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g FOREWORD .

Not long ago, in a meeting a colleague of mine from Nigeria
admiringly told me that I was the first Uzbek person he ever met,
but he some time before read a story about Uzbekistan, especially,
its traditional “kupkari” — horserace. During that visit, I also met
with the director of Rowan University in New Jersey, who showed
us well-illustrated books by Hafiz and Firdausi and read and
commented some of their beautiful ghazals. A human being will
never stop reading, I thought that time. However, there is a saying
that “A book is really wealth, but not the book you bought but what
you have already read”.

Once at the university a friend of mine compared me to a bird.
I still keep in my mind that he advised me not to resemble a bird
that intrinsically returns back to the cage when you release it. If I
were given a chance, regardless of political, social and economic
grounds, I would found an international poetry festival and invite
known and unknown poets of our time to Uzbekistan, and would
show them the Uzbek traditional horserace, the Navoi Library,
Samarkand and Bukhara, or at least I would embrace with joy all
those foreigners ready to come to this land to help with translation
of the Uzbek literature.

This anthology, along with some examples of work by Alisher
Navoi, a XVth century Uzbek poet, father of Uzbek literature,
consists of ‘bird poems’ by contemporary world poets, the majority
of whom are unknown to Uzbek readers. The poems by various
authors from five continents in six different languages have been
mainly put side by side with their respective translation in the
Uzbek language, and I deeply apologize for any inconvenience
when reading this international anthology.

I wish you a pleasant and exceptional flight in this measured life!

With all best wishes,
Azam Abidov
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g CY3BOIIN h

Sxunga Oup yupamryBaa AdpukanuHr Hurepus nanatupaH Ken-
raH XaMKacOMM Y30€KHCTOHJIMK KHIIN OWjaH WIK O0p KypHUIIagTraHw,
amMMo Oy IOpPT XaKuJa KauOHJapaup Kalcuaup KUToOna YKUTaHH, XyCy-
caH, ¥30eKIapHUHT “KyTKapu CH TYFPUCHUIATH XUKOSl YHUHT XOTUPacHaa
XaMOH CaKJIaHWG TypraHHHM TYIKMHIAHHG rammpu6 Gepaun. Yima cadap
acHocuna Hero-XKepcunarn PoBan YHuBepcuretuHusr pexropu ®up-
naBcuil Ba XO(M3HUHT ry3an 0e3akin KajJuH KUTOONapHHU KypcaTuo,
HIOWPIIAPHUHT Fa3aiapuaad OadTimap YKuO, ymapHU mapxyia0d OepraHu
MEH/1a KaTTa TaacCypoT KOIAUPIU. IHCOHUAT Xe4 Ka4oH KUTOO YKUIIJaH
TYXTaMalu, Jesl UIOHTHHT Kelnaau Kumm. bupok, “Kutod — 60immk,
aMMO COTHO OJTMHTaHM 3MAC, YKUITaHU JIeTaH ram Xam 0op.

Heua iimnnap aBBan Kalamkam IycTiapuMaaH OWUpH KaMHHAHH
Kylra YXmarranid, yiaHaa y Kadac SIIWTH OYWITaHAa TallKapura
OuppoB YMKKO, sSTHA YHTa KaWTHO KHpaaWraH Kymra yXirad KOIMaclnuK
TYFpucua OepraH MaciaxaTH Xap JOUM dCUM/IA TYpaau. XOXHII Y3uMaa
Oynranma, Xap Xuj cHEchi, KTUMOWH, UKTHCOANN cababmapHu pykad
KuIMait, Y36ekucTonaa Gup HUPHK MEbPHST AHKYMaHH TallKHI TTaH,
3aMOHAMM3HUHT Ky3Trd KYpUHTaHy KypUHMAaraH, oK HUSTIIA [IOUPIapU-
HU Oy 1opTra Takiaud Kuimb, Y30eKHUHT Kynkapucuau, HaBouit kyTy6xo-
Hacunu, Camapkanny byxopocunu kypcarran OynapauM, xed Oyimaca,
anabuETUMU3HN TapKMMa KWMInga €paaM Oepuilra miaid Typrasiapra
OaFpUMHHU KEHT OYapAHM.

Kynuaruzgaru uxuamMruHa antojorusra y30ek afabuéTuHUHT 0TacH,
XV acpna simab wxon 3TraH moup Ba daiinacyd Anumiep Hasowuit acap-
JapuAaH XOPWKHUHA THIUIapra YTUpHirad HaMmyHaiap OuiiaH Oup Katopaa
Kyppau 3aMUH/1a allHU alTAa MabJIyM, aMMO aKCapusITH Y30eK KUTOOXO-
HUTa HOMabJIyM OYJraH KajaM axJMHUHT KyII Xakugard (€ku Kyl cy3u
WIUTATHITaH) mebpiaapu YpuH onrad. Lllespiap acocan onTuTa XOpHKAH
TUJIATH acliusT Ba y30ekua TapkuMa OwiaH EHMa-8H KYWWITaHW Ch3
aszu3Iapra HOKYJIaMINK TYFOAUpMaian Ae0 YMH] KHJIaMU3.

By ynm4oBnu xaérmarn mapBO3MHIU3 Xap AOMM IOKCaK Ba MapOKJIH
oyicun!

DXTUPOM uJIa,

An3am O0ung

€
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WHY OUR WORLD NEEDS POETS LIKE ALISHER
NAVOI

by Gary Dyck

Many systems clamor for our attention. We don’t know
where to look. The thousands of signs that litter our road home,
the demanding work, the annoying spam, the ever-evolving
technologies and the unending busyness of our life and everyone
else around us. Modern life can be so shallow.

It seems that the biggest problem facing modern society is not
that there is too little progress, but rather too much of it. We are so
busy with trying to keep up with the work around us, with external
progress, that we have no time for internal progress. What we need
is to first take care of our internal progress and then all the results of
our external living will become much more meaningful and fruitful.
Neglecting the garden of our soul for the sake of a soulless project
will eventually kill us. Therefore, we need gardeners who can help
us see the beauty of our souls and inner life. Gardeners who can
help us rip out and burn the weeds that choke our life and nourish
what is true and good. Inspired poets make excellent gardeners if
we pay attention.

The need for poets like Navoi

Armed with lasting truth and beauty inspired poets are a
wonderful ally in the development of meaning and activity in our
personal lives and broader societies. For real meaning and beauty to
take root in our lives we need; the affective as well as the cognitive,
the artistic as well as the scientific. Religious people would also
add the eternal as well as the temporal. Anything less cannot
induce empowerment or development in human life. We must learn
from those artists who have effectively brought meaning into their
corners of the world and let them speak again. They know that the
development of people must include every layer of a person. Let us
not exclude the freeing glory of God that artists mystically express
in their works. This is what [ mean by ‘inspired poets’, those poets
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who have tasted of God’s glory and know that He is greater than
anything in this world. When people acknowledge such divine
glory, they have reason to work for betterment of society.

One of the best inspirational poets I have found is a Central
Asian from the 15" century named Alisher Navoi. His name
Navo'i literally means ‘the owner of singing’. He lived from 1441
to 1501 mostly in Herat, Afghanistan and is one of the greatest
poets of the Great Silk Road. “World-class status was attained by
the Tajik, Uzbek and Turkmen literatures, in the works of ‘Abd
ar-Rahman Jami, Alisher Navai, and Makhtumquli, respectively.”"
When his foster brother Husain Baykaro became the Emir, Navoi
became the prime minister. He was also a good steward of his high
position and helped establish many needed institutions. “Nawai is
reputed to have founded, restored and endowed no fewer than 370
mosques, schools, libraries, hospitals and other pious and charitable
institutions in Khurasan alone.”?

His numerous writings, endowments, and his life example have
had lasting influence in Central Asia. Today, in the modern country
of Uzbekistan, he is revered above all other poets. The name of
Alisher Navoi is visible throughout the country. Major streets,
theatres, museums, parks and even a province and city are named
after him. His proverbs are on the tongues of Uzbeks, Turkmen and
Tajiks. He is considered the father of the Uzbek language and one
of the greatest poets of Central Asia. In his six epic poems and 100
000 plus lines of poetry he wrote passionately for truth and love and
vehemently against oppression.

One of'the greatest sources for all who seek the richness of human
life and activity are those rare poets like Navoi who passionately
live out what they so eloquently share with the rest of us in words.
Navoi dedicated his whole life to finding and creatively revealing
life’s meaning and beauty not only with words but with his life. A
garden is pronounced good or bad by the fruit it produces. We can

"Nazarov, Bakhtiyor and Denis Sinor. eds. Essays of Uzbek: History, Culture
and Language.
Bloomington, IN; Indiana University Press, 1993, p. 51.

*Devereux, Robert. Muslim World 54 1964, p 270 —287.
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trust what Navoi tells us because he shares from the experience and
learning of his own difficult godly life. He does not just say what
sounds good, but what has been true and helpful for his own life.
And where he is unsure, he tells his reader that he is still searching
and begs God’s forgiveness for anything wrong he might have said.
Such vulnerable humbleness in a great poet and leader is inspiring.

The art of poets like Navoi has a powerful way of working,
especially in developing nations. Art transforms people’s hearts
and minds. It is in art that people’s hearts and tongues are
connected. Without the artist, society will not progress as it should.
However, with one line from an artist positive changes can begin
to take place. We need to stop separating the spiritual from the
material, the heavenly from the earthly, the seen from the unseen.
To address this sort of reductionism requires poets. We need artists
to help transform our nations. Art influences how societies think
of themselves from the inside out and how other societies perceive
them. True progress is not in applying external forces, but about
internally transforming hearts. We need to let poets like Navoi
speak out and help people learn from him.

The need for ‘translator poets’

So how do I as an English literary translator help Navoi speak
out so that people can learn from him? I want to do more than
just provide texts of Navoi in English or other languages. I need
to figure out how to translate in order that the cultural and content
significance inherent in Navoi and the West’s understanding of
Central Asia can be advanced. Many translators are not intimately
cognizant of the source culture context that they translate from and
do not think through how to best impact the target culture for good.
They sit alone in their office, never actually seeing the world in
which the book was originally created. They work hurriedly in
front of their computer so they can finish one translation to start
another. Fortunately, I’ve had the honour of being able to live
in the distant land where my poet breathed 500 years earlier and
have the assistance of many local experts who also breath and live
Navoi. I love being a translator of inspired literature because it

WWE'
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forces me to read small passages at a time and ponder the depths o
their meanings.

One area where Navoi can be used to speak out is in the realm
of Western misconception of Central Asia. Western perception of
Central Asia, as with most of our perceptions of other nations and
societies, is not nearly whole enough. For me to address this sort
of reductionism requires that I be like my mentor Navoi, that I be
a ‘translator poet’ who speaks against a categorized system and
provide a translation that challenges the status quo for an audience
that can hear it.

What often happens in my field of literary translation is that
the ‘bestseller’ mentality guides the translation process. The text
is illusively made as fluent as possible so it doesn’t come across as
foreign at all.

This guarantees not only that the foreign text will reach the
widest possible domestic audience, but that the text will undergo an
extensive domestication, an inscription with cultural and political
values that currently prevail in the domestic situation — including
those values according to which the foreign culture is represented. ..
often stereotypes that permit easy recognition.’

These kind of translations of foreign literature keep alive the
misconceptions that the reader’s domestic culture has against the
culture and values of a different land. I want to be a ‘translator poet’
of Navoi who keeps what challenges the Western misconceptions
of Central Asia, what will add to its worldview, and yet be sensitive
to what differences of Navoi it can handle. I want to push the
limits, but I don’t want to go so far that the Eastern Navoi cannot
be understood by the Western mind.

For example, when translating my first Navoi book, my Uzbek
co-translator and I took some liberties and made some changes in
the English so that the story would make some sense to the average
reader. We sought to make the Middle Ages story come alive in
the English language in its own unique way. The native English
person with some interest in Central Asian literature was our target
culture. However, we made sure that the foreignism of our ancient

*Venuti, Lawerence. The Scandals of Translation. London; Routledge, 1998, p.

87,161.
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text was there to compel the reader think in new ways. “We need
the ancients precisely to the degree they are dissimilar to us, and
translation should emphasize their exotic, distant character, making
it intelligible as such”.* We knew that unaccustomed foreign
literature is needed to help the media-insulated Westerner break old
stereotypes and see in new ways. This is just one example of how
we need to let Navoi speak out.

The Western world needs to evolve their view of Central Asia as
simply a hot spot for violence to that of a place of high culture and
home to a well-respected poet who wrote beautifully about peace
in the world. In the recently renewed interest in Central Asia I do
believe that people need and even want to see a different side than
the extreme side that the media has shown them. I want to honour
the people of Central Asia, and elevate a good example for them
and the Anglo American world by providing a resource from within
Central Asia for the betterment of our world. This resource is the
life and works of the inspirational poet Alisher Navoi.

The need for ‘reader poets’

However, to provide a text that is sensitive to both source culture
and target culture is still not enough. The reader must learn how
to read such inspirational texts. We must quiet the madness of our
world and pay attention to those poets who sing out to us from the
depths of their hearts. Unlike others who flash one-liners in our
faces, poets dare us to come away from this world and enter theirs.
Poetry is not a language that can be assimilated quickly. It must be
pondered for more than just a fleeting moment. It asks us to touch
and taste it, to caress it, to wrestle with it and eventually to become
one with it. That we become ‘reader poets’ who internalize what
we read, and overwrite a dry part of our life with poetry. Readers
who are a living testament to the inspirational literature that we
read.

“Jose Ortega Y Gasset, ‘The Misery and the Splendor of Translation’ in
Lawrence Venuti, ed., The Translation Studies Reader. London, Routledge,

2000, p. 62.
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When Navoi read Farrididun Attar’s The Conference of the
Birds as a youth he immediately fell in love with it. He spent much
time with the book, so much so that his parents were worried about
his schooling and took away the book. What they did not know
is that he had already committed the book to heart. As a youth he
already knew how to grasp inspired poetry! Later, after a lifetime
of meditation, Navoi wrote his own version called The Language
of the Birds. In the introduction he shares how he made room
for Attar’s book to change his own life. “I devoted myself to the
wonderful stories within it, the metaphors and allegories told by
the bird became dear to me. Its preciousness has helped me into its
world and be free from the senselessness of this world.”

When Navoi read Attar’s The Conference of the Birds,
he did not read about the birds search for God, instead he sought
God through them. He did not read about their hardships on the
journey, instead he experienced their hardships for himself. When
we approach inspired literature we must not just read what it says
about truth, but we must experience its truth. We should not read
about God, but we should read God.

The best kind of inspirational literature for ‘reader poets’
is the kind that is fairly simple and somewhat practical. It does
not need to be deeply philosophical, but it should be practically
mystical. Approach it quietly and humbly. You may read other
literature quickly, perhaps seeking for the main point, but with
inspired literature you must be careful. Take it in fully and gently.
After having tasted it, make sure you digest it. Christian mystic
Madame Guyon aptly taught her disciples to “not move from one
passage to another, not until you have sensed the very heart of what
you have read. You may then want to take that portion of Scripture
that has touched you and turn it into prayer.” Something that is
precious must be treated with care and given much consideration,
and like Navoi its preciousness will help us become less entangled
with the senselessness of this world. We need the poet and the poet
needs you.

SJeanne Guyon Experiencing the Depths of Jesus Christ. Beaumont, TX; The
Seed Sowers, 1975, p. 8.
AR
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NAVOI’S BLOOMING GARDEN .

by Tursunoy Sodiqova

To share an idea that no one has told yet, or to reach a distant
peak, or to make an invention is not greatness, it is only a process
of uncommon events! True greatness is in the survival of those
inventions! Not only survival but a person or an idea is truly great if
it can keep its liveliness for ages as well. There were lots of ‘golden
heads’ in the history of mankind. Great numbers of fresh ideas were
proposed. But not all people, who do great works, become great
men. Why is this?

How many kings and sultans have passed away since Navoi’s
eminence? They were absolutely different. One of them liked
Navoi and another one hated him. Unlike Navoi, both execution
and power were in their hands. Therefore, shouldn’t it be surprising
that Navoi was considered great man in all centuries since his death
in 15017

1941. It was too difficult year for the Russians. There was a
war in Leningrad . But in such condition, the 500th anniversary of
Alisher Navoi was celebrated. Perhaps, to hold it above sincerity
and was necessary to the Soviets for their political games. However
there were lots of other nations and famous people in the Soviet
Union then, why did the Russians call to mind Alisher Navoi? I
remember the saying that my mother always repeated: “ People do
not humble those who are dear to God”. The Creator made Navoi
dear. Allah gives people talent and tests them with it. However,
only some of them pass the exam. It is not enough to have a natural
ability in order to reach the dearness, it is important to be able to
hold great talent. Talent is theological light and a poet is a destination
place of this sacred light. Light comes uninterruptedly, but growing
of flower or thorn depends on the place. If environment is bad or
faulty, talent will never grow up! Even If he grows up, people will
be indifferent with him. Because he spoiled the sacred light with his
bad manner, i.e., he has envy, arrogance or he is stingy, offender,
liar or ungrateful and impatient. Such personality is reluctant for
talent. The poet writes very expressive words but they return back
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hitting upon the walls put by Allah and none is able to pass them
to people.

GREATNESS WILL APPEAR THERE WHERE PURE
PERSONALITY, i.e., pureness of tongue, heart and feature unites
with THEOLOGICAL LIGHT. It is one of the God’s boons. It is
harmony of theological light with perfection. This is called to reach
the Creator! No doubt that Alisher Navoi reached this high point .
GREATNESS resembles to source of light - you feel warmness in
your heart when you hear the name of Alisher Navoi. Greatness is
beyond the period and place, it is like the sunshine without reproach
- it will shine even to people who say “I do not like the sun” and
flourish them all.

Color of love

Youthfulness is your spring. You are beautiful and green in
this season. However, remember that abundance in your autumn
depends on your spring. Do not think that err is human and man
makes many mistakes in youth. If you feel that your work is not
acceptable, so, you start to observe the Satan. Remember that one
day you will have to answer for your mistakes. All processes in our
life live in harmony: we wear skullcap in order to protect our head
from the sunshine and we put on our shoes in order to save our feet
from the cold. God created teeth so that our stomach will not fall
sick, we have mind in order to perceive good things from the bad
ones etc. When people feel passion in their heart and step back from
the previous position, they shift the blame to love at once. They
say: “It is a trick of love but I am not to blame”. Well, what is the
color of love? What are the peculiarities of love?

Alisher Navoi writes:

Lover is that man - hard to cure,
Whose tongue, heart and eyes are pure.

Let’s analyze these lines. When man falls in love, he becomes
sad and thoughtful like a sick. His voice and feature soften. He
speaks to himself and always begs his beloved. It is the appearance
of a man fell in love.

1‘5 13 )
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What does “pure tongue” mean? Lover will never deceive and
boast. He will never hurt somebody and gossip. He will never tells
somebody’s secret to another people. It is the pureness of tongue. If
he does the opposite of these, he has not fallen in love yet!

What does “pure heart” mean? A true lover will never envy,
complain and revenge. He feels hurt in his heart but he will never
be jealous. If he suspects, avenges or envies, he has not fallen in
love yet!

To do everything sincere is also one of the faces of pure
heartedness. If a lover insists that he must have his beloved, there
is no love there. The biggest interest left from amorousness is only
LOVE! Because of this strong feeling of fondness, your tongue
and heart will become pure, is there any better award to people?
It means, you will always be in plentiful with this feature all life.
It also means that the sun entered your heart, almond will forever
flourish in your body and a national music “Cho’li iroq” will always
sound in your veins, you will never be bored - a nightingale of your
heart will continuously sing!

What does “pure eyes” mean? Impure eyes are the main reason
of spoiling the tongue and the heart. If you do not lose your eyes
to Satan, they will become your first teacher that acquaint you with
most beautiful colors of the world. The eyes pass energy to mind and
it awakes heart, thus the actions will start. The eyes working sincere
are pure eyes. You know that the first theological revelation came to
Mohammed (May peace be upon him) was the word “Read!” The
eyes reading knowledge are pure eyes. The eyes learning craft are
pure eyes. The eyes looking round with good intention, searching
kindness, weeping for people’s sufferings are pure eyes. The eyes
considering the people before them like the Sun and not looking
straight are pure eyes.

Anxiety begins from the eyes. Shameless eyes are the slaves of
carnal desire. People with such eyes will never become lovers, love
will not come to them, LOVE DISDAIN THEM AT ALL!

W’“E'
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Every human is a boon!

I like the following lines of Alisher Navoi: “Cypress, rose and
tulip have their own buyer, firewood is sold even it is dire”. The
words of wise men are like remedy and they cure illnesses: A writer
gives his newly published book to his friend and says: “Read and tell
me, which book is more interesting, my or that of another writer?”.
Alas! He lost his reputation with these words. Because, jealousy
have appeared there. It means, hope will be destructed in this place.
Jealousy comes after arrogance. If a man meets some capable man
and worries about it, he is called an arrogant. Arrogance wastes
away the talent of the people. When writing the fruits of talent on
the paper, the talent will be busy with himself as if he holds fire.
However, he never compares or thinks about to write better than
someone. He will only tries to extinguish his fire in heart. Such
wonderful moments will not be given to everyone. People who
reach to this point will never be jealous.

Do you remember the fact that eminent Navoi finished
“Khamsa” (Five epic poems) and Hussein Boyqaro put him on his
horse, holding in leash and demonstrated him among the people?
Let’s analyze this event: firstly, Hussein Boyqaro shows humanity
and patriotism as king - he is very glad that Turkish language raised
to the world scene because of this work and his contemporary.
Secondly, thus he puts the poet that raised reputation of the nation,
higher than himself and with this he encourages literature and all
creative forces. Thirdly, seeing one of the miracles of God in Alisher
Navoi, he gratifies to the Creator and takes care of the dear man
for God’s sake. Fourthly, he also was great poet and psychologist
and he feels that a beautiful work like “Khamsa” will become very
esteemed. Thus he puts Navoi to the saddle of triumph. However,
the horse that Navoi rode was his own, symbolically, it may be said
that Hussein Boyqaro was the first who voted Navoi as the king of
country of lyrical poems - ghazals. Despite the king put him on the
horse, this luck was written in poet’s destiny. However, Hussein
Boyqaro was applauded and prayed by his contemporaries for his
merit.

Every human is different in the world. Some people are capable
and the others are not so. But everyone has its own place - an
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elephant is not able to do work of an ant. Thus, I can not do you
work. Regardless of anything, man is unrepeatable creature of
the Creator. If he does not know to be grateful and take delight
in himself, besides, if he is envious, remember that he will not
become mature yet. It is bad DESIRE if you think that someone’s
achievements must be yours. This ill-fated desire will bring all
disasters to people

Colorfulness makes this world sacred. All things around us
are boons. Each boon is has its own meaning, living philosophy
and peculiarities. “”’Cypress, rose and tulip have their own buyer”
- flower lights the eyes, people like it very much, they wish to
cover their life with flowers, they compare all those that they like
with flower etc. But “Firewood is sold even it is dire”! This is
very interesting world! Every human being has a special feature
and taste. Every creature has its own amateur. There is nothing
unnecessary in the world. Why a flower has to be haughty, though
it can not be used instead of firewood. The flower may give you
pleasure and raise the spirits. But firewood heats your house, boils a
cattle, so, it is a good supporter in need. Only amateurs seek for the
flowers but everyone needs firewood. Do not be afflicted that you
are “firewood” only and do not humble other people with this word,
so as the poet wrote that “firewood is sold even it is dire”. Some
people are proud of their courageous children like Alpomish. Some
of them appreciate their disabled children and are very grateful.

While getting old, people grow wiser, their opinion and taste
will change. A man, who liked a rose yesterday, may like a tulip
tomorrow. However, in this case, the rose will not become unworthy,
its amateurs will be found again and again - it is the skillfulness of
the Creator!

What is the HAPPINESS? When it happens? Will it happen when
you are rich or honorable? No! I have recently heard that a woman
used a phrase “err is human”: human feature is unmanageable.
There is no obstacle to human wants. Your happiness will last as
long as the time of fading the flowers found after great efforts and
you will be tired of everything. By the way, when you grow wiser,
you will have more spiritual needs than ever. You feel happiness
every time your wishes come true. That is to say, there is no account
and time of happiness. In spite of your age, inshaallah, thousands of
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blossoms of luck will flourish in your life!..

An apple-tree has been living as its origin since it was created:
it blooms and gives fruit like apples. In short, it is an apple-tree and
agrees for its destiny! Its success is in its patience and therefore it
has many amateurs. Apricot, cherry and others also like this. You

are also like this, my dear friend, you are like a garden - but your
fruits are uncountable and your amateurs are more than your fruits!

SEPARATION LEADING TO INTEGRITY

My unsatisfied wish is that I read Alisher Navoi with dictionary.
I am a helpless woman who stays near the treasure but can not find
a key, I say to myself. When I read the bayts from my daybook,
every time I find great delight, new odor and color not resembling
to previous one. [ always wonder as if I see them for the first time.
This is a secretive blooming garden, I say and get pleasure:

Never put my friend the balm to ulcer in the heart again
Let I pass away, forever, let remain in heart her pain,

says the poet. Heart of man in love is broken, his beloved became
unfaithful and she is indifferent or is not aware of his sympathy.
The lover strongly embraces his breast and dislikes to see a doctor
or friends. “Do not touch my wound, - he says, - this ulcer is my
sole remembrance, which regularly reminds me about sweetheart. I
could not be happy with beloved, so, at least do not take away this
injury. May I pass away but I will take these pains to my grave” .
Where there is love, there is no damnation there! There is no
self-interest and desire! I read somewhere: wounded man curses
the shooter all long life, but a man, who fell in love, proceeds to
love his beloved more and more. The reason of this is that love is
a theological boon. To have it in heart is a great reward! Because
a pure light came to your body, you consider the people you fell
in love God’s boon and dearest. This light made you to glance at
yourself and you sigh. How a poor and helpless I am, you said,
- how can I aspire to love. How can I be equal to that beloved
with my condition? You were ashamed of yourself, but it was the
character of people trying to become pure! Being ashamed of one’s
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mistakes means that this man acknowledges his surrounding. Look,
how beautiful merit has this love, you began to feel sorry, you
tried to purify God’s boons. All “strangers” around us are lovely
creatures of Allah. God’s award is more to those who protect them.
Therefore Allah made separation very esteemed to lovers and made
themselves patient.

So, a man who appreciates the torture he took from his beloved
is a person, who is becoming pure, perfect and diligent.

It is a real climate of true love! If people have arrogance, lie,
jealousy, hurt, and revenge, they have not fallen in love yet! If
someone torments his couple that he “fell in love”, he has never
loved! Who is unaware, inactive and indifferent, remember, he is
loveless, God made the eyes of his heart blind! Beware of sighing
and saying: “Love”, “I love you!” Ask the Creator to hava a true
love. You will find love not from the self-market of Devil, but from
the pure body of yourself. People live and try to have sweet children.
Pure people give worthy children and pure life to the world.

Long Live Love!
Long live Despair without reproach!
Long live great Separation leading to Integrity!

Long live my graceful miracle - my sacred HEART, the motherland
of my love that I passed myself and protected all long life!

If'it’s fixed to be hard - be hard,
if it’s fixed to be light - be light!

I always feel myself'like a sick before Alisher Navoi. [ worry that
I have to understand his works. I believe that I take great pleasure
and my spirit satisfies from this. I also keep in mind that if I do not
have time to read and understand Navoi, [ pass away very poor.

Sometimes at the lessons I explain a bayt of Navoi ninety
minutes, but I feel that many other pearls of the bayt are being left
away. | also feel that I teach these lessons for not the audience but
for my own pleasure and my spirit begins to fly. I see that listeners
understand the meaning of bayts and they take delight in this.

The poet writes:

Hey Navoi, grievous people know your poetry in sad,
Reading it the mournful people will be in good health and glad.
ey
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If you feel hurt from the lines you read, it means that you see
yourself. You suddenly understand that your heart and spirit are
very sweet and loving boons! You will find a nightingale caged in
your heart! Thus you will start to share your grief. It is called like

self-consciousness!

Navoi, conduct yourself, a man in the world should keep the right,
If'it’s fixed to be hard - be hard, if'it’s fixed to be light - be light,

writes he again. I made this bayt like a stick to my spirit. I try
to support my interlocutors with explanation of these lines. The
solution of all poverty is on the hand of the Creator. Make risk
to God and ask for aid with hope! Try to work hopefully. “If it’s
fixed to be hard - be hard”, “if you trust in God, he will make your
life easy. “ If it’s fixed to be light - be light” If you are not patient
and ungrateful, easy works will become difficult. It is like a saying
“weeping brings weeping” or “the world is too small to impatient
and wide to wide-hearted”.

Be like bloody bud, my soul, be able, in the grief, to smile.

If I have such a great power, the world’s problems are too easy
to solve, I say to myself. To smile with grievous heart is named
like WILL and PATIENCE. However, to be strong-willed and
patient is not beauty or peculiarity, it is DUTY. Because, you feel
hurt with God’s will. Your sorrowfulness is fruit of your doings.
Accept Allah’s response with open face, perhaps, this punishment
is not so difficult because of the Creator’s generosity. If you accept
not with gratefulness, you may occur to worse punishment further.

A line of Holy Koran runs in this way: “I like people who are
patient in case of misfortunes”. “ Be like a bloody bud, my soul,
be able, in the grief, to smile” is beautiful interpretation of above-
mentioned action.
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EXAMPLES FROM THE WORK BY ALISHER NAVOI IN

FRENCH, RUSSIAN, ENGLISH, GERMAN, AND POLISH
LANGUAGES

Un K’ita se construit sur quatre ou six vers, la rime en est toujours
abab ou ababab. 11 différe d’autres formes comme le Touyouk dont
la rime est aaaa ou le Roubai dont les rimes sont aaba.

% %k ok

Chacun vit puis meurt a la fin : a quoi bon, a I’approche de la mort,

ces habituelles souffrances le néant n’est-il pas assez triste ?

Venant au monde, on n’a d’autre but que la mort.

Toute chose n’a d’autre choix que finir : ¢’est la son seul désir puissant.

% %k ok

Combien mon coeur contient-il de centaines de milliers
et de milliers de fragments de pensées nuancées

qu’il ne peut aujourd hui réunir?

Si la volonté peut changer la montagne en sable

elle ne peut renouer les fils du sablier.

% %k ok

Les hypocrites prient pour la pluie :
moi, charitable, je ne demande rien.
1l y a deux pluies : mes larmes et la pluie.
Quand je n’usais pas mes yeux sur ce visage de lune, je ne pleurais pas.
Les dieux n’accordent pas la pluie, la demande n’était pas sincere :
je ris ; mes larmes ne pleuvent plus.

* %k %k

Tchiston : le tchiston est un poéme en forme d’énigme.
La solution de I’énigme ci-dessous est le fruit appelé ,,grenade”.
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k %k %k

Qu’est donc ce coffret plein de braises fait,
de la main méme du créateur, d’un corps a six ou huit facettes

Ses braises laissent, par sa cheminée, sortir tant de fumée
qu’il n’y a pas de fumée.

Peut-étre n’y a-t-il pas non plus d’ouverture au coffret ?
N’appelle pas cela coffret et feu mais bien plutét huitre pleine de perles
roulées dans le sang du temps par le sage omniscient du ciel.

Et si ce n’est cela, pourquoi, lorsqu’a la force des doigts
son corps est rompu, du sang coule-t-il de ce corps blessé ?

Comment se fait-il que son goiit soit plein de piment et qu’a mon goiit
il porte cette fraicheur dont, plus d’une fois, j'ai cherché le bienfait ?

* %k ok

Un Roubai est un poéme en quatre vers. La formule rimique en
est aaba.

& %k ok

Je t’aime plus que ma vie : combien ta vie m’est chere!

Je t’aime au-dela des nombres : combien ta vie m’est chere!

S’il pouvait y avoir plus d’amour que de vie,

Jje t’aimerais plus que tout cela encore : combien ta vie m’est cheére!

% %k ok

On dit que ma lune s’est cachée sous le noir des nuages :
Jje réve de souffler le ciel.

On dit que, comme le soleil sous le noir de la terre, ma lune s’est enfouie:
pourquoi mes soupirs ne pourraient-ils faire noircir le ciel ?

%k %k 3k

De la douleur et la tristesse, mon cceur presse le sang de I’amour.
Par la voie des yeux il fait couler ce sang d’amour,

mais jignore ce qu’il fait de chacune des gouttes car

["amour agit de telle sorte que je n’ai plus de cceur.
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* ok %

Ta lettre est la traduction vivante de I’état de mon dme:

l"ouvrant, la lisant quelques expressions me séduisent,

en larmes, je réve beaucoup, m’abandonne puis,
comme ta lettre sous I’eau, je me trouble.

k ok ok

Dans le jardin réclamant le miroir de I’eau,

la canicule entraine 1’écoulement du mercure.

L’hiver fait de ce mercure un miroir,

et dans le miroir des sources, celui-ci devient mercure.

k ok ok

Fard : distiques rimés.

Le dernier matin est I’expérience du mensonge :

lorsque le souffle du mensonge s éteint, il devient aussitot obscur.
* %k ok

Le vent de la séparation souffle aujourd ’hui sur moi,

mon dme est jetée au vent . le fil de notre rencontre rompu.
* %k ok

Je suis rompu, mon coeur est disloqué, I’édifice de ma patience s effondre...
Personne pourtant qui, devant tant de choses brisées, comprenne mon état
de ruine.

* k%
Si quelqu’un parle de ta faute, ne souffle pas, c’est un miroir :
voilé, ce miroir montrera-t-il tes autres fautes ?

* k%

Pour ne pas détruire mon ceeur ne révele pas son secret :
si I’huitre rveste intacte, la perle ne peut s’en perdre.
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skekesk

To1 1uyOM XOPOWA U CAMA CIONHCEHA XOPOULO,
Bce 6 mebe 0o konya ons mens, sopuyna, Xopouio.

Tol 00Ha — uenogex, ocmanbvhbie Jice — npax, menosed,
Paszee smanmwvieams 6 epsizv ux Ha 6ce pemeHa — Xopouio?

A cmompen na kpacasuy, Ho MoIbLKO 00HA do0po2a,
Tonvko eti s wienman 8 3a0bIMbU NOTYCHA: XOpouio!

Ha ceudanve s eii He ckadicy, kak paznyka donea,
Ymo maxoe cmpadaHue, 3Haem oHa Xopouio.

Ja u ecmo 1u cmpadanve? Bece dap om nee. U, cmpoea,
beccepoeuna b ona une 0obpa u nexcna — xopoulo.

Bcsi ona 6 moem cepoye, kax 6 3eprane 600 — bepeea,
Tax npo3payHo u yucmo oHoO u 00 OHA XOPOULO.

be3 mebs Haéou Huxyoa 6edb He cmynum Hoea,
be3 mebs nu oona uz 0opoe ne 6uoHa xopouio.

kksk

bpocw kunapuc 6 oconwv, ona cmpoiineii e2o!
Ymo posan nepeo nei? Kuns, He scaneii ezo.

Medwc namu manemcst pasnyku 2OpHblli KpAdic,
A npespawjy 6 necok, kak cyxoeei, e2o.

Kyoa ceoii ym 0eean pazymunux naw?
Kyoa odesan, nocesn, oypanei, eco?

Buna 3a pyouwe, kabamuuxk, ne npodauiv?
A cmulo 6 npudavy oam, 108u sxcueeti e2o!

Ymo mpanku? Haecomy npespenvem onosuiv.
5yow npoxnam smom mup co cnecwvio sceti e2o!

@



« B

>
Tov1 6ped obodicecmaun u 80368e1UUUL ONAIACH.
Tvl, Hasou — MeOoichyH, unu wanvhell e2o.

skoksk

Ko mne naepsmnyna uzene 6eoa.
Ona ywna. Ymo oename mue? beoa.

A s ponman u oyman o opyeoi,
Takas ¢ neil, 6bvl8aANO, MHe belda.

A pesnosan u 36an ee 0omotl,
A 6om He pesHosamb — 6 08oliHe Heda.

Tpesoea 6 sncusznu ayuuie, wem noKou.
He 3namo 6e0wvl — noucmune b6eoa.

O Hasou, ompaono 6vims coboti,
Ho 6vimbs ¢ coboti naedune — 6eoa.

koksk

U mygenv noxpoti, u mopoan ee epyo.
Becb 6b1306 ee obasnus 2pyo.

Umob nobswux oyuty 2youms 0e3 Hodica,
Y30p na ee ooesnuu epyo.

Bui 6ce ucnvimaeme 6 Houb Kymeoica,
Kax ysem ee 2y6 u pymsau ee epyo.

Tenepyw y mens 2onosa neceedca,
Kabamuux, 5 npomug scenanus epyo.

Ilpocmu ceoezco Hasou, 2ocnoorca,
Ymo max ow 6 uacel smu panHue 2pyo.
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Welcome to the wisdom
of Navoi!

kksk

He who stands apart or turns his face
Deserves no place in the human race.

skksk

The gaining of knowledge hath thy
powers been applied, Navoi;

Having gained it, let knowledge be thy
guide Navoi.

*k %k

Good the speech that is graceful and distinct;
Excellent that which is truthful and succinct.

kksk

Learning is knowledge acquired in small portions,
As drops make the rivers that flow to the oceans.

skeksk

Keep the tongue pure from earliest youth,
Mix not foul lies with immaculate truth.

*k %k

The creations of mankind

Are the fruit of man’s mind.
skksk

Better the cobble that paves the way
Than a gem locked away from the light of day.

skksk

A man who follows virtue’s ways
Hath no need of pay or praise.

&
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skeksk

If, in trouble, none come to thy defence,
Thou art to blame, take no offence.

kg

If thou art equal to the task in hand,
Not for a moment let fulfilment stand.

sesksk
Evil and rock up and down;
With feet in two boats one is sure to drown.
skskok
He who has lowered himself for gain,
Wealth can never raise up again.
okok
Lack of appreciation is painful;
Over-estimation is shameful.
sesksk
If thou wouldst be honoured, speak less;
If thou wouldst be healthy, eat less.
skskok
The only way to decrease one’s sufferings
Is to increase one’s understanding.
skok

As in fruit pit and marrow grow together,

So in life friend and foe go together.
sesksk

To withold the truth is sometimes wise,
But never conceal the truth with lies.

kg

A fool’s efforts make the bad only worse,
Remedy the evil by doing the reverse.

@»)



-8
skekesk

The more apples a tree has grown,
The more stones at the tree are thrown.

kksk

Treasure the moment, it will not last;
Only the fool lives in future or past.

kg

Of your contemporaries be the heart and soul;
Minister to sickly minds and make them whole.

skeksk
Goodness is repaid in kind,
As every good man doth find.
kg
Haste leads to stumbling and delay;
Patience clears the most encumbered way.
kkk
When justice is the corner-stone of power,
A ruined land will soon be made to flower.
skeksk

Words can avert calamitous strife,
Words can restore the dead to life.

&>
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RUBAIY
(a poem of four lines)

1
A poor is said to be not happy in a strange land,
People are said not to treat him friendly and kindly,
Should there grows a red rose in the cage,
Is said not to make a company like a prickle for a nightingale.

2
I love you more than my soul. oh, my dear.
I love you more than all numbers, oh. my dear,
Loving anything can not be more than that,
I love you much more than that, oh. my dear.

3
Your eyes and brows are good, eyelids are good,
Your appearance and words are good, your lips are good,
Your cheeks with birthmarks are good, chins are good,
Shall name one by one, you are good from head to foot.

4
I said, holding by your chin your cheeks I kiss,
Licking your eyes with eyelids your brows I kiss.
Smelling your rosy cheeks your lips I kiss,
If you say: No, No, No, your foot I kiss.

5
Oh, the juice of your lips is sweeter than alive water,
Don’t say alive water, it is sweeter than soul,
Is not better than soul, better than alive water,
If there is nothing better than that it is much dearest than alive water.

6
Should there still be world, be you the king of this world.
Should there still be a kingdom be the ruler of this kingdom,
For the bodies of the people be their soul,
If the soul is sick, be balm to that sick soul.
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DIE VIERZEILER

1
In der Trennung von Heimat kann der Heimatlose nie froh sein.
Die fremden Menschen werden nie um ihn kiimmern.
Obwohl die Rose in einem goldenen Kifig ist,
Es kann nie das dornbewachsene Nest der Nachtigal ersetzen.

2
Ich liebe dich mehs als meine eigene Seele, o, meine Teure.
Dich liebe ich mehr, als die Zahlen, die es gibt, o, meine Teure.
Man kann etwas so stark lieben, das nichts noch mehr sein kann,
Dich liebe ich noch mehr, als das, o, meine Teure.

3
Deine Augen und Brauen sind gut, die Augenlider sind gut.
Dein Gesicht und deine Worte sind gut, deine Lippen sind gut.
Das Muttermal in deinem Kinn ist gut, dein Kinn ist gut,
Um nicht auf zuzahlen, du bist vom Kopf bis zur Sohle gut.

4
Ich sagte, dein Doppelkinn haltend, will ich auf dein Kinn kiissen.
Deine Augen und Brauen streichelnd, will ich auf deine Lider kiissen.
Dein blumenédhnlJiches Gesicht schnupfend, will ich .
auf deine Lippen kiissen.
Wenn du mal nein, nein sagst, will ich auf deine Fiif3e kiissen.

5
Der Saft deiner Lippen ist geschmackhafter als das Lebenselexier.
Laf$ das Lebenselexier, es ist stiler als die siifie Seele.
Geschmackhafter nicht nur als die siile Seele, als das Lebenselexier,
Geschmackhafter als das, was am ge schmackhaftesten ist.

6
Bist du in dieser Welt, dann sei dieser Welt Sultan,
Bist du im Weltall, sei dann des Weltalls Chan.
Sei die Seele im Korper deines leidenden Volkes,
Und sei rur ihre Seelen der trostende Balsam.

D
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Aliszer Nawoj

koskosk

Powiedzial mi dzis prawde moj druh — puchar:
., IWdj przyjaciel zatrut sie winem.” — Tak mi rzekt puchar.

A ja na dnie wina widze twarz przyjaciela.
,Sam wylecze tesknote”. — Mowie, widzqc puchar.

Oddam tysiqce zy¢, by czas biegt spokojnie,
ale tyle samo zyc¢ jest wart taki puchar.

Peten wina Dzamszydowy kielich byt tylko
nedznq skorupq. Bacz wiec pilnie na swoj puchar!

Mtodemu magowi, co Isni wiedzq w tawernie
nalezy sie nasza czes¢, wiec podniesmy puchar!

A moze w winie zobaczysz liczko mitej?

To, co z niq nie zwiqzane wnet pochlonie puchar.
Nawoju, zapomnij o pragnieniu! Strzegqcy

wiernosci rzekt, ,, Chwal mqdros¢! Winem nasy¢ puchar!

koskosk

W pustce nad swiatem unosi sie Twe pigkno!
Gdy nas gubi lek, trwa bez szwanku Twe piekno.

Czy uniesiesz, kiedy zastone tajemnicy?
Zakochani zazdrosnie patrzq na Twe piekno.

Kiedy krople deszczu okrasity twarz tqki
anielski trel stowika chwalit Twoje piekno.

Szalony Madznun w zwierciadle widzi twarz Leili
i nie odwraca oczu. Podziwia jej piekno.

Niczym dla Komyka byty tysiqce dziewic,

gdy Azra kryta przed nim czqr swoj i piekno.
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Czy zbednie przelewatl Farad krew na pustyni?
Czy kochatby tak, gdyby nie Szarin piekno?

Stonce jasnieje, lecz blednie ku zachodowi.
Tys, Panie, tworcq roz, co nie blednie ich pigkno.

O, gdyby, cho¢ jeden ciern rozy byl nieczysty,
Nawoju, to niemy wyspiewatby jej piekno.

ook sk

Tys jest zwojem madrosci przedwiecznej. O, Panie!
Zapisami prawdziwych praw jestes. O, Panie!

Kazda czqstka bytow na wiecznos¢ Cie pamieta.
Miedzy kroplami deszczu stychac Twoj glos, Panie.

Stuzka zdjeta zastone i zwierciadtem Twoje
oblicze sie stalo. Jak jezioro Isni, Panie.

Jasniejqce loki nocy tchnq Twoim obliczem.
Kraqg stoneczny glosi Twojq chwate, Panie.

Do Ciebie moze przyjs¢ dama i biedny derwisz.
Medrzec i niepismienny czczq Twe prawa, Panie.

Nie dla rozy, dla Ciebie Spiewa stowik.
I motylek, co swieci, chwali Cie, Panie.

O, Boze, spraw by i Nowoj kochat szczesliwie.
Ciebie niech chwali jego poezja, Panie.

sksksk

O, Panie nasz, Stworco, Szachu Niebianski, ty wiesz
wszystko. O naszych tajemnicach tez dobrze wiesz.

Ty nas strzezesz, wielbiony przez wszystkich Niemrodzie.
Jak bardzo Cie szanujemy, dobrze wiesz.
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Matosc¢ wykazujesz wtadcom ziemi. Jak mity

Aleksandra i Dariusza spali¢, dobrze wiesz.

Dzieki Twej tasce swieci gwiazda polarna.
Jak wazny jej blask dla wedrowca, dobrze wiesz.

O, wybacz nam, Panie, grzechy nasze w dzien sqdu.
Jak kierowac Postanca z nadziejq, dobrze wiesz.

Bardzo posmutniates, Nawoju, w mroku duszy,
Ze pamie¢ o tobie nie zginie, dobrze wiesz.

skksk

Z bolu zdziczalem! Jestem teraz bez rozumu!
Dziwiq sie wokot: jak mozna zy¢ bez rozumu?

Zalagodz mq gorycz i oszczedz serce biedne.
Twojej mitosci pragne, jak dziecko bez rozumu.

Jaki list ci przystac, abys mnie mitowata?
Wiem! Kazda ci zazdrosci piekna i rozumu.

Winiarnia — wysokq swiqtyniq mqdrych magow,
niebo — Twojq strzechaq, stonce — zrodtem rozumu.

Nie ofiarujesz siebie, to porzu¢ mysl o niej,
Nawoju. Daj jej swoj talent i nie szczedz rozumu.

(Translated by Janusz Krzyzowski)
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AGNES LAM

Agnes Lam is an associate professor at the University of Hong
Kong. She has published two poetry collections, Woman to Woman
and Other Poems (1997) and Water Wood Pure Splendour (2001).
Her poems or literary analysis of her work have also appeared in
other publications such as Ariel, Poetry International, Westerly,
World Literature Today and Le Soir. Some of her poems have been
translated and anthologized in German (Stauffenburg, 2006) and
her short story, “The mountain of chrysanthemums”, is available in
Italian (Isbn Edizioni, 2005). Her academic publications include a
book, Language education in China: Policy and experience from
1949 (2005), and several articles on Asian writing in English. A.
Lam’s poem also was included in Fish and Snake poetry anthology
published in Uzbekistan.
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ATHECC JIAM

Arnecc Jlam — ToHr-KoHr yHHMBEpCUTETUHUHI WJIMHUN XOMIH-
Muaup. YHUHr “Aén aénra Ba Oomka mebpnap”(1997), “Cys Ba
YypMmoH — Getakpop codnuk” (2001) n1ed HOMIAHTaH UKKHUTA IIEh-
puil TyIiaMu Haump 3TWirad. bup Hedra mespiapu xamaa yiaap
TaxJiuaura OaruIllJIaHraH Makojajiap Ba ATHEC WXOAWra MaHCyO
Oomka HamyHanap “Apwuen”’, “Xankapo mebpusar”’, « Becrepnu”,
“Ilyné amabuéru: O6yryn” Ba “Jle cyap” xabu Hampiapaa >bJIOH
KWIMHTaH. YHUHT alipuM IIebpjapyd HEMHUC TUIWIa YTUPUITaH Ba
I'epmanusaa yom STWIraH aHToJOTMsIapra KUpUTWIraH. “Xpu-
3aHTEeMajap TOFM~ HOMJIM XUKOACH HUTAJbsH TUIMJA OOCHIIraH.
Arnaec Jlomuunr “Xurtoiaa Tua tabauMu’, “1949 iun: cuécar Ba
CHUHOBJIAp” CapJIaBXajM KaTrTa TaxJIMIUN MaKoJlajJapy HWHIVIU3 TH-
JUIa WKOJ KHTyBYM OCHENNK €3yBUMIIap jKaMIlaHTaH TYIUIamMIaH
Kol onran. Arnecc JIaMHUHT miebpH Y30€KHUCTOH/AA YOIl STHIITaH
«MnoH6amuKy aHTOJIOTUSACUTA XaM KUPUTHIITaH.
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An eagle in flight

That day I could not write

I saw an eagle in flight.

It flew so close to my balcony,

I thought it was about to enter my home —

Some time ago,

a smaller bird did dash in by mistake. Poor bird,

in fearful panic, it kept banging its head against our walls.
I had to close all the room doors, switch off all the lights,
use a torch to guide it back to the balcony,

the boundless air.

But this eagle I saw flew higher and higher,
smaller and smaller, far above the sea,
tracing parabolic lines in the sky ...

No one said it should have to soar that high.
Perhaps it liked the air up there, the view.
Perhaps it liked the wind swishing by.

And if it felt like circling low,
it could do so any time.

No one would ask, ‘“Why

are you flying so low today?
Are you being lazy?

Have you lost your might?
Are you an eagle

if you do not fly high?’

No one would ask.
Not even itself.

&>
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Bypryr napso3u

Ezonmanum Gup carp y KyH,
BypryT yun6 xenud MeH TOMOH
AWBOHMMTIA KEJIU-KYy SIKUH
bynmokuunmait Oup kedya MEXMOH —

Can unrapu yitra nadgparan
butra Kymrua cykkas smm Oorr,
QJ‘II[I/IH TYCUO YMKKaHIal Xarap
Y3Hu ypau nesopra 6exoc,
bedopanu 6ocapkaH TUTPOK,
K¥ynna donyc, xaBo capu My,
Ok €nuod, yunpud YMpoK
Hapuuara kypcarranaum nyir.
Jlex xypranum OypryT ymioy rai
Orpu uznap 4yu3ub roxuaa
Camora 3yp GepapkaH caikai
FOxcak ketnu nap€ Tokuna. ..
banku aciu mapBo3u IOKCaK,
Onucmaru xaBo, MaH3apa,
Ocaérran maboonga Oemax,

banku yHra aswno, sHT capa.
Hcraca, nacrt yuap aiinoHa,
[Macaiiaunr, ned anbnai omyp Kkum?
SnkoB ned kum Tomyp 6axoHa?
Ky4-Kynparnan Koiau, 1es KuMm. ..
Ternamaca KykKa KaHOTHHT,
Xaii kerapmu 11y OypryT OTHHI?
Byi caBonHM KuMca Ky3uMmac,
CyparyBun XarTo y3umac.

&>
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GENE DOTY

«I’ve been doing poems for over fifty years now. First poem
written in a thunderstorm in the Flint Hills in Kansas. All that
space—-grass and sky—-have shaped my sense of pace, rhythm,
tone. In the last twenty to thirty years, I’ve been writing haiku,
sijo, haibun, and ghazals, as well as other forms. I am retired from
Missouri University of Science and Technology (formerly the
University of Missouri-Rolla), where I taught for over forty years.
I’ve published under three names: Eugene Warren, Gene Doty, and
Gino Peregrini. As Eugene Warren, I published several collections,
including Geometries of Light (Harold Shaw), Similitudes
(Carmarthen Oaks), and Fishing at Easter (BkMk Press), as well as
a number of poems in journals, mags, anthologies. As Gene Doty,
I’ve published both online and hard-copy. Recent collections are
Nose to Nose, (Brooks Books, 52 haiku); Zero: Thirty Ghazals,
published online by AHA Books <http://www.ahapoetry.com/
ONLINBK2.htm>. I'also was a poetry editor for Recursive Angel
online. As Gino Peregrini, I’ve published some sijo and edit/publish
The Ghazal Page <http://www.ghazalpage.net> My wife and I
live in a Civil War era house near the Phelps County (Missouri)
Courthouse.»

Five Haiku by Gene Doty

k %k 3k

yoga at sunrise
distant crows caw as |
become a cobra

kokosk
buzzing in midair--
cicada
in the crow’s beak

k %k k
bitter cold--

a crow in the hackberry
folds his wings closer

W"WE'
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’ "KEHE IOTH .

Kene JloTuHHUT meppra UK Tymradura 50 HUIIaH OLIIH.
bupunuun mebpunu Kanszac maxpuaa Kkorosra tymuprad. Keiinaru
YTTU3 WK numa y Xaiky, Cuxko, XaiiOyH Ba Fa3aj KaOu >kaHpiapaa
Kanam tebparau. Kupk dungan opTuk BakT naBomuaa Muccypu
(aH Ba TEXHOJIOTHs YHUBEpCUTETHAA Eutapra cabok Oepras. YxeH
Bapen, Xene [doru Ba JKuno IleperpuHu Taxamuryciapu oCTHAA
VKO KWIAETraH IMIOMPHUHT KATOp TYIUIaMJIapu Hallp STUIITaH.
«Hyp xannacacn», « MoHanmuky», «baiipammaru 6amuk oBu» kabu
KUTOOMApHUHT Myayutidu. Acapiapu Typiu agaOuil »kypHamapaa,
6aéznapaa 6ocunran. XKene Jlotu Oup HeuTa mebpuil IoMuxanapHu
iuynra kyiub, WMaTepHer caxudanapuna IbJIOH KWIMHTAH
acapjapra MyXappupiuk Kwirad. WHIIM3 TUIuaard MymTo3 Ba
3aMOHABUH FaszaJllap/laH [03J1a0 HaMyHajap o Oyiran Xxamaa
MyHTa3aM SHruIad Typwiagurad Mamxyp http://www.ghazalpage.
net caiftu JKuHOoHMHT OyTyH nyHENAruW Fa3ajHaBUCIAPY LIEHP
UXJIOCMaHJIapUHU OMpJIAIITUPUILTA KapaTuiraH €pKUH aaa0uii
JIOMHUXACHIHP.

Xaitkynap

% %k ok

KyHUMKapaa Typuoau iora
OJIUC 30FJIap Karusuiap ryé
KY30MHAKJIM WJIOH OYITyCH

% %k ok

YUPKWUTANIA apo XaBojaa
30f4a TyMIIyFUJaru
YUTHPTKA

k %k ok

U3FUPUH —
30F KapKac Japaxtuja
KaHOTJIapHUH OyKaJu 3UIPOK

@
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only the sounds
of our breath making love
& the woodpecker’s knock

% %k ok

an owl from childhood
calls in snow-laden cedars
the wind fills with ice

@
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SIIUTHIYP TOBYLLIAp (axar
UIIIK apo MacT
XaHCHPALTMH3
KU3WINIITOH TaK-TaKH Wia

kosk ok
ryIaKkiIvKIaH Aapak Oonyrnu
KOpJIM Kaparaijiapaa umiap
IaMoJI SIXTa TYIap TUMMO-JIUM

@
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MARKUS HEDIGER

Markus Hediger was born in Zurich, Switzerland in 1959 and
grew up in Reinach. He studied Romance languages and literary
criticism in Zurich, where he still lives. A literary translator from
French to German, Markus is also an acclaimed poet, writing in
French. Since the 1980’s he has also spent significant periods in
Paris, Bordeaux, Berlin and Buenos Aires. He has published two
poetry collections, the most recent of which is En de¢a de la lumiere,
Editions de I’ Aire, Vevey (Switzerland) 2009.

*h%k

Le cygne m’appelle,
énigme resplendissante,
il appelle, et moi

je contemple un corps, un cou —
lyre et colline enneigée.

k%

Minuit. Dans la rue,
sur un arbre nu d’hiver,
s’égosille un merle.

Est-il en réve ? En amour ?
Les murs seuls renvoient son chant.

k%

Un soir d’amour je vais rejoindre 1’eau trés vieille
de I’étang forestier, tAtonner avec elle

vers 1’oubli dans la séve, avant de me méler,
lentement doux, a 1’oeil des cygnes millénaires.

@
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MAPKYC XEJIUTEP

Mapkyc Xemurep 1959 iinnna Hliseitnapusaunar Ljopux maxpuaa
TaBaJUTy[] TOINraH, PeliHaxma YcuO-ynraiiraH. Y poMaH TWIapu Ba
anabuil TaHKUIUUUTUK OYiinda caObok onraH. DpaHily3 THIUAaH HEMHC
TUIWTa afabuil TapkuMmanap OWinaH IIYFYJUTaHYBYM MOXHP TapKHUMOH
cudaruna Tanwiran Mapkyc Xeaurep (paniy3 THanIa ry3an mebpiaap
xam €3anu. 80-immnapman 6epu y Ilapwxk, Bopno, bepnun Ba BysHoc
Alipec maxapmapuga Smad WKOA 3TUO KEeIMOKOA. YHUHI HMKKHUTa
mebpuil kutodbu — «TomHu Ky3rai kypmanr» (1996 imn) xamma «Hyp
tomoHnapga» (2009 iwmn) Ieiimapusga Hamp sSTHrad. Mapkyc
mwxonuaad HamyHa 2009 iinnma TomkenTaa gon stunran «moHOATHKY
LIEBPHUI aHTOJIOTUSCHTa XaM KUPHUTHUIITaH.

Aekok

OxKy1 MeHH Yopiap y3ura,
Erny Tyna »xym00K Mucommu,
JlabBaT 3Tap, UMJIaiI1, MEH-UU

(dapa3z KWIryM: Kajaau-TaH, OYinuH —
Jupa co3u, Kop 00CraH Tera.

Hskok

Spum keva. Bym-6ym 6up xeua
KHUIT AJIaHFOY KHUIIIKHU OFrOo4Y/1a
SIIUTHIIAP KY3FYH SUIIACH.

Tymmamu? Uk orymmmgamu?
JeBopnap KaiiTapap yHUH KyIUUFVH.

Akekok

bup ceBru TyHH1a YpPMOH HUpa KUM
XOBY3HMHTI KYII KYyXHa CyBUI'a JYHTYM
VHYT Oynmap Kyapar, acta, MyJIOHuM
MUHTHWIUIMK OKKYIIHUHT KY31UTra CUHITYM.

@
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sksksk

Mélés I’or et I’ombre.
Un seul corps. Le crépuscule
¢’est nous, mon amour.

Ou deux cygnes face a face
et qui sont bleus par absence.

sksksk

Désertés le nid
de la mouette et son feu.
Il demeure un air

sans mémoire et qui n’a plus
d’étoile pour les paysages.

@
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Kymmnyp tumnonap, Kymmiayp cosl.

Fupa-mmpanaru srona 6up >xucm.
Vi axup UKKUMH3, CEBTUIINM.

Ba € ukku OKKyII Typras 03ma-o3
Exyn xyk cosicu yTapHUHT MabIOC.

ek
YopnOKHUHT ysICH,

WIMKKUAHA TapTh —

TalUTaHAWK XaBOJaH Oynak

HOMHTa OUpopTa X0TUpa
MaH3apa y4yH 1e0 OuTTa I0Jay3 XaM KOJIIUpUIMaraH.

@
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g NICOLE BROSSARD )

Poéte, romanciere et essayiste, née a Montréal. Depuis 1965,
elle a publié une trentaine de livres dont Le Désert mauve, Musée
de l'os et de [’eau, Cahier de roses et de civilisation, Ardeur ainsi
qu’une Anthologie de la poésie des femmes au Quebec (1991) et
Poemes a dire la francophonie (2002). Sa poésie a influencé toute
une génération de poétes. Ses livres sont traduits en plusieurs langues
et son ceuvre a €té célébrée par de nombreux prix littéraires. Une
anthologie de sa poésie est parue en 2008 sous le titre de D ‘aube
et de civilisation, suivie, en 2009, par une autre anthologie de sa
poésie cette fois-ci en traduction anglaise : Selections : the Poetry
of Nicole Brossard. Elle est membre de I’Académie des lettres du
Québec. Elle vit a Montréal.

kksk

lenteur, pensée distraite

entre les paupieres

toute la ville est immense

le verbe étre sommeille

on se trompe rarement

a regarder vers le nord

la neige fondante

au sud la couleur des oiseaux

au sud la couleur des oiseaux

j’ai espacé le désir I’aube mon territoire
le lendemain j’écris

puis j’ouvre la fenétre c6té nord
absorbée par le poéme

la lenteur intraduisible de I’univers

en francais, j’ai jonglé avec les mots
j’ai placé I’ombre entre les paupieres

@
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g HUKOJIbL EPOCCAP )

owupa, €3yBun Ba myOnuuuct Huxons Bpoccap Moupeanna
TyFuiras. 1965 iinnaa OupuHIM KHTOOW YOI ATHIITAH ain0a YTTU3ra
SIKUH KUTOOHUHT, )yMianaH «bunadirapanr caxpoy», « CyHrakmap
Ba CyBIIAp My3ein», «ATHpTy/Ulap Ba TaMajaayHiap nadTapu»,
«Xapopar» TYIuiamiIapuHuHr Myaumduanp. Hukons mebpustu
TYpJIM JaBp LIOUPIIapU WKOAMTa KaTa TabCUp Kypcarrad. Acapiapu
KyTu1ad XOpMKHM TUJIapra Tap)KuMma KWIMHTaH Ba KaTop anaduit
MykodoTiapra cazoBop Oyniran. Keitmaru iniiapaa Taptulnaran
webpuil Tymnamnapunan «Epyrmuk Ba Tamamrysr» 2008 innna,
WHIVIN3 THIAAArud caiimanMacy 3ca 2009 iunga 0ocMagaH YUK,
Huxons Bpoccap KBebGek Anabuér AxaieMUsICHHUHT ab30CH.
Alinu naitna y Monpeasna sima0, camapaiiy UKoz 3THO KeIMOK/a.

skksk

COKMHJIMK, [TAPUILLIOHXOTUP Vi1
KaOoKIap opacuaa

OyTyH I1axap 4eK-4erapacus
«MaBXyJ OYIIMOK» (ebiIn Myapain
WYITHU MYKOTHUITYp KaMIaH-Kam
LIMMOJra KapapKaH

9pUETraH Kopra Tylaau Ha3ap
KaHyOma-4M KyIIJTapHUHT TYCH

KYIIl paHTUTa KUPAIH )KaHyO

YPHAIUTUPAUM UCTAK EFAY Ba OLUIMEHUM
apracura 3ca €3aMaH

CYHT OYaMaH JapHyaHy IIUMOI Tapadaa
KYyMWJIraH4a [ebpra

KOMHOTHUHI TapKUMACHU3 OXUCTAIUTH
(dbpanIry34ana, OCTUH-YCTYH KWJIIUM CY3JIapHU
KaOOKJIApHUHT Opacura >KOMIAITUPANM COSTHU

izzj
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g TAHAR BEKRI )

Poéte né en 1951 a Gabes, en Tunisie. Ecrit en frangais et en
arabe. Vit a Paris depuis 1976. A publié¢ une vingtaine d’ouvrages
(poésie, essais, livres d’art). Son ceuvre poétique est traduite dans
diverses langues (anglais, russe, espagnol, italien, turc, etc.) et fait
I’objet de travaux universitaires. Il est considéré par la critique
comme |'une des voix importantes du Maghreb. Actuellement,
Maitre de conférences a I’Université de Paris 10-Nanterre.

Derniéres publications : L’Horizon incendi¢ ; La Briilante
rumeur de la mer ; Si la musique doit mourir ; Les dits du fleuve,
Ed. Al Manar, Paris; Le Livre du souvenir, Salam Gaza, Ed. Elyzad,
Tunis ( a paraitre avril, 2010)

Les dits des fleuves

Devant moi
Les cerisiers en fleurs
Arrachés aux seigneurs de la guerre

Les lierres fraternels
Meéleront dans leurs enchevétrements

Mes nervures a la réminiscence des muriers
Les ramures nées des meilleures tourbes

Cette terre labourée par les chants
Aux confins de I’estuaire

Suis-je un arbre
Pour comprendre
Le langage des oiseaux

Je n’ai que le reflet de ton visage
Sillonné de tant de remous
Drapé nliment par toutes ces envolées

Que faire si tes flots qui s’emportent
Couvrent mes rebords

&)
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TAXAP BEKPU

Taxap bexkpu 1951 i#imnna Tynucnmarm [abec maxpupa TaBajurynd
torrad. 1976 wunnman Oyén y [lapmwxkna simabd kenmoxma. dpanirys
Ba apad Twinapuza wkox KunaguraH Taxap bexkpu xo3upru 3amMoH
[umonuit AQprka MOUPIAPHHUHT HT KY3ra KYpHUHTaH BaKHIIIapUAaH
Ooupu canananu. bupuHun Tyrutamu 1978 #innma Hamp stwiaraH OYmuo,
OyryHrada yHHHT HWWUTHpPMaJaH OPTHK KHTOOW TaHKUIYHIAp Ba
KUTOOXOHJIAp TOMOHUJAH WIIMK KyTHO ONMHIM. «XOTHUpa KHUTOOM»,
«Haxpnap cysnaranga», «Onosnmu ydpk», «EHap aeHru3 xakujaa MuIi-
MHUIID, «Arap MyCHKa MaxB yica», «AccaioM, Fazo» xabu kutobmapu
xyaa mamxyp. Lllebpnapu yer Mamiakatiapaa KaTop XOpHKUH THiIapaa
xam Oocwirad. lUleppustuzna 3amMoH Ba MakoH doppaxacuparu lllapky
Fap6 xaiiraman suru Oy€knmapna ¥3 akCHHU TOMAAHW. YHUHT WXKOIUAA
aHbaHa, 3aMOHABHIIMK Ba MyCO(QUPIUK a300WHUHT Oauuii TATKUHIAPH
O0yptub Typaau. Ainu naiitna Taxap bekpu [lapwx YHusepcuternaa
Tajabanapra cabok Oepud KenMoKa.

Haxpaap cy3iaaranaa

Ky3 yarumaa
KyMoHoHIap SIKCOH KUraH
Kuitroc rymnm onxypuszop

Jycrona 3apneyaknap
Yupmamunb xeraau y3uH Typura

ToMupiapum TyT JapaxTHH XOTUPOTHIA
Co¢ xymupaan 6uHO OYIMHuII IOXY I1adb0amap

Kymuk xypnuruaa xaiiganran Oy ep
JapéHuHr Ky KucMuaa

Kamuna 6up napaxr
KynuiapHuHr THIMHA
TylyHMOK y4yH

Men acnuga 60pH WYFu rupao0 MUCOIH
AWH 00CTaH I03MHT'M3HUHT aKCH pypPMaH
O4MK-OMTUH FIPKUMIIAHTaH TOIIKHH JAaCTUAAH

TYAKUHUHT KYII ypca HE XaM KWIypCaH
TYcubd Kyinbd KUpFOKIapuMHU

51
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VIKI HOLMES

Viki Holmes is a widely anthologised and prize-winning British
poet and performer who began her writing career in Cardiff as part of
the Happy Demon poetry collective. She has been living and writing in
Hong Kong since 2005. Her poetry has appeared in literary magazines
(including the Asia Literary Review) and anthologies in Wales, England,
Hong Kong, Australia, Canada, Macao and Singapore. She was twice a
finalist in the John Tripp Award for spoken Poetry (Wales), and was a
runner-up in Hong Kong’s inaugural Poetry Slam. Her first collection,
miss moon’s class is published by Chameleon Press (Hong Kong) and
she is co-editor of the Haven (Hong Kong) anthology of world women’s
writing Not A Muse.

Questions to ask a phoenix

What does it mean, to be made out of light?
Do you miss the dark?

What do you know of the colour green?
Is cold a word you know?

Come to mention it, do you think in words?
What is your opinion of salamanders?

To be always starting again, is that reassuring?
How do you decide when to stop?

Is it like swimming, being made of fire?
I can only think that it might be like being a fish.

Or, how does it feel when you are burning up?

Do you feel old? How long does a fire last?
Are you lonely? Is there anything you want?

When you pray, do you close your eyes?
Do you see god?

What does it mean, to be alive?

Do you remember?

52
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BUKHU XOJIMEC

Buku Xonmec Yoanbc moiitaxtu Kapaudna «baxtuép omadyxm»
mespuit 6aé3 Myamnmudnapunad Oupu cudaruna WKoA ojlaMHura KUpuo
KenraH OputaHusuuK moupaup. 2005 iinnnan 0yén y Tonr Konraa simad
mxon ko kenmoraa. lllewpnapu Yansc, Aurmus, Astpanus, Kanana,
Cunranyp kabu Mamjiakatiapaa 0ocuirad 6aé3napra KUpuTWIrad. Buku
Xommec mespust 6yiinga XXon Tpun xamna ['onr Korrna tascuc sTiiran
amabuii Myko(oTIapHH Kynra KupuTraH. bupuH4Ym mewspuil Tyminamu,
«Oiixonum caboxmapu» «Xamenon Ilpecc» Hampuéruaa OOCHIITaH.
Y kaxoH aén MKOAKOpJIApU acapiapy CapajlaHraH aHTOJIOTHAra
XaMMYXappUPJIUK KUITaH.

Kaknycaan cypauyp caBoJsuiap

Hypcus sipanmoxian He YUKyp MabHO?
COFfUHIaHUHIMU € 3ynMar 3UM-3UE?

SAmmn padr Xxakuaa OunraHuHT HUMa?
Bup «coByk» cy3umu ceHra kaauma?

Viinacanr, MEsHIIA CY3MH, 5T 3UKp?
Camanmap XakuHIa ceHmaa Kaii Gukp?

Kaiitagan OonutanimMu yMHUIUIH Xap raj?
Ka4yoH TyXTaTMOKHU KaHIOK KWITYHT Xan?

V1nan 6uHO GYIMOK Cy3MII MUCIHMHU?
Ba & Tyrunmoxkimk 0anvK TycauMu?

OJoBna €HMOKHMHT TalliTH KaHJ0K, aiT?

Kapu6 xermanunarmu? Kanua xysican?
Sxxka-énruzmucan? Henu cysican?

K¥y3unrau roMuOMu Kuacad 1yo?
Kamoun xypcarypmu YHTUHTAA XyHa0?

Bapxaét 6YIIMOKHUHT MabHUCH Haup?

Dcnapmucad axup?

&>,
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HALIMA KHUDOYBERDIEVA

Halima Khudoyberdieva was born in 1947 in Sirdarya region,
Uzbekistan. She graduated from Tashkent State University and
higher literature course at Gorky Literature Institute in Moscow.
She worked for Saodat magazine, “Yosh Gvardiya” publishing
house and many other places. In 1990, she was presented with
the State award named after Hamza for her poetry collection The
Sacred Woman and in 1991 she was given the title of National poet
of Uzbekistan. She translated works by many Russian, Kyrgyz,
Tajik, Japanese, and Tartar poets and playwrights into Uzbek. Her
books include The First Love, White Apples, Bloom, My Confident
Mountains, The Daddy Sun, Allegiance, The Mother of Turkestan,
and others.

I wish I were broad awake...

I am like a bird

That catches the light.
I’m the very spit

Of awakening birds.
Some veins of mine

‘re still as a resting bud.
In my certain veins
There’s a frozen blood.

Having straggled
Always with green hay
A bow aspires

To become a shot.
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’ XAJMMA XYIONBEPIAEBA .

Xamuma XymoitbepaueBa 1947 iwwnma Cupnapé BuiosTHIa
tyruirad. Y Tom/[YHuMHTr >kypHanmucTuka (akynpTeTHIa Xamja
MockBagaru [opbkuit HOMIM amaOUET MHCTUTYTHMHHUHT OJUM
Kypcnapuga ykuran. «Caomar» OWHOMACHHUHT OOII MyXappupu
Basudacuma, «Em rBapams» HampuéTuma Ba GOMIKA Kymuiab
xolnapaa ¢aomusat roputad. 1990 iwmnpa «Mykagmac aémy»
Tyiamu yayH Xamsa Homwuzaaru Jlasnar mykoporunu, 1991
Hunna «Y30eKUCTOH XajK IIOMpU» YHBOHUHU od. Pyc, Kuprus,
TOXHUK, SITIOH, TaTap LIOUPJIAPHU Ba ApaMaTypriapUHUHT OMp KaH4a
acapiapuHu Y30eK THIura Tap>kuMa Kunra. « Mk myxa66ar», «Ok
onmanapy, «Yamany, «CysaHd Tormapum», «bobo Kyemun, «Mccuk
Kop», «Camokar», «TypkuCTOH oOHacu» KaOM KHUTOOJAPHHUHT
myauadu. lebprapu Karop XOprkuil TUUIapra, )XyMiIaJiaH pyc
Ba MHIVIM3 TUJUIAPUTra Tap>KUMa KUJIMHIaH.

baramom yitroncam...

Typaétran Kymra
Vxmraiiman Kyna
Kymnapra yxmaimMan
VitroHaéTras.

bab3u Tomupiaapum
Xanu yuKyna.

bab3u Tomupnapna
Konnapum kotras.

Xac-xamrakmnap Ounan
Cynpanu6 ropubd
YKIHK op3ycuaa
Ketu6 Gopap &ii.

&»)
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Fuming over trifle
In my own way
I am reconciled
To my bloomy lot.

I cried over someone
All year round.

To some people

Lent a helping hand.
If I wake up

Down to the ground

I would fly to heavens
In the end.

D
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V3umua nenapaup
Fynpauuo ropud
['ynpaiiue ymMmpruMHH
bepmoxnaman 60H.

V3uM-ua KUMHUHTIHD
Famunu equm.
Kumuunraup kynura
KOpubman sipab.
baramom yitroHu6
OgoncaM »ou

Y4ub keTapMuIuM
K¥yknapra kapa0.

D
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KHOSIYAT RUSTAMOVA

Khosiyat Rustamova was born in 1971 in Olmos village of
Namangan region, Uzbekistan. She studied journalism at Tashkent
State University. She has several books of poetry to her credit,
including A House In The Sky, Rescue, Wall, and Beyond Eyesight.
She translated poems by Russian poets Anna Akhmatova and
Marina Tsvetaeva into Uzbek. In 2004, she was awarded “Shuhrat”
(Glory) medal. Her poems have been translated into Russian,
English, German, Spanish, Turkish, and Azeri languages.

% %k ok

I keep thinking now all day long,

Birdie, you caused a deal of grief to me.
Where those things you’ve asked me belong?
I’m confused, I cannot give a knee.

You peek at what I put in your cage:
Crumbs, grain, water, greenery and ghee...
See, I feed you, give you every veg,
Except for Freedom, Will, Liberty....

>
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XOCHUAT PYCTAMOBA

Xocwusar Pycramosa 1971 iinna Hamanran Bunnostuaaru Oimoc
Kunuioruaa Tyruirad. Tom/l YHUHT )KypHATUCTHKA (aKyIbTeTHHH
tamomiarad. «OcMonzmaru yi», «Haxor», «leBop», «Ky3um
yCTHIIACU3» KaOHW IMIebpUil TYMiaamiiapyu Hamp STHITaH. XOCHUST
PycramoBa Anna AxmaroBa, Mapuna l{BeTaeBa acapnapunu y30ek
tunura Tapskuma Kwirad. 2004 i y «lyxpar» menanu 6uian
takaupianrad. Illespmapu pyc, MHIIM3, HEMHUC, HWCIAH, TYPK,
o3apOaiikoH Kabu TUIIapra TapKuMa KWINHTaH.

OHau KyHU OYiiu ropamad yitnao,
Ofpuran Oomumra cojiacaH FaMHH.
Kymua, y3umna iyk Hapcanu cypab —
Kyna xuxonarra KyWJIMHT OJaMHHU.

JKoBmupab kapaiican Kadacra orcam —
bup X0oBy4 yIlIOK, 10H, CyB Ba MaliCaHH...
Onpuurra TanuiaiiMad HUIMaky TOTICaM —
O3zonnukaad 0oIIKa XxaMMa HapCcaHH...
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FUAD RIFKA

Fuad Rifka was born in 1930 in Lebanon. He received master’s
degree at American University of Beirut and PhD in Tiilingen,
Germany. He was a Fulbright Scholar at Michigan State University
and got scholarships from The German Academic Service (DAAD),
Rockefeller Foundation, and University of East Anglia (England).
He published 13 poetry collections and 4 prose works in Arabic.
His work has been translated into many foreign languages and
published in German, French, Italian, Spanish and Dutch. He also
translated many authors’ works from German and English. His
awards include Friedrich-Gundolf Award, Mediterrancan Award
for poetry, Deutschverdienstorden, granted by the President of the
German Federal Republic, and Goethe’s Award. Fuad Rifka is a
member of literature societies in Germany, Bavaria, Norway, and
Switzerland.

August 2, 1984

What happened

to the wood gatherer?

In old times he used to sing

like a bird on the shoulder of a mountain
early in the morning.

And today he doesn’t speak,

he became mute

like a stone in a cave.

Who knows? Maybe he got tired.
When the river gets tired

it loves the flat lands

and the darkness of the sea.
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®YAJl PADPKA

®yan Pudxa 1930 iiunna JluBanna taBamuty tonraH. belpyrt-
naru Amepuka YHUBepcUTeTH, [ epManusgaru TrOIMHIeH YHUBEP-
cutetuaa wiMuil napaxanap onrad. AKIlInaru Muuuran Yausep-
curetuna Oynodpaiit Ba I'epmanusinaru “JAAAJl” nactypnapu 1o-
upacuna daomuar onud 6opran. Poxkdemnep Kamrapmacu xamaa
Anrmmusgarn et AHDIMa YHUBEPCUTETIIAPU CTUINEHIUSIIApUTra
cazoBop Oynran. @yan Pudkanunr 13 ta mewspuii Ba 4 Ta Hacpuit
TYIIaMu apad TWIKMJA Hallp 3TWIrad. Acapiapyu HeMHcC, ppaHILy3,
UCIIaH, UTAJIbSH, UCIIaH Ba FOJUIAHJ TUJUIAPUTa TapKUMa KUJIMHIaH.
Y ®punpux-I'yanonsd, mespusar 6yitnua Menuteppas, ['epmanus
IIpesunentu tabcuc 3tran JlolusepauHCcTOpAcH XaMmaa ['ére my-
koornapunn Kynra kuputran. @yan Pudxa ['epmanus, baBapus,
Hopgerus Ba IlIBelinapusaaru katop agaduil yrommMagiapHUHT ab-
30CUIUP.

1984 iiun aBrycru

Vrununra ne *)ado Terau?
Kauonnapaup kyinap sau yi
Caxap 4yorun

TOFJIAp KyMHUIa

YYFyp-uyFyp KWITaH Kyl MUCOJL.
Byryn sca 6up cy3 nemaiinu
YHcuznup y

Fop nunpa érran romgaivH.
Kum 6uncun?

XonaaH Toiran 6yica, 9XTUMOIL.
Hepnap-ky, yapyab Koyica Haxp
Jlamr-rekucnury

JleHTn3 TyHIJTUTUHI

Cena Oonutap axup.
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g HUSSEIN HABASH )

Hussein Habash is a Kurdish poet, he comes from Syria
and lives in Bonn, Germany. He was born in 1970. He writes in
Kurdish and Arabic. He released a newspaper in 2001 in Germany;
a monthly cultural newspaper in Kurdish and Arabic under the
name of «Avestakurd». Some of his poems were translated to
many languages such as English, German, Spanish, Persian and
Uzbek. Some of his poems were published in international poetry
anthologies. He is a participant of many poetry festivals. His books
include Drowning in Roses, Fugitives across Ivros River, Higher
than Desire and more Delicious than the Gazelle’s Flank, and
Delusions to Salim Barakat.

The Fountain

The Mother nurses her child,
Her bosoms are a Fountain.
The Female grants her love
Free of charge,

Her heart is a Fountain.

The Bird flies on the horizon,
It’s wings are a Fountain.
The Pen dances on the paper,
It’s ink is a Fountain.

“The rolling head of the poet
In the center of the arena,

Is a Fountain”.

(Translated by: Jawad Wadi)
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XYCEWH XABAIII

1970 i¥unpma TyFwiIraH KypHa Ioupu XycedH Xalamr aciu
cypusiuk Oynmb, xo3upaa lepmaHusga WCTUKOMAT Kuiamd. Y
apab Ba Kypa Twiiapuaa mebpiap €3aau. 2001 imina ['epmanusiga
“ABecTakypa” HOMIU Kypll Ba apad TWIIapuja 4ol 3TUIaJWTraH
razerara acoc coirad. lllebprapu wHIM3, HEMHC, uUcHaH, (opc
Ba y30eKk TWulapura TapKuMa KWIMHraH. Vbkoauoan HamyHaiap
XaJIKapo IMICbPUN aHTOJIOTHsUIapaa XaM Oocuirad. Y XOpuxkaaru
Karop IMebpUAT Oaiipamiapuaa HINTHUPOK OTraH. XycCeWH
XabamHuHT “ATtuprymiap katuaa”, “VBpoc napécuaaru KOUKuH",
“Uctaknan yctyn” xamaa “Canum bapakar amkupanuiapu” kabu
KUTOOIapH YOI ITUJITaH.

®daBBopa

Ona >MH3MOKJ1a O0nacHH,
Kykpaknapu yHusr ¢aBBopa.
Mexpy Myxab6atu 6eMuHHaT,
Acn0 %aBob KyTMac OBBOpa,
IOpaknapu yHuHT (haBBOpA.
bup xym yuub 6opap ybknaa,
Maiinn kaHoTiapu (aBBopa.
Koro3na pakc Tymaau Kanam,
Cuéx-noBomiiapu (aBBopa.

Byn MailioHHUHT KOK ypTacuaa
I'up aitnanran monpHUHT OOIIN —
Mynru 6aétiiapu daBBopa.
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g JAYNE CORTEZ )

Jayne Cortez was born in Arizona, grew up in Los Angeles,
California and lives in New York City. She is the author of twelve
books of poetry and performer of her poems with music on nine
recordings. Her voice is celebrated for its political, surrealistic,
dynamic innovations in lyricism, and visceral sound. Her poems
have been translated into many languages and widely published in
anthologies, journals, and magazines. Her latest book is «On The
Imperial Highway» and her most recent CD with the Firespitter
Band is «Find Your Own Voice.» Cortez can be seen on screen in
the films «Women In Jazz» and «Poetry In Motion.»

I was dreaming

I was dreaming when I heard a pigeon saying:

If I told you I flew to the moon

I flew to the moon

now [’m back and energized

but I don’t eat leftover crumbs anymore

& if I keep watching you chew

I may lose my shadow

Of course I wear my own feathers

and will not disguise my vocals each morning when
I perch on your window sill repeating my cru cru call
no matter how many times you hit the glass

or how much vinegar you try pouring on my face

I talk the talk of a pigeon

I crap on umbrellas in the rain before

umbrella ladies start their violent umbrella attacks

@
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KAMHE KOPTE3

XKaitne Kopre3 AKIIIauHr Apu3ona mraruna TyrFuirad, Jloc-
Amxenecna ycub yiraiiran, aiinu naittia aca Hero-Fopk maxpuna
UCTUKOMAT Kuiaau. Y 12 ta mebpuid Tymiam xamaa 9 ta racmara
€3WwIraH MyCUKUH acapiapHUHI Myaulnpuaup. YHHUHT OBO3HU
Y3UHUHT CHUECH, CIOPPAIMCTHK, AMHAMUK SHTWIMKIApU OWJIaH
axpanub Typaau, my OujlaH Oupra JMpuKara OOMIWTH Ba WYKH
TOBYIIMHMHT Ty3auuru OwiiaH 3bTHOOpHU TopTanu. K. Kopres
uiebpiiapy Typid TUJapra YrUpUTraH Ba KaTop aHTOJOrusiapra
kupuTiIral. Skuuna yauar “Bylok iy Gommaa” kutobu Ba “Ys3
OBO3MHTHU TOI’ MYCHUKAJIU ambO0oMM AyHE r03uHM Kypau. JKaiine
Kopre3nu “XKazzmaru aénmnap” Ba “bapxaér mebpust’ kabu
¢bunbMIIapia XxaM KYpHUIll MyMKHH.

Pyé kyuorunga

Xaén cypapkaHMaH KaOyTap IEpMUIIL:
Olira yuraHuMMHU CEHra cyuiacam,
Yun6-yun6 60opaum oif TOMOH,

VYHaan TYIu0 KalTauM KyBBaTra
CapKuT yHIIokKJIapHH eMacMaH 3H]I1
CeHUHI eMHII YallHAIlIMHTHYU Ky3aTcaM
UykoTummm MyKappap COSMHH
[lly6xacu3 y3uMHUKH 3pyp Oy matiap
Xap ToHrna

Jepazanr taruga “Kyp-Kyp 1ad
OBO3UMHHM y3rapTupMacMaH

OliHa yepTraHuHITIA Ba EXY/

3axap mypkap OyicaHr mapBoiuM ¢anak
Kalyrtap tunuaa cyznaiiman akar
Emrup xysp 6ynca

©»)
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I smell like a pigeon I walk like a pigeon
I don’t have to have an imagination

I know how to hold my head high

bend my neck low

spread my wings and fly

but if I had to be like you

& sing “summer time” everytime

I open my mouth to sing

I’d go crazy

However I’m not in the mood to adjust your blood pressure

So I’m going to sit on my favorite limb and let the sun honk
while

I coo coo coo coo coo

D
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XoHUMJIap Iynuca Kuamacaad OypyH
Bynrab-0exaitaupman cositOOHIapUH
KaOyrapHuHT Xyam aHKUH N
IOpumum xam yxmaiau yHra
TacaBBypra sra OyIUIINM IIapTMac
bunaman: 6ommMHN O6anaH TYTUITHA
BbyituH 3rub TypHIIHY acTra
Kanotnapum €316 yuuiinu

AMMO arap ceH kabu 10uM

Aifrap 6Yncam “E3 annacu”nu
AlipuiiapauM akiy XylmumaaH

bupok xeu xoxuii HyK

T¥rupnarmra KOH 60CUMUHTHU
[IlyHpa¥ kaH 3HT Kynai moxra
Vrupapkan Kyp-KypiaraHua

Kynra “kpyk-kpyk”namira OepamaH H3H.
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ILYA KAMINSKY

Ilya Kaminsky was born in 1977 in Odessa. In 1993, he came
to the United States. Ilya received his bachelor’s degree from
Georgetown University. He has won the Ruth Lilly Fellowship
from Poetry magazine, and has received numerous other awards
and prizes. His book Dancing in Odessa published in 2004 won
Tupelo Press Dorset Prize. Ilya’s poems have been translated into
Uzbek and published in Uzbekistan.

Envoi

“You will die on a boat from Yalta to Odessa” —
a fortune teller, 1992

What ties me to this earth? In Massachusetts,
the birds force themselves into my lines —
the sea repeats itself, repeats, repeats.

I bless the boat from Yalta to Odessa

and bless each passenger, his bones, his genitals,
bless the sky inside his body,

the sky my medicine, the sky my country.

I bless the continent of gulls, the argument of their order.
The wind, my master
insists on the joy of poplars, swallows, -

bless one woman’s brows, her lips
and their salt, bless the roundness
of her shoulder. Her face, a lantern
by which I live my life.

You can find us, Lord, she is a woman dancing with her eyes closed
and I am a man arguing with this woman

among nightstands and tables and chairs.

Lord, give us what you have already given.
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g WJIbSI KAMUHCKHIA )

Nnpes Kamunckuii 1977 itunaa Oneccana tyrwirad. 1993 itmnaa
y owiacu Ounan Amepuka Kymma Ilrarmmapura kyuu® kemamm.
Wnws XKopxrayn YHuBepcurernga taxcuia oarad. Y “Illespusar”
KypHaauHuHT “PyT Jlwnn™ crunenauscu coxuOu, LIIYHUHIEK,
anabuér coxacuaaru Karop 6omka MykogoTiapra ca3oBop OyiraH.
VYuunr “Opneccana pakc Tymu0” mebpuit Tymiamu Tyneno [Ipece
Hopcet mykodotura noiuk kypunrat. Mnes Kamuncuii mespnapu
y30€ek Twinra xam TapKuma KWIMHUO, HaIllp STHIITaH.

bazuwinos

(«Cen Anraman Oneccara keraérrad kemasa BagoT dTacan»
(GonObuHHUHT cy3u — 1992 iinn)

Menu epra 6ornaran Huma? Maccauycercaa,
Kyuiap MeH ToMOHra TajanuHap HyKyil —
Jlap€ Takpopnaiau y3uHU, TAaKpOpJIap Kaura.

Anranan Oneccara keTaéTradn KEMaHU
YHJIAru Xap Mya0BUM Ba OOp MaTOXUH,
YHUHT WIHJIaTH OCMOHHHM mapadiaiman,
caMO MEHTra JI0pH, camo — Baranum.

banukun KynutapHUHT MaMIlakaTura,

yaap TapTUOMHUHT Oaxcura mapad.

YcTo3um — mamoin

TepaK Ba KAJIJUPFOUJIapHU aaaiu Xymoaxr, -

Oup a&THUHT KOIIy JTaOWHHU,

YVHJIaTH IIYPIUKHH, SITKACHHUHT FOMaJIOKJIUTHH
mapaduiaiiMad MeH. YHUHT 103U - (POHYC
cosichza Keyau YMPHM.

Xyno, OM3HU TOMUIIUHT MYMKHH,
y — KY3uHU 10MHO YiiHaéTran aén
MeH — y OWJIaH Tasalrad dpKak
’KaBOH, XOH Ba YPUHAMK apo.

Xyno, Ousra 6epaKoiThH, AJJIaKa9YOoH OepraH HapCaHTHHU.
69
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SAMMY OKE AKOMBI

Sammy Oke Akombi is Cameroonian, born in Tinto, Manyu
division, Southwest Region. He went to the teacher’s college in
Batibo. In 1981 he improved upon his horizon, when he enrolled
at the Faculty of Education, University of Lagos, Nigeria. He
graduated in 1984 with a B.A (Honours) Education, and started a
career in teaching. In 1989 he went to the University of Warwick in
the U.K. and graduated in 1990 with an M. A in English Language
Teaching. Today he is the Director of the Southwest Regional
Linguistic Centre, Buea. He is an alumnus of the 2004 International
Writing Program of the University of Iowa, U.S.A. His published
literary works include: Grandma's Daughter, The Raped Amulet,
The Woman Who Ate Python, Beware the Drives, The Wages of
Corruption. He has contributed in several anthologies including
The Spirit Machine and other stories from Cameroon, Fish and
Snake Poetry Anthology, published in Tashkent, Uzbekistan.

Forlorn Sparrow

Up on a topmost twig of an eucalyptus tree
Perched a forlorn sparrow

Watching the furrows of a vegetable garden
Sink under the burden of water.

And then whole fields sank.

Fields that had been laboriously attended to.
Fields that had had many a mouth depend on.
All gone! All gone under the burden of water.

The perching sparrow stirred, flapped its wings

as if to fly off, but it saw it surge,

the dirty brown liquid, turn into furrows and eat up
human homes, as they crumble under its force.
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CAMMH OKE AKOMBU

Cammu Oxe AxomOu Kamepynnunr TuHTO BHIIOSATHIA
TaBajulyy Tonrad. Myamnumiiap koinexuna, Hurepusparu Jlaroc
VYHusepcureruga, byrok bpuranuspgaru Yopuk YHHUBEpCUTETHIA
taxcui onraH. 1984 iimnnan Oy€n €nutapra cabok 6epub KeIMoKa.
Aitan  maitma JKaHyOu-rapOuii MHHTAKaBUH  THJIIIYHOCIIHK
MapkasuHUHT aupektopuaup. 2004 iinnu y AKIIHuHr AjioBa
mTaTujard —Xajakapo IWKOAMM JacTypAa MINTUPOK  ATraH.
“byBucuHMHT Ku3u”, ‘“3ypmnanran tymop”, “Unon rorran aén”,
“Koppynust MostHack” kaOu KuToomapHUHT Myautudu. Vbxomunan
HaMyHajap KaTop aHTOJIOTHsUIapAa, KymilajaH, “‘Pyx mammHacu
Ba Kamepyn xuxosttapu”, “Nnondanuk’’ na 6ocuiras.

Earmsruna uymMuyK

DBKAJIUIT AapaxTUH OalaHa OXHUra
KyHuO onran kyitu xonacus Oup 4ymMuyK
Cab3aBOT SKWITaH KYSIKIAPHUHT FUITY
bykummuH Ky3atap €nru3 OUp 4yMUyK.
Byc-0ytyH nananap cyBra 6ymap rapk.
bup BakTinap kaitHapau Oy 3aMUH[IA WIIT
MUuHTITapHUHT PU3K-PY3H 31U Aanaiap
OHau 6apu CyBHHHT OCTUTa KHPMHUIIL

UyM4yK CUJIKMHTaH4a )Ky(PTIaMUII KaHOT,
bupok Takka Tyxrap, Ky3uH YHruaa
Baxmiar nupa noiika énupuiapy

Vilnapuu Kynopap yJIuM paHrujaa.
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There was desperation, as far as the sparrow

could see. A family uncannily clings on a floating trunk,
hoping for the indulgence of hope.

Even when all’s gone, gone under the burden of water.

It was too much, far too much for the forlorn sparrow
on the twig. It tries to whistle a dirge

but it’s drowned in the noise of a strange bird.

It flies just above the family on a floating trunk,
making such a disturbing noise as it swings its wings.
The forlorn sparrow can’t stand the noise.

It stretched out, flapped its wings and flew into space
wondering why man that boasts big brain

Should be so vulnerable to the caprices of rain.

&>
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Xed yopa iyK >au. burra onna

Fynara tupmammm6 »oH aquuruaa

Oxub xeraérup — Ky3arap YyMUyK,
YMun yti €Hap Kopaunruaa.

[Mapuang KyTyaMOKKa OMpOp UITOHY HYK.

Xaiipar nupa KoTau 6edopa 4yMuyK
YanMmoKKa maianau MOTaM KyHUHU
AmMo aiipu Oup Kyur TOByIu 60cIu
'Y€ yn yuapau >KOHIaH KYIOHHUO,
Xynnu Fyna Ky4urad owjia — JyCTH.
YHUHT 0X-BOXHIa YUA0IMAC YyMUYK
Kannuu ro3 TyTapy yuap ¢anakka.
Viinap: MaKTaHUOFy aKJUIH MHCOH
Heuyn nry émrupra 0ynap xanaka.
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g TIBOR KOCHIK )

Slovak poet Tibor Kocik was born on 5th of December 1952
in Kosice. He had studied special pedagogy and journalism. He
worked as a teacher, publishing editor and journalist. Slovak
literature perceived him as a poet, essayist, journalist and editor.
He had debuted with a collection of poetry called ,,Inland®, in
which is also found the poem “Birds”. Afterwards he issued various
collections such as The Variable Bottom, The Postcards and The
Sketches, The Meeting of Free Fall, The Long Journey/ The Rose
Garden, The Copperplate of Soul, To Be Instead of To Have and
The Zone. He is also the author of the fine art essays entitled 7he
Fragments Between The Times.

Birds

Childhood dreams snapped in an alley of trees
We’ve ejected us from the nest

And we don’t fly to the south.

Chains, clamped above the eyes of the bread and the love, rattle
Oh, what a love

It is already discolored to Blondine

Already waiting at the stations

Where the farewell stands between us

It will shake the motors

It will assuage the pains

And it will spread out the wings.

@
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g TUBOP KOUNK )

Crnoaxusinuk moup Tubop Kounk 1952 iiunnunr 5 nexabpuia
Kocuke maxpuna tyruirad. Ilegaroruka Ba >KypHaJMCTHKA
coxanapu Oyiuya TaxCuJ OJITaH XamJia MyaJlJIUM, KYpPHAJIUCT Ba
Myxappup Basudacuaa aonusT roputrad. baauuit wxox Ounan
80-itmyutapaan 6onutab nryryiiaHa Oonmiarad. 3aMOHABUH CIIOBAK
amabuéruaa Ioup, XYPHAIUCT Ba ICCEUCT cudaruia Hryxpar
Ko3oHraH. lllepprapumga MHCOHHUHT WIKU KEYUHMAJIApH, MaUIITHHA
Ba IKTUMOMH Macananap udona stwiaau. bupuHum mebpuii
Tymnamu “OHa 10pTHM Oarpuja” 1e0 HOMIAHTaH. “Y3rapyBuaH
Ty0”, “OTKpHUTKa Ba ouepkiap”, “Muc kyHrun”, “Y3ok cadap” kabu
HIebpuil TYIIaMJIApU XaM Hallp 3Twirad. “Bakriap opanurunaru
OHJIap” HOMJIM dCCeNap TYIUIaMUd aJa0uET UXJIOCMaHjIapura
MaH3yp OynraH.

Kyuuiap

Bonanuk op3sysnap napaxr3op apo,
VY3HU yaMu31aH KyBUO colaMu3
bupok yumaraiimMus sxaHyOra TOMOH
Hony ceBru ky3napura KUCTUPWITaH yi
3aHXKUpJap TUTpap

Ox, ceBru He y3u?

VY 6u3HM 3ab(apoH Tycra KUpranda
bekarnapaa kyTaétup anniakadoHiap
VY epaa-um “Xyin Kon” axkparap OU3HU
TeznukHu ommpap

bup 03 manxam Oynap orpukka

Kenr oun6 robopap KyJaowIapuHH.

>,
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The days whiz along the cleaned highway
We go home with a spilled milk
It isn’t time for anything
Nor for the words that creak in hinges
In a concrete plate
The underwear hangs at the stave

The notes of a weekday
Where a dust settles down like on the piano.

The stars are shining at the blue paper
In which I’ll pack the primer for my son tomorrow

Morning a dozer barks cholericly.

@)



—Ag‘—

KyHnnap To3a iynnap yctuaas yyap
Tomu®6 Typran cyt-na KaiTamus yira
bupon Hapca yuyH ¢ypcarmac X03up
Ha temunp TOBaa MuXJIaHras yma
Fulikunnaran cy3nap oHnumac

Eroura ocHFINK MUKK KMituMIIap
IInanuHO ycTHUra KyHraH 4aHr MHCOJI
Kakkaiinb typaau xadramuk Kaimiap.

Onny3napHuHT HYpH
Oprara YrIuMHUHT anupOecunu

Ypaliguranum 3ap Koro3ra Tyliap.

Mynparas TOHT yBJIap KHM33aKH.
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’ RAJEEVAN THACHOM POYIL .

Thachom Poyil Rajevan was born and raised in Paleri, a rural
hilly village in the district of Kozhikode, Kerala, South India. He
writes poetry, fiction and essays in Malayalam and in English.
He published several books of poetry. His poetry is represented
in various anthologies and his poems have been translated into
Italian, Macedonian, Bulgarian, Rumanian, Tamil, Hindi, Marathi
and Uzbek languages. Currently, he works as the Public Relations
Officer of the University of Calicut. He attended many international
creative writing programs and poetry festivals worldwide.

From Love Cantos

I didn’t tell even myself

About coming to this islet

At the estuary of this unknown river
Where birds come holidaying.

But, you are here before me,
Preening in the sea-breeze

sksksk

The moment I thought of you

The doves daydreaming on the rooftop flapped,
And the bungalow I’m staying in

Soared into the sky like another dove.

ksksk

Somebody is watching us from somewhere;
Ask those doves cooing idly on the rooftop
To peck at those pupils.

>,
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g PAYKMBAH TAUOM TTOMIT )

PaxxuBan Tauom Iloiimn Xwuuaucton xanyOumarm Kepana
ITAaTUAA TyFUITaH, Iy BUIOATAA TabJIUM OJITAH. Y MasasilaM Ba
WMHIIN3 TUJNIApUAa KO Kuiaaau. bup Heda mebpuil KuToOmapu
Harp ytuirad. [llebprapu xankapo aHTOJIOTHsIIapAa XaM 00CHIITaH
Ba UTAJbSIH, MaKeJIOH, OoNrap, pyMHUH, TaMHJI, XUHJ, MapaTtd Ba
¥30ek Tuiutapura Tap>kuMa KuiuHrad. Y Kanukar YHuBepcureTnaa
KaMOaTunWiuK OwiaH anokaiap OynmMuHu Oomkapanu. Karop
XalKapo afgabuil nactypiap, MebpusaT hecTUBauIapuaa UIITHPOK
3TraH.

“UmK KymuKJIapu”’aan

ba3smy amima yuyyH Kyuuiapra MakoH —
Ky#innum KkucMu1a HoMCU3 JapEHUHT
ISCJII/IIJ_II/IM Oy MHTTHU OpOJITa, dKOHOH,
VYi3uMra xam alTrad 3MacauM XarTo.
A>xal, MeHIaH aBBaJl yYHJIa X03UpCcaH
bepu6 mab6onmana y3uHTTa 0pO.

koskosk

Cen xakna it cypud TypraHum jaxsa
Xaénuad Kanrapiap Ky3rajap Tomza.
Menra om€H 6yiran nry Kynbada xam
KyKkka napBo3 KMIraH Kantap MakoM/a.

skoksk

busHu kuMAMp 3UMAAH Ky3aTaéTup
Alifraitniuk panraca kaOyrapiapra
UYknO-uyKuO OJICHH KOpaYHKJIapHH.

>
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I came this way

Just to walk along a path

That doesn’t bear your memory.

But then, a drongo on that ashoka tree
Turned into you.

ok ok

I don’t have anything to sing to the nightingales
Nothing to entrust the west wind with;

I just need the shade of my birth-tree

Not there when I reach,

Isn’t the shrine of the sorrowing there?

>
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Kaiipunranaum aciau Oy TOMOH

Cenu scnarmac-Ky zest 0y CYKMOK
AllIOKa TapaxTy MOXHUra KyHTaH
Kymrya 6upaan cenra aitianaym OUpoK.

kkk
BynOymuu poMm atap Gupop Kylnm HykK,
Xe4 BaKOM IIIaMOJTHU UIIOHTHUPUIIITA;
Ky3 ouran mapaXTHMHHHT COSICUTa 30pMaH
Kynum etmac xxoigaru
AHIOYXHUHT KaOpumu XyB y €knaru?
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. YAEL GLOBERMAN h

Yael Globerman was born in Tel Aviv to Holocaust survivor parents
that came to Israel from Poland. She is the author of the novel Shaking the
Tree (1996) and numerous short stories. Her debut book of poems, Alibi,
was published by Helicon Press in 2000 and received the ACUM Award
for Poetry and the PAIS Award. Her new poetry book, Same River Twice,
was published last year to great acclaim. She was awarded a Fulbright
fellowship in 2008. Her poems have been translated into 11 languages
and published in magazines and anthologies in Israel and abroad.

Globerman translates a wide range of poetry from the English. She is
the editor and translator of 4 Souls History: Selected Poems by Stephen
Spender (2007).

Yael studied film at Tel Aviv University. She lives in Tel Aviv, serves
on the editorial board of Helicon poetry journal and teaches the poetry
workshops in the Creative Writing Programs at Oranim College and
at Haifa University.

Blue

I’m the bird that slows down, thus
losing her place in the cool flock
that rises like a large hand

and passes over the city

Feverish as a face,

for an instant she is at one with the sky —
smaller and smaller in the dizzy distance
between her and the rest,

lost to the other birds

a drunken bird swirling in the air
swigging sky in tiny, tiny sips

I’m the clumsy bird

who turns around mid-flight

and plucks a feather from her tail,
to write a few words

on the life of birds

)
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HUEJIb ITTIOBEPMAH

Wens TmoGepman Tenb-ABHBIA TaBaly[ TONIAaH Ba YyIIa epia
OWINM OJITaH, YHUHI 0Ta-OHaCH OMMAaBHMU KUpFUH maituzia [lonpiaaan
Ucpownnra kyun6 xenumrad. [loupanuar “Orou TeOpaHrana” poMaHH
Ba KaTop XUKOsUIapH 3J1 Opacuja Mamxyp. “AmuOn’” HOMIIU WIK IIebPUi
tymiamu 2000 #unga Hamp STHAraH OynuO, ymOy Tymiuam ydyH y
“ACUM” Ba “PAIS” mykodoriapura cazoBop OyiraH. SHru mewspuii
kuToOn “fHa yma gapé” xaMm KUTOOXOHIAp TOMOHHIAH WIHK KyTHO
onmuaau. 2008 iunna y AKI xykymaruauar Oya0paiT CTUNIEHIUSICHHA
kynra xupuptrad. llewsprapu 11 Ta Tmira yrupunran Ba Mcpowmninga
Oocunaauran anabuii >KypHasiap, XaJlkapo aHTOJIOTUsIIapra KUPUTHIITaH.
I'moGepman Tapkuma coxacuna xam daon 6ynuo6, Credan CrieHaepHUHT
TaHJIAaHTaH acapiapvHU MHIVIM3 TWIIMAAH Tap>KuMa KHWiraH, xozupaa B.
X. AymeH uiebpiapu ycTHIA HOUIaMOKIa. AiHM maitna [nmobepman
miespuil acapiuap 4on 3Twiaaural «[elUKoH» KypHATIH TaXpUpHUATHIA
unuiamokaa xamjaa OpaHuMm Kouieku Ba Xaua YHUBEpCUTETHIA
Oamuuiil ko cupiapuaan énuiapra cabok 0epud KeIMOoKIa.

Kaiidy cado

[ITaxapHUHT ycTHIAH

KEHT KyJIOY MUCOJIU
OamMalIXOTHp yyaéTran

KyIlITap rajacuja YpHUH HYKOTHO
[acTra IYyHFUETraH KyIIUPMaH

Xapopatra TYJIuK dyexpaaai,
Jax3a yTMaid Kydap OCMOHHH —
To0OOpa Knupaitnd 6opap yprama
0o aitmanap mMacoda,

Ky37aH FOUnO Oymaau rana

KYLI XaBO/ia Ke3ap MacTOHA
CaMOHU XYIUIalau 03-MO31aH

MapBO3 ypTacuaa YEKUHIaH

V1ra HYHOK KymMaH 0eom00
KyILUIap Xa€TUIaH CY3JI0BYH

XUKOS €3UIIHU KY3JapKaH
TyMAMIaH OUTTa Mar ojlaMaH o0

&>,
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FATHIEH SAUDI

Fathieh Saudi was born in Jordan, completed medical studies in France
and worked as a doctor in Jordan and Lebanon. She has been involved for
more than 30 years with the defense of human rights, peace and justice,
in particular in the Middle East. Since moving to the UK, she has been
particularly interested in writing as a tool for personal development and
healing process. Her previous publications include /’Oubli rebelle in
French and Days of Amber in Arabic. She has translated several books
from English and French into Arabic. Recently she published her first
collection of poetry in English: The Prophets - A Poetic Journey from
Childhood to Prophecy. She is also member of the Society of Authors
and English PEN. She gave readings in different locations in the UK and
abroad, including France and Morocco. She is recipient of several awards
for her humanitarian and cultural work including the award Chevalier de
L’Ordre du Merite de France.

Crossroads

The Nightingale lies at a crossroads.
At dawn life left him, his

wings collapsed, his

heart shrunk.

He was lucky to die at a crossroads.
maybe there, someone passing by
will carry him to

his favorite tree.

Invisible wings

My shoulders are wasting away,
1t s reality, not illusion,
my arms can't be my wings.

I want to fly,
to see the world in a new dimensions.

The leaves of a tree offer to be my wings,
my eternal friend blows his breath into them.

My fragile wings flutter.
And I start flying.

@
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®ATXUS CAYIU

Qarxust Cayoun Hopnmanmsima tyrwirad, @Opannmsaga THOOHET
TabIUMUHU oirad, Moppanusna Ba JluBanma mmdokop Oynud
nnutarad. 30 WuiamaH OpTUK BakT MoOaiHuna acocan Skun Illapkma
WHCOH XYKYKJapW, THHWIMK Ba aJ0JlaT XUMOsICH OMJIaH IIyFYJUTaHUO
kenmMoKaa. AitHu maiitma byrox bpurtanusga ucTtukomar KuwiaéTraH
@arxust CaynuHUHT (paHIly3, HHIJIN3 Ba apad THILIApHUIa YOI STHITAH
kutobmapu cupacura “Ucénnm yaytumr”, “Uyr kynmap”, “bonamukman
naiiraMOapiuKka MIehpHid caéxar’ Khpaad. Y WHINM3 Ba (paHIly3
TUIJIapUaaH apad THiWra XaM Oaluuii Tapkumaiap Kuirad. Anuomnap
Viommacu Ba Mamxyp ‘“PEN” rtamxwiorn abs3zocu. @. Cayau Byrox
Bpuranus, @®panuus Ba Mopokko kabu Mamiakamiapiard amgaOuid
amKyMaHmapaa Gpaoi HINTHPOK ITTaH. Y MaJaHUAT Ba CAHBAT COXACHIATH
Karop Mykodoriap, xkxymnanan, @paanusauar Chevalier de L’ Ordre du
Merite MyKOQOTHHHHT COXHOUINDP.

Yoppaxa

Yoppaxada émap 6up 6ynoynL.
Opma moneoa y3uamuut Hconu
Kanomnapu wansupazanua
FOpazu nyu, xomubou xonu.

Yoppaxaoa yrneanu — 6axmu.
bupos ynu onmacoan manon,
Vu cesean oapaxm ocmuea
Onub 60pub Kymap, IXMUMO.

Fonub kanomnap

Enxanapum 6ym-6yuw, smoamac
Ky3 yHeumoa y3un udopa,
Kynnap xkanom 6yimac, Ha yopa.

Jlynénu KypmMoK-uyH sneu yauamod
bBup yuoncam 3opa.

Anpoxnap Kanomum O6yIMOKKAQ wauioup,
bapxaém paguxum ynea nygaaiiou...

Ana, mypm Kanomum yuanupaémup,
E pab, yumoxoaman, ox, bexasomup.
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W.F. LANTRY

W.F. Lantry received his Licence and Maitrise from
L’Université de Nice, M.A. in English from Boston University and
Ph.D. in Literature and Creative Writing from the University of
Houston. He is the recipient of the Paris/Atlantic Young Writers
Award, and was a finalist in the 2009 Fernando Rielo International
Award in Mystical Poetry. In 2010, he won the CutBank Patricia
Goedicke Prize in Poetry, and was commended for his entry to the
International Hippocrates Prize for Poetry and Medicine in the U.K.
His poems have appeared in Gulf Coast, Prairie Fire, Unsplendid,
Istanbul Literary Review, The French Literary Review, The Literary
Bohemian and The Wallace Stevens Journal. He currently serves as
the Director of Academic Technology at The Catholic University of
America in Washington, DC.

Gacela of the Heron’s Dream

Calling across the breakers as the dawn
illuminates the curvatures of earth

which mimic long ellipses of her wings

and those short crescents of her early flights,

her voice is drowned by waves sweeping along
our tidal flats whose broken horseshoe crabs
reflect in polished surfaces the white

remnants of all the drowned, her mourning cry

laments each loss, and yet the surface, clear
before the wind comes up, barely reflects

the blazing sky, and hides what burns beneath
groundswells and currents barring her, she wades

along the line between the earth and sky,
between the earth and water, messenger
across all three domains, her lonely voice
drowned by the intersections she invokes.

D
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B. ®. JAHTPU

B. ®@. JlanTpu Huia, bocton Ba Xpr0CTOH YHUBEpPCUTETIIApHUIA
TUI Ba anabuér cupnapuaan cabok onraH. WxoakopiaapHUHT
“ITapux/Atnantuka” MykooTH, mebpuaT coxacuaaru OepHanao
Pusno HoMugaru Ba OolKa Karop Xajakapo Myko(doTiap cOXHOH.
Hlewpprmapu xyma kyn agabuil KypHaiapaa, >Kymilaja,
“Coxmnoyiin”, “Jlamr omou”, “HcramOyn amabuit xypHamm”,
“Bannac Ctuenc KoypHan” kabunapaa Oocuirad. AWHU maiTaa
Jlantpu Amepuka Katonuk YHUBEpCUTETH KOIIMAArHM AKaJIeMUK
TEXHOIIOTUS JUPEKTOpHU Bazudacuaa UIIaMoK/Ia.

Cakokyu op3ycHaaru oxy

KanotnapuH y3yH Kalipuiamaaaputo

caxapMap/IOH MapBO3JIapUH KUCKA SPUM Oilapura
TaKJIUJ KWITYBYU €PHUHT OypManapuH

EpUTrad TOHT MUCOJ OJIaMHH Oy3yBUMIIap apo

YHUHT OBO3M CHHUK TaKaJld KUCKHUOaKacu

caé3 ro3amu3 O0yitab cuaupuaaéTrad

Oapu OYKKaHJIApHUHT OIIOK KOJIUKIapu
ANTUPOK F03AJIaPUMH3/1a aKC ATMHIL

TYJIKUHJIAp UYUTa YyKaau, YHUHT FaMIMH UMFUCH

MOTaM KYIIUFUHUHT O0pHU HYKOTHUII

XaJlM 1032 TO3a I1aMoJ1 TypHUIIUAaH OypyH
EpUIITYBYM KYKHU 3¥pFa akc 3TTUPHO

YJIKaH TYJIKUH OCTUJA €HI'aH Ba Y3UHU TYCIyBUU
OKHMMJIAPHHU SIIUPap, Y

3aMHH Ba CaMo, €p Ba CyB ypTacuiaru

YHU3MKJAa TSHTUPAP, IMUMINK KHUJIa I

KaMU Y4 XyAy[Jla, YHUHT EIFU3 KOJIraH OBO3U
qyKknO OopaBepap ¥3u THIa0 OJNraH KeCUIIyBIap/a.
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g MARY GRAVITT )

Mary Gravitt was born in Philadelphia, Pennsylvania and came
to Iowa in 1989 as a graduate student to study at the University
of Iowa. This is when she came in contact with the International
Writing Program and Peter and Mary Nazareth. These two helped
her to enlarge her world by opening up to international writing and
writers. She has always been interested in creative writing, but
had never seriously considered poetry her forte until she became
involved with the IWP. But the most exciting thing in her life
occurred in 1999 when she had a chance to spend a year in Saudi
Arabia. It taught her many things. Mary’s poems have appeared in
some magazines and Fish And Snake poetry anthology published in
Tashkent, Uzbekistan.

Why does the Caged Bird Sing?

Why does the Caged Bird Sing?

But I sing inside no more

Because I got a Rocket Launcher

And I shot down the door.

Why should I beat my wings and sigh
When my AK47 will let me fly?
Freedom is a wonderful thing--

That’s why the former caged bird sings.
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M3PU I'PEUBUT

Mbopu I'peiiBut AKIIHuar Ounagensdus maxpuaa TyFUITaH.
VYV 1989 iimnna AiioBa YHHBepcUTeTHra YKuIra kupaad. Maskyp
OounuM gaproxuaa y Xamkapo €3yBunnap Aactypu gaonustu Ousian
SAKUH/IAaH TaHUIIAIW, JACTyp Ba YHHMHI Talikwiorumiapu lletp Ba
Mbpu Hazaper kymaruna ayHEKapalivHu KeHratupub® Oopaiw,
¥3u ydyH XaxOoH anabuétn Ba NyHE E3yBUWIAPHHU SIHTHIAH
kamd sraamn. 1999 iimnna y Caynust Apabuctonura 6opasu, ymly
Oup HwUMK cadap yHra KyI HapcallapHU Ypraraad, WKOIWAN
KaMOJIOTHJIa MYyXHM axaMusiT KacO dTaau. MbopHu WKoIuIaH
HamyHanap y30ek Twinga xaMm Oocwiran Ba TOIIKeHTAa Haip
strara ‘“Mnonbanuk” mebpuit 0aé3ura KUPUTUIITAH.

HeuyHn caiipaiiBepap Kadacaaru Kym?

HeuyHn caiipaiiBepap kadacmaru Kymi?
MeH-un nukapuja Kyinamam Kanra,
Cabab: pakeTanaii 3yp Kypoaum 0op,
Hcracam 31IMKHY OPTIIATTYM LIAPTTA.
Heuyn xypcunranua xKaiupaii KaHoT?
bemanon-ky yurym aBroMar yuuiao.
O30MK axub OUp MybKHU3a, IIYHIAH —
CaiipaiiBepap coOUK

yiI TYTKYH KyIuiap.
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g NIKOLA MADZIROV )

Nikola Madzirov (poet, essayist, translator) was born 1973 in
Strumica, Macedonia, in a family of Balkan Wars refugees. His
poetry has been translated into more than twenty languages and
published in collections and anthologies in Macedonia and abroad.
For the poetry from his book Relocated stone (2007) he received
the European Hubert Burda poetry award and the most prestigious
Macedonian poetry prize Miladinov Brothers. For the book Locked
in the city (1999) he was given the Studentski Zbor award for the
best debut, while for the collection of poems Somewhere nowhere
(1999) the Aco Karamanov prize. Nikola Madzirov has participated
in many international poetry festivals in Germany, USA, Spain,
Austria, Norway, France, Sweden, Lithuania, Slovakia, Nicaragua,
Turkey and all other Balkan countries and has received several
international awards and fellowships. He is Macedonian coordinator
of the world poetry network Lyrikline.

I don’t know

Distant are all the houses I am dreaming of,
distant is the voice of my mother
calling me for dinner, but I run towards the fields of wheat.

We are distant like a ball that misses the goal
and goes towards the sky, we are alive

like a thermometer that is precise only when
we look at it.
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’ HUKOJIA MAJI3UPOB .

[oup, HOCHMp Ba TapxkumoH Hwukoma Mansupo 1973
vnnga MakenonusstHuar CTpymMuKa IIaxpuja TyFUJITaH. YHUHT
mebpaapyu WATUPMAJaH OPTUK TWJUIApra TapKuUMa KWUJIUMHTaH,
MakenoHus Ba 4eT MaMJjakaTiapaa Hamp stuirad. “Kyuupunran
Tol” HOMJM wWebpud TymiamMu yuyH 2007 iunna EBponaHuHr
mebppusIT coxacumaru “Xiobept bypna” xamma MaxkenoHusa
SHT Hy(Qy3nu caHanMuil “Aka-yka MunaauHoBiap” mykodotura
nonuk kypunrad. Huxonanunr “Illaxapmaru tytkyn”, “Kaepna
Xeu Kaepaa’ HOMIM KutoOmapu Xam OocmiraH Ba “CTyaeHTCKH
300p” xamaa “Axo KapamaHOB” MyKO(GOTHHHM KYira KHUpPUTTaH.
VY Tepmanusa, AKII, Wcnanusi, ABctpusi, Hopserusi, ®pannus,
[Bemus, Jlutea, CnoBakus, Hwukaparya, Typkuss Ba Oormika
KYNTMHA MamJjlakamiapAard IIebpUsIT OalpamiIapUHUHT (aoi
UIITUPOKYUCUUp. AWHM mnaitaa y “‘JlupuknailtH” HOMIU
XaJIKapo HIEbpUAT TAPMOFUHUHI MakeaoHHUs1aru KOOPAUHATOPU
BaszudacuIa UIIaMOK/Ia.

Bbuamaiiman

Opsymaaru 6apu yiaap HHpoKa,
3J1ac SMITWIAIU TYIUIMKKA YOpJlaraH OHaM OBO3H
aMMO MeH OyFaoi30p OVitnad yonamas.

Onucmus

JapBO3aHU COFMHUO OCMOHTa calmyurad KONTOK MUCOJIH,
TUPUKMU3

HUTOXMMH3 TyIlICaruHa aHUK XapopaTHU

KypcaTyBuM yauarud kaou.

©n)
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The distant reality every day questions me
like an unknown traveler who wakes me up in the middle
of the journey
saying “Is this the right bus?”,
and I answer “Yes”, but I mean “I don t know”,
I don’t know the cities of your grandparents
who want to leave behind all discovered diseases
and their prayers.

I dream of a house on the hill of our longings,
to watch how the waves of the sea draw

the cardiogram of our falls and loves,

how people believe so as not to sink

and step so as not to be forgotten.

Distant are all the huts where we hid from the storm
and from the pain of the does dying in front of the eyes of the hunters
who were more lonely, than hungry.

The distant moment every day asks me

“Is this the window? Is this the life?”, and I say
“Yes”, but I mean “I don t know”, I don’t know will
birds begin to speak, without uttering “4 sky”.

)
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Caéxar sspmuia MEHU YHFOTHO

“MaH3uIIra 3JTyBYM aBTOOYyC Iymu?”

ned cYpoBUM HOTAHUII XaMpOXJIan

Xap KyH CYpOKJIaiIu OJINC XAKUKAT,

“Xa” neitmaH-y, Ha3apja TyTraHuM “‘OmnmMacam’ Oymap,
OouaMaiiMaH,

0apya MabJIyM KacaJTUKIApy MIHQO TyolapHH
VTMHIIIA KOTAUPUO KETUIITHU HCTaraH
0Ta-000OHTU3HUHT IOPTIAPHHHA OMIIMaliMaH.

CoruHunMH3 YyKKHCHIa OYiica OuTTa yil,
KOKWJIMIILIAP, SXTUPOCIaPUMU3HU

KaHJall TaCBUpJAILNH ACHIU3 TYJIKUHH,
OJJaMJIApPHUHT YYKMACIUKKa OYJIraH NIIOHYUH
YHYT OYIMacIuK-9yH FUMHPIIAIIAHA
KYPMOKHHU UCTalMaH.

byponnan,

o4Mac, KYIpokK &nru3 OYaran oBUMIapHUHT
KY3 YHruja yiuaérrad oxy TaJIBacacuaaH
SIIMPUHTAH KYJIOaJIapUMHU3 OJIMC-OJIHC.

Onuc nax3a xap KyH MEHU CYpoKJjap:

“By ovinamu? 11y skanmu xa€t neranu?”

“Xa” neiimaH-y acnujia “‘OuimaiiMaH’HU aHTIIaTaau Oy,
onimaMan

“oCcMOH” z1esl 0BO3 UMKapMail Typud

ranupuITHA 0omIad FOOpapMHUKUH KyIIIap.
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USHA AKELLA

Usha Akella was born in 1967. She spends time between India
and the USA and is currently based out of Austin, Texas, USA.
She has been published widely and has been a participant in many
international poetry festivals. She is the founder of the Poetry
Caravan, an organization in Greenburgh, New York that takes
poetry to people at a disadvantage.

Botero’s doves

Can there be a dove of peace,
And a dove of war?

Can a country stick out two tongues?
Its wounds bloom like roses
Or explode as rifle fire,

Can there be two dawns?

A dawn of the sun,

A dawn of the night.
Humans, we have two hearts,
One black and one white,
But to see it so exposed...

(Botero’s doves are installed at the entrance of church of St.
Antonio. Botero donated the dove of peace to the city of Medellin
which was subsequently bombed. He donated another on condition
that the former dove will remain as it is. The two doves stand next
to each other, a chilling symbol of Medellin's history.)
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g VIIA AKEJLIA )

VYia Akemta 1967 itunga tyrunrad. Xo3up y AKIIaunr Texac
mratuaa smaiau. “Kamum pakcnapu”, “MynokoT” kabu mebpuid
KkuToOnapyu XUHAUCTOH Ba AMEpUKaia Halllp STUITaH. Yiia Kymiad
XaJIKapo MWebpUAT Oalipamiiapi/ia HIITUPOK OTraH. YHUHT HKOAHU/IA
TacaBBy( MaB3yCH eTakuu YypuHHH srauiaiian. Y Hero-Hopk
sakuHuaara ['punOypr maxapuacuaa “lllebpust kapBoHH” HOMIIU
anabuil TalIKWJIOTra acoc CoOJraH. YIIAHUHT Iebpiapu y30ek
TUJIUTA XaM TapKuMa KwIMHHO, “UnoHOanuk” aHTOJOTHUSICHUTa
KUPHUTUITaH.

Boreponunnr kadyrapaapu

Tununuk xaOytapu OYIUIIM MyMKUHMHA?
Kuprun kaGytapu-un?

bup mamitakar 4YMKapoJIapMHUKUH UKKH THIL,
ATHprynra yxiap yHUHT spanapu

E MOPTIANIA MUITHK YTHJIAM,

OTMOFM MYMKMHMHU UKKH TOHT?

KyHHMHT TOHTH

Ba TyHHHHT TOHIH.

Opnamuap, 6M3/1a XaM MaBXyJl K1l IOpak,
bupu Kopa, 6upH oK,

AMMO OyHM KYpuII Xarapra 103 TyTULIIHUD...

(boreponunr kabyrapmapu ABiau€ AHTOHHO HOOAATXOHACH
Oycaracuna VypHatwirad. borepo OuTTa THHYIMK KaOyTapuHH
MenenauH IIaxpura COBFAa KWITaHIU, OUPOK Yy KeHHMHYaINK
noptiatud robopuirad. borepo aBBanrm kalOyrap KaHmail Oyica
UIYHJAIMruya KOJUIIY MIapTH OMIlaH sitHa OUTTa KabyTapHU COBFa
Kunanu. Mkku xaOytap MenelIMHHUHT MallbyM TapuXH PaM3H
cudaruga Eama-EH Typaan. )
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HULYA ATILGAN

1961 yilinda Ankara’da diinyaya geldi. Cocuklugu Diyarbakir
ve Akhisar’da, gengligi Konya’da gecti. 1978 yilinda, Tiirkiye’nin
en ¢alkantil1 doneminde, siyasi bir ortamda tanistig1 esi ile evlendi.
Konya’dan Istanbul’a kacis, Istanbul’da bir yila yakin her an
yakalanma gerginliginin ardindan hem siyasi miicadele hem de evli
bir ¢ift olarak hayata tutunma miicadelesine izmir’de devam etti.
Bu sik adres ve is degisikligi, biraz da sans, 12 Eyliiliin etkilerinden
az hasarla ¢ikmasini sagladi. Sonraki yillarda siyasi faaliyetler ve
sosyal etkinliklerde bulundu. Alt1 y1l amator olarak miizikle ugrasti.

Siirlerini herhangi bir siir akimmin dogrultusunda yazmiyor.
Simdiye kadar siir ya da genel anlamda edebiyat iizerine
okuduklarinin etkisini ve kendisinde biraktig1 izleri yadsimasa da,
asil amacini “bu topraklarda yasamis, bu topragin seslerine kulak
vermis bir insan, bir kadin olarak, bu sesleri, anlayip, diisiiniip,
hissedip biriktirdigi her seyi, kendi 6zgiin sesine ¢evirmek ve bu
topraklarin siirine kendi 6zgiin sesini katmak” olarak tanimliyor.

Ressam Nodira Ibrahim Jumaniyazova’nin Gizli Kap1 ve
Ote-Den-izler adl1 resim sergilerinde siirleri sergilenen Atilgan’in
Sozciikler, Ky, IThlamur, Berfin Bahar ve Ywrtik Sayfa, Deliler
Teknesi gibi edebiyat dergilerinde yayimlanan ¢ok sayida siiri
bulunmaktadir. Atilgan’in Zahiri adh ilk siir kitab1 Eyliil 2010°da
yayimlanmistir.

Masal Bu

Kumrucuk da derler

Gukuk kusu biliriz biz

Bir Yusuf peygamberle

Hikayesi vardir

Bir de yag bal doken

iki kardesle

Yusuf peygambere o haber vermis
Guguuuk guk

Diye 6tse de

Yusuuufguk
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XVJISI ATUITAH

Xynsa Antai Atviiran 1961 innna TypkussHUHT AHKapa maxpua
nynéra kxenau. bomamurm Qué€pbakup Ba Oxmaxapna, €nuiurua
Konsina xeunu. 1978 imnga Typmymira yukuO, 6 un qaBoMuaa
N3mupnaa xaBackop cudaruga Mmycuka Ownan myrymutanay. Llewsp
€3uIIgan aci Makcaau “Oy TynpoKiapna siarad, Oy TympOKHUHT
OXaHIJIApUTa KYJOK TyTraH OWp WHCOH, Oup aén cudaruma Oy
OXaHIVIApHU aHIIa0, XUc 3THO OMPUKTUPraH XxaMmMa HapCcaHH y3ura
XOC OXaHITa Tap)KuMa KWIHII Ba Oy TYMPOKIApHUHT LIEbpUTa y3ura
XOC OXaHTHHH KYIIMOK’ 3KaHJIWTHHH TabKUAJaiau y. MycaBBup
Honupa M6poxum XKymanué€soBanunr “Cupnu smuk”’, “bomka
nenrusziap”’, Camo Kamiamjapu” HOMIJIM pacM KyprasManapuaa y3
webpiapu OunaH UIITUPOK dTran Xyis AtwiraHHunr “Cysnap”,
“Kuprok”, “Uxnamyp”, “bepdpun baxop” Ba “Uupruk caxuda”,
“Tenbanap kemacu” Kabu amaOMET KypHAUIApUIa HAIIP ATHITAH
acapjapyd MyXJHUCIapy TOMOHUIAH WIWK KyTHO onuHau. XyIns
Anrait Atunranaunr “3oxupuil” Homin kutobu 2010 Hinnna Hamp
STWITaH.

Jprak 0y

KympmxoH xam aepiap

Kykyk Ky Ounamus 6us

KOcyd naitrambap una

Bup xuxosicu 6opaup

Bupna ér, 6on TyKkaH

Wkku ora-nHMCH WA

KOcyd naiirambapra y xabap OepMHuIi
Kykyyyk kyk

[es caiipaca-na

Ocyyydxon
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Dermis

Yagla bali doken

iki kardes korkudan

Kus olup ermis

O giin bugiindiir kumrucuklar
Yag doooktiim

Bal d666ktiim

Diye 6termis

Kizina masal anlatacak kizim
Kizimin kizina ulagacak sesim
Guguuuk guk

Yusuuufcuk

Yag do6oktiim

Bal do666ktiim

Savas Alani

iki ay

iki gilin-es

metalik sehir
mekanik-les
su-ates-ten

ates Odiing giines-ten
tavus kusu kanadindan gemi
alevlerin ortasinda
meleklerin evi
gorli-yorum

ve simdi

gbzlerimle

ates iciyorum
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Hepmui

Er una 6ox1 TykKan

Wxkku ora-uHU KYpKyBIaH
ISYIHFa aliIagnO KOJIMHUII
Ymia kynaan 6epu Kympuiap
Er Ty yKaum

bon T1yyyxaum

Jes calipapMHuILl

Kwuzura sprak aiTaxxak KU3um
Ku3uMHUHT KU3Hra eTuinap cacum
Kykyyyk kyk

HOcyyydxon

Er Ty yKaum

bon 1yyyxaum

JKanr maiinonn

UKKHU O

HKKH Ky€E

TEMHp Laxap
MEXaHMK-Jall
CyB-oTam-gan

oTall Kap3 Ky€I-1aH
TOBYC Kyl KAHOTHJIaH KeMa
OJIOBJIAPHUHT ypTacuaa
(bapumragapHUHT YT
KYpsIIMaH

Ba DHIU

Ky3napum Ouiian

oTall U4YSANMaH
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g TOZAN ALKAN )

Tozan Alkan is a Turkish poet, translator, and a board member
of Turkish Writer’s Syndicate and editor of Turkey’s sole literary
magazine called CN (Translator’s Note). He translated world
classical and contemporary poetry from English into Turkish. He is
also acclaimed as a distinguished translator of Turkish poetry into
English. He participated in many international poetry festivals in
Turkey and abroad.

Kus fah

Gokyliziinde kus fali
Bakan bulutsuz ¢ocuk
Kim tstittii riizgar

Bir kiigiiciik kumrucuk

Gokyliziinde kus fali
Bakan tomurcuk ¢ocuk
Kim tiklatti camlari
Bir kii¢iiciik kumrucuk

Gokyiiziinde kus fali
Bakan umutsuz ¢ocuk
Kim susturdu kalbini
Bir kiigiiciik kumrucuk

Gokyiiziinde kus fali
Bakan agitsiz cocuk
Kim gémdii seni goge
Boyle gepegencecik
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TO3AH AJIKAH

[oup Ba TapxxkumoH To3an Aunkan Typkusana TyFUITaH.
EsyBunnap yrolmMacd KEHIalIMHHHT ab30cH, ‘“TapyKuMoHjap
mapxu” (CN) HomiM anabuii Tapykuma KypHaiau MyxappupH. Y
KATop YET AUIMK MyMTO3 Ba 3aMOHAaBUI IOUPIIAPHUHT acapiIlapuHU
WHIJIM3 TWIMIAH TYpK THIWTa Yruprad, my Owian Oupra y
TYpK ana0uéTu HaMyHaJapuHU HWHIIM3 TWIWJA KapaHIvaTra
MOXHp TapXUMOH cugaruaa Mamxyp. To3aH AJkaH XalKapo
nieppuar Oalipamiapu Ba Oaguuii TapkuMara OarHIUIaHTaH
aH)KyMaHJIApHUHT (DAaoJT MIITHPOKIYUCH XaAMIUP.

Ky ¢posin

Kyk ro3uma kym donm
Bokkan OymyTtcus 6om1a

Kum coBKOTTHpAM MIAMOTHH
Kuukuna 6up KyMpH>KOH

Kyx ro3uma kym donm
Bokkan xaxoxu 0onakait
Kum veptau olfiHamapHu
Kuukuna 6up KyMpH>KoH

Kyk ro3una kym donu
bokkan ymuacus 6oma
KuM THHUATIHM KaaOMHTHU
Kuuruna Oup KyMprxoH

Kyk ro3uma Ky ¢pomnu
Bokkan moramcu3s 6ona
Kum xymau cenn kykka
BbyHnaii keparnvanuk

101



& —Ag.— »

g FERNANDO RENDON )

Poet and journalist Fernando Rendon was born in 1951 in
Medellin, Colombia. He is the founder and editor of Prometeo, an
international literary magazine published in several languages. Now
he is the Director of the Medellin International Poetry Festival, one
of the biggest festivals of WORD throughout the world. Also, the
head of the organization “Poetry in Art and Prometeo”, Fernando
Rendon conducts master classes, trainings and symposiums for
creative circles, young poets and children. He organized a Network
of Poetry Festivals of Latin America.

% %k ok

With an impassible purpose we organize under a radiant
project of the ulterior world. We possess the keys of a new life in
construction. Anything may happen but it is forbidden to fear.

It is not what is yours, what is ours is a constant. Remember the
bisons. Only sick buffaloes stray from the herd. You are blinking,
eye. You are talking too much, mouth.

Only poetry can be felt. Therefore be wary of dogma. Be
wary of slang in bars. We shall talk only when it is necessary. It is
necessary to renew oneself, but not seen by everyone. Do not get
ahead of others, much or even a little. Be wary of the weakening
of the dream. Do not speak when you are alone. The more you
know and the less you know about all of this sweet matter, the
better. In an irrational scene we observe one another. We love and
understand this absurd pleasantness in which we converse without
fully understanding one another. In which the Medusa can petrify
us for a word we said, or for a word we did not say.
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g ®EPHAHJIO PEHJIOH )

Hlonp Ba myOnummct, HUpuUk kamoar apbodbm DepHaHIO
Penmon 1951 #imnna KonymOusauar MeaeniauH maxpuia TyFUJITaH.
Opxknapsap mowup “TIpomereo” HOMIM agabuii )KypHajTa acoc CoiraH
Ba ymly >KypHaJra MyXappHupJiuK Kwirad. Aiiau naiitna @epHanao
Megennun  Xankapo lewbpust DecTUBAIMHUHT  IUPEKTOPU
Basudacuga camapamu ¢daomusaT onud OopMokna. by mebpusT
aH)KyMaHM JyHEIAru SHT MMPUK Ba HYQy3JH IIEbpUsT OalipamiiapuiaH
Ooupu canamagm. Y 1991 imnma XKanyOowit AMepukana >koiyiamraxn
Konym6ust MamiakaTuHUHT Meaenud maxpu ep Kyppacugaru 3HT
XaB(IU Ba aXMIATIIH MIaXapra ailianrad Oup 1aBp/ia TaIIKI dTHITaH.
“Canpar Ba Ilpomereoma mebpuar”’ ne0 HOMIJIAHTAH TAIIKHUIIOT
paxbapu cudarnna Oepuanno Pennon “T'ymmBep nolinxacu” xamaa
Oomanmap y4yH IIEbpUH MaxopaT MakTaOMHH XaM Oomkapamd. Y
Tanabanap, YKyBUMWIap Ba KEHI KaMOATUYMWJIMK yUyH KYymiad anaduii
VKyB Kypcliapy, aHXyMaHJIap, Mabpy3a Ba CUMIIO3MyMJIap YTKa3raH.
Konasepca, y Jlorun Amepukacu lespust @ectuBanu Tapmornnu
TAIIKWI KWJITaH.

% %k ok

berabcup makcan-nma KypuHMac TyHEHUHI Ky3HM OJIyBUM FOSACH
octuaa Tuszuiaamu3 Ou3. Kypunumm xkeraérraH SHIU Xa&THUHT
oukuwiIapu 0op Kynummzna. bupop xop-xon 6ynumm MyMKuH, (hakar
KYPKUII STHJIMHULI TaKUK.

Cenuky 5MacMp CEHMHT Hapcasap, OM3HUKK-YHU Y3rapmac, COIUK.
KyTocnapau Oup scunrTa 0. ENFM3 Kacan KyToc opTaa Koimo KeTap
nonanad. Kapouyrum, nupnupasrncas. Balicasmncan OyHua k¥, orus.

Qdakar mespusTHH Xuc Kwica Oymap. Ly OGomc >bTHKOIIAH
xazup Oyn. KoBokxoHazaru cysmamryB yciayOugaH OYITHII 3XTHET.
3apypar TyFwiraH MaxajirWHa CY3JalMoK JIo3uM. Bakrtu Owiax
V3HN SHTUJAll Japkop, XaMMaHWHI KYpUIIM IIapT 3Mac JIEKHH.
Bomkanapnan kermarun y3u0, KYIpoK €KM XaTTo 03rMHA. Xa&THUHT
naH;| GEpUIIMIAH TYIITHI TAIIBUIITA. FIFW3 KONraHWHIA TamupMa
acio. by 5a3u3 Hapca Xakuga KaHya KyI Ba KaHua KaM OMJICAHT,
IIyHYa XM 3pyp. MaBXyMm mapouTna Ky3aramus Oup-OMpHUMHU3HU.
Bup-0npuMu3HM TYIHK TylIIyHMacqaH cyx0aT Kypaaurad Oy KyJaruin
EKUMTOMINKHA CeBaMM3 Ba SXIMM aHMIaiiMu3. by ExumToinmkma
aiiTran € alTMarad cy3uMu3 yayH OM3HU TOIITa alIaHTUPHUO KyHHUITN
MyMKHH Meny3a.
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GLORIA GABUARDI

Gloria Gabuardi nace un primero de febrero de 1945 en Managua,
Nicaragua. Doctora en Derecho. Poeta y pintora. Ganadora del
Premio de la Unién de Escritores de Nicaragua (UEN) 1982, en el
concurso Ricardo Morales Avilés, por el libro de Poesia EN DEFENSA
DEL AMOR, editorial Nueva Nlcaragua 1986. Su ultimo libro es
MASTILES Y VELAS, Editorial, CIRA, 2002. Miembro del Centro
Nicaragiiense de Escrltores Mlernbro de la Asociacion Nicaragiiense
de Escritoras. Secretaria Ej ecutiva del Festival Internacional de Poesia
de Granada, Nicaragua. Traducida a diversos idiomas entre ellos el
aleman, el portugués, el mgles el italiano . Vivi6 cinco afios en el
Exilio en México para los afos 70. Asesor de la Vice-Presidencia de
la Republica durante el gobierno Revolucionario. En los 90, Asesor
en la Asamblea Nacional de la Comision de Derechos Humanos y de
Comision de Justicia., en diferentes épocas.

A LOVER’S CONFESSION

I confess I love her.

she is the tiny gold seashell in my mother’s nursery rhyme,
the miniature horse of my father’s tale,

tears my mother spilled

tortures my father suffered

my sons’ toy guitar,

crashing sea waves in San Juan del Sur,

the world’s portent of the San Juan River

Lake Granada's eight thousand square kilometres of history
lapping at the resplendent city

It’s my house, my children, the man I love.

It is the land that lives in me,

and I confess I love her.

This is why, when I leave, I am like a bird torn asunder.
It grew within me like the zensontle’s song

just like a flowing river

like a lush tree in the center of my heart

there where my tears have come to rest.

It grew like tangled branches

coiled in my veins

like a lashing of the wind

like dawn piercing cracks in the window.
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IJIOPHSI TABYAPIH

Hlonpa Imopust 'aGypamm 1945 #imnma Mapkasuii Amepukanga
xounamrad Hukaparya mamiakata nouraxtd MasHaryana TyFUITaH.
Hly maxapmarm Mapkasuii AMepuka YHHUBEPCUTETUAA JOKTOPIMK
YHBOHMHHU oinraH. 1974-1979 #wnnapna y Mekcukana simaras.
KelinHuanuk oHa ropTHra Kautuo, *kamoar unuiapuiaa ¢Gaoi HIITHPOK
sTuIl OunaH Oupra Oaguuii mxoxara karra 3bTUOOP Kaparanu. bup
HeuTa KuToOnap myaumudu canairan [TopusHUHT acapiaapu HEMHC,
UTaJbsIH, UHIVIM3 Ba PyMHH TWJIapUra Tap)Kuma KuiuHrad. Y 1982
Hunna iupuk agabuit mykogor coxubu Oynran. 2004 iungan Oyéx
I'panana mebpusT aHXKyMaHH KOOpAMHATOPH Basudacuaa (aomust
om0 6opMoKIa.

OILIUK UKPOPU

Tan onamasn, ceBaMaH yHHU.

Y oHamMHUHT ajiacuaaru
MurTurnHa TuIIa TaHraya,
OraMm yynuaryaarv TOM4oK,
OHaMm TYKKaH au4yuK-aqy4uK €Iil,
Ortam uekkaH 0eXuco0 KUIHOK.
YEIUMHUHT YHHHYOK pyOoOw,
Can-XyaHn-nens-Cypnaru yian
Kyunu neHrus TynKuHIapuaup,
Hynéaunar Can XyaHugaru
Anomaru, KaiiHOK IITUTOON
I'panama KyJIUHUHT CaKKHU3
MuHr kBajgpar KWIOMETPIIN
Tapuxu yn opT 3Taruna

Byn oménnm, 6omanapumaup
Ba cyiiranum xajik spyp HIakcus.
By xanOumpa smap 6up yamas,
Tan onaman, yHM ceBaMaH.

[y cababmu yH1aH KeTapKaH
bynaknanran Kymryamad rye.
VY nunma axub Kacuua
Kuprok ommb6 aiikupran mapé
KOparumuuHr KOK ypTracuaa
Kytok ycran orou xabu yn
VHpa émum TyKuamac Oy TKyi.
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My love grew in spite of hunger
exile, sadness, poverty, notwithstanding
nor worry, melancholy, or forgetting,

or the gagged shadow of the just and unjust
to make me a woman of water and volcanoes.

Nicaragua my land of bloodshed

birth and death of the rainbow

with its heavens and hells

its coffers filled with dreams, the bitter gulps,

the myth that proclaims it paradise,

the constant struggle between its inhabitants blood
and heart

where after a long walk

we found the horizon.

She senses me, spreads me

like a mountain range conquered

by pirates and buccaneers.

I have travelled through its rain and foam
like a winged Minotaur

a dragon guarding its impossible dreams.

This is why when I die

I want to be buried with a swath of its sky,
water from the lake

I want its soil

covering my skin,

her name and my name

spelled out

Gloria, Nicaragua.
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VY Tomupaa ke3ub praH KoH
XaMm Kupumuo ycrad mox-mad0a
m1a000JaHUHT JKYTIIKHH CHUIIN
Jiepazana EpUK OYraH TOHT.

Ounuk, KyBFUH, FaMy KallIIOKJIUK,
Tamumr, a300, yHyTHII Ba €
XaK-HOXaKHUHT COXTa COSICH

Tyca onmac MeHU ceBUIIAAH

31O CyB Ba BYJIKOH JI0SCH.

KupruH 1opTuM MEHUHT

Huxaparya

KaMaJak TyFHiIu0 yiraH Oup MakoH
V3UHUHT )KaHHATY JTy3axy OmiiaH
XaznHanapu-aa xaénra TyJuK,
aUUHK-a44yuK I0TyM, EHUK XYPCUHUK,
¢bupaaBcra MEHI3alu yHU PUBOST,
XaJKITAPHUHT JOUMHH ypyII-KaHKaln
KOH

Ba IOpaK MaBKy/a OUp MackaH

Y30K IOPHUIIIAH CYHT HUXOST

O6u3 yhKHU TOIINK OSOMOH.

VY MeHM TylllyHap, KapoK4uiapy
WNuptkuanap 3a0T STraH TOF TH3MAacHIai
Kenruxiiap muconu ésau MeHu.

YHUHT éMFUpIIApH, KYIIUTH OlIa
Kanorim MunoraBp yctura MUHHO
bynmaryp xa€nHu KypUKIOBYH YT
AX1axo CMHIrapy KWIIUM TOMOLIA.

Iy Gomc xam ynraH yorumaa
YHUHT OCMOHH-JIa KyMUJICaM KaHH,
TepumHM yalinIca KYyJTHUHT CyBUTA
Tynporu Koraca KaHUWIA TaHUM,
VHUHI HOMM MEHUHI HCMHM-JIa
EHma-€H xyp alTHICAKY-S:
I'mopus, Hukaparya.
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g FRANCISCO DE ASIS FERNANDEZ )

Francisco de Asis Fernandez nacié en Granada, Nicaragua, el 3
de mayo de 1945. Ha publicado los libros de poemas, 4 Principio
de Cuentas, 1968; La Sangre Constante, 1974; En el cambio de
Estaciones, 1982; Pasion de la’Memoria, 1986; Friso de la Poesia,
El Amor y la Muerte, 1997; Arbol de la Vida, 1998; Celebracion
de la Inocencia, Poesia Reunida, 2001; Espejo del artista, 2004.
Presidente de la Junta Directiva del Festival Internacional de Poesia
de Granada, Nicaragua. Miembro de la Academia Nicaragiiense de
la Lengua.

Crimen perfecto

Pon tu mano cerca de mi corazén

que es capaz de cometer un crimen perfecto,

que es capaz de mirar hacia atrds y desear otro pasado,
haber sido sin ser y soportar lo que viene,

que es capaz de olvidar lo que amo.

La culpa de mis tropiezos y mis traspiés

la tiene mi corazon que olvida.

Alma andrajosa la mia

que deshace, en lo intimo de la noche,

todo lo que amo, sin poner fin a mi vida.

En un mundo toco el piano y en otro rompo las cuerdas.
Mi rosa es vagabunda pero es mi carcelera.

Cuando alzo los pufios es cuando me doy por vencido.
Muchas islas abandonadas son mi agonia

y ya no tengo la ansiedad de perder

ni la inspiracion de ganar.
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’ ®PAHIIVICKO JIE ACUC ®EPHAH/E3

Moup Ba Mamanuatr Tapruboruricu DpaHuucko ne Acuc
Oepnanne3 1945 hunga Hukaparyapa tyrwirad. “llebpusr,
Myxab6ar Ba Yynum”, “Xaér nmapaxtu’, “Canbarkop Yimapu”,
“Tunmaii okuO Typap KOH’  KabM YHra SIKMH KHUTOOJapHUHT
myamunu. Acapnapu Oup Heya THIUIapra Tap)KUMa KHIJIMHTaH.
@paHuucko Kymiuad xankapo aaabuil TalIKWIOTIAPHUHI ab30CH
Ba IIEHPUAIT OalipaMiIapuHUHT (axpuil UIITUPOKYMCUIUD. ANHU
naiitna y Mapkasuii Amepukana sxoiyamrad HwukaparyaHuHr
I'panana maxpuaa HUPUK MIEbPUAT aH)KYMAaHUHU OOIIKapaaH.

Komunu :xunosar

Kunostra Mmoiui,

Optra Tucapunub, YyTMUII KymMcaraH,
bynu6 € 6ynmaran,

Uwmparan Oomura kemuca asa, Ty,
Cyiiranu Heku 00p yHyTa OJIraH —
1y Oup roparumra KyslapuHTHU KYH.
Kokunmunuiapum Ba XaToJapuMHU

bup mynnar cakiap-y yHyTap JUINM.
Kemupunran kanbum

Xaérra nynarMai yJIuM IUBUPUH
Cyiiranum Ke4aHuHr mapodaru-ia
Ouanu cupuH.

bup onampa gairym mycuka,

bupuna xed TonosimMam KyHHUM.
ATHprynum — naiiu TyTKyHUM.
Tacnum 6ynumn yayH KyTapamaH MYIIT.
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(Como puedo creer en mi corazon

si es capaz de olvidar pedazos de vida tan grandes,

el dulce tono que tuvo la voz de mi juventud,

el fraseo y el temperamento de sus versos?

(Como puede olvidar la edad de cuando gastaba la vida
Y pagaba con versos?

Francisco de Asis era un pajaro expresivo

con el corazon descuadernado,

con una hermosa cara de tristeza y otra de alegria.

El olvido es un crimen perfecto

pero hace que las paredes de la vida se derrumben

y que el mago se quede sin pajaro oculto.

El olvido es una miserable cuerda de violin

que perturba mi suefio y no logra despertarme.

El olvido es un crimen perfecto

que hace que mi amor no haga par con mi amor propio
y deja huellas imborrables para perseguir al asesino.
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VYHyTWIraH MUHIIIA0 opoJuiap
Vumumun stap udona,

XarTo FOTUONIMKHUHT HIXOMHU
FO3 yrupub xerca xam acio
CunauponmMac 3HI1 UpojaMm.
IOparumra umonait KaH0K
VYHyTOJICa TYpMYII paHXHHH,
Enuknaru Mycukuit 0Bo3

Ba mebpnapHUHT TUHUK aBXKUHUA?
Amrpop 6epud xpcoOmamraHum
YMpum yTran KyTJIyF acpHU
Kannait kunub ynyromnap y?
@paHnucko ae Acuc aciu
MasbHo0p Oup KyII 371 0307,
I'oxo ropca FaMruHiIMK Hupa,

I'ox ropryBum OaxTuép Ba 10/,
VYHYTMOK - Oy KOMMJI )KUHOSIT,
Jlek Kynarap ymp A€BOpUH,

XaM SILIMPUH KyILICU3 KOJAUpap
CexprapHUHT a)Xxu0 IUEPUH.
YHYTMOK — Oy asiH4JIM TOpIUD,
upunruna yikyMHu Oy3raH.
YHYTMOK — Oy KOMHUJI JKHHOSIT,
VY3IUrMMHHU CEBrUIaH y3raH.
Jlex Konraiaup yHIaH yumac us,
OnaMKyIIHU YYKTUPMOK-UYH TH3.

111



& —Ag.— »

g EASTERINE IRALU )

Easterine Iralu is a poet and short story writer from Kohima,
Nagaland in North-East India. She lives in Norway and has
published a novel with Zubaan India, 4 Terrible Matriarchy, which
is now translated into Norwegian. Easterine has published the first
book of poetry in English from Nagaland as well as the fist novels.
She has a PhD in Literature.

% %k 3k

Out in the falling snow

a seagull glides

silently over

a woman in a lemon and green
windswept coat

snowswept both.

night poem

late last night

a bird, startled

fluttered out of the shrubs
and flew far from me
how like my heart
startled by love for you
fleeing from fear...
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UCTEPHUH UPAJTY

Uctepun Hpany mounpa Ba XuKOSHaBUC OYIMO, IIMMOJIU-
mapkuii  XuHAUCTOHAA >Koilamran Haramann 1mITaTUHUHT
Koxuma maxapuacuna Ttyrwirad. AiHu mnaiitna Hopserusga
AMAETTaH MKOAKOPHUHT ““JlaxIaTin MaTpuapxar” HOMIIM pOMaHU
XuHauctonaary “3ybaan” HaIIpUETHAA YOI ATUITaH. YOy poMaH
HOpBEr TWJIMIa XaM Tapuma KuwiuHrad. Mcrepun MpamyHuHr
UHIIM3 TUIuAard OupuHuM wmebpud Tymiaamu Haramannna
O6ocwirad. Y agabuér coxacuzaa ¢paH JOKTOPY YHBOHUIA Ara.

% %k ok

[Tara-mara Tymap 3kaH Kop

[IaMOJT XWTITAPATTaH

CapHK-SIIINI TAJTETOJIN
YKYBOHMHUHT HaK YCTH]Ia
CUpPFATHO-CUpFanul y4aau 4OpIIoK
WKKUCHHH XWIIHApaTap Kop.

TYHI'H LIEBP

Keya KeyacH
qyqub KeTau Oup Ky
KaJTuparad Kyiu Oytaaan
y4uO KETIM MEH/IaH y30KKa
ceHra OyJiTaH CeBrUIaH XyIIu
qy4YuraHy Kabu I0parum
SAMIMPUHUO Oap BaXMaaH...
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RANU UNIYAL

Ranu Uniyal was born in Lucknow, India, educated in
Lucknow, New Delhi and Hull University, U.K, where she worked
as a Commonwealth scholar. She teaches English at Lucknow
University. She is the author of book on Anita Desai and Margaret
Drabble. Her poetry collection Across the Dived was published by
“Yeti Books” in 2006. Her poems appeared in Northern Poetry Two
Lancashire, Femina, Manushi, Indian Literature publications, as
well as Fish and Snake poetry anthology published in Tashkent,
Uzbekistan. She participated in many poetry festivals and scientific
conferences in India and abroad.

Untold Story

To be able to write
you must have a story.

She burns his comments
with her smacking thighs

as if telling a story is a crime.
Birds on the raft hear her growl
and moan for the last page.
Somewhere in between

are the sheets full of

blood that she once swore
was nutritious as milk.

But has now turned

sour and blue

as 1f it was Putna’s milk
rushing through her veins.
Afraid to offend

she lets him read

and reject the lines.

She is not prepared to write.
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PAHY YHUSLII

Pany VYuusn XusauctoHHuHr JlakHaB —NpOBHHIUACHAA
TyFWIraH, XMHAUCTOH Ba byrok bpurtanus onuiroxjapuaa Taxcui
oJIraH, WIMUH xonum 0yu6 nnutaran. Wik mespwuii Tymuiamu “Tu-
PUKIMK opTHaa” 1ed HominaHaau. Xo3up y JlakHaB YHuBepcureTu-
Jla MHIJIA3 TUIUAaH cabok 6epmokaa. Pany Yuusn Anuta [[e3ait Ba
Mapraper Ipabn xakugaru kutoOHuHT myamuduaup. lllespnapu
XMHJIMCTOH Ba YeT MaMJIakaTiiaparu agabuil Hampiapaa, >Kymiia-
nman, TomkenTtaa yom stwiran “Maonbanuk” anronoruscuaa 0o-
CHUJITaH.

CI/Ip TYTWIT'aH KHCCa

bupop Hapca xopanam yayH
TY3YKPOK OMp KUCCAHT OYJICHH HKaH.

by aén-un

coHytapura ypuo

aiTMoKuu 6op OynuH HYK Kuiap
ry€ Kucca cyiiam — >KMHOST.
Jopxonana yTupran Kyuuiap
SIIMTAU YHUHT OXUHH

CYHITH caxudara Kyinb UHIpaIlIvH.
Kaéknanup opanuk xonaa
OCHUFJIMK KOH KOTTaH yoiradnap
KOHKU Ka4OHJIapAup 11y aéin
CyTHai Tyitumiu 1e6 OHT WYraH.
OHau 3ca OMKFU0

KYKUMTHD TyC OJTaH

aéJIHUHT TOMUpJIapuia
KYIHMO-TYINO OKKAH yi
[TytHanuHr cyTn OynraH ryé.
Xada kunubd Kyrumian KypKuo
aén pyxcar 6epap yxuiira
caTpJapHU YMKUTTa

YUKapuiura oepaan usH.

Tai€prapiuk KypMarad y Xaiau €3uIira.
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CHRISTOPHER MERRILL

Christopher Merrill has published four collections of poetry,
including Brilliant Water and Watch Fire, for which he received
the Peter I. B. Lavan Younger Poets Award from the Academy of
American Poets; translations of Ale§ Debeljak’s Anxious Moments
and The City and the Child; several edited volumes, among them,
The Forgotten Language: Contemporary Poets and Nature and
From the Faraway Nearby: Georgia O’Keeffe as Icon; and four
books of nonfiction, The Grass of Another Country: A Journey
Through the World of Soccer, The Old Bridge: The Third Balkan
War and the Age of the Refugee, Only the Nails Remain: Scenes
from the Balkan Wars, and Things of the Hidden God: Journey to
the Holy Mountain. His work has been translated into twenty-five
languages, his journalism appears in many publications, and he is
the book critic for the daily radio news program, The World. He
has held the William H. Jenks Chair in Contemporary Letters at
the College of the Holy Cross, and now directs the International
Writing Program at The University of lowa.

West Window
for W. S. Merwin

Green as the palm that fans the hill and hides
Flames at its base, the lizard slides or falls

From frond to flower, a raindrop disappearing
Into the ferns below. The island’s mimics—
Mynas and mockingbirds—sing when the cardinal
Flies from the hutch to the mango and beyond.
The bamboo creaks. Doors open. No one’s home.

The cardinal preening  in the palm transplanted

from Indonesia  is not the island’s

sentry nor the sea’s ambassador

winds waves and wings ~ whirl at the sound of the last
door closing  in the leper colony

below the bluff  where the brilliant water is

wearing down the wreckage  from the war
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g KPUCTO®EP MEPPUI )

Awmepukanuk moup Kpuctodhep MeppuinHUHT TYpTTa MI€h-
puii Tymiamu 6ocuirad. “Onmoc cyB” Ba “OOBHM Ky3aTHII”
TYIIaMiaapu yuyH AMepuka noupiap AKaJeMUsICHHUHT MyKo(ho-
TUTa ca3zoBop OynraH. “YHyTwiran 3a0on”, “3amMoHaBHi agaOUET
Ba Typnap”, “Omucnan Ba skungan: Xopxus Oxud Oyt cudparu-
na’” kabu KuTobIapra MyXappHUpiIvK KWiIraH. YHUHT “Y3ra Mamiia-
KaTHUHT Maiicazopiapu”, “@yT16oin onamu OYitnad caéxar”, “Ocku
Kynpuk”, “YunHun BonkoH ypymm Ba Kodokiap acpu’, “Spar-
TaHHUHT UIIapu: Mykangac TOkKkKa caéxar” KaOu MmyONUIUCTHK
acapiapy XaMm Haup sTwirad. VbkoauaaH HamyHanap AyHEHUHT
iurupma Oemjan OPTUK THJUIAPHUra Tap>KuMa KWIMHTaH, XaJlKapo
aHTOJIOTHsIIapra KUpuTHITaH. AliHn maitana Kpucrodep Meppuin
AKlllnaru AiioBa YauBepcutetn Xankapo Esysummnap mactypura
pax0apiiuK KHUIMOK/A.

Fap6 napnuacn
B C. Mepsuneca

Tenanukuu ennub-ennud ocTuaaru YTHU AMIUPrad

[TambeMa mapaxTugail sM-sIIHT KaJITaKeCaK CUPFaIno

Exy):[ acTa TyIlIap KaTTakoH OapriaH EMFUP TOMUYHCHIAM
[TanopoTHUK OCTHAA Ky31aH NYKOITaH

I'yn ycrura. OpoaHUHT TaKIUAYUATIAPH —

Maiinato TyTHIapu — KyiutanHu Oomiaiau

KapAuHaI Kyl Ty30KJaH KOYapKaH MaHTO Ba YHJaH Hapwra.
bamOyk kucupnaiau. Sk ounap. Yiaa xed Kum nyk.

[Tanbma napaxrtunaru MHAOHE3USAAH KEITUPUIITAH
y3ura opo 6epaérrad KapaAuHaJI Kyl Ha OPOJTHUHT
KOPOBYJIM Ba Ha JICHTU3 ITYUCH

HacumJIap TYJKUHJIAp Ba KAaHOTJIAp

0JIMOC CYB YpYII KENTUPTraH BallpoHaIapHU TUKJIAETTaH
KOsl MaCTUJArd MOXOBXOHA/IATU SHI OXUPTHU
€énmia€Tral SIMKHUHT TOBYLIUIAa TUP-TUP aillaHap
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The dying man was still drawing up plans, this time for a prison.
Candles flickered, and outside his window songbirds fell like rain;
choristers trapped them in the cisterns to roast them over a spit.
A priest opened a book and recorded the statesman’s final words:
Who are the enemies of France? The German princes? Their lands
are burning. The Holy Roman Empire is a leper colony. Open the
window on the West. We shall leave seeds and feathers everywhere.
The Master of Royal Fireworks was in the courtyard, tasting sauces
for the songbirds. Courtesans poured wine for the choristers.
The blows from a sword are easily healed. Not so the blows of a
tongue... The priest scribbled in the margins: Delirium has set in.
Fireworks rained down on the city, like songbirds. The cisterns
were filled with burning oil. Soon the swollen empire would split in
two. Lepers were at the door. But just before he closed his eyes the
cardinal heard the poet’s voice: Where are the snows of yesteryear?
And that is why it is said he died peacefully in his sleep.
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Vnaétran omaM XaHy3 pexa Ty3MOKaa 31u, Oy cabap KaMOK
yuyH. lammap MuUATWDIAWINA, YHHHT Jepa3acd opTuga EMFPHUp
Oynub €rap calipokM Kymnuiap; XOp KYIIMKYWIApW XOBOHYAJA
KOBYPHIII yYyH Ty30K KYHHO TyTran ynapHu. Poxu0 KuToOHHM
oun6® Oa&HoTnaru cyHrTu cy3napHu €3u0 onnu: “@panyusanune
oyuimannapu xum? Hemuc waxzooanapmu? Ynapuune eamanu
on06 uuunoa. Myxaooac Pum Hunepusicu Moxoéxonaza arianou.
Fapb momonoazcu oapuuanu ouune. buz ypye ea namiapumusnu
xammaékka mawnad ymasxcakmuz”. IlloxoHa MyIIaKIapHUHT
XY)KaWMHA XOBJIMJIa CAaWpOKH KyIUIap Y4YyH KailamapHu TaTtuO
kypmokaa snu. Cokuiinap Xop KYIIMKYWIApH y4yH Mail KyHuo
y3atumau. “‘Kuauu 3apou mes mysanap. Tun saxpunune oumuwiu
Kutiun...” Poxu0 qadtap XOmmusicura amMoMn-KaIMONN KHITHO €371
“llykp, anaxcupaw myzaou’. Mymaknap calpoku Kylaapaan
maxap ycrura €rmngu. Maounuiap 4uMpoK MoWHra TYJIIAPUIIH.
Xamemai €punait ned TypraH caiTaHarT WKKUra OViIvHaIH.
MoxoBnap UIryHJ0K OCTOHAAANIU. AMMO y KY3UHU IOMHUIIUAIAH Cajl
OJIMHPOK KApJAMHAN KyII IIOMp OBO3MHY JIUTIN: “Ymean tiuneu
Kopnap xauoadyp?” lLlyHUHT y4yH XaM JEeMHIUIApKH Y YHKycuaa
TUHYTHHA OMOHATHU TONIIHPUOTY.
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g ADAM RADFOLD )

Adam grew up in Hong Kong and received his literature and
religion degree in the University of Southhampton. He has been
writing for about 15 years in journals. He writes mainly about the
small facets of life, simple connections, human experience of the
inside and outside world. He is a strong exponent of formed poetry
and tends to write in both free and sculpted verse.

For the Rumour of Icarus

There is a commotion in my kitchen

Like inventors in top secret laboratories
Who tinker at Daedalian engines, then freeze
At the murmur of a spy or sense

Of a cat burglar.

A burst of motion in my room,

A streak of mottled brown, a furore of feathers
God’s notice lapsed for a second and you
Whacked your head against the window pane
And fell there on the table, on your back

With your little legs up like bare brambles.

You woke just in time to see me stalk toward
And made a frantic pass, but this time you went black.

I worried that you had cracked your skull

And damaged some vital inner mechanism

I gathered you up in my massive human hands
That must have stank of carnivore, a god’s hunger!
The hand’s blood-walls about you like despair
Into which I murmured a hot humid prayer

To ward off children or those who mistake wax
For wings.

Then, I placed you alone;

Unmasked in the sun

To long for the rumour of Icarus.
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Anam Pandona 'onr Konraa Bosra erran, CayTxeMnToH YHU-
BEepCUTETH/IA a1a0NET Ba AWHINYHOCITUK Oylinda caOoK onraH. 15
Hwinan Oy€H Typnu Hampiapaa gaonusat onubd 6opmokaa. Y aco-
caH xa€Tnaru KHYuK BOKea-X0AucalapHu, O OOFIaHuIIUIapHH,
WHCOHHHMHT WYKHM Ba TAIIKH OJaMJa Y3JalTUpraH TaKpuOacHHU
Kajlamra ojajad. Y MabiyM OHp IIakiara OYHCyHaauraH LICbPHST
Tapadaopu, ¥3u sca capdact mwebp Xxam, KOQUsIIH, )KUJIBAKOP HIEBP
XaM MKOJ KUJIAIH.

Hxap xakaa yuaupmanu aed

Henan MmaToxyuHu Ty3araéTra, CyHr

Kocyc nuunpu € Yrpu MyIIyKHUHT

Ce3raHuH OMIINO My3JaiiH KOTTaH

OHr Mmaxduii 1aboparopust UXTUPOUMIAPH KaOn
Bbecap 6ymm6 Erap omxoHam.

XoHamjJa KM3UWIM Xapakar,

Tum nor-ayr Uy, naTaapHUHT UCEHU

XymoHHHT OyipyFu OMp Jax3ara 4eKMHAU Ba CEH

BommHTHYN OffHAra KapcWIIaTuO ypauHT

CTONHUHT yCTHTa TYIIIUHT aFaHa0, YaKaHJyacura

MutTu OEKIAPUHT KYTAPUITaH SJIAHFOY MAWMYHKOH MUCOIL

[Mucu6-noitnad TypUIIMMHY KYpUILI YIYH allHU BaKTUAA YHFOHIUHT
Tenbanapyua iyn ounuHT, aMMo Oy TalTHCH YHKAN OemadKar.

Epu6 onIMHTMUKIH GOIT YaHOFUHTHH
Wuku MyxuM ab30apuHT OyTMH 10 KyHaIuM
Cenu Kalicuup XyIOHUHT O4IUTH OYIMHII
WunpTkuy Xuau aHKUO TypraH ogaMuit
KaTTaKOH KyJUIapuM OmiiaH cuaupu6 ongum!
Kynaaru xkou

MeH rynaknap €xyn KaHOTJIap-uyyH

HOOON MyM TaHJIaraHJIapHU MHYHPIA0
aqYMK Ba HaM JyO KWITaH YMHUACHU3ITUKIAMN
Ypailu ceHu.

Keiinn aca y3unruam €nrus

HukoOcus konaupanm Ky€m THFuaa

Hxap xakna yiaupMaHu COFMHCHH JIES.
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g ALICE THERESA )

ALICE M. SUN-CUA is an obstetrician-gynecologist who
practices in Manila, Philippines. She has an MFA in Creative
Writing from the De La Salle University, Manila, and has published
five books: Riding Towards the Sunrise and other Travel Tales
(National Book Award, 2001), Charted Prophesies and other
Poems, (2002) and The Transition Years: Perimenopause in Filipino
Women (2008), and with the ALON Collective, two anthologies,
What the Water Said (2004) and WaterShed (2009). Her poems had
been translated into Spanish, Chinese and Hiligaynon. She recently
finished a translation project with Instituto Cervantes de Manila,
rendering Spanish poet Jaime Gil de Biedma’s Las Personas del
Verbo into English. She is also preparing her collection of travel
narratives, Calle Miguel Angel in my Mind. She writes and speaks
English, Filipino, Chinese, Spanish, Hiligaynon and Cebuano.

With words
(for Madeleine, who taught me the magic of sign language)

Because the sounds

were caged within

a voiceless void,

she speaks to me

of joy this morning

with eager gesticulations,
hands darting like sparrows.
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g JIUC TEPE3A *

Omuc M. CyH-kya OuIMNIUH NOWTaXTH MaHWiana sianf.
Jle JIa Canp YauBepcuTeTHIa Oaquuil MoKOI coXacu Oyitnda cabok
onrad. “KyHunkap capu Ba Oo1ika xukosmap”, “Uuzma naitromap”,
“@uaunnuHink aénnap YTum gaBpuia” KaOM KUTOONapH Haiip
stirad. 2001 #mnga “Mwuwmmuit kuto6” MykodoTHra ca3oBop
Oynran. VcmaH, XWTOW Ba XWIMTAHHOH THIUIApUTa YTUPHITAH
acapiapu Typiau 6aé3napra kupuTwirad. Maawmnanaru CepBaHTec
WHCTUTYTH OWIaH XaMmKopiaukna ucrad moupu Keiim ['mip e
buenma acapnapyHM MHIIM3 TWIWTAa YrUprad. Y ONTH THIAA
PaBOH c¥3namaay Ba koA Kwiaan. Aciu mmdokop O6ynran Dmuc
Tepe3a cy3 caHbaTHMAaH MHKO3JIADHUHT MyamMMOJIapH, Aapay
CUTaMJIApUHH OYIUINUIIIA, YIApHU JaBOJAIa SHT SXIIA Kypoll
cudaruaa doimananaiu.

Cysaap naa
(Umo-uwopa cupnapunu ypeamean Maoenetinea 6a2uuinog)

ToBynutap

caccus OVIIUIMKKA
Kadacnanranu 6ouc

y MeHra 0y TOHT

KYBOHY TyFpucHia
TYIUO-TOITaHnYa

KYJUIApUHH YyMYyKJIapAai
YaKKOH TeOpaTno
MMO-HUIIOpaiap Wia cy3ianiu.
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Last night, draped

in starched sterile greens,
she clutched at straining bars
under the harsh lights

of an antiseptic cubicle
eerily quiet. It woke

to her small sharp screams.

Her waters broke

as a fuzzy head slid out

with its wet waxy vernix.
Her tears were sounds
scrabbling at the hollow

of my throat, bird wings
brushing against glass panes.

Today we look at each other
across this expanse of clean sheets,
laughter tumbling out of our

quick wrists: splayed fingers,

open palms. Her fingers

touch her heart, circle the air.

I hear the burst of wings.
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Vrran keua oxopinu

AU KYHIarud Kuino
TOM-TO3a OYJIMaHUHT

HOXYII HypJlapu OCTH]Ia
YY3WIraH MaHXxapaHu

MakKKaM TyTIU

XaJJlaH OPTHUK COKHH.

bynma yHuHr MalinH
YUHKUPUFUAAH YUFOHUO KETAU.

Mywmcudar Erau
IOMIIOKKWHA OOIIH
SHKAaWraHU y4yH

MYUJATU CyBU Ky3Fallau.
Entnapu —

TOMOFUM TyOHTra

TUKWITaH TOBYIILIAP,
Jiepa3a oifHacura cypKajirat
KyIlI KaHOTJIApH.

Byryn takwiamMu3 Oup-Oupummsra
OTIMOKKWHA TO3a YouIadmap y3pa,
KYJITH TYIIUO KeTap

KyJuiapuMu3aan: 6apMokiap Eiunras,
ka1aap ouynKaup. YHUHT OapMOKIapu
IOpaKKa Terap, alJlaHTUpap XaBOHH.
Kanotap narunnaranu

Kynorum octuaa xapaHr-xapaHriap.
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KLAUS MERZ

Geboren 1945 in Aarau, lebt als freier Schriftsteller in
Unterkulm/Schweiz.

Zuletzt erschienen: Aus dem Staub, Gedichte 2010; Der
Argentinier, Novelle 2009; Der gestillte Blick, Sehstiicke 2007,
LOS, Eine Erzéhlung 2005.

Fir sein Werk wurde er u.a. mit dem Hermann-Hesse-
Literaturpreis, dem Aargauer Kulturpreis und dem Gottfried-
Keller-Preis ausgezeichnet.

Giinstiger Augenblick
Um die Hochsitze

ziehen Nebel auf.

Vogel nisten in den Trieb-

werken geparkter Jets.
Neben dem Anspielpunkt
liegt ein Fussballschuh.
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Krnayc Mepir 1945 iiun Aapay maxpusa 1yHéra keiarad, OyryHru
KyHJa y 9pkuH €3yBun cudaruga llIBednapusHUHT YHTEpKyIM
HIaxpuia MKoJ KWINO KeJIMOK/IA.

CyHrru insnap/a 4on TUITaH acapiaapu Katopura “FybGopaan”,
“Aprentunanuk”’, “Mabtoc Hurox’, “Kucmar” xkutoOmapuHH
kuputuil MymkuH. Knayc Mepn XepmanH Xecce HOMUAAru
anabuit mykodot, Aapray Majanustu mykootu xamaa [orrdpun-
Kennep mykxodorura cazoBop Oyiras.

Tysruran mansapa

IOxopu uykKunapau
MaxB 3TMUII TyMaH.

DnekTp yiapuaa Xyuicu3 myiar JOYUHAAH
Kyunap xaMoH TonMuIiiap MakoH.

TY3¥rub €rran MaiiIoH1a-91 Yapyarad Max3yH
Etap Gyryn 6up noii ciopt noitad3aim.
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g JAN WAGNER *

Jan Wagner wurde 1971 in Hamburg geboren. Er studierte Anglistik
in Hamburg, Dublin und Berlin lebt dort seit 1995 als Lyriker, Ubersetzer
englischsprachiger Lyrik und freier Rezensent. Bis 2003 war er
Mitherausgeber der internationalen Literaturschachtel ,,Die Aussenseite
des Elementes”. Preise, u.a.: Mondseer Lyrikpreis (2004), Anna-
Seghers-Preis (2004), Ernst-Meister-Preis (2005), Wilhelm-Lehmann-
Preis (2009). Buchverdffentlichungen u.a.: ,,Probebohrung im Himmel*
(2001), ,,Guerickes Sperling* (2004), ,,Achtzehn Pasteten” (2007) und
,Australien (2010) sowie Ubersetzungen von James Tate (,,Der falsche
Weg nach Hause*, 2004) und Matthew Sweeney (,,Rosa Milch*, 2008).
Zusammen mit Bjorn Kuhligk publizierte er die Anthologien ,Lyrik
von Jetzt. 74 Stimmen* (2003) und ,,Lyrik von Jetzt zwei. 50 Stimmen*
(2008).

moorochsen

die dommel sah ich nie, versteckt

im schilf wie sich das schilf in ihr versteckte,
nie eines ihrer kunstsinnigen nester,

gendht aus licht und schatten, dachte stattdessen

erneut an wriggers’ herde,

die eines abends durch ihr gatter
gebrochen war und sich im moor verirrte,
das briillen, das erst stunden spéter matter

und mutlos wurde, sich am ende legte,

dachte an all die kdrper, die versunken

unter dem triigerischen boden schwebten

wie zeppeline, groB und stumm, noch als die jungen

die nester ldngst verlassen haben mufiten,

so daB3 ich, wenn wir uns am tor versammel-
ten, frostelnd in das dunkel lauschten, wul3te
oder nicht wulite: da, das war sie, die dommel.
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SAu Barumep 1971 #iun 'amOyprma TyrunraH. Y HHDIM3 THIM Ba
anabuéry HyHnanmumm Oyiinva Taxcui oiraH. X03Upru KyHaa XamOypr,
Jy6nun Ba bepnuHma 3pKUH HWXKOAKOp, MHIIM3 TWIMIA CY3IallyBUH
MamJIaKaTiap MEebPUATH TapKUMOHH XaMm/a SPKUH TaKpu3uM cudaruaa
smabd, mwxon Kb kenmoxaa. “Camomaru TyHHyk Tamracu” (2001),
“T'topuk  awymuyru’(2004), “18 moma mamretr” (2007), “ABcTpamus”
(2010), Keitmc Teiit acapiapumaH Tapkumanap Ttymiamu (“VYiira
anTyBuH dankam iyn”, 2004) Ba MaTteio CBUHH WXKOAUIAH TapKUMaap
(“Manxam cyt”, 2008) xabu kuToOMapu Yo strirad. bépu Kymur Ounan
XaMMYyaJUTUQIUKAa 3aMOHABUH IMEHPHAT aHTOJOTHACUHH HAIIpP JTraH.
Su Barumep mewpusr Hynamummaara MoHpazeep ampabuii MykodoTw,
Amnna-3erepc Mmykodotu, DpHeT Maiictep MykodoTn Xamaa Buibxensm
JleemanH Myko(pOTHHM Kyira KUPUTTaH.

Borkok 3yopaapu

K¥ymauar OykanapuH KypMaJauM F031H,
YnapHUHT papku HYK KaMHII TOSJaH.
Kypxam nHmapura Tymmanu Ky3um,
Jloitn Kopwiranaaii Hyp Ba cosiiaH.

By xonnap KauoHIup axpad moaasaH
HeBop orma 0y3ub TyHHUHT THHIHHI
Ketran-y, 00TKOK1a afaniub KoJraH,
Vkupran, GHiIMaciaH MAIIAP KSUHHH.

Oxup-0KHOAaT JIeK KYPKOKIUK KUIHO,
Jloiira yxmiab onran G6apucu Oupaai
AJnmamMuu TyNpOKHUHT KabpHra CHHTUO
Keruiran yikaH Ba COKOB mmydakaii.

VYnap-Ky KeTHIIIN HHIAPHH Taluiad
Botkok O¥itnapura xxyna sparap,
3ynMaTHH THHIJIACAK KYHKUKHO, OyH/a
bu3 Ounran, OuiMaran 3yopiap siap.
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. MICHAEL AUGUSTIN h

Michael Augustin: geboren 1953 in Liibeck. Schriftsteller und
Rundfunkredakteur in Bremen, wo er das internationale Literaturfestival
»Poetry on the Road“ leitet. Er ist Honorary Fellow in Writing der
Universitdt lowa und wurde mit dem Friedrich-Hebbel-Preis und dem
Kurt-Magnus-Preis ausgezeichnet. Seine Biicher wurden ins Englische,
Irische, Spanische, Italienische, Griechische und Polnische iibersetzt.
Zuletzt erschien in Deutschland 2007 ein Auswahlband seiner Gedichte
und Kurzprosa: Nur die Urne schwimmt — Das Beste und Neueste und
2009 Geklautes Licht — Dreizeiler. 2010 ist eine DVD mit Verfilmungen
seiner literarischen Miniaturen erschienen: Augustins Miniaturen

Dort drauflen

In freier Natur. Mit durchgeweichten Schuhen. Der Kuckuck 148t sich
horen. ,,Kuckuck®, ruft er, ,,Kuckuck!* Der einzige Vogel, der seinen
Namen kennt, denke ich und ahne nicht, wie falsch ich damit liege.
»Elster! kreischt die Elster, ,,Elster!* Und hort gar nicht wieder auf.

,.Lerche, Lerche, Lerche!* trillert es von oben. ,,Amsel, Amsel!* fallt die
Amsel ein. ,,Spatz, Spatz, Spatz, Spatz!* knattert es aus dem Unterholz.
,»GroBer Brachvogel, GroBer Brachvogel, GroBer Brachvogel!* Ich halte
mir die Ohren zu und horche in mich hinein: ,,Kuckuck,* macht es,

.. Kuckuck!“

Der Dichter im Kifig

Nach seiner Festnahme wurde der amerikanische Dichter in einem Kifig
gehalten. Da sal3 er nun Woche um Woche und schaute den Vogeln zu,
die iiber den Feldern ihre Kreise zogen. Als man endlich nach Monaten
die Tiir seines Kéfigs offnete, flog
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MUXANJI ABI'YCTUH

Muxaun ApryctuH 1953 iimnpa JlroOekna Tyruiarad. Xosupuaa y
Bpemenna €3yBun Ba pasmo MyxappupH J1aBo3uMHia (GaonusT 1puTHO
KenMoka. Y AlioBa yHuBepcuteTH &3yBuninap Kenramm ¢axpuit abzocu
xamaa Opuapux Xeoben Ba Kypr Marnyc mykodotnapu coxubu. YHHHT
acapiapu MHIJIU3, UPJIaHJ, WCIIAaH, UTAJSH, TPEeK Ba MOJSK THIJIapura
Tap)KMMa KWIMHTaH. [epMaHusaa aqfuOHUHT KSHMHTH HUIITapaard HoKo
HaMyHaJapuJaH HIebpU Ba KWYMK Hacpuil Tymmamu - “KynmonruHa
CyBra KaJKHIIW - SHT capa Ba sSHTWIApH Xamaa “Sv/mpnaHraH 3Ué —
YWIMKIIAp” KATOONIApH YOIl ATWITAaH YHUHT “ABryCTUH MUHHUATIOpajgapu”
ne0 HoMJIaHTaH 0a Uil MHHUATIOPACH CypaTra OJMHTaH.

Oaucnapaa

Ona Tabuar Garpugaman. JKukka xynaup moiadszan. Kakky xymm
Isyf/'II/IH TUHDIAImTa yaaaian. “Kak-ky”, - ned TabKupiaiay y, - “Kak-ky!”
Y3 HOMUHH aiiTa onap HOMUp Ky1I Oy, Yira TolamMaH, Xa Xy[yId 11y, UKpop
OyNruM KemMmac cupa sHIIMII Xaénra. “3aru3roH!”, - nes YHHKUpapiap
OyHna, Takpop “3arusron!”. TyxraT™Mac KYIIUFHH Y CHpa LIy OH.

“TYypraii, Typraii, cypuTypraiikon!” Kejxap oBO3 KYKIaH YHPHILIA0.
“Kopasuiok, kopasutok Kymi!” Tymap €nara yHUHT cacu xaMm. “UyMmuyk,
YyMYyK, YyMUyK, 3H, CE€H CalpoKH YyMYyK!” YHUPKWUIAWIA y Xam
OyTtazopnapnan. “Y3yHOypyH Oamukum Kym, y3yHOypyH kym!” Erap,
KYJIOKJTApUMHHM MaxkaMm €rmaMaH Iy OH, KyJIOK COJIMOK OyimamaH (hakat
V3 TyFéHIapuMra, yHIIa-4M KakKy Kyl OWp 3yM XaM TUHMaluH coap
HOJIMIIIMH SHA KaliTa MEHUHT EUMra.

banau wowup...

Takaup Ty30FHra WIMHTaH OKU3 OUp LIOUP,

Temup xadac 3UHIOHTA MAXKyM THIHO, KHJIMHM NIYHTa MOMHIL.
Xadta ketugan xadra YTIU, aCHpIUKIA 901 y YIlIa YOF,

boxnu no€ncus pananap y3pa KaTa€rran Xyp Kyuuiap Kykka
COJNTAaHUA APFUMYOK.

Kyn kenu0,oinap yTub kyprannapuaa yHUHT KadacHH SITUTHH 04U0,
Kernu yHuHT XaMm pyxu ry€ KyIuiap TOMOH KYKIapHU Ky4duo.
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RIFAT GUMEROV

Rifat Gumerov was born in Ferghana, Uzbekistan. He graduated
from Ferghana Pedagogical Institute and Literature Institute named
after M. Gorky in Moscow. Later he worked at Moscow Writers’
Organization under the Writers Union of Russia and taught at the
faculty of philology in Ferghana. Editor of the “Molodost” (Youth)
anthology, he published the first collections of young authors. R.
Gumerov is a co-founder of the Centre of New Arts. He is an active
member of the Academy of Spiritual Traditions (Vienna, Austria).
He is also editor-in-chief of the almanac, “ARK”. He writes poems
in Russian.

A bird, apparently, a tit flew,
And it swept up,
Having chirmed at apricot guiltily

The old apricot-tree stands and
Gazes after the bird
Waving its branch like a hand.

The tree watches the bird

With a screaming melancholy

As if it bids farewell for eternity.

My mother says goodbye to me like this.
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PU®AT I'YMEPOB

Pudar TI'ymepoB pomom u3 @epransl. [locne oxoHuaHus
@Depraickoro NEJUHCTUTYTa, JIMTEepaTypHOro HWHCTUTyTa WM.
A.M.Topskoro (Mocksa), mpoaoikuil yueOy B acniupantype Tari-
KEHTCKOro yHHBepcHuTeTa. Paboran B mpaBieHud MOCKOBCKOM H-
carenbsckoi oprann3zauuu Coro3a nucareneit Poccun, npenogasan
Ha Quidake PepraHCKOro NMEJUHCTUTYTA, PEJAKTUPOBAl ajbMa-
Hax «MonomocTe», u3aBaj nepBbie COOPHUKH MOJIOABIX aBTOPOB.
Coyupenutens I{entpa HoBoro MckyccrBa «BusyanbHo-Ilnactu-
yeckass AHTpononiorusi». JlefictBurenbHblil uneH Axkagemuu Jly-
xoBHbIX Tpamunmii (Bena, ABctpus). [T1aBHBIN pemakTop auTepa-
TYpPHO-XYJ0KECTBEHHOI 0 anbmMaHaxa «ARK”.

Bcenopxnyna ntuia, Kaxxercs, CHHUILIA,
U ynerena Branb Kyna-To,
VYprourHe YNPUKHYB BUHOBATO+

U crapas yprounHa octanach+
OHa cTouT U NTULIE BCIE MIAINT,
W BeTkoM NTULIE MALLIET, KaK PYKOM.

W cmotpurt Been ¢ NpOH3UTENbHON TOCKOH,
Kak Oyzro ObI mpomaeTcst HaBeKu+
Tak maTh MOSI IPOILIAETCSI CO MHOM.
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g ALVARO MIRANDA )

Nacid en Santa Marta, Colombia. Recibié el Premio Nacional
de Poesia Universidad de Antioquia por su libro Los escritos de don
Sancho Jimeno. Ha publicado las siguientes obras: Simulacion de
un reino (poesia), La risa del cuervo (novela), Leon de Greiff en
el pais de Bolombolo (biografia) , Jorge Eliécer Gaitan el fuego
de una vida (biografia), Un cadaver para armar (novela), Cronicas
para olvidar la historia. Algunos de sus poemas y ensayos han sido
traducidos al ruso, al catalan y al inglés. En temas de literatura e
historia ha sido colaborador de revistas nacionales e internacionales.
El XVII Internacional de Poesia lo declar6 en el 2009 como el Poeta
homenajeado.

EL DIiA ES LIVIANO COMO SUS PLUMAS

El viajero del cielo

ha tocado la guitarra que el viento

ha dejado sobre la luz.

El amanecer se encarga de filtrar el canto
del ave, el canto de ese viajero que traspaso
el sueno de las nubes y la furia

de las bestias mas pesadas de la tierra.

El ave canta sobre la noche espesa,

sobre los circulos que han dejado los bueyes
y sin embargo, el dia es liviano

como sus plumas.

Un jinete que viene del mas alla de una misteriosa lluvia,
ha dicho que el pajaro ha cosido

su canto a las hojas de los arboles.

(Qué jinete sin caballo cabalga sobre

la estepa suspendido en un canto fantasmal?
Una mujer abandonada al silencio

toca las notas que el pajaro dejo en el aire.
Gracias a ello los espejos se duplican sobre el mar
y se hunde en la noche la invisible levedad
de los seres dotados de alas y picos sonoros.
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AJIBAPO MUPAHJIA

AnBapo Mupanaa KomymOusuunr Canta Mapra maxpuaa
nyHéra kenrad. YHMHr “Canuo XuMeHO OWUTHKIApW’ HOMIIH
KUTOOM AHTHUOKHUS YHUBEPCUTCTHUHUHT IIEHPUSIT OYiinua MUILIUI
MykodoTura ca3oBop Oynran. AnBapo MupaHAaHUHT VKO
unuapu cupacura “Myromoup kupon” (Ha3m), “Kapra tabaccymu’
(poman), JIeon Jle I'peiid Bomombono mammakaruaa (buorpadusi),
“Xopxe Omuscep Tlaiitan Oup xaér onoBu” (Ouorpadus),
“Kypomnantupui yayH mypaa’(pomas), “TapuxHu yHYTHII yIyH
nanusuiap’”’ kaOuap Kupaau. YHUHT UIIJIapy pyc, KaTalaH Ba MHIIIN3
TUJUIApUra Tap)KUMa KWIMHTaH. AnBapo MupaHIaHUHT agaOueT
Ba Tapuxra ouJ MIUIapd MUJUIMHA Ba XaJKapo KypHajulapia 4ol
stwirad. XX VII Xankapo mwebpudr anxxymanu yau 2009 AuiiHuHT
SHT XypMaTIu HIOUpH cudaruia TaH OJraH.

KYH XAM EHI'U1 YHUHT TATJIAPU KABU

Camo caiiéxu

l'urapanu mamon kabu 4aauo

Hypra Tanutagu.

ToHr calipoKu Kyl KYIUUFUHU capajaiiiy,

BynyTnap Tyum Ba epHUHT 3HT 3aJIBOPIIN KOH30TIAPH

ra3a0uHM kecuO yTran Oy cal€XHUHT KYIIUFUHH.

Kyuinan xonran goupanap 0yinad Ky

COKMH TyH/Jla cailpailiu

Ba anmbarra KyH XaM €HTAITaK

XyAou yHUHT namiapy Kaou.

VY3o0knapaaH, cupiau EMFUP TOMOH/AAH KeJaéTraH YaBaHJO3HUHT
AlTnimya, Kyl JapaxTIapHUHT Oapriapura

V3 KYIIUFUHUA TUKUO KYHUOIM.

YapaH103 pyxJiap KYIIUFUTa JIOJ KOJITaH4Ya 0TCU3 HypTHO OopMoKIamu?
Ky xaBoga Konupras uiiopara

CykyHaraa Tanurad KeTuiaraH aén Ky TeKKA3aIu.

VYHUHT Xpccacu OMIaH ofHanap JEHIM3HU aKC STTUPAIH

Ba kanoTy Tymiykyanapra sra MapKyI0TJapHUHT WIFaHMac HaQUCIUTH
CoKuH TyHra 4ymaniu.
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ANTONIO TRUJILLO

Antonio Trujillo nacié en San Antonio de los Altos, Venezuela,
en 1954. Artesano y poeta, Cronista Oficial del Municipio Los
Salias, San Antonio de los Altos, estado Miranda, Director-
fundador de la revista literaria Trapos y Helechos. Ha publicado los
poemarios De cuando vivian los pajaros, 1984; De cuando vivian
los pajaros y otros poemas, 1990, Premio Municipal de Poesia del
Municipio Guaicaipuro estado Miranda, Vientre de arboles, 1996;
Taller de cedro, 1998; Alto de las yeguas, 2002, Premio Municipal
de Literatura en el Municipio Libertador de Caracas 2003; Blanco
de orilla, 2003; Unos arboles después, 2005, Premio Ramén
Palomares del Ateneo de Escuque, 2005; Parte del aire Antologia
Poética, 2008; Ballestia, 2009. También es autor del Cuaderno de
Historia Regional “Gulima, San Antonio de los Altos”, 1992, y de
Testimonios de la niebla, voces de los altos mirandinos, 2001.

skeskk
Un péjaro antes de morir
insiste a pico y sonido

cruzar no la fronda
sino el arbol que lo sostiene

esta obsesion
lo vuela a otra verdad

y su nervio
ya no mira los campos

ni espera el oro
de aquellos arboles

un pajaro antes de morir
vuela por dentro

hasta la rama
de su propio destello
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AHTOHHO TPYXWJIHO

AHnTtonno Tpyxwmo 1954 iinnn Benecyananunar Can AHTOHHO
niaxpuaa TyFHITaH. Y epla MyHTa3aM Hamp 3THO KeJuHaéTraH
“Ilappanap Ba ManmopoOTHHUKIAP” HOMIM anabWii >KypHalra acoc
conrad. YauHr “Kymuiap smap manswiiap”, “bomka mespnap”
Kabu Tymnaminapu 6ocuirad. bup xarop agabuii MykopOTIapHUHT
coxubu Oynran Antonmo Tpyumxwmio XXanyOuii Amepukana
VYTKa3uIaaura aaduil an)kyMaHJIapHUHT (Aot UIITHPOKIUCUIHP.

L

bup xkym ynumunas onaue
TyMILIlyKYaCMHUM OUHMILTa Ba capalira MHTUIaau

bapruu smac
YHH KYJU1a0 TypraH AapaxTHU
KecrO YTMOKYIH

By tenbanuk yun6
OO0IIKa XaKUKaT KeJau

Ba yHuHTr HUTOXUM
9HM Janajapra KajajiManau

AHaBM apaxTiapJaH
OnTuH XaM KyTMaiu

bup Kym ynuMugaH onauH
¥3 ayHécuna ydyaau

HNunna ToBnanaérran
VYma moxraua.
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Otra ave
demasiado ave

se niega
a entrar en la pagina

mientras cruza
le ofrezco

lo blanco
de este espacio

y elige el vacio
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bomka Ky
UunakaMm Kyl

Caxudara Tymumgan
bomm Toprmokaa

VY yuu6 yrryHua
Takmud Kunaman

Mamna mry sxoiigaru
OKJIUKKa

Ba y O6ymmukHu TaHIam
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g BLANCA ANDERSON )

Blanca Anderson, from Puerto Rico, lives in the city of New
Orleans, LA (USA) and teaches Spanish American Literature at
Loyola University New Orleans. She has published two collections
of poems, Ecos arariados (Madrid 1996) and Poemas de amor y de
alquimia (New Jersey, 2003), and her poetry has been included in
anthologies in Mexico and Spain. In 2003 she published a novel, La
edad del arrepentimiento. She is also the author of three collections
of short stories, Cuando los heraldos piden tregua (Madrid, 1996),
La ultima noche (Madrid, 2006) and Entre la magia y el conjuro
(Costa Rica 2009).

Premonicion

El pajaro antes luminoso
cayo de entre las ramas
de un suefo oscuro

a mis brazos donde yacia
muriendo.
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’ BJAHKA AHJIEPCOH .

bnanka Annepcon acnu Ilyspro Pukonuk. Xo3upaa AKIIHUHT
Hpio Opnean maxpupna smaiian Ba Jloiona yHuBepcuteTnaa
Awmepuka-ucnan agabuérunan napc oepamu. YHuHTr “TupHanran
akc-cano” (Manmpua, 1996) Ba “Myxab0ar Ba ankumE Xakuaa
mebpiap” (Hbero XKepcu) HOMIM 1mebpuil TyIuiamiaapu Haup
stunrad. llynunrnek, yHuHr mespiaapu Mekcuka Ba Mcnanusna
YOI OSTWITaH aHTOJNOTWsUIapAaH YpuH onrad. MyanmudHuHT
“apunnap KauoH TUHWIMK CyIXUHU cypamagu”’, “CyHrru keya”
xamza “XKoay Ba ayo opajnFuia’” HOMJIM yuTa XUKOsUIap TYIJIaMu
XaM HalIpJaH YUKKaH.

IXTHETKOPJIUK

Wnrapu ToBnaHra Kyur
[Toxnap opacura Kynaau
Koponry Tymnan

MeHuHr Kymiapumra

IIly epna *OH TanBacacua.

141



—A&—

Moria

En vano buscaba yo

quien pudiera darle aliento

En vano buscaba un juego de azar
que detuviera su agonia.

Soélo carrofia al parecer habia

Alimentada por manos inocentes pero ciegas
a su dolor

Ciegas alin a su propio espanto.

Bullicio de cuerpos estaticos
Conglomerado de oscuridad
Olor a muerte sobre muerte
Terminada muerte.

El pajaro entre nosotros yacia
Su lenguaje de luz era dorado

y se deslizaba por las alas caidas
el mensaje secreto.

Un posible encuentro
que acaso nos hubiera a todos salvado.
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Yiaum tajiBacacu

MeHn Gecamap Kuaupap d1uM
Kumanp ynra nagac 6epun,
MeHn Gecamap Kuaupap d1uM
bupoH KuMop, JKOH HOTyFuUra.

Kacan ryé

bery0op eKuH OFpUKIaH 0XHU3
Kymnapna konau

Kynpox ¥3 KypKyBHIaH 05KH3 KyJUIapaa.

Kortran Tananap roByp-ryBypH,
Koponrynuk xamoatu

Kacapg ycruaa xacan ucu
Oxupu yaum.

Ky 6u3HuHT opamuszia rapau
VYHUHT HYp/M TWIIApU 3apXajl

Ba y3unran kanotiap opanab
AmmpuH MakTyd cupranubd Gopapau.

banku Gapyamusau
KyTtkapuiira Kkonup TonuiaMa.
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’ EUGENIA SANCHEZ NIETO (Yuyin) .

Eugenia Sanchez Nieto nacié en Bogota, Colombia. Titulo de
Filosofa de la Universidad Nacional, de Bogota, Especialista en
Administracion y Planeacion del desarrollo regional Universidad
de los Andes, Bogota, Colombia. Premio Nacional de Poesia
Hormiga Editores en 1984. Finalista en el Concurso Internacional
de Poesia Nicolas Guillén, 2003 “Escritores Hispanoamericanos en
el Mundo” (Editorial Bellvigraf — Argentina - Libro Digital ). Ha
publicado los libros: Que Venga El tiempo Que Nos Prenda, Ulrika
Editores, 1985, Con La Venia De Los Heliotropos, Ulrika Editores,
1990 y los cuadernos “Las Puertas De Lo Invisible”, Departamento
de Publicaciones del centro Colombo Americano, 1993 y “Visibles
Ademanes”, coleccion viernes de poesia, Universidad Nacional de
Colombia, 2004. eugeniasancheznieto.blogspot.com

Pajaros

Una bandada de pajaros multicolores vuelan sobre mi ciudad
se posan sobre arboles inmensos

un bello canto alegra la tarde

a mi balcon llegan uno tras otro con su sonido delicado

su vuelo incita al viaje

viaje largamente postergado

como pajaro quiero remontar mi ciudad

trazar un arcoiris en el cielo ante las malas noticias
elevarme y deshacerme en lluvia

su pico, su cuerpo liviano y agil ante el menor movimiento
pajaros multicolores son la sefial del viaje.
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’ IYXEHUA CAHYEC HUETO .

Oyxenus Canuec Hwuero 1953 iiun KomymOusiHunr Borora
maxpujga Tyrwirad. borora MwuUIMA  YHUMBEPCUTCTHHUHT
(aiinacypnuk aurnimomura sra. Xyayauil TapakKu€T Ba OOMIKapyB
Oyiinua MXTUCOCIMKHM borotanuHr AHJ yHHMBEpPCHTETHIA
srajuiarad. “Opmura’ HapUET YUUHUHT EbPHUT OYHuYa MUILITHA
Mykodotura cazoop Oynran. IllyHunrnek, y ‘“AMepuUKaHUHT
UCHaH €3yBUMIIapUHU AyHENAru MaBKen~ ra Oarunuianrad Hukomnac
l'mnen TannoBuHUHT ¢uHANMUCTHIUP. OyxeHus CaHYECHUHT
“bu3 ceBran BakT kencaiiam’, “lemmorpormap tampudpu’ kadu
kutobiapu xamaa “Kypunmac smuknap”, “Unranran umopanap”
KaOM prcosiaiapy YbJIOH KUJIMHTaH.

Kymuiap

Panrnop Kyuuiap rajgacu maxpum y3pa 3Tapau napBo3

bamann napaxtnapra KyHHO

Axu0 KYIIMKIapy nia Keura Ma3MyH KUpUTapIu 00T

MEeHUHT WIIKOMUMTIa KeTMa-KeT KeJHo,

[TapBo3 Ounan caéxarra yHaaaan

V30K KOJIAUpPUITad caéxarra

Xy KyILIeK MIaxXpUM y3pa [1apBo3 KWITUM KeJlap

EMoH xabapiapiaH oJIIMH caMora KaMajakJIaH TYCHK KyHranu

EMrupian unku6 sSHA IIYHFUIT MCTaTHM

TymiryK4anapy, )KaxKi, aMMO 4aKKOH KYCCaCUHUHT
OupruHa uuopacu

Panrnop Kyunuiap caii€xarra yopiarap d1u.
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Viajo en un tren de espejos y ventanas
muchos nos acompafian
(Hacia donde vamos? Nadie lo sabe
Pero estamos felices de viajar, el tiempo es infinito
busco un vagon donde no me repita por todos los costados
los espejos nos multiplican infinidad de veces
estoy cansada de ver tantos rostros a través del espejo
todos las caras son amables y sonrientes, es la ventaja
de no conocerse
recorremos velozmente innumerables pueblos
municipios vacios, pues en cada estacion mas gente
quiere unirse al viaje
no hay estacion deseada, nadie se conoce entre si
nos une el movimiento y el deseo de continuar
los pajaros nos guian en un viaje incesante

No hay cansancio ni hambre

alguien dice que es parte del suefio

desde el aire viajo sin detenerme, sin un lugar propicio,
buscando nada

solo la libertad de ir, los pajaros acompanantes perfectos

lo cierto es que hay un cierto bienestar en ese pasar veloz

frente a ciudades nunca visitadas ni vividas

con sus gentes abismadas en mil obstaculos

es bueno seguir de largo, con el sonido vibrante de las aves

como péjaro quiero remontar mi ciudad

trazar un arcoiris en el cielo ante las malas noticias.

Una bandada de pajaros multicolores vuelan sobre mi ciudad.
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OiinaBanj moes3aaa Wynra YyuKaMaH XaMpoxJjapum cepod
“bopap mMaH3ui1 Kaep?”’ OUIMai i Xe4 KuM

Caéxarman KYHTUI 4OF OMPOK, BaKT JIeraHu 0exucoo
Bypuaxnapu 6eTakpop BaroHHH KUAUpamMaH

CanokcH3 akCMMU3 OHaIap1a HaMOEH

K¥3rynaru yexcus yexpanapra OOKUIITAH XaM 4yapyuajanM
ExumToii 1031apy axu6 TabaccyM, Oy HOTAHHILIUK 6aXTH
Con-xuco0cu3 KUILTOKIapaH Te3-Te3 YTHO 6opaMus
bunonap 6ym-6ymry, cad keHrasam.

Ha ownuk, Ha yapuokaan 0op Aapak
Bynu tym xam neryqunap 6op
XaBojia MyaJuiaK Ke3aMaH, aHUK OUp MaKOHCH3, MEHTa

Kepak 3Mac Xeu Hapca
dakar KeTHII SpKH, KyljIap 3¢ca 3HT 3§p XaMpoxJjap
Anbarta Oup Xakukar 6op, Oy cadap-ya BAKTHH YOF KUJTHIII
OnauHma O6u3 Xe4 KauoH KypMaraH Ba siaMaras maxapiiap
Y3UHUHT MUHIIA0 TYCUKJIAp OJNIUIa 0XKU3 XaIKU-Ta
Bynuanap mapokiu Oy cadap, KynuIapHUHT TUTPOKIU

0BO3M OMIIaH

Xyoau KyLIeK IIaxpuM y3pa napBo3 KWITHM KeJlau
CoByk xabapmapaaH OJAMH caMora KaMaJlakJIaH TYCHK KyHTalu.
Panrnop Kyuuiap rajnacu maxpuM y3pa 3Tapau mapBo3.
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GRACIELA HUINAO

Graciela Huinao (Garra de tigre) Poeta y narradora mapuche -
williche.

Nace en Chaurakawin, en 1956. (Osorno). En 1987 publica su
primer poema “La Loika”. Y el afio 1994 fue publicada en EE.UU.
Ul: Four mapuche poets (Antologia). El afio 2001 publica Walinto
poesia en mapudungun—espafiol. EI 2003 publica La nieta del
brujo, seis relatos williche. Ha sido antologada en: Francia, Polonia,
Suecia, Argentina, México, Espafia, EE.UU. El afio 2009 publica su
primera novela Desde el fogon de una casa de putas williche.

LOS GANSOS DICEN ADIOS
A mi abuelo Adolfo Huinao.

En los ojos de mi abuelo Williche
navegaba el miedo.

Tan solo al morir

apago6 ese brillo timido.

Lo que la naturaleza no pudo
apagar en mi memoria.

El color de archipiélago
agarrado en su rostro.
Abuelo, para serte fiel

no recuerdo el dia exacto.
Soélo veo a los gansos
abriendo y cerrando

sus alas por la pampa.

Mi corto andar abuelo

no entendid

el origen de tus palabras.
Anciano como eras

me alzaste del suelo

y de tu boca naci6 la muerte
desembarcando en tu playa.
Tu padre y tu hermano
remaron al sacrificio.
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’ TPALIADJIA YUHAO .

[oupa Ba mMacanHaBuc ['panuena Yunao (itynOapc maH>kacu)
1956 itmnna YaypakaBuniga ayHéra kenrad. 1987 iumn “Jlaiika”
HOMJTU WJIK ToAMacH Hatnp KunuHaau. 1994 iimnu 6y mosma AKI na
YOIl ATWITaH aHTojorusra kuputwirad. 2003 imiga BuanueHuHr
6 Ta ’praruHu y3uaa myxaccaM 3traH “‘CexprapHuHr Habupacu”
HOMJIM KUTOOM 3JI0H KWJIWMHAIU. YHUHT acapiiapy AMEpUKAHUHT
MaxaJuTMi TUJUTapu OYIraH Mamydu, MamyIyHTyH XaM/a MHTJIA3 Ba
WCIIaH TUJUIApUA YO ATHIITaH OMp KaTop aHTOJIOTHsJIApIaH YpUH
onran. 2009 #unna y “Bunnuenuk doxumanap yitnaa”’ HOMIH
OMPHHYN POMAHHUHU E3U0 TYTaTau.

Foznap anBunocu
(bobom Anondo Yunaora)

Bunnuenuk OyBaMHUHT XapopaTiu Ky3uaa
Cy3ub0 1opapau KypKyB.

dakar YIuM/IaH OJIUH

Cyurran snu Oy yYKyH.

Tabuart axar ury TacBUpHH

XotupaMIaH y4upoIMaIu.

YHUHT yeXpacuHuU

ApxunenarHuHr TapTH drajuiaran

bo6o, cern nagun 6yiran

bupon KyHUHT 3cinoaMaiMan

dakar Jamriga KaHOT KOKKaH

Fosnap xenap ky3 ongumra

MeHuHT 013 paxMUM yH/A,

CeHUHT CY3MHT TyIIyHMaOIu.

Kekca 6yncanr xam ymranna

Menu epnaH y3ap 30UHT

XarTo ynuMm XaM 3 3a00HUHTIaH TyFUIHO
Kuprorusrra ypHairas sau.
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Mientras su madre y mi abuelo
alcanzaron la orilla del hambre.
No hubo eco en la montafia
fueron tan calladas tus palabras.
Pero mi nifiez asustada

se acurruco al alero de sus afios.
Abracé la pena de tus ojos

y juntos miramos la pampa:
Una isla con sus gansos

en los ojos de mi abuelo se quedo
en la Ultima mirada.

Abuelo, hoy sé

nunca fuiste Williche

tu origen Chono o Kawaska

no subid al bote

el dia que robaron tu tierra y tu raiz.
Ahora entiendo

la pena de tus ojos.

De tu origen navegando

en el gran cementerio

del Pacifico Sur.
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CeHUHT OTaHT, JKUTapUHT

Kyp6on 6ymub kerranam.

VYmanga 6000M Ba OHacH

OwInK KHPFOFUIa KYHUM TOITUIITaH.
Cy3napuHr 1myH4ajgiap MUCKUHIIUTHIaH
Tornap XarTo akc-caJioHu paBo KypMaau
bupox MeHHHT XypKak O0Iamurum

VY hninap gapadra TyCUK KyWraHIu.
Ky3napunrnaru napasu ou

Ba 6u3 6upra namrrra 6okaMus.
BoGoMHMHT KYy3uaaru CYHITH HATOX/1a
bup opon ¥3 ro3napu Ounan KOTuO Typapau.
bo6o, 6yryH meH Ominaman

CeH BUIMYETTUK OYIMaraHcas,

Cen € Yoo & kaBamkaJIukcan®

V3 €PHHT Ba TOMUPUHTHH YFHUPIIAIITaH/Ia
CeH KailuKKa TymmaraH dJIUHT
K¥y3napunroaru apMoHHu

9HIM aHrIad 6opaéTupmaH.

CeHuHT MakOHUHT THHY YMMOHM KaHyOugaru
Karra xabpuctona

Caii€p ke3mMoKa.

¢Willi; sur. Che; gente / williche = Gente del sur.
l@ 151 E
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g IVON GORDON VAILAKIS )

Ivén Gordon Vailakis nacié en Quito, Ecuador. Es poeta, critica
literaria y traductora. Obtuvo su doctorado en Filosofia y Letras
de la Universidad de California, Irvine. Es catedratica de literatura
latinoamericana en la Universidad de Redlands, California.
Entre sus libros cuentan: Barro Blasfemo (2010), Manzanilla del
Insomnio (2002), Colibries en el exilio (1997), Nuestrario (1987).

La mirada del aguila

La mirada del aguila

aparece en medio de la noche
encendida por una ldmpara
llena de insectos voladores.

Llega como ave desprevenida de toda distancia.

Recoge geranios en la oscuridad

mientras el silencio se extiende hacia un lado.

Siente la palpitacion en el tercer dedo,

mientras con el aliento recoge a todos los fantasmas de la

[piel.

En el tercer dedo encuentra al pulgar
prendido de un higo maduro,

y siente en la unidn de esos dedos

el palpitar del mundo,

donde no soy yo,

sino soy el silencio de las estrellas

el ruido del firmamento

los brincos de los saltamontes,

la charla incesante del tronco del naranjo.
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HNBOH I'OP1OH BANJIAKUC

owupa, anabuii TankuIuM Ba Tap>;kuMoH MBon I'opaon Bauna-
kuc JkBagopHuHr Kyurto maxpuaa tapayutya tonrad. Y AKI naru
Kanudopuus YHuBepcuTeTHAAa AOKTOPIHMK Japa’kaCHHU OJITaH.
Pennanac maxapuyacuna Jlotun Amepukacu amgabuétu daHugan
tanabanapra cabok Oepamu. “lllapmanna mypran”, “Kysrunmaru
konmubOpwnap”, “bemopnmuk orymm” kabu KutoOimapu OocCHITaH.

[llepprapuaan HaMyHaIap XaJIKapo aHTOJOTHsUIapra KHPUTHIITaH.
Bypryr Huroxu

Bbypryr nHuroxu

SApUM TyHTa YXIIaWIu

Iy€ YupoK EHUK

MHUHIIA0 Xamopariap rup arpopuaa.

Bytyn macodanu Oup Hadac nna
Bocub yra onran yKkram Kymaup y.
bup TiH 0nub arpod coxkuH Maxanga
3ynMaraad EpOHTYI OIH0 Kelau.
YuuH4M GapMOFHia TUTPOK Ce3usap
nyn-itynakait cyrypu0 onraii,
Tepuaara 0op-yK pyxjaapHH.

SIX1m nuIrad aHXKUpHUA CUKUO,

TyTtanu yunnuu 6apMoru Omiian

Ba yn namkanapHUHT HCKaHKacuaa

JIyHE TUTPOFUHU XUC KWIUII MyMKHH.
Men Oy epra MeH sMac O6aIKu
FOJIY3JIAPHUHT COKMHIIUTHMAH,

OcMOH HIOBKUHU-IO,

YUurnpTKaHUHT CaKpallu,

[I¥prana mOXUHUHT OETUHUM IIHBUPIIALLH.
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El 4guila pone sus garras en el vidrio de la ventana,
sus ojos miran a los mios transmitiendo el presagio,
el miedo me hace tambalear esa noche tan bella y temida.

Voy a preguntar por los mios

que se han ido,

voy a preguntar por mis alas que me fallan en noches
[como éstas,

voy a preguntar por las palabras

de otros tiempos.

Sus ojos hablan el lenguaje de otros mundos,
los silencios eternos se hacen presentes

en el ave de la magia y del presagio

que aparece detras del vidrio.
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Bypryr nanxanapuH nepasara Kyuau

Xyanu Oup ram aiitrucu 60pIeK, Ky3iapuMra TyTall HUTOXU
By ry3an xaBoTupiu kedaaa redparap MEHH KyPKYB.

Ketun0 xosran

SxuHnapum XxaKaa cypaiMaH

Keuanapu Menia 6ynMaran KaHOTJIApUM CYpaiiMaH siHa
Bomika 3aMoHmapHUHT €THO Kemarad 3a0oHmapu
Xakza cyparimMas.

K¥y3nap cy3nap y3ra onam Trinaa,
AbanusT cykyHatu O0yiaau naiao
Jepasa optuna HaMo€H OYnran
By Ky yra cupiu, cepmabHO.
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g YAMILY FALCON SARKIS )

Yamily Falcon Sarkis nacio en México. Escritora, p Poeta,
columnista, ensayista, con estudios en creacion literaria (sogem)
Teniendo como profesores al Dramaturgo Hugo Argiielles y la
poeta Dolores Castro. Colaborando en revistas: “Meretrices”,
“Margencero”, “Avatares”,”Cultura de Veracriuz”,”Revista Usura”.

L

El calendario a cambiado de color,
los meses han dejado de correr,

tu recuerdo es un diluvio que quema,
ardo en dolor.

Mi sombra ya no tiene aspecto.
Es una noche de pena,
el silencio es tenue,
el aire huele a tu adios.
El frio empapa la noche,
se llena de temor.
El pensamiento se niega a la afliccion.

Golpe cardiaco,
paraliza al p4jaro,
que en pleno vuelo
cae despedazado.

Ahora vengo arrastrando,
esta vestidura de dolencia.
E1 calendario ha cambiado de color.
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’ AMNJIN ®PAJIKOH CAPKUC .

Qankon fAmmmm  Capkuc Mekcnka mnoWTaxtd Mexukona
TyFuiral. “Bepakpyc maganusatu”, “ABarap” kabu >KypHaUIapaa
Iebp, MaKoJja Ba dCcenapu OunaH Te3-Te3 KaTHAIIUO Typai.

k %k ok

umHOMaHUHT paHru y3rapau
Oiinap xaM TyXTaJau IOpUIIIAH,
CeHuHr €nuHT a3001u1 O6up ce,
Orpuk Oop KyHHIITaH.

MEeHMHT COAM IIaKJIWH WYKOTTaH
by kanry-raM, aH1yXx Ke4acu,
CykyHat xaM Fapu0, xaBoja
(akar anBHIOJAPUHT UCH.
Orannaay U3FUpPUH TYHHH
arpod 3ca KypKyBra acup
Tadakkyp apasra 6erabcup.

By ropakHUHT Te3 ypHIITHIaH
Kyt xam xotau camona OeyH.
OpkuH yuubd 6opaérranmimy,
[Tapuananu6 6ynau-Ky 3a0yH.

MeH cynpanub Gopaétupma,
TyTap MUCKUHIUKHUHT JKapaHTH.
NuiiHOMaHUHT y3rapap paHru.
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JESUS GOMEZ

Jestis Gomez nacid en Santiago, Putumayo Colombia, en 1978.
Perteneci6 durante cinco afios a talleres literarios de la ciudad,
asistio a las escuelas de poesia “vanguardia y retaguardia de la
poesia latinoamericana “dictada por el poeta Armando Romero
y “generacion Beat” dictada por el poeta Esteban Moore, ambas
enmarcadas dentro de la programacion de dos de las versiones
del Festival Internacional de Poesia de Medellin. Miembro activo
del grupo Satélite con el cual realiz6 durante varios meses talleres
de sensibilizacion frente a la lectura y la escritura en diferentes
instituciones educativas de la ciudad, actualmente termina una
licenciatura en humanidades y lengua castellana. Participo en el
XIX Festival Internacional de Poesia de Medellin. Sus poemas han
sido publicados en una antologia de talleres literarios y memorias
del festiva XIX Festival Internacional de Poesia de Medellin.

1

Ese péjaro que se posa en el muro
tiene en su pecho y en sus alas
el azul del cielo
Su cabeza
como el segundero de un reloj
picotazo
a
picotazo
se como el dia.
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XECYCTI'OMEC

Xecyc T'omec 1978 innga Konmymousiuuar CaHThAro maxpuia
nyHéra kenraH. bem Wun naBomMmaa maxapHUHT TYpId HIE€bPUSLT
Tyrapakiapuaa UITHPOK OdTraH. JKymmiaaaH, moup ApMaHIIO
Pomeponunr “JloTuH AMEpPHKAaCHHHHI aBaHTapl Ba apbeprapi
mebpusiTH’  xamaa OcrtebaH Mypuunr “buiit  aBmomiapu’
HOMJIM MAaKTaOJApUHUHT THUHIJIOBYMCH Oynran. Xap HKKaia
Kypc MenennuH mebpusT GecTuBaiu Aoupacuia yTkazwirad. Y
“Satélite” rypyxu ab3ocu cudaruga IaxapHUHT KaTop TabiuM
Myaccacalapu KOWIMAArd VYKyB Kypclapuga HUIITHUPOK JTraH.
Xo3upaa “Ucman TwiM Ba MaAaHUATH® HyHanumu Oyiuda
OakayiaBp Japa)kaCUHH oJuIl apadacuaa. Y ¥3 WKoJ HaMyHalapu
Oounan MenemuH mebpusaT (ecTuBaInAa KaTHAITaH Ba yiap
(ecTuBai cOIHOMACH A YOI 3TUJITaH.

by nesopma Typrau Ky
V3 KaHOTIapH Ba KyKparujaa
Camo panrnapuan winbd onubdau
bomu sca Xynau coaTHUHT
ConusicuH KypcaTéTraniek
Uykub

Uykuod

Kynnmu €6 kyiiau.
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Del aire

1
Con qué silencio
duerme el péjaro en la noche
al otro lado de la reja.

2
En el cielo
los trazos de otras aves
piruetas hechas en el dia.

3
Con qué soledad
descansa el pajaro
ahora que su corazén palpita mas despacio
pajaro que tiene alas y no sabe volar
pajaro sin sol
pdjaro sin aire.
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XaBona

Kym yxnapam tynna,
OamMalIMXoTUp
Temup nanxapanusr y Tapapuja.

2
OcMmonpa
bomka KyliHUHT KyHAy3 TYLIT'aH paKCJIapuH U3H
Konu6 xetranmek rye.

Kym mrynuanap €nrus

Tun onmoxna

AViHHM Iy 1aM/1a Fopary Xam ypap CEKHHPOK
VYyonmac Ky1, KaHOT OYJica xam

by Ky nypcus

By xym xaBocus.
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g WALTHER ESPINAL )

Walther Espinal nacié en Medellin en 1980. Realiz6 estudios
de filosofia y letras en la Universidad de Antioquia. Ha publicado
los libros de poesia La danza de Narciso (2009) con el que obtuvo
una mencion de honor en el XX Concurso Nacional Universitario
de Poesia Universidad Externado de Colombia y El pirata y otros
poemas (2010). En su ciudad tuvo contacto con varios talleres
literarios. Sus poemas han aparecido en las revistas Musa Levis,
Asfodelo, Punto Seguido y Arquitrave.

Aves

las que de noche vuelan
en tridngulo

las mensajeras del dios sombrio

al poste de la luz
le cantan

las que por los suefios de agua
turbia
abren las alas

aves
como pétalos
del girasol celeste
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BOJITEP 3CIIMHA.I

Bonrep Ocninnan 1980 itmnaa Menennunaa TyFUWiIradn. AHTHOXHUS
YHUBEPCUTETUHHUHT (anicada Ba WHKTUMOMH (aHmap HyHAIUITUHI
tyrarrad. YHuHr KomymOuss Muwiimii yHuBepcUTeTHMHUHT XX
TAHJIOBHJIA ajloxuaa obTHpodra cazoBop Oynran “Hapruc
TYIUHUHT pakcu” xamaa “Kapokuu Ba Oomika mosmanap” HOMIIU
KUTOOJMapy 4om ATWIrad. Y V3 IaXpUHUHT MyILIoHpajapuia
MyHTa3aM HIITHPOK 3TUO Typaau. BonrepHuHr mebpnapu “Myca
JleBuc”, “Acdoneno”, “ApkuTtpaBe”kadu KaTop KypHaIapaa 4oIr
STUITaH.

Kyuuiap

Yubypuak 0Yyitnad
TyHna yyagurannapu

Co;map XYKMIOPUHHWHT 3JIT9HJIapU

Uupox Hyprapuaa Typuo
VYHra kyina0 6epuiaau

Xupa CyBHUHT TyIJIapUAaH KelraHaapu
Kanotnapunu ouniaau

Kyuutap
Xyoau ryJsrporuiip
Camo kyHraboKapuH.
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g MERCEDES ROFFE )

Mercedes Roffé es una de las poetas argentinas de mayor
reconocimiento internacional. Ampliamente publicada en
Latinoamérica y Espafia, su poesia también ha aparecido en
traduccion en Italia, Quebec, Romania, Bélgica, Francia, Inglaterra
y los Estados Unidos. En 1998, fund6 Ediciones Pen Press,
Plaquettes de Poesia, un pequefio sello editorial dedicado a la
publicacion de poesia contemporanea en espafiol y de otras lenguas
en traduccion al castellano.

Mercedes Roffé es Profesora de Lenguas Modernas por la
Universidad de Buenos Aires y Ph.D. en Lengua y Literatura
Espaiiola por la Universidad de Nueva York.

Ha traducido a poetas de los Estados Unidos y de Canada, asi
como una seleccion de textos indigenas norteamericanos, a partir
de sus versiones en inglés. Del francés, ha traducido poemas de
Henry Michaux, Lorand Gaspar y Martine Audet.

Ha publicado: Poemas (Madrid, 1978), El tapiz de Ferdinand
Oziel (Buenos Aires, 1983), Camara baja (Buenos Aires, 1987;
Sgo. de Chile, 1996), La noche y las palabras (BsAs, 1996; Sgo.
de Chile, 1998), Definiciones Mayas (New York, 2000), Antologia
poética (Caracas, 2000), Canto errante (BsAs, 2002), Memorial de
agravios (Coérdoba, 2002), La dopera fantasma (BsAs, 2006) y Las
linternas flotantes (2009). En Espaia se publicé en 2006 la antologia
de su obra Milenios caen de su vuelo. Poemas 1977-2003. La
traduccion al francés de su libro mas reciente, Las linternas flotantes,
aparecera este otofio en Montreal, Quebec.

Situacion para atizar el silencio

Toma un retazo de artaud, cualquiera.

Por ejemplo alli donde dice:

dilatar el yo de mi noche interna,

de la nada interna

de mi yo

O:

el hombre ha caido de su roca imantada.
( 164 )
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’ MEPCEJIEC POODE .

Mepcenec  Podde  AprentmHanwHr — gyHETa  Mamxyp
uiovpanapuial Ooupu. YHUHT wmebpiapu Jlotun Amepukacu Ba
Wcnanus Ounan Oup Katoplia Typid YeT-TWUIapura TapKuma
kunuHuo, Utanus, Pymunus, benrus, ®pannus, Aurus sa AK I na
yon »Twirad. 1998 iunna y “Pen Press”, “Plaquettes de Poesia”
KaOM Hampiapra acoc COlAM. Yiapaa UCTaH THIIMAArH 3aMOHAaBHHA
HIEHPUSIT Ba OOIIKA TUIUTAPJATH HIEHpIAp TapKUMACH YPUH OJITaH.
Mepcenec Podde bysnoc Alipec yHHBEPCUTETHHHHI 3aMOHABHUIM
TJUTap Oyitnua mpodeccopu, Hero Mopk yHUBEpCUTETUHHUHT UCTIaH
TUIM Ba agabuértu uyHanumu noktopu. Illoupnuk Ounan Oup
KaTopJa y KarTa Tap>KUMOHJIMK Takpubacura xam sra. Mepcenec
AKII Ba Kanazna mounpiapiHUHT MHIVIN3 Ba (paHIly3 THIUIApUIATH
KATOp acapijapyuHU MCIaH4yara Tap>KuMa KUJraH.

Mepcenec Poddenunr yon 3tuiaran acapiaapu cupacura:

“ITosmanap”, “@epaunana O3usn runamu’, “Kyin Ilamara”,
“Keua Ba cy3map”, “Mas kaOunacu xumosumnapu’, “Llebpusr
aHTonorusicn”, “ApBox omnepacu”, “OKaérraH KyJI4upokjap~ Ba
Oo1IKa KuTOoOIap KUpaIu.

THHYJINKHHU €I0BYH BOKEBJINK

butnkuu ncraarad KUCMUHU TaHJIagu

VH1a )xyMiagad, IyHaan JeHniIras:
Nunmpaaru TyHaa tapkanap

XedyaM naMM/ia 3mac,

banku menuHr y3umaa

O:

WHcon ¥3u THpanubd Typrad KosaaH Kyiau.
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Empieza a hilar.

Empieza desde el silencio a hilar.

No es una imagen.

Toma una hebra de hilo,

de lana, seda, esparto, metal candente.
Borda, urde, teje.

Piensa en la hebra como en una voz.
La voz de un p4ajaro.

Borda, teje.

Presta atencion.

Escucha el ritmo.

Escucha el ritmo del canto que te sigue.

Deja que habite el hilo
que se teje en tus manos, el telar.

Traducelo.

El ritmo, el canto, la hebra de esparto
o seda o hilo --quizés de espanto,

el hilo de metal rebelde y frio.

Ya la trama iniciada, interrumpida.
(La oyes?

Es tu voz ahora.

No la voz con que hablas, sino

la voz con que se habla en ti.

Toma ahora un retazo de alguno

de los que enloquecieron de sus voces.
Por ejemplo:

Aulla el frio blanco

cual los gritos helados de un espejo.
O:

Pero quién habla en la habitacion llena de ojos.
Quién dentellea

con una boca de papel.

Maridalos con los hilos.

Téjelos.
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YV TUKHUIIHYA OOILIagN
TuHYIMKIaH OOLLIAAN THKUIIHU.
By dapa3 smac

Fanraknan umau oauo,

XKyH, umnak, KOBUJI, METaJI/IaH.
Tukagu, ypaau, TYKUIIN.

Wnuu oBo3 1e0 yiinap,

XyAau KyIITHUHT OBO3H.

Tukanu, TYKUNAIA.

JIMKKaTH kaM.

MapomMHu TUHTTaiIu.

TuHIap ceHra 3pramrad Kyii MAKOMHUHH.

WNrHu §3 Mapomura KyWraHu xoJijia
Tukapau KyJmapuHr XaM XyIJu THKYB LEXUAJEK.

Tapxuma Ku.

MaxkomHU, KyWHH, KOBUJI UIIJIAPUHU,

E unax, & KypKyB UILTapuHH,

E Xpccns Ba COBYK MeTas HILTapHH.
Annaka4oH OomIaHTaH, OYJIMHTaH CIOXKET.
SIIUTAUHTMHU YHU CEH?

Cenukunup Oy 0BO3.

by cen ranupaauran oBo3Mac, 0ajaku

CeH XaKuHI/Ia CY310BYHM WIKU OUp cacaup.
Xosup OupoH Hapca OynaruHu o

VY3 oBo3napura tenda OynranmapuaH.
Macanan:

Onrmnok coByK yBUJUIAMIH,

by unHKHpUK Aepazana My3nad KOTraH.

O:

bupok, ky3map Tyna Oy xoHaja KUM Tarnmupapau.
KuMHMHT 0F31 Tyna KOFo3

Fuuupnarap tummnm.

Wnnap 6unan 6ofnab Tanuia yinapHu.
Tuxu6 Tamnura.
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(Se va poblando la tela?

( Va floreciendo la noche
en ella?

Entra. Habitala. Haz un hogar de lefios
en un rincon cualquiera

y siéntate alli.

Sigue tejiendo, urdiendo, traduciendo
el crepitar de la llamas.

(de La opera fantasma,
Buenos Aires, Argentina,
Ediciones Bajo la luna, 2005)
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Maro Tynu6 Konaumu?
VYHIa TyH XaM ryira TyJagumMu?
Kup. Oramna. TyHkana sxoi Xxo3upia
ISaHJ:(aﬁ MaKOH OYJIMacuH
Via epaa ypHamrus.
JlaBoMm 3T, TUKMIILJIA, TYKUIIAA XaM/a
XHCCUET TUTPOFUH TApKUMACULA.

(“Pyx omepacu’ maH OJIMHTaH)
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g RODOLFO HASLER )

Rodolfo Hésler nacié en 1958 en Santiago de Cuba y desde los
diez afios reside en Barcelona. Tiene editados los siguientes libros:

Poemas de arena (Editorial E.R., Barcelona, 1982),

De la belleza del puro pensamiento (beca de la Oscar B. Cintas
Foundation de Nueva York 1993, Editorial El Bardo, Barcelona,
1997), Poemas de la rue de Zurich (Miguel Gémez Ediciones,
Malaga, 2000), Paisaje, tiempo azul (Editorial Aldus, México
D.F., 2001), Cabeza de ¢bano (Ediciones Igitur, Barcelona, 2007)
yAntologia poética (Editorial Pequefia Venecia, Caracas, 2005).

Ha sido incluido en las anotlogias poeticas de diferentes paises.

Ha traducido la poesia completa de Novalis, minirelatos
de Kafka y es codirector de la revista Poesia080 de Barcelona.

La urraca lucida

Tengo una urraca que todo lo mira.

Aunque huidiza, ahi estd, quiza un azar,

tira de la hebra, un deslizamiento al caer

sobre un montoncito de hierba de Ibirapuera.

En territorio agreste, lejos de mantener la calma

la urraca se manifiesta, insiste en un vuelo sin laberinto,
atraviesa el éter y anula el deseo yéndose por el costado,
se esfuma por el mejor lugar, su juicio en la fronda.
Repite un salto que es una linea, y abarca mas,
embauca temprano a su adiestrador.

Celebran ambos la vez, bordea el refran

siempre a punto de perder la ocasion,

hurgando en tierra mansa, sobre hojas himedas,

un hondo sentimiento de abandono.
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POJIOJI®O ICJIEP

Pogondo Ocnep Kybanumnr Canrtbsaro maxpuma ayHEra Kein-
rad. 10 émmpman Oy€én Wcmammssauar bapcenmona maxpuma
HWCTUKOMAT KUJIaJu. YHUHT YOI 3TWITaH acapiapu cupacura: “Kym
nocronapu”’(bapcenona, 1982), “Tosa ¢ukp rysammrn”(Heio
Nopkauar Ockap B. Cuntac ¢oHau rpaHTthra cazoBop Oyira,
1993), “Lopux mewpnapu’(Mainara, 2000), “Man3zapanap, mo-
Buil 1aBp” (Mexuko, 2001), “Koparar 6ommu”(bapcenona, 2007),
“Iewpuit antonorus” (Kapaxac, 2005) Ba Gomika acapiap KUpau.
ByHnnan Tanmikapy YHUHT Iebpiapy Typid JaBiariapAa YoM dTHUJI-
TaH aHTOJIOTHsUIApAaH YPUH OJNTaH.

[ynunarnek, Pomondo Dcnep Hapanmuc mebpuatuHu Xamaa
KadxanwHr KWYMK XHUKOSUIAPDUHHM TapKUMa KWITaH. Y Xo03upja
Bbapcenonanaru “llebpusaT080”KypHaJIUHUHT MKPOUHU TUPEKTOPU
caHaJau.

Aarnpok Xakka

XaMMa Hapcara KU3UKyBYH OUp XaKkaMm Oop

Kouok 0yca xam OupaaH yia xoiaa naiao oymamm.
Wnpan y3unu Tanuiad, HUKWIaam CHpranno

SAmmn yTnap FyKymyacu yCTuUra.

EBBoitn xyaynia, ocylanikaan y30Kaa

Xakka Tanad Kysau, HUSITH TYCHUKCU3 YUMOKIHKAA.
®a30 opkanu yTuo, YeTAaH IOPUII XOXUIITHHN HYKKa YUKapaIH.
OHI 3yp xKoiijia Ky31aH iykonap, Oy YHUHT TaHIOBH.
Yia y3yH YM3UK/IaH siHa KauTa Cakpaju, siHa 9yKyppoK
VY3 ¥praryBurcunu Oy rani spTa anjiajiu.

Wkxkanacu 6uppaaii o, KOHyHHUST Oy3UiTaH.

JlouM BakT KyJIlaH KeTal JeraHja,

yar OepraHua, FOMIIIOK epra, XyJI Oapriap ycrura,
XUCCHET Kapura Kyiiab 6opapiu.
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g ROGELIO SAUNDERS )

La Habana, 13 de enero de 1963. Poeta, cuentista, novelista y
ensayista. Ha publicado cuentos y poemas en diversas antologias.
En 1996 se public6 en La Habana su libro de poemas Polyhimnia, y
en 1999, la plaquette de poesia “Observaciones”. La editorial Aldus
(México, D.F.) public6 en septiembre de 2001 su libro de cuentos E/
mediodia del bufon. Otro libro de cuentos, La cinta sin fin, aparecio
en abril de 2002 en la Coleccion Calembé (Cadiz, Andalucia).
La editorial suiza teamart ha publicado en 2006 el libro Fabula
de insulas no escritas, una antologia de sus poemas en edicién
bilingiie. Otro libro de poemas, Sils Maria, ha sido publicado por
la editorial Aldus en 2009. En la actualidad reside en Barcelona,
Espana.

El pajaro de oro

cerdos sacrificados a la luna

copos de nieve lloviznando sobre un péndulo

alas aisladas e irisados matices

gatos jaspeados [semejantes] a un jarrén chino

asa
porcelana (que concluye en)
pajaro (como lados de)
pincel

volutas de azafran y trenes elevados en la sombra

desnudo perfil

ocelote dama juglar secretario
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muslo de cereza
de ambar

de almendra

de durazno
de silex

pétalo frio de loto

el ovalo de dleo
su rostro, su cabello
el ladrido del pajaro de chile
N —

almeja bermellon

pick up pick up pick up pickup pickup pickup
N—— NS—— ~— v S
me

from the grass
from the heaven
au fond du ciel

la espaday el relampago: un muro un hombre con sombrero
un dibujo de tiza un automovil
amarillo una zapatilla de tercio
pelo incienso de jazmin un
corset un cigarrillo una luneta
de 6pera

don’t and weather
weather and don’t

versos inundados por la sombra

estasis es éxtasis
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salto de las ocas en el blanco y el azul
ojos abiertos de la inteligencia, nudos

circulos de ocarina
olas de arena

e

dispersion del iris: —_—

vuelo de hojas de tilo

/

suspension del arco: —_

hojaldre doloroso

/

doncellez sencilla
tintineo del sembrador

manzana suspendida
cuchillo de hojalata

pajaros sacrificados a la luna
salvame del hospital

no de los ojos laqueados

de los ojos laqueados no

cabeza en forma de jarrén chino
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disforma no

A

novia
sinfonia

\

galope en la nieve o cuchillo ocre
golpe de gong
suefio de leche

dispersion de la noche en la boca del pez
mar batiendo contra la ventana de papel
urinario en forma de gato jaspeado

el espejo de cera con un doble perfil

la boca del escriba es una moneda

destellos de bronce sonidos de marfil

destellos de marfil sonidos de bronce

quitame este chaleco de fuego
sonrie a mis ojos laqueados
hiéreme con ese cuchillo

joh t, Ermitafio!
la huella de los caballos

purpura y gris
la sombra de la oca
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el universo transgredido
el tiempo transparente

los globos

los paseantes
los ninos mudos
la bailarina

el guia lento y arqueado senala al templo

;donde esta el sol?

sordo el pianista rie
como un idiota

collar de la reina
flauta de jade

{OH TU!

tap tap tap que se aleja
muslo negro en la escarcha

Amazing —dice
Se ha roto el arco iris.
Se ha quebrado la lira.
Se han descarrilado los trenes.

El pincel esta seco.

Yo estoy loco muerto estoy dormido estoymuertoestoy

the key is in the grace

risa del pajaro de oro
fin de la sinfonia
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g POXEJIMO CAHJEPC .

Poxenmno Cangepc 1963 iimn 13 auBapma l'aBanaga nayHéra
KenradH. Y UIOUp XUKOSHABUC, POMAaHYM Ba 3CCEUUIUP.YHUHT
XUKOAJIapU Ba ILIEHPJIApU TYPJIM AHTOJOTHsUIApAA YOM STUJITAH.
1996 itunpaa “Jlyné maaxusicu” 1e0 HOMIIaHTaH IIebpiap KUTOOUHU
9bJIOH Kuinau.1999 iimnpga sca “Kysarum™ HoMiaM 1iebpuit
Tymnamu AyHE o3uHU Kypau. 2001 imnna “Angyc” Hampuér
yitu Poxenuo Cangepcuu “HalipaHrOo3HHUHT sipuM KyHH HOMJIU
spTaKiap TYIJIAaMUHU HAlIp KWIAW. YHUHT siHa OWp spTakiap
kutobu “Yekcus nenta” ned6 Homnanaau. lllynunrnek, Poxemnno
Canpepcuunr “Esunmaran oponnap Macaan” HOMJIM KMTOOM UKKH
TWJIJA JBJIOH KWIMHTaH. Y Xxosupaa HcnanusHuHr bapcenona
1axpuaa UCTUKOMAT KUIaIu.

OJTuH Ky

Oiira KypOoH KHJIMHIaH yyuyKaiap

Maék y3pa Tymrad Kop napyajiapu
V3uiran KaHOTIIap Ba KaMaJIaK JKWIIOJIapU
XWUTOH Ky3a4acUAECK YUIIOp MYIIyKJIap

naHxa

YUHHU (YHUHT numna)
Ky (én Tapaduaex)
MYyHKamaM

3adapoH raxaru Ba cosiiaH YUKKaH MOe3T

SUTAHFOY CUIMO

N

oLenor’ XOHUM KY300imoruy KOTHO

"Kany6uii Ameprkana Oynanuran iy €BBOMH MYNIyK
l@ 177 a
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ruwioc 0auan

KaxpaOOHHUKHU

OOIOMHUKH

madTOTMHUKHT
YaKMOKTOITHUKHU

Hunydapuunr coByk ryndapru

3aUTYHHUHT 103aCH
YHUHT 4€XpacH, CousIapu
KJIaMIMPKYII aKWILJIAIIN

N —
KHA3FHII MOJIIOCKA

TepuO o1 Tepud om  Tepud o Tepub o1 Tepub o1 TEpUO O
N— N— N— N— N—

MCHHU
SN—

Maiicagad
danakman
OCMOHHVHT KaTuIaH

KWJIMY Ba YaKMOK: Oup JeBop OMp IIISAMAIUK OAaM
O0yp OusaH yu3MWIraH pacM OMp aBTOMOOWIT
Y9I CapUK LIHIIIAK
SCMUH Ka()TUHUHT TyKU OUp
KOpceT, Oup curapert, 6aHacu3 Ky30HHaK

abac Ba 00-xaBo
00-xaBo Ba abac

cosijia KOJITaH Iebpiiap

Tyxram Oy YeKnHUII
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Ok Ba KyK Fo3J1ap opacuja cakpaiau

AKJ KY37apH OYHK, SUTAHFOU

nymMOupa rapJuiu
Ky™m tynkunnapu

/

I'yncadcap counnummu:

Kyka napaxtu GapriapuHUHT YUUIITH

Apxkaja TUH OJIUILL:

OFpuKJI KaTjiam

berybop 60kupanuk
TapkaTyBYMHUHT )KapaHTH

Wnuaran onMa

Nimopa nuuoru

Oiira KypOOH KUJIMHTaH KyILiap
Menu kacaixoHagaH KyTKap
Jlaknanran ky3mnap/iad smac
Ky3napganmac naknanran

ayMOupa ainaHacu
Ky™m tynkunnapu
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XUTOH Ky3a4yacu IMakiIuIaru 6o

oemakin ——— UK

KaJUTHK
CUM(OHUS

\

Kopza cakpar € oxpa® muuox
OOHT ypaau
CYTJIH TYIII

TYHHU OQJIMK OF3U/1a EHUITHIITN

JIEHTU3 KOFO3JIM Jepa3ara Kapiiuu TYpMOKIa
nuccyap oJia Oyjia MyIIyK IIaKiIna
MYM/IaH sicajiraH UKKA TOMOHJIMK OMHA
€3ryBUMHMHT JY/J0FU TaHTa

OpoH3a HunTupamu Uil Cysrd TOBYIIH

Gun cysaru HuITHpanu OpOH3aHUHT OBO3HU

MeHH Oy OJIOBJIM HUMYa/aH KyTKap
MEHH JIAKJIAHTaH Ky3JIapuMmra Kyl
Oy MUYOK OMJIaH MEHH JKapoxatia

OX, ceH, Kajlanaap!
Ot uznapu
Kun-ku3wui Ba Kynpasr

FO3 COsACH

KOMHOT/A Oy3UITUTIT
maddod BakT

8Capuk Exu KU3MJI TyCIH MUHepan O0YEK.
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mapiap
YTKUHYU
COKOB Oomanap
pakkoca

COKHH Ba EHCUMOH KypcaTKPI‘l YCpKOBIa UIIopa KWIMOKAA

Kyém xaepna?

CoKOB MaHKCT KyJaaau
Xyau Tenbaaek

Kuponuya TakuH4oru
Hedpurnan Haii
9X CEH!

TaK TaK TaK Yy30KJIalIMOKAa
U3rupunaan oékinap Kopa

Faporiu6 — nenn

Kamanak cunau.

JIupa €énnu.

[Toe3nnap pencaan YUKIH.
Kanam kypunu.

MeHn Tenbaman, YIMKMaH, yXjaasnMaH, MEH YJIraHMaH

Kanum wagxamoa

OJITUH Kyl TabaccymMu
cuMdoHUS Tyraau
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RODRIGO VERDUGO

Rodrigo Verdugo: Nace en Santiago de Chile el 9 de enero de
1977. Es Coeditor y articulista de la Revista Derrame. Sub Director
de la Revista Rayentru y Coeditor de la Revista “Labios Menores”.
Su obra se encuentra publicada en diversas revistas y antologias
chilenas y extranjeras siendo traducida parcialmente al francés,
italiano, portugés, polaco y arabe. Es autor del libro “Nudos Velados”
Ediciones Derrame 2002. Ha participado en exposiciones colectivas en
Espaia y Portugal. Actualmente trabaja en su libro inédito “Anuncio”.

DOMINGO
A Miguel Arteche

Una gaviota se lanza contra el gallo, para extinguir su canto
Corta su cuello cualquier mafiana de lluvia y de neblina
Donde avanzamos trastocando un vinculo empavonado
La sangre gotea de aquel cuello, ayer una pagana armazon
Ahora ese declive enardecido
O tan solo la urgencia para alcanzar el ultimo barco tras toda
esa lluvia y neblina.
El oxido conquista temblores de sangre
(,Que haremos si de pronto se revive ese canto?
(Que seria de nuestra usurpacion sobre los cierres?
Cortame del cielo, me has dicho y veras vuestra ceniza inferior
No es a nosotros a quienes corresponde hurgar en ese cuello,
bajo aleteos victoriosos
Es ha aquellos que habran de desangrarse sobre las
magnolias venéreas
Y estampar el rayo combinatorio sobre el lienzo.
Ayer sangre, oxido, hoy ese gran espejo naranjo donde
te peinas con dientes de hienas
Avanzando hacia el ultimo barco
Con el desbocamiento de rodear con alambres esa copula de laberintos
Como quien ve por primera vez el mar
(Que haremos si alguen pone a pelear a la gaviota y al gallo
sobre los cierres?
Cortame del cielo, me has dicho pero en esa mafana
de mas lluvia y de neblina
Después conquista mi temblor de sangre.
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POJIPUTO BEPIYTO

Ponpuro bepayro Ilucapo 1977 iun 9 suBapma Uunu motaxTu
CanTpsiTo maxpuaa Tyrwirad. bup Hewa ¥mnmgan Oy€H WclaH THIMAA
Hamp Otwiaaurad  “OkuM” Ba “AKWK Jabmap” >KypHAIAQpWHUHT
XaMMyXappupH Bazudacuia unuiad kenMmokaa. Wik mebpuil Tymiamu
“Ilapna opruzmaru suanrounap” ned Homuananu. lllebprnapu uranbsH,
MopTyralyl, MoK, apa® Ba ¢paHIy3 THWUIApUTa YTUPUIHO, TYypiIu
anTonorustiapaa Oocwnrad. Pompuro “llewspwst mycTiapu’” HOMIH
VIOIIMA TaIIKWJI STraH TaHJIOB FonuOM Oyirad. JKaxoH 1moupnapu
yommacd ab3ocd cudatuga y 4YeT MamilakaTiaapaa YTKazuilaguran
mebpHUAT Oaiipamiapuaa (Gaoi HIITHPOK 3TUO KEITMOK/IA.

AKIITAHBA
Muren Apteuera

Yaranail caiipamga XyposaaH yra nedau
Xap KaHmait EMFUPIH, TYMAaHJId KyHIa YHU OYF3uIaH OJIaan
VY epna nannaitn6 KopairaH UIIaH SHAA OJIMHTa CHIDKUHBEpaMU3
Kon Tomanu ymia ToMoKaaH, keua Oup JUHCU3 CYSIKIIapU
Xo03up Oy OJOBIH KUSITUK
(hakar mommnm kepak, Oy TyMaH Ba EMFHp/Ia KeMara eTMOK yIyH
WIIKOP KOH TUTPOFMHU 3a0T 3Taan
By kyii Te3na kalita Tpuica Ou3 HUMa XaM Kuja oJiaMu3?
buznuHT TacaBBypuMu3 Oy Kadaciaa HUMa Kuiaam?
OcMmonman y3ub Oep, TeraHAMHT MEHTa Ba CEH MMacTiaa
YaHTHU KypacaH
AliHaH 013 Marpyp KaHOTJIap OCTH[a, yia OyirHra
oCcHIIMO Typamu3

VYimapHUHT KOHJIapH 3yXal MarHOIWSIApU YCTUTa TOMYMIIAH T
Ba marona >xunoBnaHagural YM3UKHA MyXpIIaian.
Keua ko, umkop, OyryH karra nmypraHa oiiHa oJauja
KalIKUpJap THILIAPY WJIa COYMHTHU TapancaH
CYHITH KeMa TOMOH HJIAaMIIaidl Typuo
nabupUHTIAP TyTalIMACH OpacHa HOYOp KoJlacaH
KUMJIUp OMpUHYH MapTa JACHTH3/1a OYIraHuIeK
He KWiiaMu3 arap oup xummu Oy Kadaca Jaranail Ba

XYpO3HU KaHTTa TyImpca?
OcmoHaH y3u6 Oep, AeraHIuHT MEHTa JICKHH Oy TOHT

siHaJ1a EMFUPIIM Ba TYMaHIIN
KeiiH MeHN KOHUMIATW THTPOKHU 3a0T T.
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g URIEL MARTINEZ )

Uriel Martinez (Tepetongo, Zac, mayo, 1950) Estudio letras
espafiolas en la UNAM. Ha publicado los poemarios «Primera
comunidny, «Vengan copas» y «Lanoche de Hugo (y otros poemas)»,
también una traduccioén de «Tres mujeres», de Sylvia Plath y la
obra de teatro «Tres de José Alfredo (melodrama para cabaret)»,
que se montd en Torredn, Coahuila. Actualmente posee los blog
«Los Lavaderos» y «mi saliva todo locura». Vive en Zacatecas.

Vine al palenque

Vine al palenque a ver de cerca

coémo dos animales entrenados para
exterminar al contrario, muestran al cabo
sus visceras humeantes.

Quise luego prever el futuro

del tahtr pero el corazon palpitante

y expuesto me mostrd los misterios

de la baraja, la ruleta y las cenizas al alba.
Dese¢ entonces olvidar los secretos
develados y la neuralgia me permiti6
azotarme contra la desgracia.

Desde entonces sigo el curso de las aves
y con el indice recorro el mapa

escrito en mi cerebro.
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YPHAII MAPTHHEC

Ypusn Maprunec 1950 iimnga TeneroHroga nyHE€ra Kejra.
Hcnan Qumonorusicu MyTaxacUCIUTUra dra. YHHHT MXKOIMM
uuuiapu cupacura: “bupunun xymmmua”, “Kanaxyiap kenmoxaa”,
“Yro kewacu” kabu mnosmamap, CunBus IlnatHunr “Yu aén”
acapu Tapxkumacu, “Xoce Andpeno” HOMIU TeaTp ClCHApHIIAPH
kupaau. Xosupaa uHTepHeTna “Kup roByBumiap” Ba “MEHHHT

TendanuKIapuM’’ HOMJIH OJ1oriiapu 60p.

MeH TYCHMKKA SKUHJIALIUM

MeHra 3HrI SIKMH TYpPraH TYCUKKa SKUHJIAIIIUM
XyJIU YpraTuirad MKKU XaiBOHJIEK

OolKaya Kypaluil YpHUTa, KypcaTtuo Kysl KOJIHIIaIn
WYKU OUp TYFEHHU.

KenaxakHu OMIMOK HCTa UM

[ITyHyakyu KU3MKUILI, aMMO FOpaK AyKypJiap

Ba menra cupnapuu ova 6omnuiaan
Kapranapnan, pynerkanan Ba KyKyHJaH 3appHuH.
VYHYTMOK HCTaIuM CUPJIAPUH 111y TOO

aliTuiTaH cy3ap Ba pyXui 4apuok U3H Oepau
JapAra Kapiiy TypuO cyBra IIyHFUINTA.
ynnan 6epu OopamaH Kyluiap OpTUAaH

Ba ¢ukpumra €3unran 6up xapuranan

¥Y3umua xap cadap KaiTa yramas.
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g DANIEL FRINI )

Daniel Frini naci6 en Berrotaran (Cordoba, Argentina) en 1963.
Es Ingeniero Mecanico Electricista Fue redactor y columnista en
revistas humoristicas del interior del pais. En 2000 publicé en libro
“Poemas de Adriana”. Colabora en varios blogs, en publicaciones
digitales y diversas revistas y periddicos en papel. Sus poemas han
sido publicados en diversas antologias nacionales e internacionales.
Es Coordinador del Taller Literario Virtual “Maquinas y Monos”
de la revista digital “Axxén”. Es Corresponsal en Argentina de la
Revista Literaria brasilefia “Lit!”

La ciudad rota

Mir6 el horizonte

—cada vez mas lejos, cada vez més bajo—

Cerr6 sus ojos, agito sus alas, entreabrid su pico.

Inspiro, con energia, el aire azul de la mafana.

El sol recién nacido beso las plumas de su pecho.
Cambio la quieta calidez del nido

por la conocida sorpresa de otro vuelo. Se lanz6 al vacio.
Alla

la ciudad sin hombres, muerta, lo llamaba.

Los padres de los padres de los padres de sus padres

lo contaban:

«muchos soles atras en ella habia vida,

hombres, cgmida, arboles y ruidos.»

Ahora no. El volé muchas veces por sus calles vacias

La conoce y sabe

de paredes quemadas, herrumbre de hierros,

y silencio de ruinas. ;] Doénde estan todos? ;donde han ido?

186



& —Ag.— »

’ JTAHHUEJ OPUHU .

HNanuen @punu bepporapanna(Kopaoba, ApreHTrHa) TyFUITaH.
VY uHXeHep 3JeKTpoMexaHMK. Mamiakaraa TapKaTWiIaJuraH
IOMOPHUCTHK XypHaJUIap/ia MyXappup Ba MyXOup JlaBO3MMJIapuaa
¢daonmuar roputran. 2000 #mnga “Aznpeana mosmanapu’ HOMIIK
KATOOWHU YO ATTUPAU. Y OUp KaTop Ororiiap, SIEeKTPOH Harpiap
BaTypJIM )KypHaJUIap Baraszerajap OuiaH XaMKOPJIMK KMJIaAu. YHUHT
acapiapu Oup KaTop XaJIKapo Ba MaxaJIMi aHTOJIOTUSIIApAA YBJIOH
kunuHrad. Xosupaa anuwen ®punun “Mammna Ba mMaiMyHiap”
HOMJIM 3JIEKTPOH agaOuii MAallFyJIOTIapHUHI KOOPAMHATOpU Ba
bpaswiusHunr agabuit xkypHamu “JIMT HUHT ApreHTuHaIaru
MyXOupH caHaIaIu.

Xapo06a maxap

VYkka kapaau

- xap cadap y30KpokK, xap cadap macTpok-

K¥y3mapuan 1oman, KaHOTJIAPUHU KOKJIM, TyMITYKYaCHHU 09HO
ETIau.

Kyu O6mitan TOHITH KYK XaBOHU FOT/IH.

Kyémr yukuim Ounan KYKcuaaru natiaapHy YIau.

WHHMHT UCCUK XapopaTH y3rapau

[TapBO3HUHT KyTHJIMaraH COBFacH yuyH. Y OYIUIMKKA IIYHFUIH
VY epna

[ITaxap ogamcus, YUK JEHAIIAIA YHH.

OTtanapHUHT OTAJTAPUHUHT OTAJIAPUHUHT OTaJlapu

[lynnmait nerumras:

“K¥ymnab kyéuutapiad aBaji 0op 314 yHIa XaéT,

WHconnap, eryauk, IOBKUH Ba Japaxt.”

Xo3up UyK. Y ydranau kym 6opa 6ymM-0y kyuanap Oyitnad
Tanuiiau Ba Onnaan

Kyiiran neBopiiapHu-1o, 3aHIJIaraH TEMUpPIApHU

Ba xapo0a cykynarunu. Xamma kaepaa? Kerumranaup kaékka?
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Los padres de los padres de los padres de sus padres
lo contaban:

los cegd una gran luz,

un trueno atroz les robo el sonido,

un viento ardiente les quemo la vida.

Los hombres y los pajaros volaron ese dia,
hechos cenizas.

El ama la ciudad, aunque la suefia distinta.
Vuela entre paredes. Busca no sabe qué.

No conoce a los hombres. ;jeran como ¢€1?
Jtenian alas? ;plumas? ;esta ciudad rota

era su nido? ;contaban historias

a sus crias? El le cuenta a los suyos,

cuando cae la noche y a cobijo:

«recuerden y cuéntenlo a sus hijos

y a los hijos de los hijos de sus hijos.

Muchos soles atras, alla en la ciudad habia vida,
hombres, comida, arboles y ruidos».
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OTanapHUHT OTAJIAPUHHUHT OTAJAPUHUHT OTaIapu

[lynpmait nevimmrax:

Korupranam ynapuu Oytok Oup Hyp,

Yrupnaran oBO3JIapUHU KaXpy KAaTTUK MOMOKAJITUPOK,

Xaétura yT Kyirad mamoJ1 KalHOK.

Opamnap Ba Kyluiap y4rasiu yiia KyHza,

Kynra aitnanuo®.

VY maxapHu ceBajiu, OOIKACHH Op3y KUJICA XaM.

Hesopnap 6yinab yuanu. Huma usnap, ounmaiiam.

OnamiapHu TaHUMAC. Y XIIAPMHUIA yaap yHra?

bynraamukun kanotnapu? [latmapu-un? by xapoOara aiiianran

mraxap

SufHI/IHr nHUMUIA? XHUKOsIap gﬁTHmapMmu/I

VY3napuHuHT rynakiaapura? Y3uHuKuiapra cyznad oepanu

TyH 4yKKaHJa 3 MaKOHMIa:

bynu €nna TyTuHT Ba aiiTHO OepUHT

bonanrusra, 6onaHru3HUHT 0OJTACHHUHT OoJlaapura

Kyn xy€unapaan aBBan yuia maxapaa 0op au Xaér,

Wuconnap, erynuk, IIOBKUH Ba JapaxT.
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LUIS GOMEZ

Luis H. Gomez Ordoéfiez, estudié psicologia y estudios
latinoamericanos. actualmente investigo para la Universidad
Nacional de Costa Rica, y he publicado un articulo reciéntemente
en la revista de lenguas modernas de la Universidad Costa Rica.
Mis areas de trabajo tienen que ver con el tema de la cultura, las
narrativas y el desarrollo.

Andenes

Los hay para ideas, para resguardar

Del rocio o del sol aquellas aves de metal,

Que presumen su vuelo en pompas de ruido,

Al compas de turbinas, de pafiuelos que ya no

Se tiran cuando alguien viene o va en ese mar

Alado que es el viento, pero la espuma del aire,

Aun recoge en cada gesto de bienvenidas, de adioses,

De ensonaciones, de cuentos dromedarios, de poemas
Nomades que tan lindos se ven en bancas, paredes de bafio,
Pero que se escriben anonimos y silenciosos,

Como aquel del anden de flores, ese en que invernaban verdes,
Vivas, a pesar de la orquesta de vientos de otros andenes,
De los aridos inventarios mercantes,

De las fotos que las llevaban volando en el rumor de bits

E imagenes a lugares tan distantes como diversos,

Y asi estaban ellas inmortales en cotidianas postales,

Y estaba ella sonriéndoles a fuerza de sol, conversando
Entre risas con ellas, el botanico de plantas confiscadas,
Que tanto pueden ser imaginarias como biograficas.
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JIYU3 TOMEC

JIlyn3 T'omec ncuxomnorus Ba JIOTHH amepuKanTyHOCIUK daHa-
punan cabok osrad. AitHu maitna Kocra Puka Mwmuii YauBep-
CUTETH]a MIMUHN Ul 0TMO OOpMOKAA.

Kuproxkaap

Vnap MaBxyz Fosutap y4yH, Ba acpall y4yH

[Hynpunr € Ky€mgaH aHaBu TEMUP KylLiap,

Mymxannap ¥3 mapBO3UH MIOBKUH abnadacua.

TypOunanap’ €Hranaa, pymonyanap dHIU YK

JleHrusra KUMAUp Kejca KU KeTa€Trania TaluiaHapau KUPFOKKa

[[Tamoniek mapBo3, JIEKUH XaBO KYIIHTH

KaM KHJIaJIu XapakaTtuja “Xymn KenuOcu3’Ba “anBuo” HH,

Op3YJIApHU, XASHKOHJIM XUKOSUIApy Iy3all MIebplIapHU

3CKH YPUHAMKKA Ba XaMMOM JE€BOPUTa KOJIUPUITaH HOMaTapuHU

TeKuH (akaT Aracu3-y Max3yHIapHHU,

Xynau aHoB rymap 6oy OyTyH KUIIIA ST OYAraHiex,

Smaiican, 60MIKa KUPFOKIAPHUHT 1IaMOJI OPKECTPU
XaMpOXJINTU]IA

Kypyk caBno aitnanmanapuia

DUIMTHITaH MabIyMOTIap/IaH yuul KelraH cypatiapaaH

ByTynnaii 6oirka Xymyanap XakuJaaru TacaBBypiapaaH

Hlynmaii 6apxaét aau ymnap, KyHJaIUK OTKPUTKAIapaa

Ba y kyéurnunr Kkyunra TabaccyM KWJIapu, rarjiamranya

Vnap-na kynumraétu0, qapaxTcus Koiarad OoF,

Tapsxuman xonuaaruaek capo0 OYIUIIN MyMKHH.

’KemaHuHT CyB, Oy, ra3 Ky4u OWaH HIJIaiIiuran qBuraTend. (Tapx)
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g ZOFIA BESZCZYNSKA )

Zofia Beszczynska is a poet, author of fantasy tales for
adults and children, translator from French and Spanish and
book reviewer working for literary magazines. Member of
Association of Polish Writers and Polish IBBY Section. Scholar
of Children’s Library in Munich, Germany (1996) and Baltic
Centre for Writers and Translators in Visby, Sweden (2003).
She took part in poetry festivals in Sarayevo, Bosnia and Herzegovina
(1998), Struga, Macedonia (2002,2003), Havana, Cuba (2007), Calicut,
India (2007), Granada (Nicaragua, 2009), and Paris (France, 2009).
Her most important poetry collections are: Window in a Tree (1992),
Tea Cat (1999), Language of Birds (2001), Magic Places (2003),
Island of Lights (2004), Helter-Skelter Down the Hill (2005), Strange
Land (2007), Witch House (2010), Los sitios magicos

%k sk ok

I saw something I should not have seen
a bird falling head down

a white faced woman

blood spurting out of the artery

I turned into an animal

a dance round the fire:
I am excluded
stones in the water:

I cross over lightly
to the other side

every time he leaves

a trace behind him: a stone

or a bone or a feather; a smell.

Is he a fish or

a bird? or rain? or a wave? Someone dead
maybe. This smell is a scent

of a soul. It stays when you are in love and next
disappears.

Love might die

then. But always

some feathers are left
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300U BE3)KMHCKA

3o¢usa besxuHcka mebpaap, Macamiap, 0ojanap yayH 3pTaKiap
€3aau, (paHIly3 Ba HCIIaH THJUIAPUIAH Tap)KUMaap Kujiaau, afadbui
KypHaap y4yH Oaauuii kutoOnapra takpusiap ouragu. ¥ Ionbma
E3yBunnap yrommacuHuHr ab3ocu. MioHxeH Oonanap KyTyOXoHacH
Ba llIBenustnuHr BucOu maxpuaa xoiiamrad bontk0yiin €3ysun Ba
Tap>)KUMOHJIap Mapkasuaa (aonuar onubd 6opran. CapaeBo, bocHus
Ba ['eprieroBuna, Makenonus, Ky6a, Xunancton, Hukaparya, ®@pan-
s Kabu MamIlakaTiapJary mebpusT 6aiipaminapuaa UIITUPOK STIAH.
“Orounaru gapuya”, “Kym tanmn”, “Mybxka3 kagamkonap”, “Hypnap
oponu”, “AnBacTUxoHa” KaOW KUTOOIAPHUHT MyauIU(DU.

% ok 3k

Ky3um kypmacaurum kepak Oynran Hapcara TyLIId
6oy OnnaH macTra KyiaaéTraH Ky

paHrmap aén

TOMUpJIap/a KaBJIOH YpraH KOH

ajulakaHAai XalBoHra IYHINM

0JIOB aTpodua mIyx pakc:
KaMUHA UCTUCHO
CYB MYMH/IA JIOHT KOTap TOIILIAP:

OCOHTHHA yTaMaH Xariad
Hapru KUPFOKKA

sksksk

Ka4OH Kapama KeTaéTHO KOoIupaau u3:
Tomm € YHTaK € OMTTa TaT; uc.
bamukmu y

€ oupop Kym? EMFUPMUKHUH E?
TYJIKUHMU € TOLITaH KYKKUCIaH?
Bupop kuMHUHT Mypaacu Oayiku.
KouuuHr Xunu kemap Oy UCIaH.
AHKHO Typap ceBru oHMJa
CYHTpa 3ca KeTaju yIuo.

Cepru Maxp 0y1ap 5XTUMOJ
VYa nmaiitaa. AMMo xap cadap
bup Hewa nar Konanu yBoIL.
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ESHUR ETWEBI

Eshur Etwebi was born in Tripoli, Libya in 1952. He teaches
at School of Medicine, Zawia University, Libya. He is the author
of six books of poetry including Poems of The Terrace, Box of
Old Laughter, The Knowledge of Creatures and Things. He also
published an anthology of international poetry (translation into the
Arabic language). He was included in the “Anthology of modern
Arabic poets”, “Literature from the axis of evil”, and “Language
for new century”.

A bird

Bird perching on my shoulder:
you rest a little.
I carry your favorite food and my hand doesn’t tire.
I clean the dust from your feathers and my other hand doesn’t tire.
With my eyes, I protect you from hidden traps.
In my heart, I cradle your bed so you sleep calmly.
With my ears, I tune in to footsteps of hunters in the distance;
with my foot, I brush the scent of you from tender
branches and stems.

And my shoulder is your seat in the sky.

Bird perching on my shoulder:
did you know about this before now?

The bird says:
Life is not worth living for a bird who hates decay.
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g AIIIYP DTBEBHU )

Anryp OtBeou 1952 iiun JIuBus nolitaxtu Tpunonuaa TyFuiaras.
VY 3aBua yHuBepcuteTH THOOMET MakTabuaa napc 6epaau. “ANBoH
mewpaapu”’, “Kyxna kynry kyrtucu”, “Spammum Ba Oyromuiap
WIMK” Kabu mebpuil KNTOOIapy Halp STHATraH. Y apal THIuAaru
XaJIKapo IIEBPUIT aHTOJIOTHACHHU XaM Taiépnarad. lllevpnapu
3aMoHaBuil apab moupnapu 6aésura, “EBys mapna umsrunapu”,
“SIHru naBp TUIM CUHrapy TYIlamiapra KUpUTUIITaH.

Ky

Enkam cengek Kymra KyHasra:

Oup 03 THH OJ1.

OHI CeBUMJIM TAOMUHTHH KEJITUPraH KyJIUM
YapyoOK HEJIUTMHU OUIMaiau.

bouka KynuM naTjiapuHrHUHT apTap rapAuHH.
K¥y3napum 6unan

ALIAPUH TY30KJIapJaH CakJIaliMaH.
Kanbumpaa 6emmknaii TeOpaTrym ETOFUHTHA
OpOM OJICUH XOTHUPXKaM Jiesl.

VY30K1aru oBUMIIAPHUHT KaJaMHUH 101120
KYJIOKJIApUM JIUHT;

OEKJIapUM WJIa UCUHTHU

MHUTTH IIOXYajapAaH KypuriMaH.

Enkam cenra camogaru ypuHIUFUHTIUD.

XOB, €JIKaM/1a YTUpraH KyLuM
aBBaJI IIyHJIaH Xa0apJOPMHUINUHT?

Kymrga airyp:
Uupumgan HadpaTaaHTad Kyl YIyH
Byn xaérna simaMoKHUHT Xe4 KHAMaTH HyK.
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AJIEKCAHJIP YJIAHOB

[ToaT, nepeBoqumK, mpo3auk, Kputuk. Pomuiics B 1963 romy.
B nacrosmee Bpems xuBer B Camape, paboraer B CamapckoM
a’pokocMuueckoM YyHusepcurere u Camapckoi ['ymanuTapHOi
aKaJeMuu (B T.4. Kypc COBPEMEHHOM pycckoil mo33um). Joxrop
TEXHUYECKUX HayK. ABTOp 4 KHUI' CTUXOB M Majoi MPO3bl, OKOJIO
50 crareii 0 COBpPEMEHHOM PYCCKOM W 3apyOeKHOU JMTEepaType
(my6nmukanuu B «Ex Libris HI™, “3namenu” u np.), mepeBoaoB ¢
aHIINICKOro (COBpEMEHHas aMepHKaHCKasi 103315 ), ppaHIly3CKOro
(ITons Banepu), nemenxoro (“Conetsl k Opdero” P.M.Pumnbke).
Jlaypeat IIpemun Annpes benoro B HomuHauuu “JIuteparypHast
kputuka” (2009).

IITHubI, TPABbI, KAMHU

UyTb KacaroTcsl KpbUILEB 3BE31bI,
PackpsiBast Ha1 MOpPEM TEHHU.
UrtoObI NTHIl HE TIOKUHYIT BO3MYX,
Hy»xeH MenneHHbIil MO3T pacTEHUN.

U teprieHbe KaMHEN HIEPIIABbIX,
Pa3znenenHbIX ropabiHei rpaHeit, -
UTo0bI THXO IIarajan TPaBbl

N BcTpeyanuch BECHOIO paHHEN.

U nokxa HeBeCOMBI KPBIJIbA,

JIns1 KOTOpBIX BCEW HOYM MaJIo, -
He pacmmtonut, paBHsisi ¢ IbUIBIO,
ExeuacHas Homia cKajbl.
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’ AJIEKCAHJIP YJIAHOB .

Aunekcanp YnanoB 1963 iinnna Poccusaunr Camapa maxpuaa
nynéra kenrad. llloup, €3yBun, anabuii TAHKUIYM Ba Tap>KHUMOH.
Camapa [laBmar Asuanus Ba KocmMoHaBTMKAa MyXaHAHCIUK
VYHuBepcureruga unuiaiad. @aH AOKTOPH, JOLEHT. AJIeKCaHAp
YaHOBHUHT 4 Ta EbPU KUTOOH YBJIOH KUIITMHTaH. 3aMOHABUH pyC
Ba )KaXOH anabuérura oua makonanapu “Ikc Jlubpuc”, “3namenn”
Hampiaapuaa OocwiraH. Y XO3WpPrH 3aMOH aMepuka, (ppaHirys,
HEeMHC anaOMETHIaH PyC TWIMTa Tap)KUMajap KwiraH. AHapen
bensiit HoMuaaru MykooTHHHT “Anabuii TAaHKUA HOMUHAIMICH
Oyitnua aypeatH.

Kyu, maiica Ba Touiap

Kanotnapu teru6 yrap cutopara,
Jlenrus y3pa éinnaay KyJkanapH.
Kymuanapum, keTMaHr y3ra caii€para,
TyTnb TypcHH rHEXJIApHUHT eJIKaJIapy.

Jaran-nara TomrdagsapHUHT MaTOHATH,
EpuiMumiup kuppaiapus JMMOFHA,
byncun nes maiicanapHHUHT XaJl0BaTH,
YHUO-YCCHH HaBOAXOPHUHT KyJIOFH]IA.

XaJm KaHOT JIETaHJIapy Xapup-Xapup,
Kamnuk Kusmap sKaH si10 TyHIapy Xam, -
Fy6op mucon tekucnonmaii kotap rapud
I'yHI KOSIHMHT Xap COATJIMK MYHIJIAPU XaM.
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ARTHUR SZE

Educated at the University of California, Berkeley Arthur Sze
is the author of nine books of poetry, including The Ginkgo Light
(Copper Canyon Press, 2009), and he is also the editor of Chinese
Writers on Writing (Trinity University Press, 2010). He lives in
Santa Fe, New Mexico (USA). “Pig’s Heaven Inn” is from The
Ginkgo Light by Arthur Sze (Copper Canyon Press, 2009).

Other collections by Sze include River River (1987), Dazzled
(1982), Two Ravens (1976; revised, 1984), and The Willow Wind
(1972; revised, 1981).

Pig's heaven inn

Red chiles in a tilted basket catch sunlight<

we walk past a pile of burning mulberry leaves
into Xidi village, enter a courtyard, notice

an inkstone, engraved with calligraphy, filled
with water and cassia petals, smell Ming
dynasty redwood panels. As a musician lifts

a small xun to his mouth and blows, I see kiwis
hanging from branches above a moon doorway:
a grandmother, once the youngest concubine,
propped in a chair with bandages around

her knees, complains of incessant pain;
someone spits in the street. As a second
musician plucks strings on a zither, pomelos
blacken on branches; a woman peels chestnuts;
two men in a flat-bottomed boat gather
duckweed out of a river. The notes splash,
silvery, onto cobblestone, and my fingers
suddenly ache: during the Cultural Revolution,
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g APTYP KE )

Apryp XKe 1950 iinnna Hero-Mopkna Tyrunran. “Apxunenar”,
“Kumy”, “Hlapé-mapé”, “Kysryn”, “Maxnyton mabdamacu” kabu
TYKKU3Ta MebpHid KATOOHUHT Myamudu. [lyHuHrnex, y Moxup
Tap>KUMOH OYnuO, XUTOH THIMAAH KYI1ad acapiJapHU WHIJIN3 TH-
nura tap>kuma Kwirat. Hlespust 6yitnua 6up Heura MyKoQoT, 1ry-
HUHTACK, anabuét coxacuaaru Jlanaan MykoQoTu coxubu OyiaraHn
Aptyp Ke AKIIInunr Canra ®@u maxpujia ICTUKOMAT KWJIaIu.

TYHFU3HMHT KAHHATHA MAbBOCH

Kuiimuk caBatnaru Ku3ui rapMaopu ToonaHaau KyEm Hypuia

6u3 ketnb 6opamu3 OypkcuETran TyTdapriap apo

My kumoruaa Gup XOBIUTa CyKaMu3 OOITHH

akac rynbapriapu Ba cyBra Tyjia yima

HAKIIUHKOP OYEKTOLITa Tylap KYy3UMH3, aHKUP

Munrnap aBinoguaH Mepoc Kaparail xuau. Mycukauu

Kuunk Haitnu TyTHO OoF3ura myduiap 3KaH Kyprym

Of1 51Uy yCTHIary mox4wiapra OCWIraH KUBUJIapHU:

bup Hyponuii 6yBu, KaUOHJIAPIUP SHT KUUKK KYHJOII OYIiraH,

Kypcura muxnanran tuz3acu OOFJIHK, THHWIMK OepMac OFpHK
30pJaHap;

OoupoB Tyduad Tanuiap kyvara. borka 6up Mmycukauu

TOp TOpTap LUTpara, rpedndpyT Kopasau moxiapaa; oup aén

KalllTaH IMy4YOFUH apuap; UKKU Hadap dpKak sSccu TyOIu

Kainkaa Oakatynnap iturap napénan. Kaiamapra nyp caupap,

JI0XYBap/l, XapcaHT TOII yCTHHA, OapMOKyYaIapuMm

Ooupnan orpuit 6onutap: Mananuii MHkmno6 naiituaa,

YUYMHYY KaBaT OMHACHIaH Y3UH TalllaraH XOJaMHUHT 3pU;
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my aunt's husband leapt out of a third-story
window; at dawn I mistook the cries of

birds for rain. When the musicians pause,
Yellow Mountain pines sway near Bright
Summit Peak; a pig scuffles behind an enclosure;
someone blows his nose. Traces of the past

are wisps of mulberry smoke rising above

roof tiles; and before we too vanish, we hike

to where three trails converge: hundreds

of people are stopped ahead of us, hundreds
come up behind: we form a rivulet of people
funneling down through a chasm in the granite.
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TOHT/A KyIlJIap calpaliuHy EMFUP IIUBUPH 1€0 aJalianM.
Mycukauuiap o3 YaaUIIHU TyXTaTTaH Maxal

Epxun Uykku Tenacuaa Kankud keTaau

Capuk TorHuHT Kaparailylapy; TYHFU3 FUMUPJIAAN J€BOP OPTHIA;
KUMIUp OypyH KOKap. YTMUII H3/1apH TOMTa ypiaéTran

TYT TYTYHUHUHT KOJAMKIAPUIHUP; KY3/1aH FOUNO OYIUIIIaH OJIHH
caiipra YuKamu3 y4ra U3 ydpauryp Kkouza:

1037120 o1aM OM3/1aH aBBaJl TYXTaTUIITaH, siHa 10371a0 KelaBepap
opTUMU3IaH: qapé OYnub oKaau XajikK KyWn TOMOH

IPAHMT [IAPYACUIATY KMUUK OFU3 TYHHYK apo.
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CAROL MOLDAW

Carol Moldaw is the author of four books of poetry, The
Lightning Field, which won the 2002 FIELD Poetry Prize, Through
the Window, Chalkmarks on Stone, and Taken from the River, as well
as anovel, The Widening. Her work is published widely in journals,
including AGNI, Antioch Review, Boston Review, Chicago Review,
Conjunctions, Denver Quarterly, FIELD, The New Republic, The
New Yorker, The Paris Review, Parnassus, Threepenny Review,
and Triguarterly. It has also been anthologized in many venues,
including Western Wind: An Introduction to Poetry, and Under 35:
A New Generation of American Poets. A recipient of a Lannan
Foundation Marfa Writer’s Residency, an NEA Creative Writing
Fellowship, and a Pushcart Prize, Moldaw lives outside of Santa
Fe, New Mexico with her husband and daughter.

Timetable for Birds

Days I’ve spent brooding over this timetable--
a schedule for birds I can’t identify
in Kansas City, a place I’ve never been.

According to it, a cedar waxwing’s routine
is irregular, but a catbird can be clocked:
arrival 4:30, departure 9:25 (date unspecified).

Where the birds come from--where the birds go--
vagaries of wind--velocity--fate--how much
food (sleep) they need--are matters the timetable

doesn’t address. Even what’s relatively simple,
like who choreographs the interplay
of multiple flight paths across the sky,
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’ K3POJ MOJIJIOY .

Kapon Monnoy AKIlInunr Hero-Mekcuko mraruaa simaiam.
oupanunr «byH4a onuc, OyHua sskun”, “Uakmoxk Boawmiicu”, “/la-
puua oma”, “Jlapénan Tomun”, “Tomgaru uznap” kabu KuToOIIA-
pu Hamp >twiarad. Acapnapu Uwkaro, bocton kabu mrarimapaa
YUKaJAUraH Kyruiad amaduit sxypaamiapaa, “Fap6 mamonu: [les-
pusiTra Kupuin’”’, “Amepuka IOUPIaApUHUHT SHIH aBJION CUHTapu
a"Toyorusuiapra xam kuputwirad. Kapon Monnoy 6agumii nxon
coxacujaard Karop MykodoTiapra JOHHK KypuiraH. Y XOJJTMHC
YHuBepcuteTuaa TalKWI ATUIraH €3yBUniIap JaCTYpPUHUHT UILTHU-
POKUMCHUAND.

Kyumiap y4uyH xaaBaJj

Tepmynu0 KyHIapHU YTKa3raHuM Oy >kajBast
Xamu men 6opmaran Kanzac maxpuaa
AIOBYM HOTAHMII KyILIapra MOCAUD

Kep YyMUYYFUHHMHT Xapakar aiTu
oJIaThii IMAC, aMMO KOPasUIOK BaKTH Oyakya:
yun0 kenui coat 4:30 na, kerumt 9:25 (KyHH HOMabJIyM)

Kyluiap Kaiian kenub Kaiira Ketauu -
AaMOJI UHKUKJIUTH, TE3JIUTH, PU3KU
Kabu €3FUIIMKIIap YHJA aKC 3TMac

Xarro ap3umac €0 yinaranumus
OCMOHJIary MUHIIIA0 yUuI HYJuIapuH
pekanamTHpyBId OMPOH KUMCa, Ha
iurupma yd Typau KymHuHr 5:01 na
OupaaH epra KYHUIIUHU HYITa COTyBUH
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or how twenty-three species all due to land

at 5:01 coordinate their simultaneous descents,
is beyond its scope. (What can’t be answered

often goes untouched.) A few of the sightings--
of cardinal, kingbird, red-headed woodpecker,
chimney swift, goldfinch, meadowlark--

are confirmed by someone’s light pencil mark.
Five out of six catalogued owls--great horned,
long-eared, barred, barn, and screech--

are residents who never leave. The short-eared owl
arrives at 10:10 (am? pm?), departs at 3:15.
The least bittern, the short-billed marsh wren

arrive together (4:10) and stay the summer,
while the lapland longspur and arctic towhee
winter over. Some birds--the shoveller,

the blue-winged teal--were seen leaving
but no one knows what time they came;
others, like the coot, duly checked in

(2:30) but managed to lift off undetected.
And you? Will your arrival, your crowning,
be clocked? A penciled note, a bracelet

of red thread twining your fledgling wrist?
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Ky37a TyTHITaHMac yily >kaBajia
(>kaBOOM MYK caBOJ YbTUOOPAAH YET/A)

Kuswmin KaHOT KapAuHaJ, KYpKUHAK, KU3WIMILTOH,
K¥ykum urnagym, cabBa Ba cypuTypraifHUHT

alpyM IOMYIUIApU KU3UJI YU3WITaH.
BypryTcumoH, y3yH Ky/oK, Iopak 001!
WYI-UYI1, KYHFUP TYCJIHU OJITH JI0HA YKKWJIAPHUHT

bemr nonacu yTpok OyHaa. BOTKOK ykkucu
10:10 ga (apramu € xeu?) kenap, kerap 3:15 na.
XuHp 6u3busaru Ba 60TKOK OMTU3TYMIITyFH

bupra xynap (4:10 na), €3mab Konap,
Jlanmanaust Oupru3you Ba ApKTHKa TYTUCH
Kunuiad keraau. bab3u Kymuiap — KeHr TyMILYKIH Yprak,

KYK KaHOT YyppaKkHH Ky4nuO KeTaéTraHMHM KYpPUILITaH
aMMO Ka4yoOH KeJIraHuaH XxaMMa Oexabap
KalIKaJIJJOK KaOuiap He 3aMOH KeJIraHuH

MabiayM Kuirany ( 2:30) ek xaipu HacHsl.
Cuz-un? Kenuui-KeTHIIMHIUA3 BAaKTH MaBXYIMU?

KI/IBI/IH HILIA 61/1J1ary3y1<, SIHI'Y I1aT YUKKaH

Kynunarusra TakunapmMu Kaiam 4Yu3uK xar?
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DANIEL KUNENE

Daniel Kunne is a Professor Emeritus, University of Wisconsin,
B.A. (University of South Africa, 1949), M.A. and Ph.D. (University
of Cape Town, 1951 and 1961 respectively), Awarded D.Litt. et
Phil. (honoris causa) (University of South Africa, 1999), Author of:
Heroic Poetry of the Basotho (OUP, 1971; UNISA, 1983); Thomas
Mofolo and the Emergence of Written Sesotho Prose (Ravan Press,
1989); Dithoko, Dithothokiso le Dithoholetso tsa Sesotho (OUP,
1996); A Seed Must Seem To Die (Ravan Press, 1981); From the Pit
of Hell to the Spring of Life (short stories: Ravan Press, 1986); The
Zulu Novels of C.L.S. Nyembezi: A Critical Appraisal (The Edwin
Mellen Press, 2007).

Snapshot

The Vulture
Frozen in a posture of impending pounce
To feast on carrion, a life thrown away

The Child
Taut skin protruding bones
Eyes bulging in a dull indifferent gaze

The Photographer
Eye squeezed on infallible camera for prize-winning shot
Finger poised for final click that would tell the world

A Child died
The ultimate sacrifice to power gone mad
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JOHUEJI KYHEHE

Adpuxanuk moup Iruuen Kynene Kanyouit Adppuka Yuu-
BepcuTeTH Ba Kelinrayn YHuUBepcUTEeTHAA TaXCUJT OJITaH. Y «YpyF
HOOyn Oynumra maxkym”, “YKaxanHam Kabpuaan xaét udopna-
puraua”, “bacyro »mu noctonnapu”, “Tomac Modono Ba cecoto
HACPHHHUHT fo3ara kenmumm’, “3yiy poMaHiapu’ Kadu kuroOmap-
HUHT Myamuuaup. Xycycan, y Xanyouit Adpuxagarn Mpkui
KaMCHUTHIIra Kaplld KapaTWIraH acapiiapy Ba Mabpy3ajlapu Ou-
JIaH Tryxpart Ko3oHraH. Kymiab mebpiapu Kyira comHu0, KyInuK
kunu6 kyinanrat. [Ipauen Kynene acapiapu KaTop XOp>Kui THII-
Japra Tap)KuMa KWIMHTaH Ba 4eT MaMilakaTiaap/a XaM Hamip dTHJI-
ra.

Jlax3aim kaap

Kanxar
YTKUp naHka OuIaH KYKKUCIaH
KEpPaKCHU3 MaTOXJ1all YJIOKTUPUIITaH
THUPUK Kacajl Capy TAILUIAHUINITA [ai
oup andozna KOTMHUII

I'ynax
OTH OwilaH TypTHO YMKKaH CysArd aitHU
Kocacunan Kouran KkaBapuk Ky3iaap
Xwupa Oupop MabHH TOMTHUIMAC HATOX

Cyparkai
Xaro KeTMacHH-UYYH armnaparura
CuHYKOB Kapap MyKO(pOT WIMHXHAA
Bbapmoxk Tyrma 6ocrau Tapanap JOHTH

I'¥nak cabun ketau
Kyu-kynparra kenTupuirad CYHITH KypOOHIHK
O34 akjinad
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FADHIL AL-AZZAWI

Fadhil al-Azzawi (born in Kirkuk, Iraq) is one of the leading
poets and writers in the Arab World. He has published more than
30 poetry collections, novels, books of criticism and translations of
German and English literary works into Arabic. He edited several
newspapers and magazines and founded the poetry magazine Shi'r
69. He writes also in English and German and is a contributing editor
of London based Banipal Magazine. Al-Azzawi participated in
Iraq’s avant-garde Sixties Generation. His early work was critiqued
and lauded with great enthusiasm. His writing blends the Arabic
literary tradition with western modernism and postmodernism. Al-
Azzawi studied English literature at Baghdad University. In 1977
he left Iraq to Germany and earned a PhD in the cultural theory. His
works had been translated into more than 20 languages. 4 of them
published in America and Britain. He is currently a full-time writer
living in Berlin.

Misunderstanding

The poet stood at the podium
And introduced himself:
“My poems are birds!”

The birds floated over our heads
and sang:
“We are poems!”

So you could say

That, yesterday in a caf¢,

I wrote a bird

And before that I dined on a poem
in a lyric pub.
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’ OATXHI-AJ-A33ABUIA .

Apab nynécupa Ky3ra KYpUHTaH IDKOAKOpiapaaH Oupu
danxun-an-Azzasuit Upokna tyrunran. ¥ bornonna uHmm3 ajaa-
ouérunan cabok onrad. 30 gaH OPTHK LIChPHN, HACPUH, MyOIH-
LMCTHK Ba TapKMMa acapiapu Hamp stwirad. Hemuc Ba nHmms
TWUIapuaary 0aguuil acapiapHu apad THIMIa MOXMPOHA TapiKH-
Ma kwiran ®anxui-an-Az3asuii “lllesp 69” HOMIM HIEBpUSTra
OaryIUTaHTaH JKypHaJra acoc COJraH, HIyYHHHIJCK, y JIoHmoHaa
qom sTwiagurad “‘banunan” KypHalu TaxpupHUsATHIA MyXappup
O0ynub MexHar Kunaau. Acapiapuia apad anaOuii aHbHaTapUHUHT
Fap0 MOJEPHU3MHU Ba MOCTMOJICPHU3MH OMIIaH YHFyHIIAInO KeTra-
HUHH KYpUII MyMKHH. ATMOHUHT acapiapu 20 AaH OPTUK THILIap-
ra Tapxuma KwinHrad, Amepuka, byrok bpuranus, I'epmanusna
OocuiraH.

AHIIAIIHJIMOBYMJINK

Munbap/a F03 TypapKaH IIOHp
Tanuwmrrupap siara y3uHu:
“Kyuuap spyp MEHUHT mebpnapum!”

Yuub yrap sxan Oomr y3pa
Kymnap myxvan airaay suia:
“bus acnuaa s3pypmus aurbop!”

Jlemak, “kevya KyHHU Tyl najuia
bup Ky é31uM XypakxoHaa,
Can onAMHPOK TYLIHPAUM HaKKOC
Ha3M yiuaa O0yc-OyTyH mebpHu”,
nest aiftca Oymaau Takpop.

( 209 )



& —Ag.— »

g PASCALE PETIT h

PASCALE PETIT was born in Paris, grew up in France and
Wales and lives in London. She has published three collections
and two pamphlets of poetry. In 2004 she was selected as a Next
Generation Poet. Both her second and third collections, The
Zoo Father (Seren, 2001) and The Huntress (Seren, 2005), were
shortlisted for the T S. Eliot Prize and were Books of the Year in
the Times Literary Supplement. The Zoo Father was a Poetry Book
Society Recommendation and won an Arts Council of England
Writers” Awards and a New London Writers’ Award. She co-edited
the first Poetry School anthology, Tying the Song (Enitharmon,
2000), trained as a sculptor at the Royal College of Art and has
travelled extensively in the Venezuelan Amazon. She was a co-
founding editor of Poetry London and its Poetry Editor from1989
to 2005.

Creation of the Birds
after the painting by Remedios Varo

I paint birds from starlight.
The harder my art, the stronger their wings —

Solar or lunar feathered, iris-barbed.
The ultrasonic syrinx,

Drawn from my violin-brush,
Starts to hum when i’m lonely.

I release them while still wet, their songs
Liquid and light, not meant for base ears.

Even the nests they weave in our old forests
Are harmonies — temporary mouths for our trees.

Restless, they embark on great migrations,
Beat against the glass of earth’s cage.
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g MMACKAJIb IETUT )

[Mackans Iletut [Mapmwkaa TyFuiran, 00aauK Ba SIITHUK HHIT-
napu @pannuana Ba Yaucna keurad. Xo3up JloHaoHma smanau.
VYHUHT yuTa TYIJIaMy Ba UKKHUTA MEbpUN naM¢uIeTiapy 40 3THII-
rafd. 2004 iiunga y “Kenaxak moupacu’ 1e0 TaH ONMHTaH. YHUHT
UKKH Tymamu “XaiBonot 6ofu acocuncu” (Cepen, 2001), “Opun
aén” (Cepen, 2005) T.C. Dnauot MykooTUTra JOWUK KYpHITaH Ba
“Taiimc JIutepapu Cynmiement” Hampuaa “Mun kutobnapu” e
3pTUPO(D dTEHIITAH. “XaWBOHOT OOFM acocuncu’ bamuuii keHrami-
HUHT “UHru3 €3yBuniiapu” Ba “SHru JlongoH €3yBumnapu” my-
kodorura cazoBop Oynran. [lackanp “JIoHIOH MO33UsICU” Kyp-
HAJMHUHT XaMMyacCHUCH caHanaau, ymoy Hampaa 1989 itmnnan
2005 #unraya mebpuAT OyauMu Myxappupu cudaruga haoausT
KYypCaTraH.

KyuuiapHuHr spatujimmm

Pemeouoc Bapo uuzzan pacmaapuu Kypuo

HOny3 Hypu Omnan Kyuwiap 4u3rym OorT,
N kaHya KuMHIMp, NIyH4a 3yp KaHOT —

VYnapHHUHT HYpH XaM KyELUIH, ONIIH,
Fapoiin6 ToBynum Hait 60p uupoiiny,

Fwxoxakinm uyTKana YM3MIrad cypar,
Tanxonuk oHMJA FYHFUpIAp (akar.

Kyiin6 robopaman Kypumaii 6apu,
Junrup Ba HypJauIup anryiaajapu.

KyxHa ypMonaaru unnapu €nrus
JapaxtinapuMus-uyyH BaKTUHYA OFU3.

Byrok kyuui yuyH Taii€p typapiap,
3amuH Kadacura Y3HH ypapiap.
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PRAYAG SAIKIA

Poet Prayag Saikia has, till date, six collections of poetry,
a novel, a short-story collection and a novelette in verse to his
credit. His poems have also been published in Indian Literature,
Chandrabhaga, Poet International, The Statesman’s festival issue,
Chicago Poetry online anthology, Gulistan (literary journal of
Uzbekistan).

Wings on the arms

In these very woods he had

Embraced obscurity;

He’d come fleeing from a faith,

That seized from one’s view

The telescope

And ended horizon at the naked eye’s range.

This man had in these very woods,
Like a bird soaring over the world,
Put on two wings on his arms,

He belonged not to those days,

He was today’s.

If you too yearn to turn your back
Against the many rigid faiths,
Come to these woods.

These woods exist not in the present
But in the distant years after.

(Translated from original Assamese by Krisna Dulal Barua)
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g MIPASIT CAIKHA )

[pasr Caiikua, moup, Tap>kxuMoH, 1958 inaHUHT 7 OKTAOpH-
na XUHAUCTOHHUHI Accam mrtati HaraoH maxpuaa TaBamiyn
tonras. Jubpyrapx YHUBepcUTETHAA TaXCUI ONraH. Emumurugan
anabuérra karra mexp kyiras I[pasr CalilkuaHUHT OMPUHYH TICH-
puii Tyramu  “IlputxuBu npeo3n” 1997 imnna Hamp >TUIraH.
2000 #mnna aguOHUHT UHIIN3 THUAaru “TOHTHU MHTHK KyTHO”
kuToOu 60ocmnra. Lllynnan kelinn ¥3 ona Tunuaary “Kankxanman
Hanup xarxape” (2003), “Cypust xorxa” (2004) HOMIM XHUKOsIap
TYIJIaMH Ba WIEbPUN KUCcacu Hampaad dyukkaH. Y 2007 iwnna
¥30eK MebpUsITH aHTOJIOTHSCHHM accaM THJIMTa Tap>KUMa KUJuo,
XUHIUCTOHIATY LIEhP UXJIOCMaHuIapura Takaqum stau. [lebpna-
pu Y30ekucToHaa ynKaaurad « ynmucTony KypHaauaa xam 00CHII-
raH.

Eaxkanaru KaHoriaap

AliHaH ymly napaxT3opiapaa
Kyuranam y KOpOHFUIMKHY;
OBTHKOAIAH KEATaHIU KOYHO,

Acup KuiraH qyHEKapaItHu
Yerypnob

SMaHFO4 HUTOXHUHT KEHITTMKJIapH/1a
EI‘/'II/IFJH/IK):LI/Ip yQKHUHT YEeTH.

Aitan ymOy papaxt3opiapaa
Kyminait kaHoT KOKKaH Oy ogam
ISI/I(bTI/IFa KYHAUPJIA UKKW KAaHOTHH,
YTmum kynnap 6erona yHra,
ByryHnHuku aam y acnu.

Cus xam arap myHaai o6emadkar
Axunara 6epcaHru3 KYHTHI,
Kenunarus my mapaxr3opnapra.
Tononmaccus ynapuu 6yryH
bupok mMaBxyn Huiuiap CyHrruja.
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g RASHIDAH ISMAILI )

Rashidah Ismaili Abubakr is a poet, playwright, essayist and
short story writer. She was born in 1941 in Cotonou, Benin. Her
life has taken her from the Benin port city of Cotonou to the artistic
hub of New York’s Lower East Side in the 1960s. Although retired
from academia, she still works diligently as a writer and supporter
of African and African diasporic artistic expression. She is widely
anthologized and has four collections of poems. Her plays have
been performed internationally as well as national. Ms. Ismaili has
read her poetry solo and with musical instrumentation. She has
been a writer in residence at many colleges and art centers in the
country. She is an art and culture critic and has published essays on
Langston Hughes and Mariama Ba.

Ti Oiseau

Silence

no breeze
tension

taught wires
stretch

across the land.

Stray dogs bray,
cats slink

under bush,

under cars,

hair raised,

they claw the earthl.

Overhead
yellow birds
against
greying skies
shriek, shrill.
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’ PAILIAJIA UICMOWJINIT ABYBAKP .

Pammna Wcemounuit  AOyGakp, 1moupa, JApamarypr Ba
xuKosiHaBuc, 1941 iunga Fapouit Adpukana xoinamran benun-
na Tyruirad. 60-dwniapia y KMHIMK KOHH TOMTaH IOPT IHaxpu
Koronynan Hero-Mopkka kyuub yrtran. Adpuka caHbaru Ba Ma-
JAHUATUHHU KEeHT Taprub kuimum 6apobapuaa Pammna Memoummii
Oanuuil WXKOI coxacuia XaM Ce3WIapiu MIIap KWwirad, TypTTa
HIebpUil TYIIaMu, aMmepuKkanuk aau6 Jlenrcron Xpro3 Ba ceHeral-
muk €3yBun Mapusima ba TyFpucuaaru ouepkiapy Halp 3THITaH.
Acapnapu yeT MamiiakatiapAa XaMm Oocuirad, KyIiad neecanapu
CaXHaJAaITUPWITaH. Y ILIebpIapuHU MYyCHKHH acOGoOmapra xyp
oxanraa udomanu YKUIMIHU Wynra KynO, caHbaT Aaproxjapuia
MYHTa3aM paBHIIAa Enulapra WKOA cHplapugaH cabok Oepud
KEJIMOK/A.

Yurrak

Xap €Hna cyKyHar

UYK KUIT Tran mabana
KECKHHJIMK

YKATHIITaH CUMJIap
KEHIVIMK/IA Y4y3uiap

Ay UTaap U3rup,
MYIIyKJIap YFpuHYa KE3UHAP
I0X-11ab6aro

YJIOB OCTHIA

XyprnairaHya

TaTaJlaiiu ep.

bom yctrna
CaprumMtup Kyuuiap
Tyccus ocMOH
TuxunaM Oy3ap
YunaKHpuo.
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A cup slides.

The floor hits it.
Tante Marie-Fleure
grabs her knee,

a chill

shivers her back
and she shudders.

Tante Marie-Fleure
walks to her door
steps out

slithers

down a hole.

Overhead
yellow birds
against
greying skies
disoriented
circle a tree
that moves.
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Yun-unn Oynap nuéna
nojira ypuiuo.
Mapu-®nopa xoHUM
OyKkap TU33aCHH,
COBYK

YUMYWIApKaH KeTHHU
KYHUIIHUO oJap.

Mapu-®nopa

U3JIap SIIATHH

TalKapura YAKMOKYHN OYITHu0
TOMMIHO KeTap

YyKyp WYHTa.

Tenana xany3
CapFUMTHUp KyILIiap
TAJMWHAINA XAPa camora
ACaHKUPad

KyJnaéTraH JapaxTHU
oJaau Kypiao.
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Silence

no breeze
stilled air
and then
screams
enveloped
in gaping
gashes.
The earth moves
and people
confused
turn,

run,

jump

here

and there.

The birds

are lost.
Without wind
they flail

and drop
below

eye sight.
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KUMKAT-KUMKHAT
HACUMJAH HOM HMYK
XaBO KOTHO KOJITaH
OYFUK KHIKUPHUK
OFpHKJIapra
yupMal TallIaHTaH.

3aMUH CHJIKHHAIU
071amM30/]

He KWilapuH ounmait
KyTapuo

ypaiu

Y3UHH.

Kyuurap

napbanap.
[MTamoncus
yaikan0-yaikaimo
KyJnanau

rmacrtra.
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g MUHAMMAD GHAFFOR )

Muhammad Ghaffor, freelance Uzbek poet, was born in 1955 in
Kashkadarya region of Uzbekistan. He has several books of poetry
to his credit, including The Black Smile, The Swimming River, and
The Bank Of The Silence. His poems have been translated into
English and German languages.

One moment

At night

An owl sings

As a poet

Reading a poem

About motherland

The sky

Trembles again and again
Suspicion splashes

To the face of the moon
How the moon that has
neither hands nor legs
And is consisted

of belly only

Can be beautiful
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’ MYXAMMAJl FAG®OP .

Myxamman Faddop 1955 #mnma Kamkamapé sumostuma
Tyruiarad. Yaulr “Kopa tabaccym”, “Uymunaérran napé”, “Cyky-
HaT COXWJIN~ KabW mebpuil kutobnapu Hamp stuiarad. llespnapu
MHIVIM3 Ba HEMUC THWJJIApUra XaM TapyKuMa KUJIMHTaH.

bup snax3za

Tynna

Caiipaiiau 60MKyII
Baran xaxkuna
Illesp yxuérran
loupra yxmabd

OcMoH
Kanku6-kankub tymap
I'ymon caupaiinu
OWHUHT 03Ura

Kynnapu iyk oi
OéxJtapu UyK oit
Kopunnan ubopar oi
Kanpaii ryzan
bynmumm mymkus
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g SAYED GOUDA )

Sayed Gouda was born in Egypt. Majored in Chinese. Winner
of a first prize in poetry at college. Writes poetry, novels, and essays
in Arabic, English, and Chinese. Translated hundreds of poems
from and into the three languages. Editor of a literary website in
four languages (www.arabicnadwah.com). Author of four books of
Arabic poetry, two novels in English. Participated in several poetry
festivals in Egypt, China, Macedonia, and Hong Kong. His poems
have been translated in several languages such as English, Chinese,
Spanish, Macedonian, Uzbek, Mongolian. They were published in
many magazines and anthologies.

My Sad Sparrow
(Translated by the author from Arabic into English)

My sparrow is sad

The one I've bought from the birds shop
In a gold-tinted cage

With plenty of wheat

And rivers running nearby.

I put her on my balcony

Wanting her to wake me every morning

With her heavenly echoing voice

Like luxurious rich people who live in palaces
Wanting her to be a messenger of love

When my girlfriend visits me.

My sparrow is sad

Dreaming in her corner

Her feathers are drawn

Like a wilting flower

I can almost perceive in her eyes
Her translucent sadness
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’ CAWJI TOVIIA .

Caun Toyma 1968 itmnma Mucpaa taBautyn tonrad. Koxupa
YHUBEPCUTETUHUHT XOPWKUM TWiuiap (axynsretnHn Ba [lexuH
TUJIAp YHUBEPCUTETUHH XUTON TUIM MyTaXacCUCIUTH OYiinya Ta-
MomJiaras. Y Tanabanuk gaBpuaack GpaxkynpTeTaa YTKa3uirat meb-
pUSAT TaHJIOBHUIA OMPUHYM MYKO(QOTHH Kyiara xkuputaaud Ba 1990
v Koxupana mebpuid TymiamMu 00ocMaaH YuKagl. YHUHT UK-
KUHYM Ba YYUHYH mebpuid kutodmapu xam 2005 nnga Koxupana
Hamp stwirad. Cana 1992 wimngan 6epu ['onr-Konrna smaiiau. Y
WKKH 103Ta SKMH XUTON Ba MHINIU3 MIEbPUATH HAMyHAJIapUHH apad
TUJINTa YTUpraH Ba yinapHu Mucpaa Hamp KWIMHAIUTaH afgabu-
€rra oua Maxcyc rasera “Axbap an Ana6” caxuanapuaa 4or IT-
TUpraH. YHUHT cabi XapakaTiiapu OWIaH Ma3Kyp Ta3eTaHUHT ydTa
cou Xurtoi Ba I'onr-Konr mebpustura 6arunuiad yuKapuira.
Canp T'onk-Konr, Xutoii, Makegonuss Ba Mwucpna yTka3uiaran
XaJIKapo HIEbpUAT aHXyMaHJapuja HINTUPOK 3TraH, IIebpiapu
WHIJIN3, UCTIaH, Y30eK, MYFya THIUTApUTA XaM TapKUMa KUJIMHTaH.

Masbioc Kymum

Kymap aykonugan cotud onraHum
Ontun Kadacaaru

JloH-nyHTa cepod

AHX0p 0KHO Typran MabBoja YCran
Kymum xomytr 6eTo0

AWBOHTa ujaaMaH

JKannaruii oBo3-1a

VYUFOTHUIINH UCTAaMaH Xap TOHT
Kacp nunnnaru kubopnap kabu
Myxa66ar »muucu Oyicaiau KaH!
CeBrumM Kejrasaa 0u3 TOMOH

Bomm sruk KyImMMHHUHT XaMOH
bup Oypuaxna cypaau xaén
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Like the sadness of the one
Who sees friends’ treachery
So he moves in a whirlpool of sorrow and blame

Her sadness is deep like quick sand
That swallows the dreamy birds when they perch on it.

My sparrow is sad

If I carry her for a walk, I see her restless
She keeps looking at the sky, uncertain
Maybe she is missing him

Maybe she is looking for an old lost mate
They were flying together

When he dropped

In a jungle of shades, branches, and leaves
And disappeared forever.

My sparrow is sad

And scared

Even if she happily laughs and flutters

Even if she gaily sways in a fleeting moment
Even if she pretends to be secure and content
Deep inside, she still feels the danger

She fears flying

And not see her youngsters

When she returns in the evening

She fears perching on tree arms someday
And not escape the bullets of fate

She fears the army of rains

That may drop her, defeated, weak

A prey to humans!
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[Tatnapu xam

CYJIFUH T'YJI MECOJI

Ky3J1apua Kypranum

VI MyHT

JIYCTH KWJITaH XUEHAT YUyH
Kyspra >koil TornMac ramaaina
JIapay TaHOex rupaoouaa yi
Xaénmnapact KylLUIapHU FTap
TOPTKWJIAMIA UUUTA HYKYIT

Kymmm xomyti-xomy1i

Caiipra yMKKaH/aa KaJJauH FO3 TyTap
Camora 6okaau HOyMH]T
CorunauMKuH € MyXab0aTuHu

banku KaqoHmapaup Ky KaHOT OyiraH
XaMpOXUHH KyTaJl UHTHK

banku cosi-cankuH moxJsap optura
VYHH Taliarany KouraH

Vi pocuk

XOMyHITHHAM KyIIAM

Henun kypkaau

Kanotun &3mokuu 6ynap KyBoHUO
baxr capu yuMOKKa u3nanay gax3a
XoTuprkaM TyTHILIra ypUHap rapyaH
Wy-nunman cezap Uyk myxodasa
Yuumiganmu Kypkap

Kopacun kypcarmac mepukiapu xam
KeukypyH KaiiTapkaH y3 rajgacura
Hloxnapra KyHuira 6eTiaMac ropak
KyTtu6 Typap ryé Takaup 3apbacu
VHu Mariy0 Ba X0p Tauuiad KkerapMu
Vika Kb MHCOH 30TUra
JKananunr mapmacu?
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g VIVIENNE PLUMB )

Vivienne Plumb is a New Zealand poet, dramatist, and fiction
writer presently living in Sydney, Australia while she completes a
Doctorate of Creative Arts at the University of Wollongong.

She was a founding member of the Women’s Play Press in 1992
and has been the recipient of numerous fellowships and writing
grants. Her poem, «The Tank,» won the 1998 NZ Poetry Society
International Poetry Competition. Plumb’s recent works include
two collections of poetry, Salamanca (1998) and Avalanche (2000),
anovella, The Diary as a Positive in Female Adult Behavior (2000),
and a novel, Secret City (2003).

Bird

The attendant at the Plecnik
exhibition stares at my skirt,
then she runs her eyes like
punched rivets into my body.

I know I look the same,
but different.

They all watch me

when [ wash my hands

at the sink in the ladies’ toilets.

What can I say?

I am like a bird with no nest.

And I need ten thousand eyes in my own head,
as I know she overcharged me at the market.
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g BUBLEH ILIAME )

BuBben [lnaM0 - SIHTM 3€MaHIMSUTMK LIOWpPA, XMKOSHABHUC, Jpa-
Matypr, 1955 #imnna ABctpanusana Tyruiarad. Aiau maiitna Cu-
Helimarn BosutoHroHr YHuBepcuTeTHaa Oaguuii MXKOJ COXacwa
JOKTOPJMK UIIMHU TyratMokna. ¥ 1993 #unna “Myxa66ar pui-
Tanapu” acapu yuyH bproc Melicon [[pamarypriapu MykopoTH-
ra, “Tymuaa simoH4a ranupaauran aén’” 1ed HOMJIaHTaH OMPUHYH
XUKOSUTAp TYIUTAaMU Y4yH 3ca Xto0ept Yapuy mykodoTura cazoBop
Ooyaran. 1998 #mnpga “Suru 3enanaus MEbPUAT KaMUATH HUHT
XaJIKapo TaHJI0BU[A FONIMO 1ed Tonuiarad. BUBbEHHUHT SHTH acap-
napu “Canamanka” (1998) Ba “Kop kyukucu(2000) ne® HOM-
JAHTaH WKKWATa TYIUIaMra jKamiJaHraH. ‘“AEUIapHUHT MKOOU
¢asunatnapura O6aruIUIaHTaH KyHAanuK” Ba “Cupnu maxap” aeo
HOMJIAaHT'aH HACpU acapiiapy XxaMm HallIpJaH YUKKaH.

Ky

InexHuk acapnapu Kyprazmacuaa
dTarumra THKujiIaau xoauma,
I3FWJIaHI'aH ITIMCTOHCUMOH KS'IBLIaJ'IapI/IHI/I
TaHaMm Oyimab orypTupap y.

l'apuann acnu MeH ymia-yua,
OMpOK (apKIMMaH.

Aénnap Xoc XoHacuaru
YaHOKKA KYJI 4asp SKaHMaH
MEHHU TabKHO STUIIApP TaFUH.

Henup nemokiukka XakjaumaH:

Viin Kyiras Kymdamas ryé.

OHau Oup OomnMra MUJIEH KY3 KEpak,
OuiranuM 11y, 4opOo3opza TypraH XoauMa
MeHra 0epau opTukya 6axo.
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g RUDOLF JUROLEK )

Rudolf Jurolek, geboren 1956 in Zikamenné, Slowakei.
Veroftentlichte sechs Gedichtbinde: «Posunok» (Die Gebirde;
1987), «Dobrovolna samota» (Freiwillige Einsamkeit; 1994),
«Putovanie Jakuba z Rénay (Der Pilgerweg des Jakub von Morgen,;
1996), «Hierografia» (1999), «Zivot je mozny» (Das Leben ist
moglich; 2007) und «Smrekovy les» (Der Fichtenwald; 2009). Lebt
als freiberuflicher Autor und Publizist in Breza in der Slowakei.
Fir seinen Lyrikband Das Leben ist mdglich erhielt er den
Sonderpreis des Bank Austria Literaris 2008.

Die Vogel geben nie auf

Die Vogel geben nie auf,

und sie sind immer wenigstens zu zweit.
Die Geduld, mit der sie auf den Friihling warten
und in der Brust ein Lied ansammeln,

ist stirker als das All.

Mit ihrem Hin-und-her-Fliegen,

dem In-Griippchen-Zusammensitzen,
mit ihrem Kopfzucken,

dem Schwanzwippen,

dem Offnen und SchlieBen der Fliigel
driicken sie den winterlichen Bdumen,
der stehenden grauen Luft eine Seele ein.
Die Vogel geben nie auf

und erreichen stets alles mit Warten.
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g PYIIOJIb® IOPOJIEK )

Pymoned IOpomek 1956 imnma CrnoBakussuuar CakameHe
maxpuja TaBautyn tonrad. ‘“‘Umopa”, “Tamabrop Enrusmuk”,
SAxoOHuHr TOHTTH 3mMEpatn’”, “Ueporpadus™, “TUPUKIUK HUMKO-
HU”, “Apyazop” kaOu mebpuil TYIIaMIapy Halp STUITaH. AWHA
naitna CnoBakussHUHT bpesa maxpuia s3pKuH WKOAKOp cudaruia
OaMuii KO/ Ba MyOIMITUCTHKA OMITaH MIYFYIJIAHUO KEIMOK/A.

“Tupuknuk uMkoHn” kuToOn 2008 fimnma ABctpus baHknHUHT
anabuéT coxacuaaru Myko(oTura JOHUK KYpHITaH.

Kymap Tacaum 6yiamac

Kynutap tacaum 0ynumnmau 6ummac,
Kydr-xydT 6YIMoK ynapra TYCHK.
NHTUK-UHTUK KyTap KYKJIaMHH,
Kan6mapuna sparran KymK
TyTu6 xerap OyTyH OJJaMHHU.

Xap TOMOHTa y4ap >KOHCapak,
I'ypyX-rypyx Ty3ap aHxymaH,
Xypmnaiturap, 6011 capak-capax,
Cunkuraay nymMyagapuHu,
Kanotmmapun éinb op3ymaHn
Canamap Kop napyajiapuHu,
Wzrupunia yuap Kanbmapu.
Kynumap tacaum 0ynumnmHu 6ummac,
Calp una apup gapayiapu.
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g BAHROM RUZIMUHAMMAD )

Bahrom Ruzimuhammad, poet, born in 1961 in Kharezm
region, Uzbekistan. Modernist poet, he made great contribution to
development of free verse poetry in contemporary Uzbek poetry.
He published many poetry collections including «Soundless step»,
«The star near the poplar», «Two lights», Davsamany, «Calmly
blooming tree» and «Breadths of the day». His poems were
translated into Russian, English, German, Turkish, French and
Polish languages. Bahrom was one of the contributors and editors
of ‘Fish and Snake’ international poetry anthology in 2009.

Insane

He plucks a fowl

buries into the soil

and then

waits for vegetation of a bird.

He casts seeds in cupped hand

to a bird’s nest

and believes that grass will grow there.
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’ BAXPOM PY3MMYXAMMAJ{ .

IIoup Baxpom Pysumyxamman 1961 imnna V36ekucton Pe-
cyonMkacu XopasM BWIOSTHIA TyFHITaH. MOJIEPHUCT LIOUD 3a-
MOHaBUH ¥30€K IIEebPUATHIATH 3PKUH HIEbPUN yCIIy0 pHUBOXKHTA
yaKaH Xpcca Kymub kenmokaa. YauHr “ToBymicus kamam”, “Te-
pakka skuH ronnys”, “JlaBcaman”, “KyHay3 capxaamapu” kaOu
kutobnapu von stuirad. lllevpnapu pyc, MHIIM3, HEMHC, TYpK,
¢bpaniy3, NOJISIK TUUIApUra Tapkuma KuiauHrad. Y 2009 iunna
“Unonbanuk” Xaiakapo LIebpUA aHTOJOTHSCUHUHI HAllp STHIIH-
mura Ba AyHE Oyiinad Tapkanuimra Karta Xpcca KyIiraH.

Tenba

burra nap ronub onap-aa, Kymuaan
TYyIIPOKKa KyMap

CYHI 3ca

KyIll yHUO YUKMOFHH KyTaau Tenoa.
bup xoByu ypyrHu

Kyl ysicura Tanuab yrapy

Maiica YHMOFUTa MIIOHAP KATTHK.
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g MARIA FILIPPOVA )

Maria Filippova is a poetess and translator, was born on May 31,
1954 in Burgas region of Bulgaria. Studied at Tashkent pedagogical
institute and graduated from a University in Bulgaria. Later she
studied journalism. She published several books of poetry in Greek
and Bulgarian, including Faith;, A Crown for Birds; On the bottom
of Sunset and Wings of Butterfly. She has published a lot of essays
about her life in Uzbekistan in Bulgarian newspapers. She won
Plovdiv University Prize for her literary translation. A member of
Southern Greece Writers Association, she lives in Saloniki, Greece.

keskosk

Mein Gedanke wickelt

und lauft um die Wette

mit den Erinnerungen.

Die Augenblicke, im weiss angezogen,

in Farblosigkeit der Vergangenheit atmen.
Eine Erinnerungen. — im Pickel getrocknet...
Selbsttduschung — mit dem Weissem in Haare
zeichnen wir Aureolen iiber unseren Kopfe.
Schreiten wir selbsgefiihlig

mit dem schuldbewussten Ruhm vollgestopft.
Wo sind sie, Fliigel?

Ungetraumte Sonnenaufgange

mit einer Hoffnung aufflammen.
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g MAPHSI ®UJIAIIIOBA )

Mapus @wnnmnosa 1954 viun 31 maiina boiarapusHusr byp-
rac BWIOSATH CUTOBO KHMILJIOFUAA TaBaJuly[ TonraH. | mmHa3us Ba
MKTHCOJ TEXHUKyMHJa Taxcwi oirad. bup mynnar Huzomuii Ho-
mugarn TOLIKEHT NMEArornka MHCTUTYTHAA XaM YKUTaH Ba pycC
¢unonorusicu Qaxynsretunu bonrapusna tamomuaran. M. @u-
JUIIOBa Oojirap Ba Ipek THJUIApHIaru OMp HeuTa KUTOOIapHUHT
myamupu 0ynud, ynunr «Kananak kanortu», «KyHumkap TyOu-
na», «IpTUKOA» Ba «Kymuap ydyH ToX» KUTOOIapU KEHI »Kamo-
aTYMIIMKKA MaH3yp Oyiran. Y Oup Karop HIOUp Ba E3yBUMIIAPHUHT
acapJapyHU Tap>KUMa KWiarad Ba [1oBIUB yHMBEPCUTETH aaa0uii
mykodoTHra cazoBop 6ynran. Aitnu naiitaa ['peunsaunr CanoHu-
K{ IIaXpH/ia MUCTUKOMAT KUJIaIu.

koskosk

Bup ypamaup puxpy xaémum
Kum y3apra

4oIap XOTUPOT

ONITIOK KyMJIaK KUMTaH Jax3ajiap
TYCCHU3 YTMUILJA yX TOPTMUII OOT
Hamako0na cynanu ryHua
V3-y3unu anparas okcou
Bommmusra kyHap Hyp yambap
TyGannaru Hagcumus OyHua
ANOIOpIapHUHT MaJIXHra Tyia.
Kanotnapum, kaéxiapnacuz?
MutTt ymMuza yuKyHHU Wiia
@®aBKyJ101/1a ry3aJl TOHT OTap.
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g ERIK ONDREJICKA .

Erik Ondrejicka was born May 1, 1964 in the Old Town of
Bratislava where he still lives and works in the exact technical
branch of surveying and geodesy after being graduated at the
technical university. He has devoted to writing poetry for more
than two decades. In 2004 Ondrejicka debuted with a collection
of poems entitled “On the Inner Side of Eyelids”. In 2006 the
second collection of poems “Dance of Evening Snow Flakes”
was published. In 2008 Ondrejicka together with musician
Milo§ Zeleziiak created a musical-poetic CD entitled “The Five
Perfections and Other Poems”. In 2009 he released a collection (e)
Pigrams and a children’s book of thymes entitled “What Is Hidden
in the Pencil”. He is a member of the PEN Slovak Centre and the
Club of Independent Writers.

Before the storm

The sky that a while ago was almost solitary
is hurrying to load all her artillery

she mixes on the palette a grey so full of steel
that the trees under its burden tipsily reel

But still no brush in the sky has opened the salute

of thunderous cannonade to a painter’s repute

only a distant lark winging where the winds lead him
and singing over and over the single word freedom

And somewhat mournfully
somewhat drowsy and slow
acacia blooms in the garden lushly shower snow
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’ PUK OHJIPEKAKA .

Opuk Ongpexkuka 1964 iinn 1 maiina bpatucnaBaaa Tyruiras,
aitHu maiiTna ury epja sma0, wkon kunmokaa. [llespusitra 80-iinn-
napna xupub kenrad. “KaGorum karmpa”, “Keukm yukyHiap
paKCI/I” “bemm kamonoT Ba Oomika mebpiap”’, “Kanam Henu Gep-
kuTap” kaOu kuroOnapHUHT Myammudpu. Mycukaun Musomn XKe-
Je3HSIK OWJIaH XaMKOPJIMKAAa MYCHKUU-IIEBPUH KOMIIAKT JHCK
Xam ﬂpaTraH “Kapoxnap Ba kopusiiap — Tolr maxapHUHT TYHTH
KymuKIapy” goiuxacuuuar daon umrupokuucu, Crosakus E3ys-
YUJIap YIOIIMacy Ba MyCTaKuJI €3yBUniIap KI1yOu ab30CH.

byponnan aBBaJ

X03UpruHa 311 OCMOH OV, Tyccus,
OMpIaH KaHMYMJIAPUH X03UPIIap F03CU3
KOBOFMHHM yHHO YKTanap KWing
JapaxTiap yaikajgap mactaa OeniIMHK

Xanu KyK uyTKacu MUHHUO 3a0TUra
Y1nap éraupMany paccoM GaxTura
aMonaa Tebpanap Oup Kymrda Ei1ru3
9PK CY3UH KYIIHUKKA COJIaIN XOJICU3

FaM-aHayxra 0oTraH

YHIMHU UYKOTraH

akarus ry/uiatap OOFHU

Y1y KOp KOIUIAAU Xap €FHU
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The pines along the way from foot to sidefoot shift
may they sustain their standing to beg the sky for a gift

cannot her blinded grey be bright at least as long
as the lark sings somewhat sadly his singleworded song

No one will answer him or whisper even or show him
what colours will she blend into her latest poem

is she not somewhat old as all those years grow fainter
still like a little girl every day to play painter

But then someone smacks a brush on the cloud’s black heart
with radiant bright yellow
now then let it start
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Apyanap MyKOTyp XaJl0oBaTUHU
MaIu Ky3-Ky3 KWJICHH Calo0aTHHU
camMo EpyFIIMKKa YHKOIMal Xajlak
KyIlIua 3pK KyHHHU Yajap *KOHcapak

OMpOB KYKKa OOKMac Kypcarmac € Kau
pPaHIJIapHU OXUPTHU II€bpUra KyIran
MYHKWIIa0 KOJIUMU HHiuTapaai xupa
XaHy3 Ku3ajgoKaai 6VEkmap cypap

XaupusaT OyTyTHUHT KYKCH EPUITYD
KapOJIMKHU OOCHO THUJUIO PaHIIIA HYP
KaiiTa *KuiBajaHyp Xaét Ookupa
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RAFAEL COURTOISIE

Rafael Courtoisie (Montevideo, Uruguay, 1958), Poet, narrator,
essayist. His book «Estado Solido» was awarded the International Poetry
Prize, granted by the Loewe-Visor Foundation. His book «Textura»
obtained the «Plural» International Poetry Prize (Mexico, 1991). (Jury
presided by Juan Gelman). He was awarded the Bartolomé Hidalgo Prize
in Narrative (Critics 'Prize corresponding to the biennium 1994-1996).
Editorial Alfaguara has published his novel «Vida de perro» (1997). His
story book called «Cadaveres exquisitos» was published by Editorial
Planeta ( 1995). Also in narrative, he has published the trilogy of stories
formed by «El Mar Interior» (1990), «<El Mar Rojo» (1991) and «El Mar
de la Tranquilidad» (1995). “The Red Sea” was published by SRLR Press,
Austin, Texas (2004).

BAD BIRD

The difference
between a good bird
and a bad bird

are the wings.

It doesn’t matter

if they are broken

or if they are blue or brown
yellow or red

or whatever colour.

It doesn’t matter

if they are long or short

if the feathers are

strong or weak

if they resist

storms, rains or hurricanes.

The important thing
about wings
is the invisible part
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in the bird brain

beside to the little thoughts

of the bird.

This part, like a metonymy

is the core of the trouble:

a bad bird has invisible wings
supporting the evil of the power
a good one has invisible wings
fanning the air with freedom
without damage, without
nightmares, just dreams.

A bad bird is also recognized
by his round eyes

like little balls of shit

seeing nothing nobody
never.

The bad bird’s eyes
contaminate all what

they look.
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> A
GUIDO OLDANI

Guido Oldani: Nato a Melegnano (MI) nel 47, (Italia, nazione che
ha dato al mondo tanto la poesia di Dante Alighieri quanto la mafia).
Oldani ¢ attualmente una delle voci poetiche italiane di maggior spessore
al mondo. E’ curatore delle quattro edizioni dellAnnuario di Poesia
e ha collaborato alle pagine culturali de La Stampa e di Avvenire. Ha
fatto parte della delegazione che rappresento la poesia italiana a New
York a fine millennio. Collabora con il Politecnico di Milano. Inserito
in Almanacco dello specchio, Mondatori 2009, Tutto l'amore che ce, ed
Einaudi 2003, Il pensiero dominante, ed Garzanti 2001. Per il teatro ha
curato una riduzione della comi-tragedia di Carlo Porta e Tommaso
Grossi. Fa parte del consiglio direttivo della Societa per le Belle Arti ed
Esposizione Permanente di Milano dove ha curato nel 2008 la mostra
dei giovani pittori cinesi. E’ ideatore e direttore artistico di Traghetti di
Poesia 2009-2010, primo festival internazionale di poesia della Sardegna.
Nel 2010 rappresenta la poesia italiana al Festival Internazionale di
poesia in Nicaragua; nel 2009 ¢ al XIX Congresso Internazione di Poesia
in Colombia. Alcune sue opere sono tradotte in spagnolo - da Martha
Canfield -, romeno, ungherese, svedese, tedesco, inglese, greco, arabo.

LCARROSTO

e le fessure della tapparella,
affettano la luce che entra in stanza
come fosse una fresca mortadella.
io invece gli somiglio ad un arrosto,
involtolato nella carta oliata,

tra le coperte dove mi acciambello
e su, gli uccelli scavano nell'aria
lossigeno che ¢ privo di sapore

e ai pesci, senza eliche o le ruote

e senza braccia, tutto sta nel cuore.
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> A
UCHE PETER UMEZ

Uche Peter Umez (Nigeria) is the author of Dark through the Delta
(poems) and Aridity of Feelings (poems). His short fiction, children’s
stories, and non-fiction have been published at home and abroad, on-
line and in print. He has won awards for his short fiction and poetry,
and is a Fellow of the International Writing Program (USA), Caine Prize
Workshop for African Writing, and a UNESCO-Aschberg Laureate.

Wind

Wind, essential
Ever gracious

Your mysterious
Fingers Strum

A tune to the bird
Flying unfettered

Unheard
By other birds
In groans of captivity

Wind, lullaby
To my soul

Waft poets’ creative glow

O wind
Above the claws of the ogre.

%
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> A
RICHARD KITTA

Richard Kitta (Slovakia) wrote his first novel on his grandad’s old
typewriter. Later he was involved in rock music composing and writing
lyrics. At present he concerns with multimedia and digital work of arts.
Besides that, he writes poetry, prose and art journalism. He is editor in
chief of the art magazine ENTER and the slovak section of the trilingual
internet zine www.rovart.com and co-author of the www-based literature
project for interactive poetry Verse Versus Verse - www.poemat.eu.

%

I have always wanted to fly. To mind high over matter. Somewhere in
the zone of stratosphere. Where every bird only pretends to disappear.
... but I don’t want to anymore. Bird’s eye view is miserable. It belongs
to lightened steel angels. Though every now and then I catch myself.
Fluttering around, winged in a rush. Then I look down. At myself. Whether
I'm still walking on twos.

From a Bird s Eye View

X% %%
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RADOVAN BRENKUS

Radovan Brenkus is a Slovak poet and writer. He was born on the 30th
of January 1974 in Bardejov. He graduated from the Science faculty at P.
J. Safarik University. He worked as a teacher in Kosice, later as a specialist
worker at the Institute of Experimental Physics of Slovak Academy of
Sciences. He founded the Pectus Publishing House and nowadays he
is involved in publishing of original and translation literature. Brenkus
is also the editor for the Slovak literary journal ,Dotyky“. Some of his
works have been translated into English, Polish, Russian, Ukrainian and
Bulgarian. In 1997 Radovan Brenkus debuted by book of poetry March of
the Dead, then offered to readers poetic collections such as Requiem in
the Dust (2002), Romance with a will-o’-the-wisp (2005) and Smoke from
the Realm of Shadows (2009).

Casting down the nests

We will gain what is later.

Scattering of ash by the wind.

Cloudless and dead calm:

in the evening they found dried-out flowers
below the crosses all turned back-to-front.
Birds sprinkle themselves with seed.

Don’t search for me in the wind,

when you cry,
by disappearing I will appear in you.
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> A
JURAJ KUNIAK

Juraj Kuniak, Slovakia, studied electrical engineering in Prague (Czech
Republic) and received MBA degree at the Nottingham Trent University
(UK). Worked as a development engineer, a publisher and a businessman.
He survived the drama of the medico-mountaineering expedition to Pamir
in 1990. On his return he founded the ROCK ROSE publishing house.
Published 12 books of poetry, poetic prose and essay. His works have been
translated into numerous languages. The poetic prose “Man in the wind”
(2005) published in English represents a poetry experiment inspired by
Writers Walk in Sydney. Further titles in English are the poetry books “A
Bit of the World s Space” (2006) and “Cor cordi” (2007). The book “The
line of the horizon” (2008) brings one poem in 27 languages. The book
“Mystery of Landscape” (2008) presents a dialogue of two authors, the
poet Juraj Kuniak and the Slovak painter Jan Kudlicka. This representative
book was chosen as The Most Beautiful Book of Slovakia and received
The Prize of Slovak Literary Fund. His newest poems collection is called
“Notebook of a Lyrical Correspondent” (2008).

JOY

Look at
the green, how it climbs from valleys to heights!
It always manages.
When it makes the crest and joins the sheepfolds,
then reigns Spring ...
Do you feel the joy of that last word?
The skies of heaven are proud. If not, I am.

Skies are skies, I grant,

most happily when they spread out, clean, rinsed,
horizon to horizon,

but the expression, if you catch my drift,

has depth and power

and hope,

all these appear even in a torn black cloud.

That power to be green! But I don’t know,
I'll never manage it. Much easier to go oft to the sky.
The higher, the more joy ...

244



—A&—

I've flown away, I know. I'm a cruising hawk.

I have clawed hands and open eyes

for mole, bear, fox and the family of the doe,

and for my shadow, which spreads over the grass

as if it wasn't mine ... And it is! So, it'll do no harm.

I know my shadow, and that other too.

Beside me there’s a real hawk circling. He trains his claws
and drops - it’s death

for the young bird. Diving sheer,

the attacker seizes him straight from the nest.

“He left his feathers after him!” cries

11-year-old Renatka. In her eyes I see

that she observed

the drama. The parent birds above the crown of the spruce
let loose a screech. Magpies, they fly as if deranged,

while the feathers, now already no one’s, falling,

feint in the air ...

Under their baton
begins
the tuning of the trees in the afternoon breeze.

And that is almost all ...
No more, I think, will ever remain of joy.

Of the comet not that much.
This very moment, from the sky
it is persuading me. Already it's quenched.

What will remain of me? Thus far I'm holding. Still
I find a form of utterance.

While I write this poem,
on my right arm a drip goes to the vein.
So I'm writing with my left.

245



- —— 8 —— -
KAREN SEVILLA

Karen Sevilla (Puerto Rico, 1983), narrator, poet, and essayist. Winner
of “El Nuevo Dia” short story contest in 2006. Her book, “Chance’s Malady”
(Sotano Editores, 2010) received the First Poetry Prize in the University
of Puerto Rico s “II Certamen Interuniversitario de Literatura”. Her work
also was published in the anthologies: «Los otros cuerpos» (Tiempo Nuevo,
2007), «Convocados: Nueva narrativa puertorriqueiia» (Comunicadora
Koiné Inc., 2009), and “Antologia storica premio letterario Giulia di
Gonzaga” (Edizioni LoSpazio, 2009), as well as in several national and
international magazines and newspapers. A selection of her works has
been translated into English and Italian. Sevilla is a graduate student at
the New York University's Creative Writing Program in Spanish.

Resquicios de un abril para Virginia

- La fractura. La voz y las voces. ;Escucho?

No hay linea divisoria para un amanecer hinchado,

para las rendijas y las sombras de ramas manos.

;Veo? A mi me cubre el intento de los ojos

casi luz desde el desvelo a suefio pesado,

liquidador analitico nunca gracias por la vuelta.

Sin embargo,

fruto del empefio es el rumiar distante que trae las horas primeras

(no vaya a ser que en distintos lugares haya dejado trozos de esos pajaros).

Alguien ha labrado dias iguales a pies desnudos como lo esta mi karma.

En el altar de un muro las velas gastadas son sordas a una voz que ronca
despierta

y a pasos en sesgo que no son otra cosa que intentos malgastados.

Adonde se fue aquel color oscuro que teje telas

(con la lucidez que se escapd hacia el otro lado de la puerta,

la que discute lo ocurrido con pajaros henchidos).

Dame suefio lobrego. El simil paraiso.

Dame alquimia pura y la quimera que tan clara veo. ;La ves?

Fuma cigarrillos en el cuarto para no admitirlo.

Busca esquivar el rio bala en su pecho. Quiere sefialarme.

Soy culpable del anima de las coincidencias, ;cierto?

- No, no estas loca todavia. Atn te lo preguntas.
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JOHN NKEMNGONG NKENGASONG

John Nkemngong Nkengasong is a Cameroonian poet, playwright,
novelist and critic. His major literary publications include Black Caps
and Red Feathers (2001), Across the Mongolo (2004), The Widow’s Might
(2006), Letters to Marion (And the Coming Generations) (2009) and
The Call of Blood (2010). He has been a Fulbright scholar at New York
University, guest writer at the University of Oxford, visiting academic at the
University of Regensburg, Germany, and a participant in the International
Writing Program at the University of Iowa, USA. He is currently Associate
Professor of Literature at the University of Yaounde 1, Cameroon.

The Princely Kite

So high he roams

the immense sky

flapping his imperial wings
on his mighty chest

and perches on the towers
of the blue

so high he sails in the sky

before a train of colourful clouds
to fair and foreign lands

where lies a pleasure

known to few

so high the great bird

searches far across the sky

and swoops down

on a little humble chick

and to the highest perch it flies

till death plays his timely trick
and down he flutters

the princely kite

like a leaf loose in the wind.
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DORIS KAREVA

Doris Kareva (Estonia) was born in 1958, graduated Tartu University
in 1983 in Roman-Germanic philology cum laude, worked in the cultural
weekly Sirp from 1978 - 1993 and 1997 - 2002. From 1992 to 2008 the
Secretary-General of Estonian National Commission for UNESCO in
Estonia, from 2009 the Chief Editor of family journal Meie Pere. Published
12 collections of poetry, one book of children's literature and one book of
essays, received two national cultural prizes and numerous literary prizes.
Books of her poetry have appeared in Russian, Latvian, Swedish, Thai,
and also been translated into French, English, German, Dutch, Hindi,
Norwegian, Finnish, Czech, Slovenic, Polish, Welsh, Scottish, Ukrainian,
Hungarian, Romanian, Irish, Greek and Hebrew. Her writing has been set
to music, dance and theatre by various artists in Sweden, Belgium, United
Kingdom, Netherlands, Germany, Canada, Greece, Thailand, Estonia.

Language of the Birds
The sparks from your firesmoky eyes
kept the room warm for hours,

days, weeks, and months.

I recognized that feeling: the glow.
I recognized that feeling.

Although
it happened in another time, another film.

When you photographed the paradise trees
and I talked with the birds.

Neither of us tasted anything there,
did we?
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JANUSZ KRZYZOWSKI studied medicine in the Medical
Academy in L6dZ and philosophy at the Warsaw University. In
1971 he acquired himseif with prospects of application of yoga
techniques in contemporary medicnine during his stay in Santa Cruz
Institute, Bombay and Lonavla. In 1986 he was decorated with the
Golden Cross of academic didactic activity. Dr Krzyzowski is a
member of the Polish Society of Earth Science. He is a passionate
traveler and takes the particular active interest in the countries of
oriental culture.

Poetess and enlightener TURSUNOY SODIQOVA was born
in 1944 in Tashkent. A graduate of the Tashkent State University,
she worked at various government organizations and NGOs in
Uzbekistan, greatly contributing to fostering a harmoniously
developed generation in the country. She is the author of about
20 books, including Melody, Pearl of The Heart, Happiness, and
Eminent Human Being.

GULNORA RAHMON was born in 1957 in Samarkand. A
graduate of theatrical-artistic institute, she participated in many
local and international exhibitions. She is also the author of a short
story collection, The Pearl Necklace, and her tales, poems and
articles have been published in many anthologies. She is a member
of Creative Union of Artists of Uzbekistan.

NODIRA JUMANIYOZOVA, artist, poet, scholar, was born
on June 10, 1974 in Kharezm region, Uzbekistan. Her poems
and short stories have been published in collections and various
newspapers and magazines. Her paintings have also appeared in
numerous fiction and poetry collections, as well as they have been
exhibited in Uzbekistan, Turkey, and Europe.
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SHAVKAT MUZAFFAR is an Uzbek artist, born in Tashkent,
the capital of Uzbekistan. He currently works for Mushtum

magazine. A member of Creative Union of Artists of Uzbekistan,
his work was widely exhibited in the country.

NOZIMA TOSHPULATOVA, journalist and translator, a
graduate of the World Languages University in Tashkent. Since
2001, she has been working at Uzbekistan TV and Radio Company.
Her numerous articles have been published in local newspapers and
magazines. She has attended a number of national and international
conferences, including Spanish language and literature courses at
the University of Malaga in Spain.

AZAM ABIDOV, poet, translator, born in 1974 in Namangan,
City of flowers, Uzbekistan. Author of The Island of Anxiety, Tunes
of Asia, A Miracle Is On The Way and other poetry and translation
books, head of the Creative Writing and Translation Club in
Tashkent.

The project initiated by Bahrom RUZIMUHAMMAD and
developed and coordinated by
Azam ABIDOV
Creative Writing and Translation Club
www.navoigarden.com

Tashkent, Uzbekistan

Email: azamjon1974@gmail.com
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VYuiby anTonorusHu Tai€paniia 6eBOCUTa Ba OMJIBOCUTA UIIITH-
POK 3TraH KyWuaaru aycriapuMu3ra CaMMMHAA MUHHATIOPIIUK
U3XO0P dTAMM3:

H. Tommynarosa
A. Ucmonn
K. MabmyposB
158 [Tapna
X. KyukopoBa
®. CoatoB
N. XKypaesa
. Cybxon
I'. berum
M. Yoy
Kpumna lynan bapya
Mycca bunai
X. dymamosa
. bermarosa
A. AmupoBa
[II. Toxuena
M. Typnaues
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