG

GlLOTNAN Sapaptopio

7ov NOehe va PEPEL €1 TEPAG

1 ATPWOOT 6TO AO TNG

otav Oa paovale puOpucd

To10V TEAKA B0 TIH®POVGSE.

H Népeoig opmg mopevéfn ) tedevtaio otiyun

KoL OTETPEYE TN Holpaia yeypodikio

ouppdArovtog kabopioTiKd

GTNV OVOILOKTT EXAVOO0 TNG ETOYNG TNG EPNVNG.
Dovn ABavaociadon
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FANI ATHANASIADOU

was born in Athens and lives in
Thessaloniki. She has published five
poetry collections. Her poems have
won awards and have appeared in
literary radio programs, magazines and
anthologies.They have also been
presented as a theatrical play by the

National Theatre of North Greece.
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ABOUT DREAMS

Do the dreams grow old?

No they don’t

people grow old

and when dreams realize it they leave
in order to find new people

curl up and maybe succeed

in coming true this time

“ON THE WAY TO PITTSBURG”

On the way to Pittsburg

Newman was driving

not Paul

but his twin brother

he was going to meet

his beloved Laura

at some motel

at the first by-pass

of the big highway

after having a hurried bourbon

and after pledging eternal faith and love
he went for a game of billiards

he would do his usual antics

in another well rigged game

in order to earn his living

for next month (the cost wasn’t small)
then he would return to her

and as if nothing had happened

he would promise another honeymoon
away from the city lights.

THE QUARRY

A stone conspiracy was hatching

amongst its silent members

it wanted to bring redemption

to the people

when it would rhythmically cry out

who it will punish

however, Nemesis intervened at the last minute

and prevented the fatal use of force

decisively contributing

to the bloodless return to an era of peace.
Translated into English from the Greek by Georgia Matraka
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SARAH THILYKOU - GREECE

KAAHMEPA, BIETNAM

67006 verpovgs tov Eooel
2apa. Onloxod

[TeBaivo yiati dev pmop®d va. avamvenow
tov Bietvap ot opul{dveg Bavato popifovv
KOl GTOV OEPOL AVTINYEL KON

eKelv M KOANUEPA TOV EKQMVNTI

pia kovovpla Lon etvon 0,11 0EAW®

[Tebaivo yiati dev pmop®d va. avamvenow
glvar pokpvg o Hpopog mpog tn Avon
YUYPEG O YMOPES oL TTLO TTOAD TO POPTI YO
og éva To&iot Yo évav dALO0 KOGLO

TOYOVOLV KATOTE 01 YuEG LEG BTNV eAeLOepiaL;

[TeBaivo yiati dev pmop®d va. avamvenow
N AOVIOTNTO LoV TPOKAAEL acPLEia

N vrapéEn OAN ivon £vog mOVog

70 BApog TE OV VoL OKOVUTNOW;

0éAm va amodpdow oty avvmap&io

[TeBaivo yiati dev pmop®d va. avamvenow

G€ OVTO TO LKPOCKOTIKO GOpKio KAEWUEVN
Oépua ypd LoPO LOAAG KOKKIVOL YEIAN
HEGA TOV OEV YOPD, TOVTOL OUNOG TEPICGEHM
o0 va 'Bpw Evav TOTO VoL LoV OVIKEL,

[TeBaivo yati dev pmop®d va. avamvencw
KovEVag AAAOG KOGLOG eV LIThpyEL

otov Bietvéap m dvon ypopoto Aaumepd PLETPD

0 €0VTOG OV EIvOL 0 TOTTOG TTOV OV AVIKEL

CONTEMPORARY POETRY

Kl ekel oV opoped Ba Lo yia TavTa EVTVYIGUEVN

Sarah Thilykou studied theology, drama and music in Thessaloniki and Utrecht; she attended seminars in
Paris. She holds a PhD in theology. Her poetry collections are The World in Three Acts (Athens, 2017),
and Duet of Islands (Japan Universal Poets Association, 2018)—a Japanese-English bilingual collaboration
with Maki Starfield. She has also published essays, translations and book reviews in various literary
publications, including Poeticanet (www.poeticanet.com), for which she is an editor.

40



http://www.poeticanet.com/
http://www.poeticanet.com/

SARAH THILYKOU - GREECE

GOOD MORNING, VIETNAM
to those found dead in Essex

I'm dying because I can't breathe

the rice-fields of Vietnam smell of death
and on the air it still echoes

that radioman’s Good Morning

a new life is all I want

I'm dying because I can't breathe

it’s a long way to the West

the countries are ice-cold but most of all
the truck

on a journey to another world

do souls sometimes freeze in freedom?

I'm dying because I can't breathe
eternity suffocates me

all existence is pain

where can I put its weight?

I want to escape to nothing

I'm dying because I can't breathe

locked in so little flesh

pale skin black hair red lips

inside it [ don't fit yet everywhere I flow
over

where can I find a place to belong?

I'm dying because I can't breathe
there is no other world at all

brilliant colors I count in Vietnam’s sunset

my own self is where I belong
in that beauty I’ll always live happy

Translated from the Greek by the author
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THE SECRET OF THE MOON

Below the slowly descending darkness

a wind lamp is hanging, vast and obscure.
Under its light, you are a firefly,

flying over the wet moss.

At the mouth of the Milky Way,

masks of memory are frozen firm.

The reeds on the shore have turned to white,
and there is no path to be seen.

Dark clouds wither away the light of the moon,
and the days are scarred in your eyes.

Oh, prodigal wanderer!

You are lost
in your own glow.

Translated from the Chinese by Birgit Bunzel

Gu Yue was born in Hunan Province, China.
published several poetry and prose collections.
appeared in many poetry periodicals.

She has
Her works

th:J\QL@JLa.&\ufu Ai),ujuwubw”\r-w Mbub?wmdu.ﬂjo};?

g A e

42

A s
Dl — gy g

;—Ja.u J.qu LS'U‘ (:M\JL“«&_&
- J\&dlMcMC\

JLM\JB LWJ\;,J-A_AU

J}\M\@yf)m

4.’\1[5\&_{))@.&“
.Lwé}.d\uﬁw\
JM\J@J\U\:-L’:L&MU
AoV Jee Vs

J"-’J‘J}’ L&Ia\ US\:
Clie 3 L, il ¢L‘9\,
b s o 5 A1 3Ll Lgad
g_,o\ 4@.:\;
&JJ‘)\)‘}J d
85y dow il g -




GU YUE - CHINA
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SCAR

Fluttering in the autumn wind,

the thin blue garment

cannot conceal your leaning on the fence.
The chanting of haiku

has frosted over

your upright silhouette.

Moreover, when in a foreign land,
and nightfall approaches the window,

the well-studied loneliness of your sideburns
emerges in a torrent of tears.

Fiddling with flowers
is the love language of fallen petals.
The drop of the brush
is a longing for lyricism.
Thus, touching
the scar has deepened
into boundless
SOITOW.
Translated from the Chinese by Birgit Bunzel
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YUN YAN - CHINA CONTEMPORARY POETRY
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PLANT LIFE

I’ve been imitating an ancient
oak tree for years.

I know silence, secrecy,
barrenness and sadness.

I call it roots, eyes, lips, the sea
inside the bones and the tides.

Last night, my eyes grew
leaves and my body grew roots.
The sea poured into my chest,
and the seagull circled along
my fingers

whistling softly ——

No shadow can cover us
for light shines from within.

This ecstasy

makes me finally complete —
and I can restart my life as a
plant.

In Amsterdam April 30, 2019
Translated from the Chinese by Sayed
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YUN YAN is a Chinese poet living in Hong Kong. She is an editor of Yuanzhuo shikan [round table poetry
magazine], and a column editor of Liupai [style]. Her poems appeared in many poetry periodicals.
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AMOMENT OF RHYTHM

Beginning from the middle of the 1980s,
several poetic schools emerged in different
parts of the world calling for the return of
traditional forms in poetry. Some of these
schools and movements are New
Formalism in the USA, the New Rhymer’s
Club in Ireland in the mid-1980s and the
New Traditionalism in China at the
beginning of the 1990s. These schools are
still supported by poets of high calibre.
This universal phenomenon did not
exclude Arabic poetry, which was
swarmed at that time with discussions on
Arabic Modernism that had started in the
1960s and flourished in the 1970s. By the
1980s, many thought that they were
witnessing the death of Arabic metrical
poetry. This speculation deepened in the
1990s, to the extent that writing non-
metrical prose texts was considered more
modernist and representative of the
Zeitgeist. As a response, this ferocious
attack on Arabic metres produced a
generation of young Arab poets keen on
writing metrical poetry, especially since
those who called themselves Arab
Modernists produced texts void of poetic
merit. This is emphasized by the fact that
two pioneers of this Arabic Modernism,
namely Adonis and Unsi al-Hajj, had to
admit that the great majority of those who
considered their writings modernist had
not read the Arabic classics well enough to
criticize them. In his last two interviews in
Ababil magazine, al-Hajj wished that
writers of Arabic prose poems would write
metrical poetry instead.

The call for abandoning Arabic metres
for writing Arabic prose poem rests on
three pillars which modernist poets should
innovate thoroughly, namely: the poet’s
philosophical vision of life, their poetic
syntax and their use of poetic language.
We do not object to any of these issues,
but what we do object to is that this
obsession with being different became an
end in itself, even if ugliness replaced
beauty. This morbid obsession with
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abandoning Arabic metres led to
neglecting an important element without
which a text cannot pass as poetry—the
elegance of rhythm. This is what the so-
called ‘modernists’ cast away in exchange
for foreignization of ideas and complexity
of images. Some take the opposite
direction and depict their daily details in a
prosaic language. This ‘modernist’ wave
has put us face to face with some texts
void of rhythm as defined by metrists.
Quoting Abu al-Atahiya saying, ‘I’'m
greater than metre!’ is not an excuse but a
proof to be used against those who quote
him. He said so in reply to some critics
who criticized him for writing lines that
did not conform to the Arabic metres. The
irony here is that he did not stick to
traditional metres but he came up with
new rhythms based on combining some
feet no poet before him had ever matched.
This testifies to the fact that he was
ingenious and knew his craft well. It is
only acceptable if a poet chooses not to
follow the traditional metres only if he can
come up with a new rhythmic system that
we can hear and follow, whether it is
clearly perceived or appears just as a
whisper. Unfortunately, those who call for
abandoning this unique heritage did not
invent a new rhythmic system that can
satisfy our poetic hunger and can convince
us that what we read is poetry, no matter
whether it is of good or bad quality. Will
they follow the example set by Abu al-
Atahiya and try to replicate his
creativeness and uniqueness? The desire
to be innovative is a good instinct, but
when this desire becomes a blind
obsession, the result is catastrophic, and
the magic turns against the magician. As
we can see, most of the ‘modernists’
produced similar writings and in some
cases they are even identical. In other
words, they produced conventional texts
empty of poetic aesthetics and rhythm.
Another mistake many made was thinking
they were the first who pointed out the
modernity of some ancient poets. This is a
grave mistake. One just has to read Taha
Hussein’s essays in his Talks of
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Wednesday Volume [ where he wrote about
innovation in classical Arabic poetry by
giving examples of the poetry of Abu
Nuwas and Abu Tamam. This happened at
least four decades before anyone in our
time pointed to it. However, the research
done by Dr Taha Hussein is a mature
research that does not advocate
abandoning the Arabic heritage but
supports studying, mastering, appreciating
it and moving from this towards a higher
degree of creativeness. Unlike prose
poetry writers, he did not advocate
demolishing the heritage tower. A more
reasonable vision of the concept of
modernism would be not forsaking
heritage, but leaning upon it, getting
inspiration from it, adding to it and
becoming an extension of it. This is
exactly what Eliot and Pound advocated,
too.

Adonis denies the accusation of
having called for forsaking Arabic poetic
heritage and affirmed more than once in
his two manifestos in 1978 and 1992 that
he does not advocate forsaking heritage
but that he supports understanding it in
order to criticize and innovate it.
However, his argument is not free of
contradictions. Are Arabic metres not a
central part of Arabic heritage just like its
grammar? If we cannot imagine Arabic
language without grammar, then why is it
possible to imagine Arabic poetry without
metres? Neither al-Khalil nor Sibaweih
invented prosody or grammar but
discovered them in the Arab language,
then classified them and gave everything a
name. This is how prosody and grammar
as linguistic disciplines came into
existence.

Again, innovation does not mean
demolishing and sweeping away our
heritage but criticizing, leaning upon and
drawing inspiration from traditions.
However, we also have to admit that many
poets prefer to lean upon traditions rather
than draw inspiration from them. In other
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words, they repeat these traditions rather
than innovate their language, images and
contents. I do not condone this kind of
replication. By the same token, it is also
not acceptable when some poets try to
emulate modernist poets and purposely
exaggerate intertwining, foreignizing and
complicating imageries, thinking that by
doing so they will be accepted by the
‘modernist’ writers. This is not a realistic
goal. The results are images that make no
sense, and what does not make sense is
nonsense. One should also not excuse the
immature critics whose only tools are
some clichés in the ‘modernists’
dictionary, chewing them up to convince a
lay reader of their theoretical knowledge
and experience in applying theories to a
literary text. Many of their attempts of
literary criticism are mediocre attempts
that do not stand the analysis of a critic
trained in analyzing literary texts, not
merely theorizing and repeating some
hollow terms that lead to no meaning and
outline no idea.

In order not to be too harsh in my
criticism of the pro-forsaking Arabic
traditional poetics, I say there are few of
them who show knowledge of Arabic
traditional poetics and metres. They wrote
some texts that deserve to be read and
translated. The rhythm of their texts is
based on interweaving the rhythm of
traditional metres in a way that we cannot
label these texts ‘prose’. These texts have
a good deal of poetic rhythm, refined and
unforced language and simple yet amazing
images. ‘Give the Mourners the Freedom
You Have Hunted’ by poet Ahmed ash-
Shahawy is an example for this type of
text. I take this poem as an example of a
well-balanced Arabic prose poem that
stands on its towering heritage of metres
not on its debris.

Dr Sayed Gouda
Changchun, China
5 December 2019
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JULIUSZ SELOWACKI (23 AUGUST 1809-3 APRIL 1849) got his BA in Ethics and Politics.

A During his years of study, he attended lectures on Polish and Russian literature, painting and music.

L] Besides writing poetry, he painted landscapes. His frequent visits to the Middle East had a great

impact on his life and poetry that he wrote many poems about that phase of his life. He died in Paris

and only thirty persons attended his funeral. No speech was given in memory of the master of the Polish

rhymes. (the translator) He is considered to be the father of modern Polish drama. Even though his primary

genre was the drama, he also wrote lyric poetry. He was one of the most important poets in the Polish
Romantic period.

Ju'ﬁWMqu&\u\)g;b\ ML_‘JU@%Y\(«J& 5 3 dmaldtazal s (VAR L] Y=VAY “W‘W)u&“%}“mﬂyu@‘
n).l.ul_}M\n}&)«jﬁb&_}\)&)ﬂ‘d}»&”b)ﬂ‘myojwks M!)bu‘wfu\sj@\wbgV }L‘jp—ﬂ)j\djw‘}js"}éuﬂ‘uéyy
JL‘.«‘&JS-»\J\JMLNKD»\}MK OL(QJL&S L.U)Jgu)b5}~MJL>M¢J}WJLJUSMJU})“U~)J)JQ)J o_rLHg,U.:uLaJASbLM\;.Sw
(us\u,«l.b-u.&.-..JJL-J\J».JL@\\_MSASJA;LLSJJj‘ﬁl@;')“t}.)\}aulscrmu\JA(‘_:.)H&:}45M}J\C,A\yt4~ (e A Lt s 315200

A g 3 ASe g 8 2l s

J HUSSEIN FANDI MUHANNA is a Palestinian poet and author. He was born in his hometown, al-
Bugi'a in the Galilee in 1945. His parents were farmers. Hussein graduated from Rama High School
in 1963, and worked as an Arabic and English teacher at his village Junior High School. He devoted

his 11terary works to homeland, the woman in particular and to humanity in general. (the translator)
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RAFFAELA FAZIO, born in Arezzo in 1971, is a poet and translator. After living for ten years
abroad, she settled in Rome. Graduated in European Languages and Politics (Grenoble) and
specialized in Interpreting (Geneva), she obtained a degree in Religious Sciences and a master's
degree in Cultural Heritage in Rome, with particular interest in biblical exegesis and Christian

iconography. She is the author of several poetry books.
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GILLIAN BICKLEY, PHD, born and educated in the UK, has lived mainly in Hong Kong since
1970. She is a prize-winning poet and is also known for her work on 19th century Hong Kong
educational, Anglican and legal primary sources. With her husband, Dr Verner Bickley, MBE, she is
co-founder of the international Proverse Prizes for unpublished writing submitted in English (may be

first translations into English) and co-publisher of Proverse Hong Kong.
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XIE Qingyu (f#% ¥]) is a third-year undergraduate student in the Translation department at Lingnan
Unlvers1ty, Hong Kong. Her focus is on translation analysis.
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KIT NG, a student of translation at Lingnan University, Hong Kong. She is an avid reader of literature.
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A Glimpse of Art

Artist:

Artist Info:
Title:

Dated:
Medium:
Classification:
Dimensions:

Credit:

Jean-Honore Fragonard

French, 1732 - 1806

Young Girl Reading

¢ 1770

Oil on canvas

Painting

Overall 81.1 x 64.8 cm (31 15/16 x 25 1/2 in.)
Mrs Mellon Bruce
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