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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
i
Srgpat
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Sxunga Oup yupamryBaa AdpukanuHr Hurepus naBnatupaH Ken-
raH XaMKacOWM Y30€KHMCTOHJIMK KWIIM OWJIaH WIK O0p KYpHIIagTraHw,
amMMo0 Oy IOpPT XaKuIa KauOHJIapaup Kallcuaup KUToOna YKUTaHH, XyCy-
caH, ¥30eKJIIapHUHT “KyIKapu CH TYFPUCHIATH XUKOS YHUHT XOTHpacuaa
XaMOH CaKJIaHUO TypraHHHU TYIKMHIAHHG rammpu6 Gepaun. Yima cadap
acHocuga Hero-XKepcugarn PoBan YHuBepcuretuHuHr pexropu ®dup-
naBcui Ba X0(U3HUHT ry3an Oe3arkyin KaJuH KUTOONapHHU KypcaTuo,
LIOWPJIAPHUHT Fa3ayuapujaaH OadTimap YKuO, ynapHU mapxyiad OepraHu
MeEH/1a KaTTa TaacCcypoT KOIAUpAU. IHCOHUAT Xe4 KadoH KNTOO YKUIIJaH
TyXTaMalu, Jesl UIOHTHHT Kenaau Kumu. bupok, “Kurtod — 60immk,
aMMO COTHO OJIMHT'aHU 3MAc, YKHJITaH! JIeraH raim Xxam 0op.

Heua iinnnap aBBanm Kalamkam gycTiapuMaaH OWUpH KaMHHAHH
Kylll'a YXIarranid, ymaHaa y Kadac SIIWTH OYWITaHAa TallKapura
OuppoB 4MKKO, STHA YHTa KaWTHO KHpaaWraH Kymra yXiad KOIMacluK
TYFpucua Oeprad MaciaxaTH Xap JOUM dCUM/Ia TYpaau. XOXHII Y3uMaa
Oynranma, Xap Xuj cHECHH, KTUMOUHN, UKTHUCOANN cababmapHu pykad
KuMaii, Y36ekucTonna 6up MUpUK MEbPUAT aHKyMAHH TAlIKMIT YTTaH,
3aMOHaMU3HUHT K¥3ra KYpHUHraHy KypHHMAarad, oK HUATIN HIOUpIIapH-
HU Oy 1opTra Takiaud Kwimb, Y30eKHUHT Kynkapucuau, HaBouit kyTyOxo-
Hacunu, Camapkanny byxopocunu kypcarran 0ymapanM, xed Oyimaca,
anabuETUMU3HN TapKMMa Kuiuinga épraM Oepuilra maid Typrasiapra
OaFpyMHHU KEHT OYapAHM.

Kynuaruzgarn uxuaMruHa aHtojorusara y30ek afabuéTuHUHT OTacH,
XV acppa samab wkon 3TraH moup Ba ¢aitnacyd Anmmep Hasouit acap-
JapuIaH XOPWKHUN THIUIApra Yrupuirad HamyHanap Ouian Oup Karopaa
Kyppau 3aMUHIa allHU TTAWTA MabIIyM, aMMO aKCapHUsITH Y30eK KHTOOX0-
HUTa HOMabJIyM OYJraH KajaM axJMHUHT KyIl Xakugard (€ku Kyl cy3u
WIUTATHITaH) mebpiaapu YpuH onrad. Lllespiiap acocan onTuTa XOpHKui
TUJIJArd aciusT Ba y30ekdya TapkuMma OwiaH HMa-EH KYWWITaHH CH3
azu3apra HOKYJIaHIUK TYFAUpMaian 1e0 yMuJ KHjIaMus3.

By ynuoBnu xa€rmaru mapBO3WHIH3 Xap JOUM IOKCAK Ba MapOKIH
Oyicun!

DXTHPOM HIIa,

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

w’é!'
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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.

St
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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.
W”E'
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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.
f 10 ?
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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 1501?

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

ié 12 i

www.ziyouz.com kutubxonasi




. & .
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 Boygaro 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 Boygaro 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

ié 15 )
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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. I 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. [
could not be happy with beloved, so, at least do not take away this
injury. May I pass away but [ 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 myselflike a sick before Alisher Navoi. I 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. I 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 plutot 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 poeéme 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 chére!

% %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 l’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 reste intacte, la perle ne peut s’en perdre.
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skekesk

To1 1uyOM XOPOWIA U CAMA CONHCEHA XOPOULO,
Bce 6 mebe 0o konya ons mens, opuyna, Xopouio.

Tot 0OHa — Uejl06EK, ocmajlbHble Jfce — npax, mejsea,
Pa3zsee smanmuieams 6 cpA3b UX HA 6Ce epeMena —.XOPOWO.?

A cmompen na kpacasuy, HO MoIbLKO 00HA O0po2a,
Tonvko eti s wienman 8 3a0bIMbU NOTYCHA: XOpPOuio!

Ha ceudanve s eii ne ckaoicy, 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 — xopouio.

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

be3z mebs Hasou nukyoa 6edb He cmynum Hoza,
be3 mebs hu 0ona uz 0opoe ne 8uOHa XOpouio.

kksk

bpocw kunapuc 6 ocons, ona cmpoiineii e2o!
Ymo po3zan nepeo neu? Kunv, ne dcaneii e2o.

Medic namu manemcst pasnyku 20pHblli KpAic,
A npespawyy 6 necok, kak cyxoset, e2o.

Kyoa ceoii ym 0eean pazymnux naw?
Kyoa odesan, nocesn, oypaneii, eco?

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

Ymo mpanku? Hazomy npe3penvem onosub.
Byow npoxnam smom mup co cnecwio sceti e2o!
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Tov1 6ped 0bodcecmaun U 80368eUUUL ONAIACH.
Tv1, Hasou — MeOoichyH, unu wanvhell e2o.

Hkookk

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

A s ponman u oyman o opyeoi,
Takas ¢ neil, 6vl8ANI0, MHE belda.

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

Tpesoea 6 sncuznu ayuuie, wem noKou.
He 3namo 6e0vl — noucmune b6eoa.

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

Aok

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

Umob nobswux oyuty 2youms be3 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, s npomug scenanus epyo.

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

koksk

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

skoksk

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

Having gained it, let knowledge be thy
guide Navoi.

kg

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.

skekesk

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

kg

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.

skeksk

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

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

keksk

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.
fokosk
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.
sskosk

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.

kkk

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

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

ks

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

*kxk

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

skksk

Goodness is repaid in kind,
As every good man doth find.

kK

Haste leads to stumbling and delay;
Patience clears the most encumbered way.

skskok
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 blumendhnJiches 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.
Laf3 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.
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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.

Pelen 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 milej?

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 piekno!
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 kryla przed nim czqr swoj i piekno.
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Czy zbednie przelewal 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.

skoksk

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 stato. Jak jezioro Isni, Panie.

Jasniejqce loki nocy tchnq Twoim obliczem.
Kraqg stoneczny gtosi 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.

Hkokok

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 pamiec 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 yHHMBEpCHUTETMHUHT WJIMHUN XOAH-
Muaup. YHUHr “Aén aénra Ba Oomka mebpnap”’(1997), “Cys Ba
YypmoH — Getakpop codnuk” (2001) n1ed HOMIAHTaH UKKHUTA IIEh-
pui TyIIaMu Hawp 3TWirad. bup Hedra mebpriapu xamaa yiaap
TaxJiuaura OaruIllIaHTaH Makosajiap Ba ATHEC WXKOAMra MaHCyO
Oomka HamyHanap “Apwuen”’, “Xankapo mebpusar”’, « Becrepnu”,
“Ilyné amabuéru: 6yryn” Ba “Jle cyap” xabu Hampiapaa >bJIOH
KWIMHTAaH. YHUHT alipuM IIebpjapyd HEMHUC TUIMIa YTUPUITaH Ba
I'epmanusaa yom STWIraH aHTOJOTHsUIapra KUpUTWIraH. “Xpu-
3aHTeMajlap TOFW~ HOMIIM XHUKOSICH HWTalbsSH TWIKZA OOCHIITaH.
Arnec Jlomumar “Xwuroiaa Tua TabauMmu’, “1949 #un: cuécar Ba
CHHOBJIap” capilaBXaJIM KaTTa TaxJIMJIMK MakKoJiaJlapu MHIJIU3 TH-
JUia WKOJ KHJTyBUM OCHENHMK €3yBUHMIIap jKaMIlaHTaH TYIUIaM/aH
Kol onraH. ArHecc JIaMHUHT miebpH Y30€KUCTOHAA YOIl STHITaH
«MnoH6amuKy aHTOJIOTUACUTA 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 xennd MeH TOMOH
AMBOHMMTIA KEJIU-KYy SIKUH
bynmokungait Oup kedya MEXMOH —

Can unrapu yiira nadgparan
butTta Kymrua cykkas sau 0o,
QJmHH TYCUO YUKKaHIall Xarap
Y3Hu ypau nesopra 6exoc,
beuopanu OocapkaH TUTPOK,
K¥ynna donyc, xaBo capu My,
Ok €nud, Yunpuod YMPOK
Japuuara kypcarranaum nyir.
Jlex xypranum OypryT ymioy rai
Orpu uznap 4yu3ub roxuaa
Camora 3yp GepapkaH caikai
FOxcak ketnu nap€ Tokuna. ..
banku aciu napBo3u HOKCaK,
Onucparu xaBo, MaH3apa,
Ocaérran madoomga Oemak,

banku yHra abno, 3HT capa.
Hcraca, nmacrt yyap ainoHa,
[Macaiiausr, neb aibnait omyp Kkum?
SnkoB ne6 kum Tomyp 6axona?
Kyu-Kkynparnan Konau, 1es sKum. ..
TernHmaca KyKKa KaHOTHHT,
Xat¢ xerapmu 1ry OypryT OTUHT?
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>. | 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 ok ok

yoga at sunrise
distant crows caw as |
become a cobra

ko ok
buzzing in midair--
cicada
in the crow’s beak

k) %k %k

bitter cold--
a crow in the hackberry
folds his wings closer
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’ "KEHE JIOTH .

Kene JloTuHHUT mieppra Uik Tymrasura 50 HWIIaH OLIIH.
bupunun mebprnu Kanzac maxpuaa korosra tymuprad. Keitunru
YTTU3 WWT numaa y Xaiky, CHKo, XaiiOyH Ba Fa3ai KaOu ykaHpiapaa
Kanam Tebparau. Kupk Aungan opTvK BakT gaBomuaa Muccypu
(aH Ba TeXHONIOTHs YHUBEpCUTETHAA €1apra cabok OepraH. YxeH
Bapen, Xene loru Ba JKuno IleperpunHm Taxajuryciiapu ocTuaa
WOKOJI KWIAETraH IIOMPHUHT KATOp TYIUIaMJIapu HaIIp STHIITaH.
«Hyp xannacacn», « MoHanamuky», «baiipammaru 6amuk oBu» Kabu
KUTOOTapHUHT Myasuiidu. Acapiapu Typiau agaduil )KypHainap/a,
6aéznapaa 6ocunran. XKene Jlotu Oup HeuTa mebpuil TolnxanapHu
nynra kyinO, WMurepHer caxudanapuna SbJIOH KWIMHTAH
acapijapra MyXappupiuk Kwirad. WHIM3 Tuiaugard MymTo3 Ba
3aMOHABUH Fazallap/laH [o371a0 HaMmyHajap Xo Oynran xamja
MyHTa3aM SHTHIa0 Typriiagurad Mamxyp http://www.ghazalpage.
net caiitu JKuHOHUHT OyTyH OyHENAru FasallHaBUCTApPy UIEHP
UXJIOCMaHAJIApUHUA OUPNAIITHPUINTa KapaTWiraH €pKuH anaduii
JIOMUXACHUIHP.

Xaitkynap

% %k ok

KyHYHKap/a TypuOau iora
OJIUC 30FJIap Karusuiap ryé
KY30MHAKIIH UIIOH OYITYyCH

* %k 3k

YUPKWUTAMINA apo XaBojaa
30f4a TyMIIyFUAaru
YUTUPTKA

* %k ok

W3FUPUH —
30F KapKac JapaxTuaa
KaHOTJIapuH OyKaJu 3HUPOK
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% %k ok
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 TOBYILLIAp (akar
UIIIK apo MacT

XaHCHPAIINMU3
KA3WIHIITOH TaK-TaKy Wia

%k %k ok
TYIAKITUKIaH 1apak OouyFiu
KOPJTU Kaparaiiapaa uMiap
[IAMOJT SIXTa TYJIap JTUMMO-JTUM
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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%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.

fkhk

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

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

Mapkyc Xemurep 1959 innna Hlseiinapusaunar Ljopux maxpuaa
TaBa/Tyxd TomraH, PeiiHaxnma ycuO-ynraiiran. Y poMaH TWUIapH Ba
an1abuil TaHKUIIKUUIUK Oyiinda ca0ok oiraH. DpaHily3 THIUAaH HEMKC
TUIIMTa anabuil Tap>kumanap OwiaH IIYFYJUIAHYBYM MOXHP TapKHMOH
cudaruna Tanwiran Mapkyc Xenurep (panity3 Taauaa ry3an mebspiaap
xam €3anu. 80-iimmnapaan 6epu y Ilapwxk, Bopno, bepnun Ba Bysnoc
Afipec maxapmapuga smad WKOA 3TUO KeIMOKOA. YHUHI MKKHTa
mebpuit kutodbu — «TomHu Ky3raid kypmanr» (1996 imn) xamma «Hyp
tomounapga» (2009 iwmn) IIeeiimapusga Hamp sSTHrad. Mapkyc
mxonuaad HamyHa 2009 iinnma TomkenTaa gon stunran «moHOATHIK
MIEBPHUI aHTOJOTHSCHTa XaM KUPHTHUIITaH.

Askok

OxKy1 MeHu Jopiap y3ura,
Erny Tyna »xyMO00K MHUCOIH,
JabBaT 3TAp, UMIIAWIN, MEH-UN

(hapas KIryM: Kaanu-TaH, OVHuH —
Jupa co3u, Kop 00CraH Tera.

Askok

Spum keva. Bym-6ym Oup keua
KHUII AJIaHFOY KHUIIIKHU OFrOo4YJ1a
SIIUTHIIAP KY3FYH SUIIACH.

Tympamu? Uk orymmmgamm?
JeBopnap KaiiTapap YHUH KyIUUFVH.

Askok

bup ceBru TyHH1a YPMOH HUpa )KUM
XOBY3HMHTI KYII KYyXHA CyBUT'a TYHTYM
YHYT O¥ynap Kyapar, acta, MyJIOHuM
MUHTAWIUTAK OKKYIITHAHT KY3UTra CHHTTYM.
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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.
11 demeure un air

sans mémoire et qui n’a plus
d’étoile pour les paysages.
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ek
Kymmnyp tumnonap, Kymmiayp cosl.

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

Ba € ukku OKKyII Typras 03ma-o3
Exyn kYK cosicu yapHUHT MabIoC.

skskk
YopnOKHUHT ysICH,
WIMKKAHA TaQTH —
TalUTaHJWK XaBOJaH OyaK

HOMUTa OUpopTa X0TUpa
MaH3apa y4yH 7e0 OuTTa I05ay3 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 été 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.

kg

lenteur, pensée distraite

entre les paupicres

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’at 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 1’univers

en frangais, j’ai jonglé avec les mots
j’ai placé I’ombre entre les paupieres
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g HUKOJIL EPOCCAP )

Mowupa, €3yBun Ba myOnuuuct Huxons Bpoccap Moupeanna
TyFuiras. 1965 iinnga OupuHIM KHTOOW YOI ATHIITaH ain0a YTTU3ra
SIKUH KUTOOHUHT, )kyMianaH «bunadiapanr caxpoy», « CyHrakmap
Ba CyBIap My3elu», «ATHpryiap Ba TamMaaayHiuap nadTapuy,
«Xapopar» TYIuiamiIapuHUHT Myaumduanp. Hukons mebpustu
TYpJIU JaBp HIOUPIIApH MXKOIUTA KaTa TabCUp KypcaTrad. Acapiapu
KYTI1a0 XOpWIKUW THJUIApTa TapKUMa KUJIWHTaH Ba KaTop ajaduid
MykodoTiapra cazoBop Oynran. Keitmaru iniiapaa Taptudnaran
WEebpUM TYIIaMIapuiaH «EpyFJ‘II/IK Ba Tamanayn» 2008 iiunna,
WHIIIN3 TUIAAAru caimanMacy 3ca 2009 iunga 0ocMagaH YUK,
Huxone Bpoccap KBebGek Anabuér AxaieMUSICHHUHT ab30CH.
Alinu naitna y Monpeasna sima0, camapaiiy Koz 3THO KEIMOK/IA.

kg

COKHMHJIMK, TAPUILIOHXOTUP Yil
KabokJiap opacuja

OyTyH I1axap 4eK-yerapacus
«MaBXyJ OYTMOK» (ebiIr Myapain
WYITHU UYKOTUITYp KaMIaH-Kam
LIMMOJITa KapapKaH

SpuéTraH Kopra TyIlajau Ha3ap
XKaHyOma-4M KyIJIapHUHT TYCH

KyIlI paHTUra KMpaau xKanyo

YpHAaITUPAUM HUCTAK EFly Ba OLIMEHUM
apracura 3ca €3amaH

CYHT OYaMaH JAapHyaHH IUMOJ Tapadaa
KYyMWIraH4a [ebpra

KOMHOTHHHTI Tap>KMMacu3 OXUCTAINTU
(paHIy3uaa, OCTUH-YCTYyH KMJIIUM CY3JIapHU
KaOOKJIapHUHT Opacura >KOMIaTUPAUM COSTHU
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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 mariers
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 #imnpa Tynucnmarm [abec maxpupa TaBajurynd
torrad. 1976 wwnnan Oyén y [lapmwkaa smab kenmokna. Dpanirys
Ba apad Twimapuza wkox Kuinanuran Taxap bekpu xo3upru 3amMoH
[Humonuit Adprka MOUPIAPHHUHAT SHT KYy3ra KYpUHTaH BaKWIIapuIaH
Ooupu canananu. bupwHun Tyrutamu 1978 inna Hamp atuiaraH OYmmo,
OyryHraua yHUHT WWUTHpMaZaH OpPTHUK KHTOOW TaHKUIYMIAp Ba
KATOOXOHJIAp TOMOHMJAAH WIMK KyTHO ONUHAM. «XOTHUpa KHUTOOM»,
«Haxpnap cysnaranga», «Onosnmu ydpk», «EHap aeHru3 xakujaa MuIi-
MUIIDY, «Arap MyCHKa MaxB yica», «AccanoM, Fazo» xabu kutobmapu
xyaa Mmamxyp. Lllebpnapu uer Mamiiakatiapaa KaTop XOpIKUil THiIapaa
xaMm Oocunrad. lUleppustina 3amMoH Ba MakoH udoppaxacuzparu Illapky
Fap6 xalitaman suru Oy€xmapna ¥3 akCHMHU TOMAAHW. YHUHT WXOAWIA
aHbaHa, 3aMOHABHUIJIMK Ba MyCOQHPIUK a300MHUHT OaluUi TaTKUHIApH
O0yptib Typaau. AiHu naiitna Taxap bekpu Ilapwk Yausepcuternaa
tanabanapra cabox Oepud kKenIMoKIa.

Haxpaap cy3inaranaa

Ky3 yarumaa
KyMoH0oHIap SIKCOH KUTraH
Kuitroc rynnm onxypuszop

Jycrona 3apnieyaknap
Uupmamumlb ketaau Y3uH Typura

Tomupnapum TyT TapaXxTHH XOTHPOTHIA
Cod xymMupaan 6uHO OYIMuUII MIOXY madb0anap

K¥ymuk xypauruaa xaiganran Oy ep
JapéHuHr Ky KucMuaa

Kamuna 6up napaxr
KynurapHuHr TMIMHU
TymyHMOK y4yH

Men acnuga 60pH WYFu rTupa00 MUCOIH
AXWH 00CTaH I03MHTM3HUHT aKCH pypPMaH
O4MK-OMIMH FIPKUMIIAHTaH TOIIKHH JaCTUAAH

TYAKUHUHT KYII ypca HE XaM KWIypCaH
TYcub Kyitnbd KUpFroKIapuMHU
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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 0ld? 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?
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BUKHU XOJIMEC

Buku Xonmec Yoanmbc moiitaxtu Kapaudna «baxtuép oma0yxm»
mewspuit 6aé3 myammudnapunad Oupu cudaruIa WKoA ojlaMura KUpuo
KenraH Oputanusuuk moupaup. 2005 iinnnan 6yén y Tonr Konrna simmad
mxon ko kenmoraa. Lllewpnapu Yanesc, Aurmus, Asrpanus, Kanana,
CuHranyp kabu Mamiiakatiaapaa 6ocuiran 6aésnapra Kuputuirad. Buku
Xonmec mebpust 6yiinya XKon Tpun xamaa ['onr KoHra Tabcuc stuiran
anabuii MykoOTIapHH KyJIra KUPHUTraH. BUpHUHUYM mebpuil TYIuiamu,
«Oiixonum caboxmapu» «Xamenon IIpecc» Hampuéruga OOCHIITaH.
Y xaxoH a€n WKOIKOpJIapy acapiapd capajlaHraH aHTOJIOrusAra
XaMMYXappHUpPJINK KUJITaH.

Kaknycaan cypauayp caBosiap

Hypcus spanmoxian He YUKyp MabHO?
CoFruHraHuHrMH € 3yJIMar 3uM-3ué€?

A paHr Xxakua OuraHuHr Huma?
bup «coByk» cy3umu cernra xannma?

Viinacasr, MUSHIZI CY3MH, 9T 3HKP?
Camanmap XakuHIa ceHaa Kai Gpukp?

Kaiitagan OonuianiMu yMHUIH Xap raji?
Ka4goH TyXTaTMOKHY KaHIOK KHJITYHT Xai?

Vraan 6MHO GYIMOK Cy3HII MUCITHME?
Ba € TyFUIMOKINK OQJIHK TYCITAMHE?

OmoB/1a €HMOKHUHT TalliTH KaHOOK, aiT?

Kapu6 kermaguarmu? Kanua xysican?
SAxxka-énruzmucan? Henu cysican?

Ky3uHram roMnOMu Kuitacat yo?
YKamon xypcarypmu YHrUHTAA Xya07

Bapxaér 0YIMOKHUHT MabHUCH Haup?
OcnapMucan 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.

@

www.ziyouz.com kutubxonasi



& —Ag.— »

’ XAJMMA XYIONBEPIAEBA .

Xamuma Xymoitoepauera 1947 iwwnma Cupnapé BuioATHza
tyruiarad. Y TomI[VHMHT XypHanmucTuka (axkyiasreTHna xamaa
MockBagaru [opbkuii HOMIM anaOUET HHCTUTYTUHUHT OJHM
Kypcnapuaa ykuran. «Caomar» OWHOMACHHUHT OOII MyXappupH
Basudacuna, «Em rBapaus» HampuéTuma Ba OOMIKA KyIuiad
xoimapna daomusat toputad. 1990 imnmma «Mykammac  aém»
Tymiamu  ydyyH Xamsa Homugard Jlasnar mykodorunu, 1991
nnnaa «Y30€KHCTOH XajK IMIOUPW» YHBOHUHU oM. Pyc, Kuprus,
TOXKUK, SAMIOH, TaTap IIOUpJIapy Ba JpaMaTyprlIapHHUHT OMp KaHua
acapiapvHu Y30eK TUIura TapskuMa Kuiras. « Mk myxa66ar», «Ok
onmainapy, «Haman», «CysHu Tornapum», «bobo Kyénn, «Mccuk
Kop», «Canokar», «TypkucTtoH oHacu» KabOM KHUTOOJApHUHT
myaudu. llevpaapu Katop XOpkui THILIapra, xKymiaaiaH pyc
Ba MHIVIM3 TUJUIAPUTa Tap>KUMa KUJIMHTaH.

baramom yitroncam...

Typaérran Kymra
Vxnraiiman Kyna
Kymnapra yxmaniman
VitroHaérras.

bab3u Tomupnapum
Xanu yuKyna.

bab3u Tomupnapna
Konnapum Kotras.

Xac-xamrakmnap Ounan
Cynpanu6 ropubd
YKIHK op3ycuaa
Ketu6 Gopap &i.
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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.
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V3umua nenapaup
Fynpauuo ropud
I'ynpaiiue yMmpruMHH
bepmoxnaman 60#.

V3uM-4a KUMHHHIIHD
Famunm equm.
KuMHMHTTUDP KyHUTA
KOpubman sipab.
Bbaramom yitrorn6
Omnoicam >au

Yuub xketapMuauM
Kykmapra kapao.
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g 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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g XOCHSIT PYCTAMOBA )

Xocwusar Pycramosa 1971 iinnina Hamanran Bunostuaaru Oimoc
KUILTOFU1a TyFuirad. Tomr /] YHUHT )kypHaIucTHKa (haKyIbTeTHHU
tamomnarad. «Ocmonparu yi», «Haxor», «/eBop», «K¥y3um
yCTHIIACU3» KaOW MIebpHUIl TYMiaamiiapyd Hamp STHITaH. XOCHUST
PycramoBa Anna AxmaroBa, Mapuna [[BeraeBa acapnapunu y30ek
Tunura tap>kuma Kwirad. 2004 innu y «Illyxpar» menanu ounan
takaupianrad. llewspnapu pyc, WHIIM3, HEMHUC, HWCIAH, TYPK,
03ap0aikoH KaOu THIIapra TapKuMa KUJIWHTaH.

% 3k %k

OHJu KyHU OYiiu ropamad Vitnao,
Ofpuran Oomumra cosiacaH FaMHH.
Kymua, y3umaa iyk Hapcanu cypab —
Kyna xuxonarra KyWJIMHT OJaMHHU.

JKoBmupab xapaiican kadacra orcam —
bup X0oBy4 ylIOK, 10H, CYyB Ba MaliCaHH...
OnpuHrra TanuiaiiMaH HUMAaKy TOTICaM —
O3zomukaaH OOIIKAa XaMMa HapCaHH. ..

&>
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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, Mediterranean 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 PADKA

®yan Pudka 1930 iiunna JluBanna taBamtyy tonra. belpyt-
naru Amepuka YHUBepcUTeTH, [ epManusigaru TroMMHIeH YHUBEP-
cutetuaa wiMui gapaxanap oiarad. AKIllnaru Muuuran Yausep-
curetuna Oynodpaiit Ba I'epmanusinaru “JAAA/” nactypnapu no-
upacuaa paonust oaubd 6opran. Pokkdennep Kamrapmacu xamaa
Anrmusanaru Mct Anmma YHuUBEpcUTETIapHU CTUICHIUsIIApUTA
cazoBop Oynran. @yan Pudkanunr 13 ta mebpuii Ba 4 Ta Hacpuit
TYmIamMu apad TWIMJA Halp STUIraH. Acapiapyu HeMuc, (GpaHILys,
WCIIaH, UTAJIbSH, UCIIAH Ba FOJUIAH TUJUIAPUTa TapKUMa KAJIMHIaH.
Y ®punpux-I'yanonsd, mewvpusar 6yitnua Menuteppan, ['epmanus
[Ipe3unentu Tabcuc 3tran JloduBepauHCcTOpAEH xamaa ['ére my-
koornapunm kynra kuputran. @yan Pudxa ['epmanus, baBapus,
Hopgerus Ba IlIBeiinapusgaru katop afgabuil yronMaJlapHUHT ab-
30CHUIUP.

1984 iiun aBryctu

VrumHunra He xado Terau?
Kauonnapaup xyinap sau yi
Caxap yoru

TOFJIAp KyMHUIA

YyFyp-uyFyp KWITaH Kyl MUCOJL.
Byryn sca 6up cy3 nemaiinu
YHcusnup y

Fop nunpa érran tomgaivH.
KuwMm 6uncun?

XonaaH Toifran 6yica, 5XTUMOIL.
Hepnap-ky, yapyab Koyca Haxp
Jlamr-rekucnury

JleHru3 TyHIAJTUTUHI

Cesa 6ouutap 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 ¥unma TyFwiIraH Kypna Imoupu XyceiH Xabamn aciu
cypusnuk Oynmb, xo3upaa lepmaHusga WCTUKOMAT Kuiagud. Y
apab Ba Kypa Tiwiiapuaa mebpiap €3aau. 2001 imnna ['epmanusna
“ABecrakypa” HOMJIM Kypll Ba apad TWIapuja 4ol 3TUJIaJUTraH
razerara acoc coirad. lllebprapu wHIM3, HEMHC, UcHaH, (opc
Ba y30€Kk TWulapura TapKuMa KWIUMHraH. Vbkoauoan HamyHaiap
XallKapo MIChPUA aHTOJOTHsIIApIA XaM OOCHITaH. Y XOPWXKIaru
Karop IMespusAT Oaiipamiapuaa HINTUPOK OTraH. XyCeWH
XabamrauHr “ATtuprymiap katuaa”, “VBpoc napécuaaru KOUKuH",
“Ucrakman yctyn” xamaa “Canmum bapakart aymkupanurapu’ kabu
KUTOOIapH YOI ITUJITAH.

®daBBopa

Ona >MH3MOKJIa O0IacHH,
Kykpaknapu yHuHT haBBOpa.
Mexpy Myxab0aTu 6eMUHHaT,
Ac1o %aBo0 KyTMac OBBOpa,
IOpaknapu yHuHT (haBBOpA.
Bup xym yun6 6opap ybdkna,
Maiinn kaHotnapu (aBBopa.
Koro3na pakc Tymanu Kaiam,
Cuéx-noBomiapu (aBBopa.

byn MaiijoHHUHT KOK ypTracuaa
I'up aitnanran monpHUHT OOIIN —
Mynriu 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 I’m back and energized

but I don’t eat leftover crumbs anymore

& if I keep watching you chew

[ 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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g "KANHE KOPTE3 )

XKaitne Kopre3 AKIIIauHr Apu3ona mraruaa Tyruiarad, Jloc-
Amxenecna ycub yiraiiran, aiinu naittia sca Hero-Fopk maxpuna
UCTUKOMAT Kuiaau. Y 12 ta mewpuid Tymiam xamaa 9 ta racmara
€3uraH MYCUKHUH acapiapHUHT MyalUTHQUAUP. YHUHT OBO3H
V3UHUHT CHECHUH, CIOPPAIMCTHK, JUHAMUK SHTWIMKIApU OWJIaH
axpanub Typaau, my OujlaH Oupra JupuKara OOMIWTH Ba WYKH
TOBYIIMHUHT TYy3a/nuru Ownan >pTHOOpHU TopTaau. XK. Kopres
Hiebpiiapy Typid TUJapra YrUpWraH Ba KaTop aHTOJOrusiapra
kuputriras. Skuuna yuuar “Byiok #iyn Goumma” kuto6u Ba “Y3
OBO3HMHTHU TOI’ MYCHKAlM anbOoOMH TyHE 103UHU Kypau. KaitHe
Kopre3nu “XKazzmaru aémmap” Ba “bapxaér mewpust’ KkalOu
¢bunbMIIapia XxaM KYpHUIll MyMKHH.

Pyé kyuoruna

Xaén cypapkaHMaH KaOyTap JIEpMUIIL:
Oiira yuraHuMHH CE€HTra cyiiiacam,
Yun6-yun6 60paum oif TOMOH,

VYHaan TYIMO KalTauM KyBBaTra
CapkuT yIIOKJIapHU eMacMaH HIU
CeHMHT eMHUIIl YailHAIIMHTHU Ky3aTrcam
MykoTummmM MyKappap COSMHH
[lly6xacu3 y3uMHUKH 3pyp Oy matiap
Xap ToHrna

Hepazanr Taruaa “Kyp-kKyp  nad
OBO3UMHHM y3rapTUpMacMaH

OiiHa yepTraHuHraa Ba Xy

3axap mypkap Oyicanr nmapBonm ¢aax
KaOyrap tunuaa cyznaiiman dakar
Emrup kysp 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
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XoHUMJIap Iynuca Kuamacaad OypyH
Bynrab-0exaitnupman costOOHIapUH
KaOyrapHuHT Xuam aHKUH U
IOpummm xam yximaiau yHra
TacaBBypra sra OyIMIINM IIapTMac
bunaman: GommMHN O6anaH TYTUITHA
ByiinH arub TypHUIIHN nacTra
Kanotnapum €316 yuuinu

AMMO arap ceH Kabu 10uM

Aiirap 6Yncam “E3 annacu”nu
AlipunapInM aKily XyluMaaH

bupok xeu xoxum MyK

T¥rupnamra KOH 60CUMHHTHH
[Ilynpmait 5xaH 3HT Kynai moxra
Yrupapkan Kyp-Kyprnaranua

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

[lya 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 )

Nnbs Kamunckuii 1977 itunaa Oneccana tyrwirad. 1993 itmnaa
y omnacu Ownan Amepuka Kymma Illtarnapura xyun® kemamu.
Unesa XKopxrayn YHuBepcutetuaa taxcun oarad. Y “lllebpusar”
KypHanuHuHT “PyT Jlwnn™ crunenauscu coxuOu, LIYHUHIZEK,
anabuér coxacuaaru Karop 6omika MykogoTiapra ca3oBop OyiraH.
VYuunr “Opneccana pakc Tymu0” mebpuit Tymiamu Tyneno [Ipece
Hopcet mykodotura noiuk kypuiarat. Mines Kamuncuii mespriapu
Yy30eK TUIIUra Xxam TapKuMa KHUJIMHUO, HAIIp ATHITaH.

bazuwnos

(«Cen Anranan Onmeccara ketaérrad kemasa BagoT dTacam»
(GonObuHHUHT cy3u — 1992 iinn)

Menu epra 6ornaran HuMma? Maccauycercaa,
Kyuiap MeH ToMOHra TajanuHap HyKyil —
Jlap€ Takpopiaiiu y3UHH, TAKpOpJIap KauTa.

Anranan Oneccara keTa€TraH KEMaHH
YHIAru Xap MyJI0BUM Ba OOp MaTOXUH,
YHUHT UYHJIaTd OCMOHHM IapadiaiimaH,
caMO MEHTa JI0pH, camo — Baranum.

banukuu KyljIapHUHT MaMilaKkaTwra,

yaap TapTUOMHHUHT Oaxcura mapad.

YeTo3uM — mamod

TepaK Ba KAJIIUPFOUJIApHU aliIaiu Xymoaxr, -

Oup a€lHUHT Kolly JaOUHU,

YVHJIaTH UIYPIUKHH, SITKACHHUHT FOMaJIOKJIUTHH
mapadJiaiiMad MEH. YHHUHT 103U - OHYC
cosICHJIa KeYald YMPHM.

Xyno, OM3HU TOMUIIUHT MyMKUH,
y — KY3uHHU 10MHO YiiHaéTran aén
MeH — y OnjIaH Tajallirad 3pKak
’KaBOH, XOH Ba YPUHAMK apo.

Xyno, 6usra 6epakoyruH, aJulakayoH OepraH HapCaHTHU.
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 lowa, 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
TaBaJUTyA Tonrad. Myanumiap koiexuna, Hurepusigaru Jlaroc
YuuBepcuretnaa, byrok bpuranusnaru Yopuk YHuBepcuTeTuaa
taxcui onraH. 1984 fimnnan Oy€n €nurapra cabok 6epud KeaMoKaa.
Aitan  madtna JKanyOu-rapOuii MHHTaKaBUH  THJIIIYHOCITHUK
MapkasuHuHr aupexkropuaup. 2004 iiwm y AKIIIHuHr AlioBa
MITAaTUAArd — XaJKapo MXKOAMW  JlacTypa MIUTUPOK 3TraH.
“byBucHMHMHT Ku3M~, ‘“3ypnanran Ttymop”, “Unon rorran aén”,
“Koppynus MostHack” kabu KuToonapHUHT Myaumudu. Mxonumnan
HaMyHajap KaTop aHTOJIOTHsUIapAa, Kymilagad, “‘Pyx mamumHacu
Ba Kamepyn xuxostnapu”, “Nnondanuk’’ na 6ocuiras.

Earmsruna uymuyk

OBKaJMUNT AapaxTHH OajlaH/l II0XUra
KyHuO onran kyitu xoiacus Oup 4ymMuyK
Cab3aBOT SKWITaH KYSIKIAPHUHT FUITY
bykummuH Ky3aTtap €nru3 OUp 4yMUyK.
Byc-0ytyH nananap cysra 6ymnap rapk.
bup Bakmiiap xaitHapau Oy 3aMHHJA LI
MUHMapHUHT PU3K-PY3H 311U Jananap
OHau 0apy CyBHUHT OCTUTa KUPMHMUILL

UyM4yK CUJIKMHTaH4a )Xy(PTIaMUII KaHOT,
bupok Takka Tyxrap, Ky3uH YHruaa
Baxmar nupa noitka €nupunapy

VYinapHu Kynopap yJIuMm 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 UyK >au. burra ouna

Fynara tupmamum6 »oH aquuruaa

Oxub6 keraérup — Ky3arap 4YyMUyK,
YMun ytu €Hap Kopaduuruaa.

[Mapuanng KyTyaMOKKa OMpOp UITOHY UK.

Xaiipar nupa KoTau 6edopa 4yMuyK
YanMoKKa manjaHId MOTaM KyHUHH
AmMo aiipu Oup KyuI TOBYIIH 00CIu
'Y€ yn yuapau >koHIaH KYIOHUO,
Xynnu Fyna Ky4drad oujia — JyCTH.
YHUHT 0X-BOXHIa YUA0IMAC YyMUYYK
Kannun ro3 Tyrapy y4yap danakka.
Viinap: MaKTaH4OFy aKJIJIM UHCOH
Heuyn mry 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 )

Crnoaxusuuk moup Tubop Kounk 1952 iiunuunr 5 nexadbpuna
Kocuke maxpuna tyruiarad. Ilegarormka Ba JKypHaJUCTHKA
coxanapu OyirYa TaxCWJI OJNraH XamJia MyaJUIHM, KypHaJUCT Ba
Myxappup Basudacuia daonusr roputrad. baauuit wxon Ounan
80-itmmtapaan 6onutab nryryiiaHa Oonmiarad. 3aMOHaBUH CIIOBaK
amabuértuaa 1oup, XYPHATUCT Ba ICCEUCT cudaruia Hryxpar
Ko3oHraH. llleppnapuia HHCOHHUHT WYKU KEUMHMaJapy, MaulIni
Ba IKTUMOWK Macananap udoma 3Tuiagd. bupuHYM 1mebpuid
Tymnamu “OHa fopTuM Garpuaa” 1e6 HOMIaHTaH. “Y3rapyBuaH
Ty0”, “OTKpHUTKa Ba ouepkiap”, “Muc kyHrun”, “Y3ok cadap” kabu
HIebpuil TYIJIaMJIApU XaM Hallp 3Twirad. “Bakriap opanurunaru
OHJIap” HOMJIM dCcCeNap TYIUlaMu afa0uET UXJIOCMaH jlapura
MaH3yp Oyiras.

Kymnap

Bonanuk op3synap napaxr3op apo,
VY3HU ysaMu31aH KyBUO coJlaMu3
bupok yumaraiimus xaHnyOra TOMOH
Homny ceBru ky3mapura KUCTUPHITaH yI
3aHXKHpIIAP TUTPAP

Ox, ceBru He y3u?

VY 6u3HM 3ab(apoH Tycra KUprania
bekarnapaa kyTaétup aniakadoHiIap
VY epna-um “xymr Ko’ axkparap OU3HHU
Te3nukHM ormmpap

bup 03 manxam 6ynap oFpuKka

Kenr oun6 robopap KyaodIiapuHH.
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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.
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KyHnnap To3a iynnap yctuaas yyap
Tomu®6 Typran cyt-na KaTamus yira
Bupon Hapca yayH dypcarmac xo3up
Ha temup TOBasa MuxIaHras yma
Fulikunnaran cysnap onumac

Eroura oCHFINK MUKK KHitEMIIap
IInannHO ycTHUra KyHraH 4aHr MHCOJI
Kakkaiin6 typaau xadranuk Kaimpiap.

Onny3napHUHT HYpH
Oprara YrIuMHUHT anupOecunu

VYpaliguranum 3ap KOro3ra tyuiap.

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

koksk

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.

sksksk

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 TTOMII )

PaxxuBan Tauom Iloimn Xuuaucton s>xanyoumaru Kepasa
ITAaTUIA TyFUITaH, Iy BWIOATAA TabJIUM OJITAH. Y MalsasulaM Ba
WHIIN3 TWNIApHUIa KO Kuiaau. bup Heua mebpuil KutoOmapu
Hamp atuirad. lllebprapu xankapo aHTOIOTHsUIapAa XaM OOCHIITaH
Ba UTAJbSH, MaKeIOH, OoNTap, pyMHUH, TaMWJI, XUHJ, MapaTd Ba
¥30ek Triapura rap:kuMa Kwinarad. Y Kanukar YauBepcutetuaa
KaMOAaTuYMIMK OwiaH aynokanap OynamuHu Oomkapamu. Karop
Xalkapo agabuil nactypiap, MebpusaT hecTuBauIapuaa UIITUPOK
3TraH.

“UmK KymuKJIapu”a1an

ba3zmy amima yuyyH Kyuuiapra MakoH —
Ky#innum KkucMu1a HoMCu3 JapEHUHT
Kenmummm Oy MHTTHU OpOJITa, dKOHOH,
Y3umra xam anuTral MaciuM XarTo.
A>xal, MeH/IaH aBBaJl YHJIa X03UpCcaH
bepu6 mab0onana y3uHrTa 0po.

skosksk

Cen xakna it cypud TypraHum jaxsa
XaémyaH Kanrapiap Kys3rajaap TOMAA.
Menra omén 0ynran nry Kyadada xam
KyKkka napBo3 KMIraH Kantap MakoM/a.

skooksk
busHu kuMAMp 3UMIAH Ky3aTaéTup

Alfraitnuk nanraca kaOytapiapra
UYKknO-uyK1O OJICHH KOpaYHKJIapHH.

>
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sksksk

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.

*kokok

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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ksksk

Kaiipunranaum aciau Oy TOMOH

Cenu acnaTmac-Ky ziest 0y CYKMOK
AllIOKa TapaxTy MOXHUra KyHTraH
Kymrya 6upaan cenra aitianaym OMpOK.

skkk
BynOynuu pom stap Gupop Kyhnum HykK,
Xe4 BaKOM IIaMOJTHU UIIOHTHUPUIIITA;
Ky3 ouran 1apaXTHMHMHT COSICUTa 30pMaH
Kynum etmac sxxoigaru
AHIyXHUHT KaOpuMu XyB y ékaaru?

@»)
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YAEL GLOBERMAN

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, A/ib;,
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 Soul s 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 INTIOBEPMAH

WUenp TnoGepman Temb-ABHBIA TaBaiIy[ TONIAaH Ba yIIa epra
OWJIUM OJIraH, YHHHI OTa-OHaCH OMMAaBHMU KUpFUH Maituza [losbiaaan
Ucpownnra kyunb xenumrad. [Hlouparnunr “Orod TeOpaHranna” poMaHu
Ba KaTOp XUKOSUIAPH 371 Opacujia Mamxyp. “AauOn” HOMIIM UJIK IIEbPHH
tymiamu 2000 ¥Hunpa Hamp STWiraH OynwO, ymOy TymiaM y4yH Y
“ACUM” Ba “PAIS” mykodomiapura cazoBop OyiraH. SHru mewpuii
kurobu “SHa ymra gapé” XaMm KUTOOXOHJIAp TOMOHHJAH WIHK KyTHO
onmuaau. 2008 inmnna y AKII xykymatuauar Oyia0paiT CTUIEHIUSICHHA
kynra xupuprtrad. espmapu 11 Tta Tunra yrupmiran Ba Mcpomnma
Oocunaura afabuii )KypHasiap, XaJlkapo aHTOJIOTHsUIapra KHPATHIITaH.
I'mobGepman Tapkuma coxacuaa xam daon 0yauo, Credan CrneHaepHUHT
TaHJIAHTaH acapilapyHU MHINIM3 TUIMJAH Tap)KUMa KWiraH, xo3upaa B.
X. AyneH uiebpiapd ycTuna WuuiamMokna. AiHu madtna [nmobepman
LIebPHUI acapiap 4om 3TUilagural «l eTuKoH» KypHaNIu TaxpUupHUsITHIA
nnaMokaa xamjaa OpaHuM Koiutexkw Ba Xauda YHHBEpCHUTETHIA
Oanuuii Ko cupiapuaaH Enuiapra cabox 6epud KeaIMoKa.

Kaiidy cado

[ITaxapHUHT ycTHIAH

KEHT KYJIOY MHCOJIN
OamMalIXOTHp y4aéTran

KyIlLIap rajacuaa YypHuH WyKoTuO
nacTra IyHFUETraH KyIUPMaH

Xapoparra TYIUK uyexpanau,
Jax3a yTMai Kydap OCMOHHH —
To0OO0pa Kuupaitnbd 6opap ypraga
6o aiimanap macoda,

Ky37aH FOUno Oymaau rana

KYII XaBO/ia Ke3ap MacTOHA
CaMOHU X¥YIUIaiau 03-MO31aH

[apBO3 ypTacuaa YEKUHIaH

V1ra HYHOK KymMaH 0eom00
KyILU1ap Xa€TUIaH CY3JI0BYH

XUKOS €3UILHU Ky3JIapKaH
TyMAMIaH OMTTa MaT ojlaMaH o0
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www.ziyouz.com kutubxonasi




- —— 8 —— -
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 Hopmanmsima tyrwirad, @Opannusaga THOOHET
TabMUMUHN onraH, Mopnanusga Ba JluBanga 1mmdokop O6ynu0
unuiarad. 30 WuiagaH OpTUK BakT MoOaiiHmma acocan Skun Illapkna
WHCOH XYKYKJapW, THHWIMK Ba a/0JlaT XUMOSICH OMJIaH IIyFyJUTaHUO
kenmMoKaa. AitHm maiitma byrox bpuTtanusga ucTMKOMar KuwiaéTraH
®darxus CaynuHUHT (paHIy3, HHIIIN3 Ba apad THUIapUIa YOI ITHITAH
kutobmapu cupacura “Uc€nmm yaytumr’, “Uyr kynmap”, “bonamukman
naiframOapnukka mebpuid caéxar’ Kupaad. Y HHDIM3 Ba (paHIy3
TWUIapUIaH apad Twinra Xxam O0aguuid TapKumajiap Kuirad. Agulnap
Viommacu Ba Mamxyp ‘“PEN” rtamxwmnorn aw3ocu. @. Cayau byrok
bpuranus, ®panuus Ba MOpokko KaOM Mamiakariapiard aaadoui
awKyMaHaapaa Gaos MIITUPOK ITraH. Y MaJaHUAT Ba CaHbAT COXACHIaru
Karop Mykodotiap, xxymnanan, Opaauusauar Chevalier de L’ Ordre du
Merite MykoOTHHUHT COXUOUIHP.

Yoppaxa

Yoppaxada émap oup 6y1Oyn.
Opma moneoa y3uamuut HcoHu
Kanomnapu wansupazanya
FOpazu nyu, komubou Kornu.

Yoppaxaoa yneanu — baxmu.
bupos ynu onmacoan manon,
V3u ceezan oapaxm ocmuea
Onub 6opub Kymap, IXMUMO.

Foiuo kanomnap

Enxanapum 6ym-6yu, smoamac
Ky3 yneumoa y3un uoopa,
Kynnap xanom 6yamac, na uopa.

JyHEHU KYPMOK-UYH aHeu Yiuamoa
bBup yuoncam 3opa.

Anpoxnap kanomum 6yamoxka wauoup,
bapxaém paguxum ynea nyghnaiiou...

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 Xpl0CTOH YHUBEpPCUTETIIApHUIA
TUI Ba anabuér cupnapuaan cabok onraH. WxoakopiaapHUHT
“ITapux/Atnantuka” MykoQoTH, mebpuaT coxacuaaru OepHanao
Pusno HoMuaaru Ba Oolka Karop Xaimkapo MykodoTiaap coxuowu.
Hlebpnapu Kyma Kynm anabuii  KypHajulapiaa, IKyMIaJaH,
“Coxunoyiin”, “Jlamr omou”, “HcramOyn amalOuii xypHamu”,
“Bannac Ctuenc KoypHan” kabunapaa Oocuirad. AWHU maiTaa
Jlantpu Amepuka Katonuk YHUBEpCHUTETH KOIIMAArM AKaJIeMUK
TEXHOIIOTUS JUPEKTOpHU Bazudacuaa UIIaMoK/Ia.

Cakokyu op3ycHaaru oxy

KanotnapuH y3yH Kalipuiamanaputio

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

€pHuTrad TOHT MUCOJ OJIaMHH Oy3yBUMIap apo

YHUHT OBO3M CHHUK TaKaJld KUCKHUOaKacu

caés ro3amu3 0yitab cuaupuiaérrad

Oapu OYKKaHJIaApHUHT OIIOK KOJIUKIapu
SUITUPOK H03AJIAPUMHU3/1a aKC DTMHUIIL

TYJIKUHJIAp UYUTa YyKaau, YHUHT FAMIVMH UMFUCH

MOTaM KYIIUFUHUHT OOpHU HYKOTHII

XaJIM 103a T03a 1IaMoJl TypHIIniaH OypyH
EpUIITYBYU KYKHU 3¥pFa akc 3TTUPHO

YJIKaH TYJIKUH OCTUJA €HI'aH Ba Y3UHU TYCIyBUU
OKUMJIAPHHU SIIINUpap, y

3aMHH Ba CaMo, €p Ba CyB ypTacuJaru

YM3MKJA TEHTUPAP, SIMUMINK KHUJIa I

KaMU yd XyAyAJa, YHUHT EIFU3 KOJraH OBO3U
yykuO OopaBepap y3u TiIab oNraH KeCUIIyBIap/a.
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g MARY GRAVITT )

Mary Gravitt was born in Philadelphia, Pennsylvania and came
to lowa 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 AKIIHunr ®Ounagensdus maxpuna TyFUITaH.
VYV 1989 iimnpa AiioBa YHHBepcUTeTHra YKuIra kupaau. Maskyp
OounuM naproxuaa y Xamkapo €3yBUmiap Aactypu paonustu Ounan
SIKUH/IAaH TaHUIIAIU, JAaCTyp Ba YHUHI Tamkwiorumiapu llerp Ba
Mbpu Hazaper kymaruaa ayHEKapaliMHu KeHrailtupub Oopas,
¥3u yuyH XaxoH anaOuétu Ba JyHE E3YBUWIAPUHM SHTUJAH
kam@ sraau. 1999 iunna y Caynust Apabuctonura 6opaau, ymoy
Oup MWK cadap yHra KyI HapcallapHU Ypraraad, WKOIUN
KaMOJIOTHJIa MYyXHM axaMusiT KacO dTaau. MbopHu wxoIuaaH
HamyHanap y30ek Twinia xaMm Oocuiran Ba TOIIKeHTAa Haip
stuara “Mnonbanuk” mebpuit 0aé3ura KUPUTUIITaH.

HeuyHn caiipaiiBepap Kadacaarn Kym?

HeuyHn caiipaiiBepap kadacmaru Kymr?
MeH-un nukapuja Kyiinamam Kanra,
Cabab: pakeTanaii 3yp Kypoaum 0op,
Hcracam 3IIMKHYA MOPTIIATTYM IIAPTTa.
Heuyn xypcuHranua xKaiupaii KaHoT?
bemarnon-ky yurym aBromar ynuia0.
O3zoMK axxub OUp MybKHU3a, IIYHIAH —
CaiipaiiBepap coOUK

yiI TYTKYH KyIiap.
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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 Hwukona Mansupos 1973
vninga MakenonusstHuar CTpymMuKa IMIaxpuja TYFUJITaH. YHUHT
mebpiapu HWUTHpMaJaH OPTUK TWJUIApra TapKUMa KWJIMHTaH,
Makenonus Ba 4eT MamJjakamiapaa Haup stuiral. “Kyuupunran
TOol” HOMJM webpuid TymiamMu yuyH 2007 iunna EBpomanuHr
meppusiIT coxacumaru “Xio0bepr bypna” xamma Makegonusiia
SHT Hy(Qy3nu caHanMmuil “Aka-yka MunaauHoBiap” mykodoTura
otk kypwirad. Hukomanunr “Illaxapnarm tytkyH”, “Kaepna
Xeu Kaepaa’ HOMIM KuToOmapu xam OocwiraH Ba “CTyaeHTCKH
360p” xamaa “Axo KapamaHoB” MyKO(QOTHHM Kyira KUPHUTTaH.
VYV Tepmanusa, AKII, Mcnanusi, Asctpusi, Hoperusi, ®pannus,
[Bemus, Jlutea, CnoBakus, Hukaparya, Typkus Ba Oorika
KYINI'MHa MamJlakamiapard Iebpust OailpamiapuHuHT  (aon
UIITAPOKYUCUIMp. AWHM mnaitga y “‘JlupuknailH” HOMIU
XallKapo HIEbPUSAT TAPMOFUHUHT MakenoHUs1ard KOOPAUHATOPU
Baszudacuga UIIaMOK/Ia.

Bbuamaiiman

Opsymaaru 6apu yimap HHpoka,
aMIac STHIIAIN TYIUIMKKA YOpJaraH OHaM OBO3U
aMMO MeH OyFaoi30p Oyitnad yonamas.

Onucmus

JapBO3aHU COFMHUO OCMOHTa calmyurad KONTOK MUCOJIH,
TUPUKMU3

HUTOXMMH3 TyIlICaruHa aHUK XapopaTHU

KypcaTyBuM yayarud kabu.
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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 “A sky”.

)
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Caéxar sspmuia MEHU YHFOTHO

“MaH3uIIra 3TYyBUM aBTOOYyC Iymu?”’

ned cYpoBUM HOTAHUII XaMpOXJIan

Xap KyH CYpOKJIaiIy OJINC XAKUKAT,

“Xa” neitmaH-y, Ha3apja TyTraHuMm “‘Omnmacam’ Oymap,
OouIMaiiMaH,

0apya MabJIyM KacaJTUKIapy MIHQO TyolapHU
YTMHIIIA KOTAUPUO KETULITHU HCTaraH
0Ta-0000HTU3HUHT IOPTIIAPUHU OUIMaliMaH.

CoruHunMH3 YyKKHCcHIa Oyiica OuTra yi,
KOKWJIUIILIAP, XTUPOCIAPUMU3HU

KaHJall TaCBUpJIAIINH ACHTU3 TYIKUHU,
OJJAMJIAPHUHT YYKMACIUKKa OYITaH UIIOHYHH
YHYT OYIMaciuK-9yH FUMHPIIAIINHA
KYPMOKHHU UCTalMaH.

bypounan,

o4Mac, KYIpokK &nru3 OYaran oBUMIapHUHT
KY3 YHruja yinaérrad oxy TaJIBacacuiaH
SAIIMPUHTAH KyJI0aIapUMHU3 OJIMC-OJIHC.

Onuc nax3a xap KyH MEHU CYpoKjap:

“By otnamu? Iy skanmu xaét neranu?”

“Xa” neiimaH-y acnuia “‘OuimaiiMaH”HU aHTIaTaau Oy,
OmIMaiiMaH

“oCMOH” Jiest 0BO3 UMKapMai TypuO

TalMpUIITHA O0nuTad 1000paApPMUKHH KyIILIap.

©»)
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g 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 )

Yma Axemta 1967 iinnpa tyruirad. Xosup y AKIHunar Texac
mraruaa smaiaa. “Kamm pakcnapu”, “MynokoT” kabu Imebpuid
KuToOMapy XUHAXCTOH Ba AMEpUKaia Halllp STUITaH. Yiia Kymiad
XaJIKapo MIEbpHUAT Oakipamiapu/a MIITUPOK STraH. YHUHT HKOAUIA
TacaBBy( MaB3yCH eTakuu YpuHHH srauiaiian. Y Hero-Hopk
sakuHuaary ['punOypr maxapuacuaa “lllebpust kapBoHH” HOMIIU
anabuil TalIKWJIOTra acoc COJraH. YIIAHUHT IIebpiapu y30ek
TAJIUTa XaM Tapkuma KwinHuO, “MnoHOamuK” aHTOJIOTHsCUTa
KUPUTUIITaH.

Boreponunr kadyrapaapu

Tunuwink KabyTapu OYIUIIN MyMKUHMHU?
Kuprun kaGytapu-uu?

bup Mamnakar yMKapoJapMUKUH UKKH TUJ,
ATtuprynra yximiap yHUHT sipajapu

E MOPTIANIA MUITHK YTHIAM,

OTMOFM MYMKMHMHU UKKH TOHT?

KyHHMHT TOHTH

Ba TyHHUHT TOHTH.

Opnamumap, 6u3aa XaM MaBxy/ KYIII F0pak,
bupu xopa, 6upu oK,

AmMO OyHHM KYpuII XaTapra 103 TyTULIIHUD...

(boreponunr kaOytapiaapu ABmME AHTOHHO HMOONATXOHACH
Oycaracuna YypHatwiarad. borepo OuTTa THHWIMK KaOyTapHHU
MeznennuH mIaxpura COBFa KWITaHIH, OWPOK Yy KEWHMHYAIIUK
noptiaatud robopunrad. borepo aBBanrm kalOyrap Kanmaid Oyica
IIyHIaiIATHYa KOJIUIIH IapTy OWIiaH siHa OUTTa KaOyTapHU COBFa
kunaau. Ukku xabytap MeneuIMHHUHT MallbyM TapUXd PaM3u
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 akiminin dogrultusunda yazmiyor.
Simdiye kadar siir ya da genel anlamda edebiyat iizerine
okuduklarinin etkisini ve kendisinde biraktig1 izleri yadsimasa da,
asil amacint “bu topraklarda yagsamis, 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, Kuyt, IThlamur, Berfin Bahar ve Ywrtik Sayfa, Deliler
Teknesi gibi edebiyat dergilerinde yayimlanan ¢ok sayida siiri
bulunmaktadir. Atilgan’in Zahiri adhi ilk siir kitab1 Eyliil 2010°da
yayinlanmistir.

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

Yusuuufcuk
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XVJISI ATUITAH

Xynsa Antai Atwiiran 1961 innga TypkussHUHT AHKapa maxpuia
nynéra kxenau. bomamurm qué€pbakup Ba Oxmaxapna, €nuiurua
Konsina xeunu. 1978 iunga Typmymira yukuO, 6 iun gaBoMuaa
N3mupna xaBackop cudaruga mycuka Ownan myryutanay. Llewsp
€3uIIan acn Makcaau “Oy TyNMpoOKJapja siimiaraH, Oy TyMpOKHUHT
OXaHIJIApUTa KYJIOK TyTraH OWp WHCOH, Oup aén cudaruma Oy
OXaHIVIApHU aHI1a0, Xuc 3THO OMPUKTUPraH XxaMmMma HapCaHH y3ura
XOC OXaHITa Tap)KUMa KWIHII Ba Oy TYMPOKIApHUHT IebpUra y3ura
XOC OXaHTMHH KYIIMOK 3KaHJIWTHMHH TabKUAJaiau y. MycaBBup
Honupa M6poxum JKymanué€soBanunr “Cupnu smmk”, “bormka
nenruznap”’, Camo Kamiamiapu” HOMJIM pacM Kyprasmaiapuia ¥i3
mebpaapu Ouan MITUPOK dTrad Xyns Aruinrannusr “Cysnap”,
“Kuprok”, “Uxnamyp”, “bepdpun baxop” Ba “Uupruk caxuda”,
“Tenbanap kemacu” Kabu amaOuET >KypHA/UIApUa HAIIP ATHITAH
acapjapyd MyXJHUCIapyd TOMOHHUIAH WIWK KyTHO onuHau. Xyns
Anrait Atunranaunr “3oxupuil” Homin kutobu 2010 Hinnna Hamp
STWITaH.

Jprak 0y

KymprxoH xaM nepriap

Kykyk xymmm Ounamus 6us

KOcyd naitrambap una

Bup xukosicu 6opaup

Bupna ér, 601 TYKKaH

Hxku ora-uHMCH nia

KOcyd maiirambapra y xabap 6epmuii
Kykyyyk Ky

[es calipaca-na

KOcyyydrxon
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Dermis

Yagla bali doken

iki kardes korkudan

Kus olup ermis

O giin bugiindiir kumrucuklar
Yag doooktiim

Bal d66oktiim

Diye 6termis

Kizina masal anlatacak kizim
Kizimin kizina ulasacak sesim
Guguuuk guk

Yusuuufcuk

Yag doooktiim

Bal d666ktiim

Savas Alam

iki ay

iki glin-es

metalik sehir
mekanik-les
su-ates-ten

ates 6diing giines-ten
tavus kusu kanadindan gemi
alevlerin ortasinda
meleklerin evi
goru-yorum

ve simdi

gozlerimle

ates i¢ciyorum
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Hepmui

Er una 6on tyxkan

Wxkku ofa-uHU KYpKyBIaH
ISYHIFa aiaHnO KOJIMHUII
VYma kyHman 6epu Kympuiiap
Er T3yyxmm

bon T1yyyxaum

Jes calipapMull

Kusura sprak aiiTaxak Ku3um
Ku3uMHUHT KU3HUra eTuiap cacum
Kykyyyk kyk

Ocyyydxon

Er tyyyKaum

bon T1yyyxaum

Kaur maigonu

UKKHU O

HKKH Ky€EIn

TEMUp Maxap
MeXaHHK-JIall
Cys-oTami-nas

OTalll Kap3 Ky€Em-aaH
TOBYC KyIlIM KAaHOTHJIaH KemMa
OJIOBIIAPHMHT YpTacuia
bapumTatapHUHT yiiu
KYpsIlIMaH

Ba DHIIU

KY3J1apuM OuinaH

oTall H4YsAIMaH
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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

Gokytiziinde kus fali
Bakan bulutsuz ¢ocuk
Kim tstittii riizgar

Bir kiigiiciik kumrucuk

Gokyliziinde kus fali
Bakan tomurcuk ¢ocuk
Kim tiklatt1 camlar1
Bir kii¢iiciik kumrucuk

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

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

[oup Ba TapxkumoH To3an Aunkan Typkusana TyFUITaH.
EsyBumnap yromMacH KeHramlMHMHT ab3ocH, “‘Tap:kumoHiap
mapxu” (CN) Hommu amabuii Tap:KuMa KypHalIH MyXappupu. Y
KaTop YeT JUIMK MyMTO3 Ba 3aMOHABUH IIOUPIAPHUHT acapIapruHU
WHINIM3 TWIMIAH TYpK THIUTa Yruprad, my Owigan Oupra y
TypK anaOuéTn HaMyHaJapuHH WHIVIM3 THIWAA JKapaHIJIATTaH
MOXHp TapXUMOH cugaruna Mamxyp. To3aH AJikaH XxalKapo
meppusIT Oalipamiapu Ba Oamuuii Tapkumara OaFWIIUTaHTaH
aHKyMaHJIapHUHT (a0l UIITUPOKIUCH XaAMAUP.

Ky ¢posin

Kyk ro3uma kym donm
Bokkan OymyTtcus 60m1a

Kum coBKOTTHpAM MIAMOTHH
Kuukuna 6up KyMpH>KOH

Kyx ro3uma kym donm
Boxkkas xaxoxu 0onakait
Kum yeptnu oliHanapau
Kuukuna 6up KyMprxoH

Ky ro3una Ky domu
bokkan ymuacus 6oma
KuMm THHYHTIM KanOWHTHA
Kudruna 6up KyMprKOH

K¥yx 1o03una Ky donu
Bokkan moramcus 6omna
Kum xymau cenn kykka
byHnaii keparnyaauk
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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 %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.

ié 102 i

www.ziyouz.com kutubxonasi




& —Ag.— »

g ®EPHAHJIO PEHJIOH )

Hlonp Ba myOnummct, ¥HUpWK kamoar ap6odom DepHaHIO
Penmon 1951 #imnna KonymOusauHr MeaeninvH maxpua TyFUITraH.
Opxknapsap mownp “TIpomereo” HOMIM agabuii )KypHaITa acoc CoiraH
Ba ymIOy >KypHaJlra MyXappupiuK Kwirad. AifHu naiitna @epHanao
Mepennun  Xankapo lebpust @DeCTUBAIMHUHTI  IUPEKTOPU
Basudacuga camapanu ¢GaomuaT onud OopMmokma. by mewbpusr
aH)KyMaHM JyHEIAru SHr MMpUK Ba Hyy3J1 IEebpUAT Oalipamiiapuian
oupu canamagm. Y 1991 imnma XKanyOomit AMepukana skoiamraHn
Konym6uss MamiakaTuHuHT Menenud maxpu ep KyppacuIard 3HT
xaB(JTU Ba NaxXMIATIN MIaxapra aianrad Oup 1aBp/a TalIKII STHITaH.
“Canbar Ba Ilpomereoma mebpuar’ ae0 HOMIIAHTAH TAaIIKUAJIOT
paxbapu cudarnna @epuanno Pengon “I'ymummBep solimxacu’ xamaa
Oomanmap y4yH IIEbpUH Maxopar MakTaOMHH XaM Oomkapamad. Y
tanabanap, YKyBUMJIap Ba KEHI KaMOATUYMWIMK YYyH Kymiad agaOuit
VKyB Kypclapu, aHKyMaHjap, Mabpy3a Ba CHMIIO3UyMJIap YTKa3raH.
Konasepca, y Jlorun Amepukacu lewpust @ectuBanu Tapmoruau
TAIIKUJT KWJITaH.

* %k sk

berabcup makcan-na KypuHMAac TyHEHUHI Ky3HM OJIyBYM FOSACH
octuaa Ttuzuinamuz Ou3. Kypunumm xeraérraH SHIU Xa&THUHT
ouKkuwiIapu 0op Kynummzaa. bupop xop-xoin 6ynmumm MyMKuH, (akar
KYPKUII STHJIMULI TAaKHK.

Cenuky SMacMp CEHUHT Hapcasap, OM3HUKK-YHU Y3rapmMac, COIUK.
KyTocnmapau 6up scunrTa 071. ENFM3 kacan KyToc opTaa Koimo KeTap
nonanad. Kapouyrum, nupnupasrncas. Balicasncan OyHua Ky, oFus.

Qdakar mewpusTHH Xuc Kwica Oymap. Ly OGomc s>bTUKOmIAH
xasup OVi. KoBOKXOHajaru cy3mamryB yciayOuaaH OYITHI ISXTHET.
3apypar TyFwiraH MaxajirMHa CY3/IalmMoK JIo3uM. Bakrtu Owiax
Y3HU SHrUIal JapKop, XaMMaHMHI KYpUIIM LIapT 3Mac JIEKHH.
Bomkanapnan kermarun y3u0, KYIpoK €KM XaTTo 03rvMHA. Xa&THUHT
naH;| GEepUIIMIAH TYIITHJ TAIIBUIITA. FIFW3 KONTaHWHIIA TamupMa
acio. by 5a3u3 Hapca Xakuga KaHya KyI Ba KaHua KaMm OMJICAHT,
IIyHYa SXIIM 3pyp. MaBXyMm mapouTna Ky3aramus Oup-OMpHUMU3HU.
Bup-0npuMH3HM TYIHK TylIIyHMacqaH cyx0ar Kypaaurad Oy KyJaruim
EKUMTOMINKHA CEeBaMMU3 Ba SXIIM aHDIaiimuz. by €xkumToitnukaa
aiiTran € alTMarad cy3uMu3 yu9yH OM3HU TOIITa alIaHTUPUO KyHHUIITN
MyMKHH Menysa.
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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

lounpa I'mopust 'aGypamm 1945 #imnma Mapkasuii AMmepukana
sxouamrad Hukaparya mamiakaty nmoiraxtu MaHaryana TyFUIITaH.
ly maxapmarm Mapkasuii AMepuka YHHUBEpPCUTETUIA JOKTOPIUK
yHBOHMHU ousradH. 1974-1979 #wumnappa y Mekcukaga siiaras.
KelinHuanuk oHa 1opTHra Katro, xkamMoar unuiapuaa Gaoj UHIITHPOK
sTuIl OunaH Oupra Oamuuii mxoxara karra 3bTUOOP Kaparanu. bup
HedTa KuToOnap myaudu caHanrad [opusHUHT acapiapu HEMHC,
UTaNbsIH, UHIJIM3 Ba PyMUH TWJJIApUra TapKuUMa KWIMHraH. Y 1982
Hunna dupuk agabuit mykogor coxubu Oynran. 2004 iungan Oyéx
I'panana mebpusT aHXKyMaHH KOOPAMHATOPH Basudacuaa (aomust
om0 6opMoKIa.

OLIUK UKPOPU

Tan onamasn, ceBamMaH yHHU.

Y oHaMHUHT ajiacuaaru
MurTurnHa TUIIa TaHra4a,
OraM uynuaryaarv TOM4oK,
OHaM TYKKaH au4uK-aq4uK €111,
Ortam uekkaH 0exucod KUHOK.
YEIuMHUHT YHHHYOK pyOoOu,
Can-XyaHn-nens-Cypnaru yian
Kyunu neHrus TynKuHIapuaup,
Hynéaunar Can XyaHugaru
Anomaru, KaiiHOK IITUTOOH
I'panama KyJIUHUHT CaKKU3
MuHr KBagpar KMJIOMETPIU
Tapuxu yn opt 3Taruna

Byn oménnm, 6omanapumaup
Ba cyitranum xajik spyp HIakcus.
By xanOumpa smap 6up yamas,
Tan onamas, yHH ceBaMaH.

[y cababmu yHIaH KeTapKkaH
bynaknanran Kynryamad rye.
VY nyumaa axxud Kacuga
Kuprok omm6 alikupran gapé
IOparumuuHr KOK ypTracuaa
Kytok ycran orod xkabu yi
VYHpa émum TyKuamac OyTKyi.
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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.

106

www.ziyouz.com kutubxonasi



—Ag‘—

VY Tomupaa ke3ub 1praH KoH
XaMm Kupumuo ycrad mox-mad0a
m1a000JaHUHT JKYTITKIH JCHUIIN
Jepazana EpUK O4raH TOHT.

Ounuk, KyBFUH, FaMy KallllIOKJIHK,
TamBumr, a300, yHyTHII Ba €
XaK-HOXaKHUHT COXTa COSICH

Tyca onmac MEHU ceBUIIAAH

O1Hb CyB Ba BYJIKOH JIOSICH.

Kuprus ropTUM MEHUHT

Huxkaparya

KaMaJjak TYyFHIuO yiraH Oup MakoH
V3UHMHT KaHHATy Jy3axy OWian
XazuHanapu-na xaénra TyJuK,
auUUHK-a44uK 0TYyM, EHUK XYPCUHUK,
¢bupaaBcra MEHI3alM yHU PUBOST,
XAJIKJIAPHUHT TOMMHH ypyIlI-KaHKaIH
KOH

Ba IOpaK MaBKyj OUp MackaH

Y30K FOPHIIAAH CYHT HUXOSAT

O0u3 yOKHU TOIIUK OSOMOH.

VY MeHu TyuryHap, KapoK4uiapy
Wuprtkuunap 3a0T 3Trad TOF TU3Macuaan
Kenrmukiap muconu €111 MEHHU.

YHUHT éMFUpIApH, KYIIUTH OIIa
Kanotnum MuHOTaBp ycTura MHHHO
bynmaryp xa€nau KYpUKIOBYH YT
AX1ax0 CHHTapy KWJIJUM TOMOLIA.

Iy Gomc xam ynraH yorumaa
YHUHT OCMOHH-JIa KyMUJICaM KaHH,
TepumHM yalinIca KYJTHUHT CyBUTa
Tynporu Koriaca KaHUWIA TAaHUM,
VHUHI HOMM MEHUHI HCMHUM-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 Nicaragiliense 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 atras 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 corazén 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 puiios 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 ®EPHAHJE3

Moup Ba Mmamanuar tapruboruricu DpaHuucko nae Acuc
Oepnanne3 1945 uunga Hukaparyapa tyrwirad. “llebpusr,
Myxab6ar Ba Yynum”, “Xaér nmapaxtu’, “Canbarkop Yimapu”,
“Tunmaii okuO® Typap KOH®  KabM YHra SIKMH KUTOOJapHUHT
myamuuu. Acaprnapu Oup Heya THIUIapra Tap)KuMa KUJIMHTaH.
@paHuucko Kymiuad xankapo aaaduil TalIKWIOTIAPHUHI ab30CH
Ba IIEHPUAT OalipaMiIapUHUHT (axpuil UIUTUPOKYUCUIUD. ANHU
naiitna y Mapkasuii Amepukana sxoisamrad HwukaparyaHuHr
I'panana maxpuaa HUPUK MIEbPUAT aHKYMaHUHU OOIIKapaaH.

Komunu :xxunosar

Kunostra Mmoiui,

Optra Tucapuiub, YyTMUII KymMcara,
bynu6 € 6ynmaran,

Uwnparan Oomura kemuca asa, TV,
Cyiiranu Heku 00p yHyTa OJIraH —
[y Oup roparumra KylapuHTHU KYH.
Koxkumnurapyum Ba XxaToJapuMHA

bup mynnar cakiap-y yHyTap JUINM.
Kemupunran kanoum

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

bup onampa ganrym mycuka,

bupuzaa xed TononmMam KyHUM.
ATHprynum — Jaiiu 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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YHyTWIraH MUHIJIA0 oposuiap
YnumumuHM sTap udona,

XarTo FOIMUOTUKHUHT HIIXOMH
O3 yrupub xerca xam acio
CunauponaMac 3HI1 UpoAaM.
IOparumra umonait KaHI0K
VYHyTOIICa TypMYII paHXHUHH,
Enuknaru Mycukuii 0Bo3

Ba mebpnapHUHT TUHUK aBXUHUA?
Anrpop 6epub xucobnamranum
YMpuM yTraH KyTIyF aCpHH
Kanmait kunu6 ynytomap y?
®panHuucko e Acuc aciu
MasbHo0p Oup KyIl 311 0301,
I'oxo ropca FaMruHiIMK U4pa,

I'ox ropryBum O0axTuép Ba 1O/,
VYHYTMOK - Oy KOMMJI )KUHOST,
Jlex Kynarap ymp JA€BOpHH,

XaM SIIUPUH KyLICU3 KOJAUpap
CexprapHuHT aKu0 JUEPHUH.
YHYTMOK — Oy asH4JIM TOpIUD,
upunruHa yiKyMHU Oy3raH.
YHYTMOK — Oy KOMUJI JKHHOSIT,
VY3IUMruMHM CEeBrUaH y3raH.
Jlex kousraiiup yHIaH yumac us,
OpaMKyIIHU YYKTUPMOK-UyH TH3.
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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 ok

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...

112

www.ziyouz.com kutubxonasi



& —Ag.— »

g VICTEPUH UPAJTY )

Uctepun Hpany moupa Ba XuKOSHaBUC OYIMO, IIMMOJIU-
mapkuii  XUHAUCTOHAA >Koilamrad Haramann mTaTUHUHT
Koxuma maxapuacuna Ttyrwirad. AiHu naitna Hopseruspa
SIIAETTaH WKOAKOPHUHT ““JlaxIiaTin MaTpuapxar’ HOMIJIM pOMaHU
XuHauctonaary “3ybaan” HaIIpUETHAA YOI ATUITaH. YOy poMaH
HOpBEI' TUJIMIa XaM Tapxkuma KuwiuHrad. Mcrepun MpanyHuHr
WHIIM3 TWiIWAard OupuHuyM wmebpuid Tyminamu Haranannna
O0ocwiran. Y anabuér coxacunaa (paH TOKTOpU YHBOHHUTA 3ra.

% %k ok

[Tara-mara Tymap 3kaH Kop

[IaMOJT XWIITAPATTaH

CapHK-SIIINI TATETOJIN
YKYBOHHHUHT HaK YCTH]Ia
CUpPFaIHO-CUpFanud yyaau 4OpIJioK
UKKUCHHH XWIIHUpaTap Kop.

TYHTH LIeBP

Keua Keyacu

qyqyub KeTau Oup Ky
KaJTuparad Kyiu OyTaaan
y4uO KeTIM MEH/JaH y30KKa
ceHra OynraH ceBruaH XyJau
YYYUTraHu KaOu I0parum
AIMPUHUO OJap BaXMaJlaH...
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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 YHUSLJI

Pany VYuusn XunauctoHHuHr JlakHaB —MpOBHHIUACHIA
TyFWITaH, XMHAUCTOH Ba byrok bpuranus onuiroxjiapyuia Taxcui
oJIraH, WIMHUH xonum 0yu0 nntaran. ik mespwuii Tymuiamu “Tu-
PUKIMK opTUaa” ned HominaHaau. Xo3up y JlakHaB YHuBepcureTu-
Jla UHIJIM3 TWIuAaH cabok 6epmokaa. Pany Yuusn Anuta [[e3ait Ba
Mapraper pabn xakugaru kutoOHuHT Mmyamuduaup. lllesprnapu
XMHJIMCTOH Ba YeT MaMJIakaTiiap/aru agabuil Hampiapaa, sKymiia-
nman, TomkenTtaa yon stwiran “Mnonbanuk” anronoruscuma 0o-
CHUJITaH.

Cl/lp TYTWITaH KHCCa

bupop Hapca xopanam yayH
TY3YKPOK OMp KUCCAHT OYJICHH HKaH.

by aén-un

COHJIapura ypuo

aiiTMokuu 60p OynuH YK Kumap
ry€ Kucca Cyiian — >KMHOST.
Jopxonana yTupran Kyuuiap
SIIMTAIU YHUHT OXUHH

CYHITH caxudara KyiHnd UHIpallIrH.
Kaéxknaaup opanuk xomnaa
OCHUFJIUK KOH KOTTaH yoiradmap
KOHKU Ka4OHJIapAUp 11y aéin
CyTHai Tyitumiu ae6 OHT WYraH.
Onau ca OMKFU0

KYKUMTHP TyC OJTaH

aéJIHUHT TOMUpJapuia
KYIHO-TYIMO OKKaH yi
[TytHanuHr cyTH Oyiras ryé.
Xada kunubd Kyrumaan Kypkuo
aén pyxcar 6epap yxuiira
caTpJapHU YMKUTTa

YUKapuIura oepaayu usH.

Tai€prapiuk KypMaraH y Xajau €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 MEPPII )

Awmepukanuk moup Kpuctodhep MeppuiHUHT TYpTTa MI€H-
puii Tymiamu 6ocwirad. “Onmoc cyB” Ba “ONOBHM Ky3aTuIn’
TYIIaMiaapu yuyH AMepuka moupiap AKaJeMUsICHHUHT MyKo(ho-
TUTa ca3zoBop OynraH. “YHyTwiran 3a0oH”, “3amMoHaBHi agaOUET
Ba Typnap”, “Omucnan Ba skunjgan: XKopxus Oxud Oyt cudparu-
na’” kabu kuTobIapra MyXappHUpiIvK KAiIraH. YHUHT “Y3ra Mamia-
KaTHUHT Maiicazopiapu”, “@yTtdoin onamu OYyitnad caéxar”, “Ocku
kynpuk”, “YuuHun BonkKoH ypymm Ba Kodokiap acpu’”’, “SApar-
TaHHUHT UIIapu: Mykajngac TOkKka caéxar” KaOu ImyONUIMCTUK
acapiapu XaMm Haulp »Twirad. VbkompuaaH HamyHanap AyHEHUHT
iurupma OemifiaH OpTUK THJUIApHUra Tap>KUMa KWIMHTaH, XaJlKapo
aHTOJIOTHsIIapra KUpuTHiATaH. AliHu maitna Kpucrodhep Meppun
AKllInaru AjioBa YHuBepcuteTd Xankapo Esysummap pacTypura
pax0apiIrK KHIMOK/IA.

Fap6 napnuacu
B C. Mepeunea

TenanukHu ennub-ennuod ocTuaard YTHU AIIUPrad

[Tanpma napaxTtunai sM-sIIAIT KaITaKecak CUprannd

Exyn acTa Tymap karTakoH 6apriaH MFUp TOMUMCHAl
[TanopoTHUK OCTHAA KY31aH NYKOITaH

I'yn yctura. OposHUHT TaKIMIIUIapH —

Maiinato TyTUIapu — KyiutalHu Oomiaiau

KapAuHaI Kyl Ty30KJaH KOYapKaH MAaHIO Ba YHJaH Hapura.
bamOyk kucupnaiau. Sk ounap. Yiaa xed KuMm nyk.

[Tanbma napaxrunaru MHAOHE3USAAH KEITUPUIITAH
y3ura opo Oepaétran KapJuHaI KyIll Ha OPOJIHUHT
KOPOBYJIA Ba HA JIEHI'U3 YTYNCH

HacHMJIap TYJIKHUHJIAp Ba KAHOTJIAp

0JIMOC CYB YpYII KEITUPIraH BalipoHalapHU TUKJIAETTaH
KOsl MaCTUJArd MOXOBXOHA/IATU 3HI OXUPTHU
énuina€Trad SIMKHUHT TOBYLIUIA TUP-TUP ailylaHap

ié 117 )

www.ziyouz.com kutubxonasi




& —Ag.— »

> A

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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VnaéTtran omaM XaHy3 pexa Ty3MOKJIa 31H, Oy cadap KaMOK
yayH. [lammap MuiITWUTaliy, YHUHT Jepa3acd OpTUaa EMFUP
OynuO €rap calipokM Kyluiap; XOp KYIIMKYWIApHA XOBOHYAJA
KOBYPHIII yYyH Ty30K KYHHUO TyTraH ymnapHu. Poxu0 KuTOOHU
oun® Oa€HoTmaru CYHITH cy3imapHu €3u0 onnu: “‘@panyusnune
oywmannapu kum? Hemuc waxzooanapmu? Yiapunune eamanu
o108 uuunoa. Myxaooac Pum Hmnepuscu mMoxoexonaea atiianou.
Fapb momonoazu oapuuanu ouune. buz ypye ea namiapumusnu
xammaékka mawnad ymasxcaxmuz”. IlloxoHa MyIIaKIapHUHT
XY)KaWMHA XOBJIMJIa CAaWpOKU KyIUIap Y4YyH KaitalapHu TaTtuO
kypmokaa smu. Cokuiiyiap Xop KYIIUKYMJIApH Y9yH Mail KynnoO
y3atun. “‘Kuauu 3apou mes mysanap. Tun saxpunune oumuuiu
Kutiun...” Poxu0 nadtap Xommusicura anMoin-KaIMONN KO €311
“Ulykp, anaxcupaw myzaou’. Mymakiaap calpoku Kyuaapaan
maxap ycrura €ruingu. Maounuiap 4upoK MouMra TYJIIHPUIIH.
Xamemaid €punait ned TypraH cajiTaHarT WKKUTra OViIuHaIH.
MoxoBnap UIyHJ0K OCTOHAJaNIu. AMMO Yy KY3UHU IOMHUIIUIAH cajl
OJIIMHPOK KapAWHAJ KYLI LIOUP OBO3WUHHU DIIUTAM: “Vmean tiuneu
Kopnap xaiioadyp?” ILlyHUHT yuyH XaM JEeMHIIUIApKH Y yHKycuaa
TUHYTHHA OMOHATHU TOMIIHPUOTY.
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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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’ AJIAM PAJI®OJIJT .

Anam Pandona 'onr Konraa Bosra erran, CayTxeMnToH YHU-
BEepCUTETHIA a1a0MET Ba AWHINYHOCITUK Oylinda caboK onraH. 15
iungan Oy€H Typau Hampiapaa Gaomust onubd 6opMokaa. Y aco-
caH Xxa€TIaru KHYuK BOKea-X0AucalapHu, OI1i OOFIaHUIIUIapHH,
WHCOHHMHT WYKHM Ba TAIIKH OJaMJa Y3JalITUpraH TaXpuOacHHU
Kajamra ojajad. Y MabiyM Oup IIakira OyHCyHaauraH LICbpHUST
tapadaopu, ¥3u sca capdact mwebp XaM, KOQUSIIH, )KUIBAKOP HIEbP
XaM MKOJ KUJIAH.

Hxkap xakaa yuaupmanu aed

Jenan MatoxuHu Ty3araéTraH, CyHT

Kocyc nuunpu € Yrpu MyIIyKHUHT

Ce3raHuH OMIINO My3aiiH KOTTaH

OHr maxduii 1aboparopust UXTUPOUMIAPH KaOu
Bbecap 6ymm6 Erap omxoHaMm.

XoHamjia KM3UWIM Xapakar,

Tum nor-nyr Uy, naTaapHUHT UCEHU

XymoHMHT OyipyFu OMp Jax3ara 4eKWHAU Ba CeH

BommHTHE OffHAra Kapcuiarud ypauHT

CTOJHHHT yCcTHTA TYIIIUHT aFaHa0, qaJKaHdacura

MuTTi OE€KJIApUHT KYTAPUITAH SJIAHFOY MaMYHKOH MUCOJL

[Mucub-noitnad TypUIIMMHY KYPUILI YIYH allHU BaKTHAA YHFOHIUHT
Tenbanapua iyn ounuHT, aMMo Oy TalTHCcH YHKAN OemadKar.

Epu6 onguHrMuxyH 6011 4YaHOFHHIHU
Wuku MyxuM ab30apuHT OyTMH 1e0 KyiIuM
Cenu Kalicuup XyIOHUHT O4IUTH OYIMHII
Wuptkuy Xxuau aHKUO TypraH ogaMuit
KaTTaKOH KYJIapuM OWJIaH CHIUPHUO OJauM!
K¥ynnaru kon

MeH rypaknap €xyJ KaHOTIap-4yH

HOOON MyM TaHJIaraHJIapHHU MUYUPIA0
aqYMK Ba HaM JIyO KWITaH YMHUACHU3ITUKIAMN
Ypaiau ceHu.

Keiiun aca y3unraum €nrus

Hukob6cu3 xonnupaum Ky€m Turuia

Hkap xakna yiaupMaHu COFMHCHH JEsl.
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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 OuiuniuH noWtaxtd MaHuiana siaiif.
Je JIa Canp YauBepcuTeTHIa Oaquuil MoKOI coXacu Oyitnda cabok
onrad. “KyHunkap capu Ba Oo1ika xukosmnap”, “Uuzma naitromap”,
“OuaunnuHivk aémuap YTum gaBpuia” KaOM KUTOOIAapH Hamip
stwirad. 2001 #mnga “Munmuit kuto6” MyKo(doTHra ca3oBOp
Oynran. McnaH, XuToW Ba XWIMTailHOH TWJUIapUra YTrUpUITraH
acapyapu Typiau 6aé3napra kupuTwiran. Manwmianaru CepBaHTec
WHCTUTYTH OWJIaH XaMKOpJIMKAa ucrmad moupu JKeitm ['mnb ne
buenma acapnapyHu MHIIM3 TWIWTa YrUprad. Y ONTH TWIAA
PaBOH Cy3namiaay Ba Wwkoj Kuiaau. Aciu mudokop 0yiaran Dmuc
Tepe3a cy3 caHbaTUAAaH MIKO3JIAPHUHI MyaMMOJAapH, JIapay
CUTaMJIApUHM OYJIMINUINJA, YIapHU AAaBOJALLAA 3HT SXIIN Kypol
cudaruaa doinananaiu.

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

Toynutap

caccus OVIIUIMKKA
Kadacianranu 6ouc

y MeHra 0y TOHT

KYBOHY TYFpUCHIa
TYIUO-TOITaHnYa

KYJUIApUHH YyMYyKJIapAai
YaKKOH TeOpaTuno
MMO-HUIIIOpanap uia cy3naiim.
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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 oxopmu

AU KYHIarud Kuino
TOI-TO3a OYJIIMaHUHT

HOXYIII HypJIapy OCTH]Ia
YY3WIraH MaHXapaHu

MakKKaM TyTIU

XaJJlaH OPTHUK COKHH.

bynma yHuHT MaiivH
YUHKUPUFUIAH YUFOHUO KETAU.

Mywmcudar érmu
IOMIIOKKWHA OOIIn
JHKalraHu y4yH

WYMJary CyBU Ky3Fajiu.
Entnapu —

TOMOFHM TyOHra

TUKWITaH TOBYIILIAP,
Jiepa3a OMHacura CypKajirat
KyIlI KaHOTJIApH.

Byryn tukuiamus 6up-oupumusra
OMMOKKHWHA TO3a Yoiadnap y3pa,
KyJTH Tymub Ketap

KYJutapuMu3aad: 6apMokap EluiraH,
KaIap OUMKAUP. YHUHT OapMOKIapH
I0OpaKKa Terap, alJlaHTUpap XaBOHM.
Kanommap 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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KJIAYC MEPI|

Kitayc Mepit 1945 v Aapay maxpuaa gyHéra Keiaras, OyryHru
KyHJa y 3pKHMH €3yBun cudaruga llIBednapussHUHr YHTEpKyIM
HIaxpua WKoJ KUINO KeIMOKIA.

CyHrru innnap/a 4on TUITraH acapiaapy Katopura “FybGopnan”,
“Aprentunanuk”’, “Masbioc Hurox’, “Kucmar” xuToOnapuH#
kuputuiml MyMmMkuH. Knayc Mepn XepmanH Xecce Homuaaru
anabuit mykodot, Aapray Majanustd mykodotu xamaa [orrdpun-
Kennep mykxodorura cazoBop Oyiran.

Tysruran maunsapa

IOxopu uykKunapau
MaxB 3TMHUII TyMaH.

OnexTp yilapuaa Xyuicus Imysar JOYMHIaH
Kynuiap XxaMOH TONMMIIIIAp MaKoH.

TY3¥rub €rran MaiioH1a-41 Yapyarad Max3yH
Etap 6yryn 6up moii cnopr noita63amm.
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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 spiter 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 daf ich, wenn wir uns am tor versammel-
ten, frostelnd in das dunkel lauschten, wul3te
oder nicht wullte: da, das war sie, die dommel.
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SIH BATHEP

Su Barmep 1971 #iun T'amOypraa tyrwirad. Y HWHIIM3 THIU Ba
anabuéru HyHanumm OYinda TaxCui oiraH. X03Upru KyHua Xamoypr,
[y6nun Ba bepnuHna 3pKuH WXXOAKOP, MHIVIM3 THUJIMAA CY3JallyBYU
MamJiaKaTiap MIEebPUSTH TAPKUMOHH XaM/a SpKHH TaKpH34uK cudarnaa
amad, wkon Kb keamokaa. “Camomaru TyiHyk Tamracu” (2001),
“T'topuk aymuyru”(2004), “18 moma mamter” (2007), “ABcTpamus”’
(2010), XKeiimc Teir acapimapuman Tapxkumanap Tymiamu (“VYiira
anTyBuM yankam iyn”, 2004) Ba MaTteio CBUHU WXKOAUIAH Tap KUMaap
(“Manxam cyt”, 2008) xabu kuToOMapu Yo stuirad. bépu Kymur Ounan
XaMMYyaJUTUQIUKAa 3aMOHABUH MEHPHAT aHTOJOTHACHHH HAIIP STraH.
Su Barumep mebpusar Hynamummmaarn MoHmzeep amabuii MykohoTH,
Amnna-3erepc Mmykodotu, IpHCeT Maiictep MykopoTH Xamaa Bunbxensm
JleemanH MyKo(DOTHHM KyJra KUPUTTaH.

Borkok 3yopaapu

K¥ymauHr OykanapuH KypMaJuM 1031H,
VYnapHuHT GapKu HYK KaMHUII OSIaH.
Kypxam nHmapura Tymmanau Ky3um,
Jloitn Kopwiranaaii Hyp Ba cosiiaH.

By sxoHap Ka4oHIUp axpad mogaaaH
JleBop o1a Oy3u0 TYHHUHT THHYHUHH
Ketran-y, 00TKOK1a ajaniu0 KoJraH,
S}KI/IpI‘aH, 6I/IJ'IMaC]IaH MUJIap KCYUHU.

Oxup-0KHOAaT JeK KYPKOKIUK KUIHO,
Jloiira yxmab onran 6apucu Oupaai
AnpaMuyl TypOKHUHT Kabpura CHHTHO
Keruiran yikad Ba COKOB mydakaii.

Vnap-Ky KeTUIIIU WHIIApUH Tanuiad
Botkok O¥itnapura xxyna sparap,
3ynMaTHH THHIJIACAK KYHKUKHO, OyH/Ia
bu3 Ounran, OuiMaras 3yopiap sap.
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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
héren. ,,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.
,»Qrofier 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 6ffnete, flog
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MUXANJI ABI'YCTUH

Muxann Apryctud 1953 #imnma JlioGeknma Tyrwirad. Xo3upna y
Bpemenna €3yBum Ba paano MyxappHpH JIaBO3UMHUAA (HaoausT I0pUTHO
KenMoK/ia. Y AlioBa yHuBepcuTeTH &3yumiap Kenramm daxpuit ab3ocu
xamaa Opuapux Xeoben Ba Kypr Marnyc mykodotnapu coxubu. YHUHT
acapiapu MHIVIN3, UPJIaHJ, UCIAH, UTAJSAH, IPEK Ba MOJSAK THJIapura
TapXuMa KWIWHTaH. ['epManusga anuOHUHT KEHUHTH HIiapiard WKo/
HaMyHaJapuJaH HIebpU Ba KUYUK Hacpuil Tymmamu - “KymnmoHruHa
CyBra KalKHIIW - SHT capa Ba sSHTWIApH Xamaa “Sv/mpnaHraH 3né —
YWIMKIIAp” KATOONApH YOIl ATWITAaH YHUHT “ABryCTUH MUHHUATIOpajgapu”
ne0 HoMJIaHTaH 0a Uil MHHHATIOPACH CypaTra OJMHTaH.

Oaucnapaa

Ona Tabuar Oarpumaman. JKukka xynnup monadzan. Kakky kymm
IsyﬁHH TUHDIAmTa yaaaiam. “Kak-ky”, - nes TapKupianmm y, - “Kak-ky!”
Y3 HOMUHH aiiTa onap HOMUP KylI Oy, Yira TollaMaH, Xa Xy[Id 11y, UKpop
OYynruM KemMac cupa SHOIUI xaénra. “3aFru3roH!”, - 1es YMHKUpapiap
OyHna, Takpop “3aruzroH!”. TyxTraTMac KYMHUFUH y cUpa Iy OH.

“Typraii, Typraii, cybuTypraiikon!” kenap oBo3 KyKaaH YHPUILIA0.
“Kopasutok, kopasutok Kymi!” Tymap €ara yHUHT cacu xaM. “Uymuyk,
YyMYyK, 9yMUyK, 5H, CEH CalpoKH YyMUyK!” YUPKIWUIAHIA y Xam
OyTasopnapaad. “Y3yHOypyH Oanukuu Kyul, y3yHOypyH Kym!” Etap,
KYJIOKJTApUMHHM MaxkaMm €rmaMaH Iy OH, KyJIOK COJIMOK OyimamaH (akat
V3 TyréHNapuMra, yHJa-ud KakKy Kyml OuUp 3yM XaM THHMalHH coap
HOJIMIIIMH SHA KaliTa MCHUHT EI1UMra.

banau mwowup...

Takaup Ty30FHUra WIMHTaH OKU3 OUp LIOUP,

Temup Kadac 3MHIOHTa MaXKyM TUINO, KWIMHIU IIyHTa MOHHIL
Xadta keTugan xadra YTIU, acCUpIUKIA 901 y YIlIa YOF,

boxnu no€ncus pananap y3pa KaTa€rran Xyp Kyuuiap Kykka
COJITaHU/Ia APFUMUOK.

Kyn kenu6,oinap yTub kyprannapuia yHUHT KadacHH SIIUTHH 04u0,
Kernu yHHHT XaM pyxu ry€ Kymuiap TOMOH KYKJIapHU 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 @epranbl. [locie oxoHuaHuUs
@depranckoro NeAUHCTUTYTa, JIluTeparypHOro HHCTUTYyTa UM.
A.M.Topskoro (MockBa), mpofokun yuedy B acnupantype Tar-
KEHTCKOTo yHHBepcHuTeTa. Paboran B npaBieHud MOCKOBCKOM IH-
carenbckoi oprannzanuu Coro3a nucareneit Poccun, npenogasan
Ha (undaxe DepraHckoro MeAUHCTUTYTA, PEIAKTUPOBAI abMa-
Hax «MononocTe», u3/1aBaj nepBbie COOPHUKH MOJIOABIX aBTOPOB.
Coyupenurens [{entpa HoBoro MckyccrBa «BusyanbHo-Ilnactu-
yeckass AHTpononiorus». JlefictBurenbHblil uneH Axkagemuun Jly-
xoBHbIX Tpamuumii (Bena, ABctpus). [T1aBHBIN pepakTop JuTepa-
TYpPHO-XYJ0KECTBEHHOI O anbMaHaxa «ARK”.

Benopxnyna nruna, Kaxxercs, CHHALA,
W ynerena Brane Kyna-To,
VYprounHe YUpUKHYB BUHOBATO+

U crapas yprounna octanacb+
OHa CTOUT U NTHUILIE BCIIE] TIISI/INT,
WM BeTkoM nTULIE MALLIET, KAaK PyKOM.

W cMmotpurt Benen ¢ MpOH3UTENbHON TOCKOH,
Kak Oyzro ObI mpomaeTcst HaBeKu+
Tak maTh MOSI TPOIIIAETCSI 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 suefio 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 KonmymOusHunr Canta Mapra maxpuia
nyHéra kenrad. YHMHr “Canuo XuMeHO OWUTHUKIApu~ HOMIIH
KUTOOM AHTHUOKHUS YHUBEPCUTCTHUHUHT IIECHPUIT OYiinua MUILIUI
MykodoTura ca3oBop Oynran. AnBapo MupaHAaHUHT VKO
unuapu cupacura “Myromoup kupon” (Ha3m), “Kapra tabaccymu”
(poman), Jleon Jle I'peiid bomombono mammakaruaa (buorpadusi),
“Xopxe Omnuacep Tlaiitan Oup xaér onoBu” (Ouorpadus),
“Kypomnaatupui yayH mypaa’’(poman), “TapuxHu yHYTHII yayH
nanusuiap’”’ kaOuap Kupaau. YHUHT HIIJIapy pyc, KaTalaH Ba MHIIIN3
TUUIApUra Tap)KUMa KWIMHTaH. AnBapo MupaHIaHUHT agaOueT
Ba Tapuxra OWJl MIUIApYM MUWUIMK Ba XaJKapo >KypHajulapjaa 4ol
stwirad. XX VII Xankapo mwebpudr anxxymanu yau 2009 duiHuHT
9HI XypMamIu LIOUpH cudaruia TaH OJraH.

KYH XAM EHI'U1 YHUHT TATJIAPU KABU

Camo caiiéxu

l'mrapanu mamon xabu yanud

Hypra Tanuianu.

ToHr calipoKu Kyl KYIUUFUHY capajaiiau,

BynyTnap Tyum Ba epHHHT 5HT 3aJIBOPIIH )KOH30TIAPH

ra3a0uHM kecuO yTraH Oy cal€XHUHT KYIIUFUHH.

Kyminan xonran goupanap O0yinad Kyt

COKMH TyHJla cailpaiiiun

Ba anbarTta KyH XaM €HIITaK

XyAou yHUHT namiapy Kaou.

VY30KnapaaH, cupiau EMFUP TOMOHAAH KeJIaéTraH YaBaHJO3HUHT
AlTHimya, Kyl JapaxTIapHUHT Oapriapura

V3 KYIIUFUHA TUKUO KyHUOIY.

Uapana03 pyxJjiap KYIIUFUTa JOJI KolIraH4a oTcu3 HypTud 6opmMoxaamu?
Ky xaBoma Konaupras uiiopara

CykyHatqa Tanurad KeTuiaraH aén Kyl TeKKA3aIu.

VYHUHT Xpiccacu OMIaH OfHaNap JEHIM3HU aKC STTUPAIH

Ba kanoty Tymiykyanapra sra MapxKyIOTJIapHUHT WIFaHMac HaQuCIUTH
CoKuH TyHra 4ymaiu.
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g 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 Ramoén
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.

kksk

Un pajaro 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 TPYXWJIHAO

AHnTtoHno Tpyxwmo 1954 iinnn Benecyananunar Can AHTOHHO
niaxpuaa TYFWIraH. Y epla MyHTa3aM Hamp 3THO KeJuHaETraH
“Ilapmanap Ba MamopoOTHHUKIAP” HOMIW anabWii >KypHalra acoc
conrad. YHuHr “Kyuutap smap manswiiap”, “bomka mespnap”
Kabu Tymnamnapu 6ocuirad. bup xarop anabuii MykopOTIapHUHT
coxubu Oynran Antonmo Tpymxwmio KanyOmii Amepukana
VTKa3zuaaaurad afaduil aH)kyMaHJIapHUHT (Aol UIITHPOKIHUCUIUP.

k%%

bup xym ynuMugan onaux
TyMmIryK4acHM OUYUIITa Ba caiparira MHTHIAIHN

bapruu smac
YHH KYJU1a0 TypraH AapaxTHU
KecuO YTMOKYHN

By tenbanuk yun6
OO0IIKa XaKUKaT KeJau

Ba yHuHTr HUTOXH
9HM Janajapra KajajiManau

AHaBHU JapaxTiapaaH
OnTuH XaM KyTMaim

bup Kym ynuMuIaH oiauH
V3 nyHécuma ydaau

HNunna ToBnanaérran
VYia moxrayva.
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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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bomika Ky
UuHakaM Kyl

Caxucara Tymmumgan
bom Toprmoka

VY yuu6 yrryHua
Takmud Kunaman

Mamna mry sxoiigaru
OKJIUKKa

Ba y OYymmukHu TaHIau
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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 sueflo oscuro

a mis brazos donde yacia
muriendo.
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’ BJAHKA AHJIEPCOH .

bnanka Annepcon aciu Ilyspro Pukonuk. Xo3upaa AKIIHUHT
Hpro Opnean maxpuna smaiian Ba Jloiona yHuBepcuTeTHaa
Awmepuka-ucnan agabuérunan napc 6epamu. YHuHTr “TupHanran
akc-cano” (Manmpua, 1996) Ba “Myxab0ar Ba ankumE Xakuaa
mebpinap”’ (Hero XKepcu) HOMIM 1Iebpuil TYIUIamMjapu Haup
stuirad. llynunrnek, yHuHr mespiapu Mekcuka Ba Vcnanusna
YOIl OJTWITaH aHTOJNOTHSUIApAaH YpuH ojdrad. MyanmudHuHr
“Xapunnap KauoH TUHWIMK CYIXUHU cypamaaun”, “CyHIru keya”
xamza “XKoay Ba ayo opaynFuia’” HOMJIM yuTa XUKOsUIap TYIJIaMu
XaM HalIpJaH YUKKaH.

IXTHETKOPJIUK

Wnrapu ToBnaHra Ky
[Toxnap opacura Kynaau
Koponry Tymnan

MeHuHr Kymiapumra

[Ily epna *OH TanBacacua.
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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 atin 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 6epuns,
MeHn Gecamap Kuaupap d1uM
bupoH KuMop, JKOH KO0TyFuUra.

Kacan ryé

bery0op eKUH OFpUKJIaH 0XKHU3
Kymnapna konau

Kynpok ¥3 KypKyBHIaH 05KH3 KyJUIapaa.

Kortran rananap roByp-ryBypH,
Koponfynuk xamoatu

Kacapn ycruaa xacan ucu
Oxupu yaum.

Ky 6u3auHT opamuszia rapau
VYHUHT HYp/IM TWIIApU 3apXail

Ba y3unran kanotiap opanab
AmmpuH MakTy6 cupranubd Gopapau.

banku GapyamusHu
KyTtkapuiira konup TonuiaMma.
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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 .

Oyxenuss Canuec Huero 1953 iiun KomymOusiHunr Borora
maxpujga Tyrwirad. borora MwuUIMA  YHUMBEPCUTCTHUHHWHT
(aiinacypnuk aurniomura sra. Xyayaui TapakKuéT Ba OOIIKapyB
Oyiinua MXTUCOCIMKHM borotranuHr AHJ yHHMBEpPCUTETHA
srajutarad. “Opmura’ HaPUET YUHMHUHT MIEbPHUAT Oy YA MUJLTHIA
Mykodotura cazoBop Oynran. lllyHunraex, y “AMepUKaHHHT
UCHaH E3yBUMIIapUHU AyHENAry MaBKen ’ ra 6arunuianrad Hukomnac
I'mnen TtaHnoBUHMHT (¢uHanUCTUIUP. OyxeHus CaHUECHUHT
“bu3 ceBran BakT keicailnu”, “Tennorporuiap tampudu’ kadu
kutobnapu xamaa “Kypunmac smmknap”, “Unranran umopanap”
KaOu prcoJiaapy YbJIOH KHIIUHTaH.

Kymnap

Panrpop Kyuuiap rajacu maxpyuM y3pa 3TapIu IapBo3

bamann napaxtinapra KyHHO

Axu0 KYIIMKIapH Wia Keura Ma3MyH KUpuTapau 0ot

MeHUHT UIIKOMUMIa KeTMa-KeT Keauo,

[TapBo3 Ounan caéxarra yHaamaau

V30K Konupuiras caéxarra

Xyaau KyHIeK axpuM y3pa napBo3 KWITHM KeJiap

EMoH xabapiapaaH oJIlMH caMora KaMajakJIaH TYCUK KyHranu

EMrupian unku6 sSHA IIYHFUIT MCTaTHM

Tymurykganapu, *axoku, aMMO YaKKOH 5KyCCAaCUHUHT
OupryuHa uIopacu

Panrnop kyuuiap caiéxarra yopiarap duu.
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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 péjaros 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 acompafiantes 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 pdjaro 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 nmoes3aaa Wynra YuKaMaH XaMpoxJapum cepod
“bopap MaH3uI Kaep?”’ OUIMaiu Xe4 KuM

Caéxarman KYHTU1 4OF OMPOK, BaKT JieraHu 0exucoo
Bypuaxnapu 6eTakpop BaroHHH KUAUpamaH

CaHoKkcH3 akCUMU3 OHaIapaa HaMOEH

K¥3rynaru yekcus yexpanapra O0KUIIJIAH XaM yap4agum
ExumToii 1031apy axu6 Tabaccym, Oy HOTAHMIUIUK 6aXTH
Con-xuco0cu3 KUIITOKJIapaH Te3-Te3 YTHO 6opaMus
bunomnap 6ym-6yury, cad keHrasam.

Ha ownuk, Ha yapuokgan Oop Aapak
Bynu tym xam neryqunap 6op
XaBosa MyaJiak Ke3aMaH, aHUK OUp MakOHCH3, MEHTa

KepaK sMac Xe4 Hapca
dakar KeTUII SpKH, KyIjIap 3ca 3HT 3§p XaMpoxJjap
Anbarta Oup Xakukar 6op, Oy cadap-yia BAKTHU YOF KUJTHIII
Onauama Ou3 Xe4 KauoH KypMaraH Ba siiaMaras maxapiiap
Y3UHUHT MUHIIA0 TYCUKJIAp ONIUIa 0KU3 XaIKU-JIa
Bynuanap mapokinu Oy cadap, KynuIapHUHT TUTPOKIN

OBO3W OWIJIaH

Xyaau KyIiieK maxpuM y3pa mapBo3 KHITHM KeJlaau
CoByk xabapmapaaH OJMH caMora KaMaJlakJaH TYCHK KyHTaiu.
Panrnop Kyuuiap ranacu maxpuM y3pa 3Tapau napBo3.
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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

apago 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 nacié la muerte
desembarcando en tu playa.
Tu padre y tu hermano
remaron al sacrificio.
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TCPALIMAJIA YUHAO

oupa Ba MacanHaBuc I'panuena Yunao (itynOapc maH>kacu)
1956 imnna YaypakaBunga aynéra kenrad. 1987 iumn “Jlaiika”
HOMJTU WJIK ToAMacH Halp KunuHaau. 1994 iiunu 6y mosma AKI na
YOIl ATWIraH aHTojorusra kuputwirad. 2003 iwiga BuanueHuHr
6 Ta ’pTaruHu y3uga myxaccaMm 31raH “CexprapHuHr Habupacu”
HOMJIM KUTOOM 3JI0H KUJIMHAIU. YHUHT acapiiapy AMEpUKAHUHT
MaxaJuIMi TUJUIapU OYJTraH Mamydu, MamyIyHT'yH XaM/la MHTJIA3 Ba
WCIIaH TUJUIApUa YO ATHIITaH OMp KaTop aHTOJIOTHsJIApIaH YpUH
onrad. 2009 #unna y “Bunnyenuk doxumanap yitnaa” HOMIH
OMPUHYN POMAHUHU E3U0 TYTaTaH.

Fo3znap anBuaocu
(bobom Anondo Yunaora)

Bunuuenuk OyBaMHUHT XapopaTiu Ky3uaa
Cy3u0 1opapau KypKyB.

dakar YIuMIaH OJIUH

Cyurran snu Oy yUKyH.

Tabwuar (akar mry TacBUpHHU

XotupaMIaH y4upoIMaIu.

VYHUHT yeXpacuHu

ApXunenarHuHr TaQTH drajuiaral

bo6o, cern nagun 6ynran

bupon KyHUHT 3cinonmMaiMan

dakar gamraa KaHOT KOKKaH

Fosnap xenap ky3 ongumra

MeHuHT 013 paxMUM yH/A,

CeHUHT CY3MHT TyIIyHMaOIu.

Kekca 6yncanr xam yuranna

Menu epliaH y3ap 30UHT

Xarro yauM Xam ¥3 3a00HUHTIAH TYFHINO
Kuprorunrra ypHaiiras 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 kerranm.

VYmanga 6060M Ba OHacH

OwInk KHPFOFUIa KYHUM TOITUIITaH.
Cy3napuHr myH4ajgap MUCKUHIIUTUIaH
Tornap XarTo akc-caJioHu paBo KypMaau
bupox MeHHHT XypKak 60iamurum

VY hwiap gapadra TyCUK KyWraHIu.
Ky3napunrnaru napasu ou

Ba 6u3 Gupra namrra 6oxamus.
BoOGOMHUHT Ky3unaru CYHITH HUTOX/1a
bup opon ¥3 roznapu Ounan KOTHO Typapiau.
bo6o, 6yryn men 6minaman

CeH BUITMYETUK OYIMaraHcas,

Cen € YoHo € kaBalkaimkcan®

V'3 epHHT Ba TOMHPHHTHH YFUpIAIITaHIa
CeH KailukKa TyImmMaraH dIAHT
Ky3napunrnaru apmMoHHU

9HJIM aHrad 6opaéTupmaH.

CeHuHT MakOHUHT THHY YMMOHH XKaHyOUIaru
Karra xabpuctonna

Caii€p ke3mMoKa.

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

Ivon 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 union 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.

152

www.ziyouz.com kutubxonasi



B
HNBOH I'OPAOH BAUJIAKHUC

lowupa, anabuii TankuIuM Ba Tap:;kuMoH MBou ['opnon Bauna-
kuc JkBagopHUHT KynTto maxpuaa tapamnyn tonrad. Y AKIInaru
Kanudopuus YHHBepcuTeTHAA AOKTOPIHMK Japa’kaCUHU OJIraH.
Pennannc maxapuacuna Jlotun Amepukacu anabuéru QaHugan
tanabanapra cabok O6epaau. “Ulapmanna mypran”, “Kysrunnaru
konmubOpunap”, “bemopnuk orymm”’ kabu Kutobiapu Oocwmiras.

[lIeppapuaan HaMyHaIap XaJIKapo aHTOJOTHsUIapra KUPUTHIITaH.
BypryTt Huroxu

Bbypryr Huroxu

SIPAUM TyHTI'a YXIIaian

ry€ YupoK EHUK

MUHIJIA0 Xamopatiap Tup arpodusa.

Bytyn macodanu Oup Hadac nna
Bocub yra onran ykram Kymiaup y.
Bup tun 0mub arpod cokuH Maxanga
3ynMaraad EpOHTYI OIM0 Kelau.
VYuuH4M GapMOFHIa TUTPOK Ce3usIap
nyn-iiymakait cyrypu0 onrai,
Tepuaara 0op-yK pyXxjaapHH.

SIX1mm nuirad aHXXUpPHUA CUKHUO,

Tyranu yunnuu 6apMoru OmiiaH

Ba yn nananapHUHT HCKaH>XKacHa

JIyHE TUTPOFUHU XUC KWIUII MyMKHH.
Men Oy epna MeH sMac 6anku
FOJIY3JIAPHUHT COKMHJIUTUMAH,

OCMOH HIOBKUHH-IO,

UurnpTKaHUHT CaKpallu,

[I¥prana moXyuHUHT OETHHUM ITUBUPJIAIIIH.
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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

Xyanau Oup ram aiTrucu 60pJeK, Ky3iapuMra TyTall HUTOXH
By ry3an xaBoTupiu kedaga redparap MEHH KyPKYB.

Ketu0 xosran

SAxuHIapuM XaKaa cypaiMaH

Keuanapu Menia 6yMaran KaHOTJIapUM CYpaiiMaH siHa
Bomika 3aMoHmapHUHT €THO Kenmarad 3a0oHnapu
Xakza cypariMas.

Ky3nap cy3nap y3ra onam Trinaa,
Abanuar cykyHatH OYiaau manao
Hepasa optuna HaMo€H OYnran
By Ky yra cupiu, cepmMabHO.
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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 Veracruz”,”Revista Usura”.

* % %

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.
Fl calendario ha cambiado de color.
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’ AMNJIIN ®PAJIKOH CAPKUC .

@ankon Amunum  Capkuc Mekcuka nodTaxtd Mexukona
TyFuiral. “Bepakpyc Maganusatu”, “ABarap” kaOu >xypHajuiapaa
Iebp, MaKoja Ba dccenapu OunaH Te3-Te3 KaTHAIIUO Typaju.

k %k ok

VMnHOMAaHMHT paHTH y3rapau
Oinap XaM TyXTaau IOpUILJIaH,
Cenunr €nunr azo0mu 6up ced,
OrpuK OOp KyHHIIIaH.

MEeHMHT COAM IIaKJIWH WYKOTTaH
by kaiiry-ram, aHnyx Kedacu,
CykyHat xaM Fapu0, xaBoja
(akar anBHIOJAPUHT UCH.
Orannaay U3FUpUH TYHHU
arpod 3ca KypKyBra acup
Tadakkyp apasra 6erabcup.

By ropakHUHT Te3 ypHIITHIaH
Ky xam kotau camoza GeyH.
OpkuH yuubd 6opaérrany,
[Tapuananu6 6ynau-Ky 3a0yH.

MeH cynpanub Gopaétupma,
TyTap MUCKUHIMKHUHT KapaHTH.
HNunHomaHuHT y3rapap paHr.

157

www.ziyouz.com kutubxonasi



& , 5&, »,
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 pajaro 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 I'omec 1978 tinnga KomymOusauar CaHThATO MIaxpusia
nyHéra kenraH. bem Hun naBomMmia maxapHUHT TYpiId HIEbPUST
Tyrapakiapuaa UIITHPOK OdTraH. JKymiaaaH, moup ApMaHIo
Pomeponunr “JIoThH AMEPHUKAaCHHHHI aBaHTap] Ba apbeprap
meppuaATH”’  xamua Octeban MypuuHr “buiit  aBnomiapu”
HOMJIM MAaKTaOJNApUHUHT THUHIJIOBUYMCH OYynraH. Xap HKKaia
Kypc Menemnud mebpusT GpecTuBaiu Aoupacuja yTKazwirad. Y
“Satélite” rypyxu av3ocu cudaruga IraxapHUHT KaTop TabiuM
Myaccacalapu KOWIMAArd VYKyB Kypclapuaa HIITUPOK JTraH.
Xo3upaa “Ucman Tuiam Ba MaJaHuATH HYHanumu Oyinda
OakayiaBp JapaxacuHH oiuil apadacuaa. Y ¥3 Ko HaMyHallapH
Ounan MenemmH mebpuaT (ecTuBanNMIa KaTHAIITAaH Ba yiap
(decTuBai cOIHOMAaCcH 1A YOI ATUJITAH.

by nesopma Typrau Ky
V3 KaHOTIapu Ba KyKparuaa
Camo panrnapuaan uinbd onuoau
bomm sca Xynam coaTHUHT
ConusicuH KypcaTéTraniek
Yykud

Uykuo

Kynnmn €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
p4jaro sin sol
pajaro sin aire.
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XaBona

Kym yxnapam tynna,
OamMalIMXoTUp
Temup nankapanusr y Tapadpuaa.

2
OcMoHpa
bomka KyIHUHT KyHAy3 TYLIT'aH paKCJIapuH U3H
Konu6 xetranmek rye.

Kyt mrynuanap €nrus

T oIMOKIa

AViHM Iy 1aMJ1a I0paru Xam ypap CEKUHPOK
VYyonmac Ky1, KaHOT OyJica xam

By kym nypcus

By Ky 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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g BOJITEP DCITHHAJT )

Boarep Ocninnan 1980 itmnaa Menennunaa TyFuiradn. AHTHOXHUS
YHUBEPCUTETHHHUHT (aiicada Ba WKTUMOUHN (paHnap HyHaIUIIMHUA
tyrarrad. YHuHr KomymOuss Mumumili yHuBepcuTeTHMHUHT XX
TAaHJIOBU/A ajnoxyjaa »sbTHpodra cazoBop Oynran “Hapruc
TYIUHHUHT pakcn” Xamzaa “Kapokum Ba Oormika mosmainap” HOMIIM
KATOOMApW YoM OHTWITaH. Y V3 MMaXpUHUHT MyIIoWpaiapuia
MyHTa3aM HUIITHPOK 3TUO Typaau. BonrepHunr mebpaapu “Myca
JleBuc”, “Acdoneno”, “ApkutpaBe”’kabu KaTop KypHaLiapaa dyor
STHIITaH.

Kymuiap

Yubypuak 6Yyitnad
TyHna y4agurannapu

Cosutap XyKMJIOPUHUHT TYWIApU

Uupox Hyprapuaa Typuo
VYHra kyina0 6epuiiiagu

Xupa CyBHUHT TyLUIApUJAH KeATraHIapu
Kanotnapunu ouniaam

Kymurap
Xyaau ryJsrnporuiip
Camo KyHraboKapvH.
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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 dpera fantasma (BsAs, 2006) y Las
linternas flotantes (2009). En Espana se publico 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  ApreHTuHaHuHr — nayHE€ra — Maixyp
uiovpanapuaal Ooupu. YHuUHT wmebpiapu Jlotun Amepukacu Ba
Wcnanus Ounan Oup Katopla Typiad 4YeT-TWUIapura TapKuma
kunuHuo, Uranus, Pymunus, benrus, ®pannus, Aurust Ba AK I na
yon >Twirad. 1998 iiunga y “Pen Press”, “Plaquettes de Poesia”
KaOu Halpiapra acoc CONAM. Yiap/aa ucCnaH TUIUIard 3aMOHABHMA
MIEBPUAT Ba OOIIKA THIUIAPJIATH IIEbPIIap TapKUMACH YPHUH OJITaH.
Mepcenec Podde bysnoc Alipec yHHBEPCUTETHHHHI 3aMOHABHUM
TiIIap Oyinaa npodeccopu, Hpto Mopk yHUBEPCUTETHHUHT HCTIaH
TUIM Ba anabuéru iyHamumu aokropu. Ulowpnuk Ounan Oup
KaTopJa y KaTTa Tap>KUMOHJIMK TakpuOacura xam sra. Mepcenec
AKTIII Ba Kanana mounpinapiHUHT HHIVIM3 Ba (hpaHIly3 THILIApUAATH
KATop acapjapyuHU MCIaH4yara Tap>kuMa KUJraH.

Mepcenec Poddenunr yon 3tuiaran acapiaapu cupacura:

“ITosmanap”, “®@epaunang O3usn runamu’, “Kyiun I[lanara”,
“Keua Ba cy3map”, “Mas kaOunacu xumosumiapu’, “Llebpusr
aHTonorusicn”, “ApBox omnepacu”, “OKaérraH KyJI4upoKjap~ Ba
Oo1IKa KuToOIap KUpaIu.

THHYINKHHU €I0BYM BOKEBJINK

buTtukHM HcTanraH KUCMUHY TaHIJIAU

VYHIa KyMiagas, WyHaan Jeiniras:
Nunmpaaru TyHaa tapkanap

XedyaM naMM/ia 3mac,

banku MeHUHT y3umaa

O:

WNHcon ¥3u Tupanubd Typrad KosgaH Kymnau.
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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 p4jaro.

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 --quizas 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.

166

www.ziyouz.com kutubxonasi



—Ag‘—

YV TUKHUIIHYA OOILIagN
TuHYIMKIaH OOLLIAAN THKUIIHU.
By dapa3 smac

Fanraknan unau oauo,

XKyH, umnak, KOBUJI, METaJ/IaH.
Tukanu, ypaiau, TYKANIN.

Wnuu oBo3 11e0 yiinap,

XyAau KyIITHUHT OBO3H.

Tukanu, TYKUNAIA.

JIMKKaTH kaM.

MapomMHu TUHTTIAIH.

TuHap ceHra spramrad Kyii MAaKOMHUHH.

WrnHu y3 Mapomura KyWraHu xoJija
Tukapau KyJmapuHr XaM XyIJu THKYB LIEXUJIEK.

Tapxuma Kul.

MaxkomHu, KyWHH, KOBUJI UILJIAPUHU,

E unak, & KypKyB UILTapUHH,

E Xuccus Ba COBYK MeTas HILTapHH.
AnnakadoH OomaHTaH, OYJIMHTAH CIOXKET.
SIIUTIAWHITMHU YHU CEH?

Cenukuaup Oy 0BO3.

By cen ranupaauran oBo3mac, 0ajaku

CeH XaKuHTAA CY37I0BYM HUKHU OUp cacamp.
Xosup OupoH Hapca OYIaruHu o

V3 oBo3napura tenda OyarangapuaaH.
Macanan:

Onnok CoBYK yBWIJIAWIH,

By unHKHpHK Aepa3zana My3nad KOTraH.

O:

Bupok, k¥y3map Tyna Oy XoHaga KMM rarnupapiu.
KuMHMHT 0F31 Tyna KOF03

Fuuupnarap tummnm.

Wnnap 6unan 0ofnab Tanuia yinapHu.
Tuxu6 Tamuia.
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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?
VYH1a TyH XaM rynra TyaagamMu?
Kup. Oramna. TyHkana sxoi xo3upia
ISaHI[aﬁ MakoH OyimMacuH
Via epaa ypHalrus.
JlaBOM 9T, TUKHUIIIA, TYKUIIA XaM/1a
XHUCCUET TUTPOFUH TapXKUMaACUA.

(“Pyx omepacu’ naH 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 Gomez 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 lacida

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 humedas,

un hondo sentimiento de abandono.

ié 170 )

www.ziyouz.com kutubxonasi




& Ag. — >,

POLOJI®PO ICJIEP

Pogondo Ocnep Kybanunr Canrtbsaro maxpuma ayHEra Kei-
radn. 10 émmpman Oy€én Wcmammssauar bapcenmona maxpuma
HWCTUKOMAT KUJIaJy. YHUHT YOI 3THJITaH acapiapu cupacura: “Kym
nocronsapu”(bapcenona, 1982), “Tosa ¢ukp rysamwmru”(Heio
Nopxauar Ockap B. Cuntac ¢oHau rpanTtura cazoBop Oyira,
1993), “Liopux wmewpnapu’(Mainara, 2000), “Man3zapanap, mo-
Buii naBp” (Mexuxko, 2001), “Koparar 6ommu”(bapcenona, 2007),
“Iewpuit antonorus” (Kapaxac, 2005) Ba Gorika acapiap KUpau.
ByHnaH Tamkapy YHUHT IIebpiapy Typid JaBiariapAa YoM dTHUJI-
raH aHTOJIOTUSUIApAAH YPUH OJITaH.

[ynunrnek, Pomondo Dcnep Hapanmuc mebpustuHd Xamja
KadxanuHr KWYMK XUKOSJIADHHHM TapKMMa KWiraH. Y Xo3upia
bapcenonanaru “lllebpusat080”KypHaTIMHUHT MOKPOUH TUPEKTOPU
caHasau.

AnTupok Xakka

Xamma Hapcara KM3UKyBYM OMp XakkaM O6op

Kouok 0ynca xam Oupaan yira xoiaa maiao 0ymaam.
Wnnan y3unu Tammad, WHKUiIaan CUpraHuo

SAmmn yTnap FyKymyacu yCTHUra.

EBBoitn xyaynia, ocylanikiaH y30Kaa

Xakka Tanad Kysau, HUSITH TYCHUKCU3 YUMOKIHKAA.
®a30 opkanu yTuo, YeTAAH IOPUII XOXUIITHHUA HYKKa YUKapaIH.
OHI 3yp xKoiijia Ky31aH iyKonap, Oy YHUHT TaHIOBU.
Yia y3yH YM3UK/IaH siHa KauTa Cakpaju, siHa 9yKyppoK
VY3 ypraryBurncunu Oy rai spTa anjiajiu.

Wkxkanacu 6upaaii mo, KOHyHUSIT Oy3UiTaH.

JlouM BakT KyJIlaH KeTal JeraHja,

yar OepraHua, IOMIIOK epra, XyJ 0apriap ycTura,
XHCCHET 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 £/
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 edicion
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

ié 172 !!
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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—— ~a— v S
me

from the grass
from the heaven
au fond du ciel

la espaday el reldmpago: 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 nifios 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 CAHJIEPC .

Poxenmno Canpepc 1963 iimn 13 auBapma l'aBanaga ayHéra
KelaraH. Y IIOMP XUKOSHAaBHC, POMaH4YM Ba 3CCEUMIUD.YHHUHT
XMKOSUIApU Ba LIEBpJIapU TYpJIM AHTOJIOTMsUIapAa YOI JTHIITaH.
1996 itunaa “/lyné maaxusicu” 1e® HOMJIAHTaH IIebpiIap KUTOOMHU
9bJIOH Kuinau.1999 imnpga sca “Kysarum™ HoMiau 1mebpuit
Tymnamu AyHE o3uHU Kypau. 2001 #imnpa “Angyc” Hampuér
yitn Poxenno Canpepcuu “HalipaHrO03HUHT SipUM KyHH HOMIIH
SpTaKiap TYMJIAMUHU Hallp KWIAW. YHUHI sHa OUp 3pTakiap
kutobu “Yekcus nenta” ned6 nHomnanaau. lllynunrnek, Poxenuo
Canjepcuunr “Esunmaran oponnap Macaan™ HOMJIM KHTOOM UKKH
TUJAA IBJIOH KWIMHTaH. Y xosupaa McnanusaHuHr bapcernona
1axpuaa MCTUKOMAT KUJIaIu.

OJuaTuH Ky

Oiira KypOoH KUJIMHIaH yyuyKagap

Maék y3pa Tyurad Kop napyajiapu
VY3wiIran KaHOTJIap Ba KaMaJlak KUAJIOJIapu
XHWTOM Ky3a4aCUIEK YUIIOP MYIIyKJIap

naHxa

YUHHHA (YHUHT ©4HI)
Kyl (én Tapaduaex)
MYyHKamam

3adapoH rakar Ba CosiiJaH YMKKaH 1MOe3]1

SUTAHFOY CUIMO

N

ouenor’ XOHUM KY300imoruy KOTHO

"Kanyouii Ameprkana Oynanuran iy €BBOMH MYNIyK
l@ 177 a

www.ziyouz.com kutubxonasi




. B %
ruwioc 0auan

KaxpaOOHHUKHU

0OIOMHUKH

madTOTMHUKT
YaKMOKTOILITHUKHU

Hunydapuunr coByk ryndapru

3aUTYHHUHT 103aCH
YHUHT 4€XpacH, COwJIapu
KJIAMIUPKYII aKWILJIAIIN

N —
KH3FHUII MOJIIOCKA

TepuO o1 Tepud onm  Tepud onm  Tepub o Tepub o1 TepuO O
N— N— N— N— N—
MEHU
N—
MaiicagaH
danaknan
OCMOHHUHT KaTuJaH

KWJIMY Ba YaKMOK: Oup JeBop Oup HUISHAIUK OfaM
OYp OunaH yM3WITaH pacM OUp aBTOMOOMII
YYJIM CApUK LIHIIIAK
SCMUH KaTUHUHT TyKU OUp
KOpCeT, Oup curaper, 6aHacu3 Ky30iMHaK

abac Ba 00-xaBo
00-xaBo Ba abac

cosijia KOJITaH Iebpiiap

Tyxram Oy YeKnHUII
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Ok Ba KyK Fo3J1ap opacuja cakpaiau

AKJI Ky371apH OUUK, STaHFOY

aymMOupa rapuiu
Ky™m tynkunnapu

/

I'yncadcap counnummu:

Kyka napaxtu GapriapuHUHT YUUIITH

Apkaja TUH OJIMIL:

OFpuKJIa KaTiiam

bery6op 60kupanuk
TapkaTyBUMHMHT )KapaHTH

WNnuaran onma

Nimopa nuuoru

Ofira KypOOH KWJIMHTaH KyIjiap
Menu kacaxoHagaH KyTKap
Jlakimanran xy3japJaH sMac
Ky3napnanmac nakiianradn

ayMOupa aiinaHacu
Ky™m tynkunnapu
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XUTOH Ky3a4yacu IakiIuIaru 6o

oemakin ——— UK

KaJUTHK
cUMQOHUS

\

Kopza cakpar € oxpa® muaox
OOHT ypaaun
CYTJIH TYIII

TYHHU OQJIMK OF3U/1a ERUITHIITN

JIEHTM3 KOFO3JIM Jepa3ara Kapiiu TYpMOKIa
nuccyap oJia Oyiia MyIIyK IIaKinaa
MYM/IaH sicajiraH UKKA TOMOHJIMK OMHA
€3TyYBUYMHUHT TyJOFU TaHTa

OpoH3a HunTHpau (Uil Cysru TOBYLIH

bun cysru HuITHpanu OpoOH3aHUHT OBO3HU

MEHHU Oy OJIOBIIM HUMYaJIaH KyTKap
MEHH JIaKJIaHT'aH KYy3JIapumra Kyl
Oy MUYOK OMJIaH MEHM Kapoxatia

OX, ceH, Kajlanaap!
Ot uznapu
Kun-kusun Ba Kyapasr

FO3 COsACH

KOMHOT/A Oy3UITUTIT
maddod BakT

8Capuk Exu KU3MJI TyCIH MUHepan O0YEK.
G 180 a
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uiapiap
YTKUHYHU

COKOB OoJiaap
pakkoca

COKHH Ba EHCMMOH KYpCcaTK14 YepKOBra UIIOpa KWJIMOKIA
Kyém kaepna?
CoKOB MaHKCT KyJaaau
Xy Tendaaek
Kuponuua takuH4yoru
Hedpurnan Haii

X CEH!

TaK TaK TaK Y30KJIalIMOKAa
Wsrupunaan oéxinap Kopa

Faporiu6 — nenn
Kamanak cuagu.
JIupa €nnu.
[Toe3nnap pencaan YUKIU.

Kanam Kypunu.

MeHn Tenbaman, YIMKMaH, yXjaasMaH, MEH YJIraHMaH

Kanum wagxamoa

OJITHH Kyl TabaccyMu
cuMpoHus 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 tltimo 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 maés lluvia y de neblina
Después conquista mi temblor de sangre.
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POJIPUTO BEPIYTO

Ponpuro bepayro Ilucapo 1977 iun 9 suBapma Uunu motTaxTu
CanTpsiTo maxpuaa Tyruwirad. bup Hewa ¥wmngan Oy€H wWcmaH THIMAA
Hamp Otwiaaurad  “OkuM” Ba “AKWK Jabmap” SKypHAIApWHHHT
XaMMyXappupHu Bazudacuaa unuiad keiamokaa. Wik mebpuil TymiaMu
“ITapaa opruparu suanrowiap” ne6 Homuanaau. Illebpnapu uraibs,
MOpTyraJyl, MoK, apad Ba ¢paHIy3 THIUIApUTA YTUPHIUO, Typiu
aHTONoTHsapAa OocwiaraH. Pompuro “lllespuar ayctmapu” HOMIH
yIOIIMAa TaIIKWI JTraH TaHjoB fonubu Oynran. JKaxoH moupmapu
yIOIIMacu ab3ocu cudarupa y dYer Mamiiakarmiapja YTKa3wiaJura
mebpHUT Oaiipamiapuaa (Gaoi HIITHPOK 3TUO KEITMOK/IA.

SAKITAHBA
Muren Apredera

UYaranaii caiipamiga Xyposaan yrait nedau
Xap KaHgail EMFUPIN, TyMaHIA KyH/Ia YHA OYF3UIaH oJaan
VY epna nannaitn® KopaiTaH UIIaH SHAIA OJIMHTA CHIDKAWBEpaMU3
Kon Tomanu yiia ToMoKaaH, Keua OUp JUHCU3 CYSIKIIApU
Xo3up Oy OIOBIN KUSTUK
(akar mwomuIuI Kepak, Oy TyMaH Ba EMFHp/a KeMara eTMOK Y4yH
UIIKOpP KOH TUTPOFUHU 3a0T dTanu
By kyii Te3na kaiita Tupuica Ou3 HUMa XaM Kuja ojJamus?
Busnunr TacaBBypumMu3 Oy Kadacna HuMa Kunaau?
OcmoHpaH y3ub Oep, JeraHIWHT MEHTa Ba CeH IacT/aa
YaHTHU KypacaH
AliHaH 013 Marpyp KaHOTJIap OCTH/a, Yia OyiHrHra
ocuiud Typamus

VYrnapHUHT KOHIApH 3yXaJl MAarHOJIMSUIApH yCTUra TOMYMIIAH 1
Ba marosa sxuiioBnaHaIuraH YN3UKHA MYXPITai .
Keua koH, nmkop, OyryH KkarTa nypraHa oifHa onguaa
KaIIKUpJiap THLUIAPU MJla COYMHIHU TapaiicaH
CYHITH KeMa TOMOH HJIAaMiai Typuo
JMabUpHUHTIAp TyTAIIMacH Opacuaa HOUop KojlacaH
KUMAUp OUpUHYM MapTa JAeHTu3aa OYIraHuaeK
He KujaMu3 arap Oup kumu Oy Kadacaa yaranaii Ba

XYpO3HU KaHrra Tymupca?
OcMonman y3ub Oep, AeraHAUHT MEHTa JIGKHH Oy TOHT

siHaZia EMFUPIIM Ba TyMaHIU
KeiiH MEHN KOHUMIATW THTPOKHU 3a0T OT.
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g URIEL MARTINEZ )

Uriel Martinez (Tepetongo, Zac, mayo, 1950) Estudié 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)y,
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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YPHAI MAPTHHEC

VYpusn Maprunec 1950 #imnga TeneroHroga nyH€ra Kejras.
Hcnan ¢uionorusicu MyTaxaCHCIUIUIa 3ra. YHUHT VOKOAMH
uuuiapu cupacura: “bupunun kymmmua”, “Kanaxyiap kenmoxaa”,
“Yro keuacu” kabu mnosmamap, CunBus IlnatHunr “Yu aén”
acapu Tapxumacu, “Xoce Andpeno” HOMIU TeaTp CLeHapHiIapu
kupaau. Xos3upaa uHTepHerna “Kup roByBumiiap” Ba ‘“MEHUHI

TendaIuKIapuM’” HOMJTH Oioriapu 0op.

MeH TYCHMKKA SKUHJIALIAM

MeHra 3HrI SIKMH TYpPraH TYCUKKa SKUHJIAIIIUM
XyJLIU YpraTuirad MKKU XaiBOHJIEK

OolllKa4ya KypaIuin YpHUTa, KypcaTtuo Kyl KOIHIIaIn
WYKU OUp TYFEHHU.

KenaxaxkHu OMIMOK HCTaAUM

[IlyH4axky KU3MKHIL, aMMO I0paK AyKypiap

Ba menra cupnapuu ova 6onuiaan
Kapranapnan, pynerkanas Ba KyKyHJaH 3appHuH.
VYHYTMOK UCTaiuM CHPJIAPHH 111y TOO

alTWIITaH cy3Jap Ba pyXHi 4apuoK U3H Oepau
JapAra Kapiy TypuO cyBra IIyHFUINTA.
Hlynnan 6epu GopamaH Kyliap OpTUAaH

Ba ¢ukpumra €3unran 6up xapuranan

VY3umua xap cadap KaiWTa yTamas.
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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 publico en libro
“Poemas de Adriana”. Colabora en varios blogs, en publicaciones
digitales y diversas revistas y periodicos 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 brasilena “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 bes¢ 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, comida, arboles y ruidos.»

Ahora no. El vold muchas veces por sus calles vacias

La conoce y sabe

de paredes quemadas, herrumbre de hierros,

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

186

www.ziyouz.com kutubxonasi



B
JAHUEJ ®PUHU

HNanuen @punubepporapanna(Kopaoba, ApreHTrHa) TyFUITaH.
VY uHXeHep 3JeKTpoMexaHMK. Mamiakaraa TapKaTWiIaJuraH
IOMOPHUCTHK JXypHaJUIap/ia MyXappup Ba MyXOup JlaBO3MMIIapuaa
¢daonmuar roputran. 2000 Hmnga “Aznpeana mosmanapu’ HOMIIU
KUTOOWHU 4OT ATTUPAU. Y OUp KaTop Ororiap, SIEeKTPOH Harpiap
BaTYPJIM )KypHAJUIap Barazeraiap OniaH XaMKOPIHK KA i, YHUHT
acapJiapu Oup KaTop XaJKapo Ba MaxaJlJIMi aHTOJIOTUsIapAa YbJIOH
kuiuHrad. Xosupaa anuwen ®punun “MammnHa Ba mMaiMyHiap”
HOMJIM 3JIEKTPOH agaOuii MallFyJIOTIapHUHI KOOPAMHATOpU Ba
bpaswiusHuHr agabuit xkypHamu “JIMTHUHr ApreHTuHaIaru
MyXOUpH caHalaIu.

Xapo06a maxap

Ybkka kapaau

- xap cadap y30KpokK, xap cadap macTpok-

K¥y3napuan 1omMan, KaHOTJIAPUHU KOKJIU, TyMITYKYaCHHU 09HO
EIau.

Kyu O6mian TOHITH KYK XaBOHHU IOT/IH.

Kyém unkuimm Ounan KYKCHaard natjaapHu Y.

WHHMHT UCCUK XapopaTH y3rapau

[TapBO3HUHT KyTHJIMaraH COBFacH yuyH. Y OYIUIMKKA IYHFUIH
VY epna

[Taxap ogamcus, YUK JEHUIIAIA YHH.

OTanapHUHT OTAJTAPUHUHT OTAJIAPUHUHT OTajlapu

[lynnmait neitumra:

“Kymnab kyéuutapiad aBBaji 0op 314 yHIa XaéT,

WHconnap, erynuk, NI0BKUH Ba Japaxt.”

Xozup UyK. Y yuranau kyn 6opa 6yM-0y1m kyyanap 6yiinad
Tanwuiinu Ba Ommann

Kyiiran nesopnapHu-10, 3aHITIaraH TEMHUPIIApPHA

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 suefa 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? ;jcontaban 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 ruidosy.
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OTanapHUHT OTAJIAPUHHUHT OTAJApPUHUHT OTalapu

[lynnmait nevimmrax:

Korupranam ynapuu Oytok 6up Hyp,

VY¥upnaran oBO3JIapUHU KaXpH KaTTUK MOMOKAJIJTUPOK,

Xaétura yT Kyirad mamoJ1 KalHOK.

OpnamMnap Ba Kyluiap y4raau yia KyHja,

Kynra aitnanuo.

Y miaxapHu ceBajy, OOIIKACHH Op3y KUJICA XaM.

Hesopnap 6yinab yuanu. Huma usnap, unmaiiam.

OpnaMnapHy TaHUMAcC. YXIIapMHIU yiap yHra?

bynraamukun kanotnapu? [latmapu-un? by xapoOara aiiianran

maxap

YHI/IHF nHUMUIA? XUKOsIap ElﬁTI/IH.I&]f)MI/IIII/I

Y3napuHuHT rynakiapura? Y3uHukuiapra cyznad oepanu

TyH 4yKKaHJa 3 MaKOHMIa:

bynu énna TyTuHT Ba alTuO OepuHT

bonanrusra, 6olaHrU3HUHT 0OJJACHHUHT OoJIaapura

Ky kyémnapaan aBBait yira maxapaa 6op 31 Xaér,

Wuconnap, erynuk, IIOBKUH Ba JapaxT.
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g LUIS GOMEZ )

Luis H. Gomez Ordofiez, 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 roci6 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 anénimos 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 biogréaficas.
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JIYU3 TOMEC

Jlyns T'omec nicuxosorus Ba JIOTMH amepuKanryHOCTUK (aHia-
punan cabok onrad. AitHu maiitna Kocra Puka Mwuii Yausep-
CUTETHU/A WIMHK HIII 0JIUO OOPMOKIA.

Kuproxkaap

Vnap MaBxyz Fosutap y4yH, Ba acpall y4yH

[ynpunr € Ky€mgan aHaBu TEMUP Kyluiap,

Mymxannap ¥3 napBO3MH HIOBKUH Jabnadacua.

TypOunanap’ €Hranaa, pymondanap SHIU YK

JleHrusra KUMAUp Kejca KU KeTa€Trania TauuiaHapan KUPFOKKa

[[Tamonex napBo3, JICKUH XaBO KYIIUIH

KaM KHJIaJIi XapakaTtu/a “Xymn KequOcu3’Ba “anBuio’ HH,

Op3YJIApHU, XASHKOHIIM XUKOSUIApy Iy3all MIebplIapHU

3CKH YPUHAMKKA Ba XaMMOM J€BOPUTra KOJIUPUITaH HOMaJTapuHU

JeKuH (akaT sracu3-y Max3yHJIapuHH,

Xynau aHoB rymap 6ofu OyTyH KUIIIA ST OYAraHiex,

Smaiican, 601Ka KUPFOKIAPHHUHT IIAMOJI OPKECTPHU
XaMpPOXJIMTH/IA

Kypyk caBno aitnanmanapuia

DUIMTHITaH MabIyMOTJIap/IaH yuuO KelraH cypatiapiaH

ByTyHnaii Goika Xyayanap Xakuaaru TacaBBypiapaaH

Hlynnaii 6apxaét 3nu ynap, KyHJaJIUK OTKpUTKaIapaa

Ba y ky€émHuHT Ky4nra TabaccyMm KuJIapiu, raruiamranda

Vnap-na kynumaétud, qapaxTcus Koiarad OoF,

Tapxumaun xonuaaruek capod Oy MyMKHH.

’KemaHuHT CyB, Oy, ra3 Ky4u OWNaH HUIIaiIiuran qBuratend. (Tapx)
l@ 191 E
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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 %k 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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g 300U BE3)KMHCKA h

3o¢usa besxuHcka mebpaap, Macamiap, ojanap y4yH 3pTakiap
€3aau, (paHIly3 Ba HCIIAaH THJUIAPUIAH TapyKUMaiap Kuiaau, anadui
KypHaap y4yH Oaauuii kutoOnapra takpusnap ouragu. ¥ Iombma
E3yBunnap yrommacuHuHr ab3ocu. MioHxeH Oomnanap KyTyOXoHacH
Ba llIBenustnuHr BucOu maxpunaa xoitamrad bontk0yiin é3ysBun Ba
Tap)KUMOHJIAp Mapkazuja (aonusat onud 6opran. CapaeBo, bocHus
Ba ['eprieroBuna, Makenonus, Ky6a, Xunancton, Hukaparya, ®@pan-
s Kabu MamIlakaTiapary mWebpusT oaiipaminapuaa HIITHPOK STIaH.
“Oroynaru gapuya”, “Kym tanm”, “Mybxka3 kagamkonap”, “Hypnap
oponu”, “AnBacTUxoHa” KaOW KUTOOIAPHUHT MyauTU(dU.

k ok 3k

Ky3um kypmacaurum kepak Oynran Hapcara TyLIId
Oommm OmTaH macTra KyiaaéTrad Kyl

paHroap aén

TOMUpJIAp/Ja KaBJIOH YpraH KOH

aJUlaKaHJai XallBOHra IyHIUM

0JI0B arpo(uaa mIyx pakc:
KaMHHa UCTHCHO
CYB MYMHJIa JOHT KOTap TOLLIAp:

OCOHTHHA yTaMaH Xariad
Hapru KUPFOKKA

ks

Ka4OH Kapama KeTaéTUO KOoIAUpaIu u3:
Tom € YHTaK € OMTTA TaT; uc.
bamukmu y

€ oupop Kym? EMFUPMUKHUH E?
TYJIKMHMH € TOIIraH KyKKUCAaH?
Bupop KkuMHUHT Mypaacu Oayiku.
XKonuunr xuau kenap Oy UcIaH.
AHKHO Typap CeBru OHHJA
CYHIpa 3ca KeTaau y4uo.

Cepru Maxp 0y1ap >XTUMOJ
VYia naiitaa. AMMo xap cadap
bup Heda mat Kostagu yBodl.
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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 nolitaxrtu Tpunonuaa TyFuiaras.
VY 3aBua yHuBepcuteTH THOOMET MakTabuaa napc 6epaau. “ANWBoH
mewpaapu’, “Kyxna kynry kyrtucu”, “Spammum Ba Oyromuiap
WiIMK” Kabu mebpuil KNToOIapy Halp STUIATraH. Y apad TUIMIaru
XaJKapo MIEbPUAT AHTOJIOTMSCMHM XaM Taiépnaran. llebpnapu
3aMoHaBHil apab moupnapu 6aésura, “EBys mapna uusrunapu”,
“SIHru naBp TMIW CUHTapH TYIIamiiapra KUpUTUIITaH.

Kym

Enkam cenaek Kymra KyHasra:

Oup 03 THH OJ1.

OHI CeBUMJIM TAOMUHTHH KEJITUPraH KYJIUM
YapuoK HEJIUTMHU OMiIMaiiu.

bonika KyJIuM naTiiapuHIHUHT apTap rapJuHH.
K¥y3napum 6unan

SLIAPUH TY30KJIapJaH CaKJIaliMaH.
Kanbumpaa 6emmknaii TeOpaTrym ETOFUHTHA
OpOM OJICUH XOTHPKaM Jesl.

VY30K1aru oBUMSIAPHUHT KaJaMHUH T0i11a0
KYJIOKJIApUM JVHT;

O€KJIapUM MJIa UICUHTHU

MUTTH LI0XYajaapIaH KypuiMaH.

Enkam cenra camogarv ypuHIUFUHTAUD.

XO0B, elKaMJa YTUPraH KyIum
aBBaJI UIyHJaH Xa0apAOpMUANHT?

Kymrga airyp:
Uupumnan HadpaTaaHrad Kyl YIyH
Byn xaérna simaMOKHUHT Xe4 KHAMaTH HyK.
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AJIEKCAHJIP YJIAHOB

[ToaT, nepeBoquuK, mpo3auk, Kputuk. Pomuiics B 1963 rony.
B nacrosmee Bpemst xuBer B Camape, paboraer B CamapckoM
a’pokocMuyeckoM yHuepcurere u Camapckod ['ymanutapHoit
akageMuu (B T.4. KypC COBPEMEHHOWU pycckoil mo33uu). JJokrop
TEXHUYECKUX HayK. ABTOp 4 KHUI' CTUXOB M MajOi MpO3bl, OKOJIO
50 crareid 0 COBpPEMEHHOM PYCCKOM W 3apyOeKHOU JHUTEepaType
(my6nmukanuu B «Ex Libris HI™, “3namenu” u np.), mepeBoaoB ¢
aHIINICKOro (COBpEMEHHas aMepHKaHCKasi 103315, PpaHIly3CKOro
(ITons Banepu), nemeuxoro (“Conersl k Opdero” P.M.Punbke).
Jlaypear IIpemun Annpes bemoro B HomuHauuu “‘JIuteparypHast
kputuka” (2009).

IITHubI, TPABBI, KAMHU

UyThb KacaroTcs KpbLIbEB 3BE3/bI,
PackpsiBast Ha1 MOpEM TEHHU.
YrtoObI NTHIl HE TIOKUHYIT BO3IYX,
Hy»xeH MenneHHbIil MO3T pacTEHUN.

U teprieHbe kKaMHEH LIEPIIABbIX,
PazneneHHbIX TOpabIHEH rpaHei, -
UTo0b!I THXO IIarai TPaBbl

W BcTpeyanuch BECHOIO paHHEH.

U nokxa HeBeCOMBI KPBIJIbA,

JI1s1 KOTOpBIX BCEW HOYM MaJlo, -
He pacrmronut, paBHsisi ¢ IbUIBIO,
ExeuacHas HowIa CKaJjbl.
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’ AJIEKCAHJIP YJIAHOB .

Aunekcanp YnanoB 1963 iinnna Poccusaunr Camapa maxpuaa
nynéra kenra. [loup, €3yBum, anabuil TaHKUAYM Ba Tap >KUMOH.
Camapa [laBmar Asuanus Ba KocmMoHaBTMKAa MyXaHAHMCIUK
VYHuBepcureruga unuiaiad. @aH AOKTOpH, TOLEHT. AJIeKCaHAp
VYi1aHOBHUHT 4 Ta MIEHPHf KHTOOU YBJIOH KIJIMHTaH. 3aMOHABUH pyC
Ba JKaxOH ajfadbuérura ons Makonanapu “Oxc JIubpuc”, “Inamenu”
Hampiaapuaa OocwiraH. Y XO3uUprd 3aMOH aMepuka, (ppaHnirys,
HEMHUC afabuéTuaaH pyc TUJIUra TapXKumalap Kuirad. AHuapeit
bensiit HoMuaaru MykohoTHUHT “Anabuii TAaHKUA HOMUHAIMICH
Oyitnua aypeatH.

Ky, maiica Ba Touiap

Kanotnapu teru6 yrap cutopara,
Jlenrus y3pa éinnaay KyJkanapH.
Kymuamapum, keTMaHr y3ra caii€para,
TyTub TypcHH rHEXJIApHUHT eJIKaJIapH.

[Jaran-nara TomdagsapHUHT MaTOHATH,
EpunMumup Kuppanapis TUMOFH/IA,
byncun nes malicalapHUHT XaJIOBATH,
YHUO-YCCHH HaBOAXOPHUHT KyJYOFH/IA.

XaJm KaHOT JIETaHJIapy Xapup-Xapup,
Kamnuk Kummap sKaH 10 TyHIapy Xam, -
Fy6op mucon tekucnonmaii kotap rapud
['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 iiunna Heto-Mopkna Tyruran. “Apxumnenar”,
“Kumy”, “Jlapé-mapé”, “Kysryn”, “Maxnyton mabdamacu” kabu
TYKKU3Ta MEebpHid KATOOHUHT Myamudu. [LlyHuHTIEK, y MOXHUp
TapKUMOH OO0, XUTOW THIMAAH KYTU1ad acapiapHU UHITIU3 TH-
nura tapxuma Kuwirad. [lespusr 6yitnya 6up Heuta MyKodoT, 11y-
HUHTJICK, a1a0uét coxacuaaru Jlanaan MykooTu coxubu Oyiran
Aptyp Ke AKITnunr Canra ®@u maxpuja UCTUKOMAT KUIIAAH.

TYHFU3HMHT KAHHATHA MaAbBOCH

Kuiimuk caBatiaru Ku3uwi rapMaopu ToonaHaau KyEm Hypuaa

6u3 ketnb 6opamu3 OypkcuETran TyTdapriap apo

My kuioruaa Gup XOBIUTa CyKaMu3 OOITHH

akac rynbapriapu Ba cyBra Tyjia yiima

HaKIIUHKOP OYEKTOIITa Tylap KYy3uMH3, aHKUP

Munrnap aBinogugaH Mepoc Kaparail xuau. Mycukauu

Kuunk Haiinu TyTHO OoF3ura myduiap 3KaH Kyprym

O#1 51Uy yCTUIard moxwiapra OCWIraH KUBUJIapHU:

bup nypoHnuii 6yBu, KaUOHIAPIUP SHT KUUUK KyHIOLI OYIiraH,

Kypcura muxnanran tuzzacu OOFJIHK, THHWIMK OepMac OFpUK
30pJaHap;

OoupoB Tydad Tanuiap kyvara. borka 6up Mmycukauu

TOp TOpTap LUTpara, rpedndpyT Kopasau moxiapaa; oup aén

KalllTaH IMy4YOFUH apuap; UKKU Hadap dpKak sccu TyOIu

Kaiinkaa Oakatyninap iurap napénan. Kaiamapra Hyp caupap,

JI0XKYBap/l, XapcaHT TOI yCTHHA, OapMOKyYaIapum

Ooupnan orpuit 6onutap: Mananuii MUHkuno6 naiituaa,

YUYMHYY KaBaT OMHACHIaH Y3UH Tallularal XOJaMHHUHT 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/IA KyIJIap calpaliuHy EMFUP IIUBUPH 1€0 aJalianM.
Mycukauuiap co3 YaIUIIHU TyXTaTTaH Maxall

Epxun U¥kku Tenacuaa Kankud keTaiu

Capuk TorHuHT Kaparailylapy; TYHFU3 FUMUPJIAAN JEBOP OPTHIA;
KAMIUp OypyH KOKap. YTMUII H3/1apH TOMTa ypiaéTran

TYT TYTYHUHUHT KOJAMKIAPUIUP; KY3/1aH FOUUO OYIUIIIaH OJIIH
calipra YuKamu3 y4ra U3 ydpauryp Kouja:

1037120 o1aM OM3/1aH aBBaJl TYXTaTHUIITaH, siHa 1037a0 KeslaBepap
opTUMHU3IaH: Japé OYnubd oKaau Xajik KyWn TOMOH

TPAHUT [TAPYACUIATU 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 Triquarterly. 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 mraruna simaiam.
[oupanunr «byH4a onuc, OyHua sskun”, “Uakmoxk Boawmiicu”, ““/la-
puua oma”, “Jlapénan Tomun”, “Tommaru uznap” kabu KuToOIIa-
pu Hamp strarad. Acapnapu Yukaro, bocton kabu mrarmapaa
YUKaJUraH Kyrurad amaduit sxypHamiapaa, “Fap6 mamonu: [les-
pusiTra Kupui”’, “Amepuka IOUpIapUHUHT SHIH aBJIOAN CUHIapu
a”ToyorusuIapra xaMm kuputwirad. Kapon Monnoy 6aqumii nxon
coxacujard Karop MykodoTiapra JOHHK KypuiaraH. Y XOJTMHC
VYHuBepcuteTuaa TAIKWI ATUITaH €3yBUMIap JaCTYPUHUHT UILTHU-
POKUUCHUINP.

Kyumuiap y4uyH xaaBaJj

Tepmynub KyHIapHU YTKa3raHuM Oy >kajBast
Xamu men 6opmaran Kanzac maxpuia
AIOBYM HOTAHMII KyILIapra MOCAUD

Kep YyMUYYFUHMHT Xapakar naiTu
OJIaTHIi HMAc, aMMO KOPAsUTOK BaKTH Oyakya:
yun0 kenui coat 4:30 ga, ketumt 9:25 (KyHH HOMabIyM)

KyIuiap Kaiian kenub Kaiira Ketauu -
aMoOJ UHKUKIIMTU, TC3JIUTHU, PU3KU
KaOu E3FWIIMKIIAp YHJA aKC ITMAcC

Xarro ap3umac €0 yimaranumus
OCMOHJIar' MUHIJIA0 yuuIl HYJutapuH
peKanamTHPyBId OMPOH KUMca, Ha
iurupma yd Typau KymHuHr 5:01 na
OupmaH epra KYHUIIUHU HYITa COyBUH
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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 yiily >kaaBajia
(>kaBOOM MYK caBOJ YbTUOOP/AAH YET/A)

Kuswin KaHOT KapAuHaJ, KYpKUHAK, KU3WIMILTOH,
K¥ykum urnagym, cabBa Ba cypuTyprailHUHT

alpyM IOMYIUIApU KU3UJI YA3WITaH.
BypryTcumoH, y3yH Ky/oK, Iopak 001!
UYI-UYI, KYHFUP TYCJIHU OJTH JOHA YKKWJIAPHUHT

bemr nonacu yTpok OyHaa. BOTKOK ykkucu
10:10 ga (3pramu € xeu?) kenap, kerap 3:15 na.
Xunpg 6u3buzaru Ba 60TKOK OMTU3TYMIITyFU

bupra xynap (4:10 na), €3mab Konap,
Jlanmanaust Oupru3you Ba ApKTHKa TYTUCH
Kuu1ad keraau. bab3u Kymuiap — KeHr TyMIIYKIH Yprak,

KYK KaHOT YyppaKHH Ky4unO KeTaéTraHUHM KYPUIITraH
aMMO Ka4yOH KeJITaHWJaH XxaMMa Oexabap
KalIKaJIJOK KaOuiap He 3aMOH KeJTraHuH

MabsiyMm Kuirany ( 2:30) ek xaiipu Hacusl.
Cuz-un? Kenuui-KeTHIIMHTU3 BAaKTH MaBXKYIMU?

KI/I3I/IJ'I UILIN 61/1J1ary3y1<, SIHTH I1aT YUKKaH

Kynunarusra TakunapmMu Kainam Yu3WK 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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JASHUEJ KYHEHE

Adpuxanuk moup Iruuen Kynene Kanyouit Adpuka Yuu-
BepcuTeTH Ba Kelinrayn YHuUBepcUTeTHAA TaXCUJT OJIraH. Y «YpyF
HOOyn Oynumra maxkym”, ‘“YKaxanHam KabpuaaH xaét udopna-
puraua”, “bacyro »mu noctonnapu”, “Tomac Modono Ba cecorto
HACPUHMHT fo3ara kenumu’”’, “3ymy pomannapu’” kabu KutoOmap-
HUHT Myamudumup. Xycycad, y JKanyOowit Adpukagarn UpKuit
KaMCHUTHINra Kaplliyd KapaTWiraH acapjapd Ba Mabpy3ajapu Ou-
JIaH IIyxpar Ko3oHraH. Kymiad mebpiaapu Kyira COMMHUO, KYIIHK
kunu6 kyinanras. [Ipauen Kynene acapiapu KaTop XOpH>Kui THUII-
Japra Tap)KuMa KWIMHTaH Ba 4eT MaMJakaTiaapa XaM Halip dTHJl-
ra.

Jlax3aim kaap

Kanxar
YTKUp naHka OuIaH KYKKUCIAaH
KEPAKCU3 MaTOXJal yJIOKTUPHUIITaH
THUPUK Kacajl Capy TALUIAHUINTA [ai
oup andozna KOTMHUII

I'ynax
OtH OwiiaH TypTHO YMKKaH CysArd aitHU
Kocacunan Kouran kaBapuk Ky3iaap
Xupa Oupop MabHH TOIMHMIMAC HATOX

Cyparkai
XaTo KeTMacHH-4yH anmnapaTura
CuHYKOB Kapap MyKo(OT HIMHKHIA
Bapmok Tyrma 6ocrau Tapanap JOHTH

['Ynak cabun xetam
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 cafg,

I wrote a bird

And before that I dined on a poem
in a lyric pub.
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’ OATXHI-AJI-A33ABUIA .

Apab nynécupa Ky3ra KYpUHTaH IDKOAKOpiapaaH Oupu
danxun-an-Azzasuit Upokna tyrunran. Y bornonna uHmm3 ajaa-
Oouérunan cabok onrad. 30 gaH OPTHK LIEhPHA, HACPUH, MyOIH-
LMCTHK Ba TapKMMa acapiapu Hamp stwirad. Hemuc Ba nHmmus
TWIapuAary 0aauuil acapiapHu apad TUIMra MOXMpPOHA TapKu-
Ma kwiran ®anxui-an-Az3asuii “lllesp 69” HOMIM HIEBpUSTra
OarMIIUTaHTaH JKypHajJra acoc COJNraH, HIyHHHIJCK, y JIoHmoHaa
qom sTwiagurad “‘banunan” KypHaJlu TaxpuUpHATHIA MyXappup
O0ynmub MexHat Kunaau. Acapiapuia apad ajgaduii aHbHaTapUHUHT
Fap® MOAEPHU3MH Ba MOCTMOJICPHU3MH OMJIaH YHFyHIAINO KeTra-
HUHH KYpUII MyMKHH. ATMOHUHT acapiapu 20 1aH OPTUK THILIap-
ra Tapxuma KwinHrad, Amepuka, byrok bpuranus, I'epmanusna
OocuiraH.

AHIITAIIHJIMOBYMJIUK

Munbap/a F03 TypapKaH IIOHp
Tanuimrupap siara y3uHu:
“Kyuuap spyp MEHUHT mebpnapum!”

Yuub yrap sxan Oomr y3pa
Kyunap myxvan airany suia:
“bus acnuua s3pypmus aurbop!”

Jlemak, “keuya KyHHU Tyl najuia
bup Ky é3n1uM XypakxoHana,
Can onaAuHPOK TYLIHPAUM HaKKOC
Ha3M yiuaa 0yc-OyTyH mebpHu”,
niest aiftca Oymaay Takpop.

( 209 )
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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 )

[MTackane Iletut ITapmwxkna Tyrunran, Oonanuk Ba ENUIMK WHIT-
napu @pannuana Ba Yaucna keurad. Xo3up JloHaoHma simanau.
VYHUHT y4dTa TYIJIaMU Ba UKKWATA MEbPU mamM@iaeTaapy 901 dTHII-
rad. 2004 itmnna y “Kenaxax moupacu” 1e0 TaH OJMHTaH. YHUHT
WKKH TyTUTamMu “XaiBoHoT 00ofru acocuricu” (Cepen, 2001), “OBun
aén” (Cepen, 2005) T.C. Dot MykoQoOTHra JIOMHUK KYpUIraH Ba
“Taiimc JIutepapu Cynmiement” Hampuaa “Hun kutobnapu” ne6
3pTUPO(D ATEHIITAH. “XaWBOHOT OOFM acocuucu’ bamgumii keHrami-
HUHT “UHrmu3 €3yBuniiapn’ Ba “SHru JIoHgoH €3yBumnapu” My-
koortura cazoop Oynran. Ilackanp “JIOHIOH MOZ3USICH” Kyp-
HAJMHUHT XaMMYyacCHUCU caHanaau, ymoly Hampaa 1989 itmnnan
2005 #unraya mebpuaT OyauMu Myxappupu cudaruga haoausT
Kypcarras.

KymiapHuHT ApaTHINIIH

Pemeouoc Bapo uuzzan pacmnapnuu Kypuo

HOny3 Hypu Ounan Kynuiap 4u3rym OorT,
N kaHya KUuHIMp, NIyH4a 3yp KaHOT —

VYnapHUHT HYpH XaM KyELUIH, ONIIH,
Fapoiin6 ToBynum Hait 60p unpoiiny,

Fwxoxakiam uyTKaza YM3wIra cypar,
Tanxonuk oHuga FYyHFUpIAp (akar.

Kyiin6 robopaman Kypumaii 6apu,
Junrup Ba HypJauIup amryjaagapu.

Kyxna ypMoHaru nunmaapu Enrus
JlapaxTiapuMu3-4yH BaKTHHYA OFH3.

Byrok kyuui yuyH Tai€p typapiap,
3amuH Kadacura Y3HM 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 MPASIT CAKHA )

[pasar Caiikua, moup, Tap>kxuMoH, 1958 WniaHUHT 7 OKTAOpH-
Ja XUHAUCTOHHUHT Accam mrtati HaraoH maxpuaa TaBamryn
tonraH. Jubpyrapx YHUBepcHTETHA TaXCUI ONTaH. Emnuruaan
anabuérra karra mexp kyiras I[pasr CalilkuaHUHT OUPUHYH TICH-
puii Tymiamu  “TlputxuBu npeo3n” 1997 wnma Hamp >THIraH.
2000 #imnna aaMOHUHT UHIIN3 THIUAaru “TOHTHU MHTHK KyTHO”
kutobu 6ocwiran. Lllynaan keitnn ¥3 oHa Tunuaary “Kankxanman
Hanup xarxape” (2003), “Cypus korxa” (2004) HomiIu XUKOsIap
TYIUIAaMHU Ba IIEbPUN KUcCcacH HampnaaH 4yukkad. Y 2007 hunga
V¥30eK MebpUsITH aHTOJIOTHSCHHM accaM THJIMTa TapsKUMa Ko,
XUHIUCTOH/IATY NIEhP UXJIOCMaHuIapura takaum stau. [lebpra-
pu Y30ekucTonaa ynKaaurad «I ynucTony» KypHaiuaa xam 00CHl-
raH.

Enkanaru kanotjiap

AliHaH ymOy napaxT3opiapaa
Kyuranam y KOpOHFUIMKHY;
DBTUKOIIAH KeJraHau KO4uno,

Acup KuiTad nyHEKapalIHu
Yerypnob

SMaHFOY HUTOXHUHT KEHITMKJIapH1a
Efmmnxnnp yQKHUHT YETH.

Aitan ymOy papaxt3opiapa
Kymnait kaHoT KoKkaH Oy ogam
ISI/I(bTI/IFa KYHAUPIA UKKW KAaHOTHH,
YTMmum kyHnap 6erosa yHra,
Byrynnuku sam y acnu.

Cu3 xam arap urysaai oermagdxar
Axunara 6epcaHrus KyHTHII,
Kenmunarus my mapaxr3opnapra.
Tomonmaccus ynapau OyryH
bupok mMaexyn 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, 1mioupa, JApamarypr Ba
xuKosiHaBuc, 1941 iunga Fapouit Adpukana xoinamran benun-
Jla TyFUJITaH. 60-I>:I’PIJIJIap,£[a Yy KHUHAWK KOHM TOMTaH MOPT IIaxpu
Koronynan Hero-Mopkka xyuub yrtran. Adpuka caHbatu Ba Ma-
JAHUATUHHU KEeHT Taprub Kuimum 6apobapuna Pammna Memoumnmii
Oamuuii MXKOI coXacuia XaMm Ce3WIapid WIUIap KWirad, TYpTTa
HIebpUl TYIUIaMU, aMepUKaIuK aauo Jlenrcron Xpio3 Ba ceHeral-
muk €3yBun Mapusima ba TyFpucuaaru ouepkiapy Haump 3THITaH.
Acapmapu yeT MaMJlakamiapaa XxaM OOCHIITaH, KYmiad mbecanapu
CaxHaNAIITUPWITaH. Y IIebpIapuHU MYCUKUN acOobiapra xyp
oxaHraa udomanu YKUIIHK Hynra KyWuO, caHbaT Japroxjapuia
MyHTa3aM paBHIla Elulapra WKoA cHupiapugaH cabok Oepud
KEJIMOK/1a.

Yurrak

Xap €n1a cykyHar

YK KT 5Tran mabana
KECKUHJIIUK

YKUTWITaH cumiiap
KEHIVIMK]IA Yy31Iap

Jaiu UTaap U3rup,
MYIIYKJIap YFpUHYa KE3UHAP
mox-1rab6ato

YJIOB OCTHIA

Xyprnairanya

TaTaJailin ep.

bow yctuna
CapruMtup Kyuuiap
Tyccus ocMOH
TununaM Oy3ap
YunkupuoO.
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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-®Pnopa xoHUM
OyKkap TU33aCHH,
COBYK

YUMYWIAPKaH KeTHHU
KYHUIIUO ojap.

Mapu-®mnopa

U3J1ap SUINTHH

TalIKapura YMKMoK4u 0yano
TOMMIHO KeTap

YyKyp WYHra.

Tenana xanys
CapFUMTHp KyILIap
TaJIMIMHAIN XUpa camora
3CaHKUPad

KyJa€TraH JapaxTHH
oJlau Kypimao.
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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 HYK
XaBO KOTHO KOJTraH
OYFUK KHIKUPHUK
OFpUKJIapra
yupMal TallUTaHTaH.

3aMuUH CHJIKHHAIU
0J1amM30/]

He KWiIapuH Ounmait
KyTapuo

ypaau

V3UHU.

Kymnunap

napOanap.
Tamomncu3
yalKan0-yaikaimo
KyJnanau

rmacrra.
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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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’ MYXAMMAJI FAG®OP .

Myxamman Faddop 1955 #mnma Kamkamapé sumostuma
tyruiarad. Yaulr “Kopa tabaccym”, “Uymunaérran napé”, “Cyky-
HaT COXWJIN~ KabM mebpuil kurodnapu Hamp stuiarad. Hlespnapu
MHIVIM3 Ba HEMUC TWJIJIApUra XaM TapyKuMa KUJIMHTaH.

bup snax3za

Tynna

Caiipaiinu 60MKyII
Baran xaxkuna
[lewp yxuérran
Hloupra yximabd

OcMoH
Kanku6-kankub tymap
I'ymon caupaiinu
O#HMHT 03UTra

Kynnapu iyk oi
OéxJtapu UK oit
Kopunnan ubopar oit
Kanpaii ryzan
bynmumum mymkua
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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 #tmnma Mucpaa taBautyn tonrad. Koxupa
YHUBEPCUTETUHUHT XOpWKuUi Tuiutap (axkynsretnHu Ba [lexuH
TUJIAp YHUBEPCUTETHUHH XUTOM THUJIM MyTaXacCUCIUTH OYiinya Ta-
MomJiaras. Y Tanabanuk gaBpuaack GpaxkynpTeTaa YTKa3uirat meb-
pUAT TaHJIOBHUJA OMPUHYU MYKO(QOTHH Kyiara xkuputaau Ba 1990
i Koxupana mebpuil TYIamu 0ocMmaaH YuKaad. YHHUHT HK-
KMHYM Ba yUYMHYH 1Iebpuid kutobmapu xam 2005 iunna Koxupana
Hamp dtwirad. Cana 1992 winnnan 6epu [onr-Konrna smaiiau. Y
MKKH 103Ta SKUH XUTON Ba MHINIU3 IIEbPUITH HAMyHaJIapUHH apad
TUJINTA YTUPraH Ba ynapHU Mucpaa Hamlp KWJIWHAJAWTAH a1a0u-
€rra ouj Maxcyc rasera “Axbap an Anab” caxuanapuaa 4or IT-
TUpraH. YHUHT cabi XapakaTiiapu OWIaH Ma3Kyp Ta3eTaHUHT yuTa
conu Xurtoi Ba I'onr-Konr mespustura 6arunuiad yuKapuiras.
Caunp Tonk-Konr, Xutoii, Makegouuss Ba Mwucpna yTka3uiaran
XaJIKapo LIEbpUAT aHXKyMaHJapuja HIUTUPOK 3TraH, IIEbpiapu
WHIJIN3, UCTIaH, Y30eK, MYFya TUIUTApUTa XaM TapKUMa KUJIMHTaH.

Masbioc Kymum

Kymap aykonugan cotud onranum
Ontun Kadacaaru

JloH-gyHTa cepod

AHXop 0KuO Typran MabBoja ycran
Kymim xomytr 6eto0

AWBOHTA HiIaMaH

JKannartuii oBo3-1a

YUFOTUIINH UCTAaMaH Xap TOHT
Kacp nunngaru xubopnap xabu
Myxa606ar smuucu Oyicaian KaH!
CeBrumM Kejranaa Ou3 TOMOH

Bor sruk KyImyMHUHT XaMOH
bup Gypuakna cypaam 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 MECOJ

Ky3J1lapua Kypranum

yII MyHT

JIYCTU KWITaH XUEHAT YUYYH
Kysipra >koil TonmMac raMJIaiiH
JIapay TaHOex rupaoouaa yi
Xaénnapact KylUUIapHU 0Tap
TOPTKWJIANIA UYUTA HYKYIT

KymuMm xomymur-xomymr

Caiipra yukKaHja KaJJuH FO3 TyTap
Camora Ookaau HOyMUs
CorunauMKUH € MyXab0aTuHu

banku KadoHmapaup Ky KaHOT OyiraH
XaMpOXUHH KyTaJud HHTUK

banku cos-caakuH moxjap opTura
VYHU Tanutarany KouraH

Vi pocuk

XOMyHITHHAM KyIIAM

Henun xypkanu

Kanotun &3mokuu 6ynap KyBOHUO
baxr capu yuMOKKa u3nanay gax3a
XoTupKaM TyTHIITa YPUHAP TapuaH]]
Nu-muunan cezap Wyk myxodasa
Yuumpaamu Kypkap

Kopacun kypcarMac mepukiapu xam
KeukypyH KaiiTapkan y3 rajacura
[Hoxnapra KyHumira 6etiamac opak
KyTtu6 Typap ryé Takaup 3apbacu
VHu mariy6 Ba Xop Tanuiab KkerapMu
VYipka Kuimb WHCOH 30TUTa
JKananunr mapmnacu?
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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 ILIAMEB )

BuBben Ilnam0 - sHrM 3eNTaHAMUSIUK IIOWPA, XUKOSHABUC, Jpa-
Matypr, 1955 #mnna ABctpanusna Tyruiarad. A maiitna Cu-
Helimarn BosutoHroHr YHHBepcuTeTHaa Oaguuili MXKOJ COXacHja
JOKTOPJIMK UIIMHU TyratMokna. ¥ 1993 imnna “Myxa66ar pui-
Tanapu’” acapu yuyH bproc Meiicon [lpamatypriapu mMykopoTu-
ra, “Tymuaa smonya ranupaaurad aén’ ae0 HOMIIAHTaH OMPUHYH
XMKOSUTAp TYIUIaMU Y4yH 3ca Xio0ept Yapu mykodoTura cazoBop
oynran. 1998 imnnga “Suru 3enaHaus MEbPUAT KaMUATH HUHT
XaJIKapo TaHJaoBH 1A FOIUO 16 Tonwirad. BUBbeHHUHT SIHTH acap-
napu “Canamanka” (1998) Ba “Kop kyukucu(2000) ne® HOM-
JaHTaH MKKUTA TYyIUamMra jkamjaHraH. ‘“‘A&UIapHUHT MKOOUM
¢azmnatnapura OarunuiaHral KyHAanuk” Ba “Cupnu maxap” neb
HOMJIAHTaH HACPUI acapiiapy XaM HaIllp/IaH YUKKaH.

Ky

[InexkHuk acapnapu Kyprazmacuaa
9TarumMra TUKmujiIaau Xxoamuma,
33FUJIaHT'aH ITNCTOHCUMOH KSJISLIaJ'IapI/IHI/I
TaHaMm Oyimab orypTupap .

l'apuann acnu MeH ya-yia,
OMpOK (hapKIMMaH.

Aénnap Xoc XoHacuaru
YaHOKKA KYJI 4asip SKaHMaH
MEHU TabKHO THINAP TaFUH.

Henup nemokiukka XakjaumaH:

Viin Kyiras Kymdamas rye.

Ouau 6up Oommmra MIIIEH Ky3 Kepak,
OwiranuM 11y, 4op0o3opa TypraH Xoauma
MeHra 0epau opTrukya 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
mdglich; 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 Viogel 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 Enrusnuk”,
AxoOHuHr TOHTTH 3mMEpatn’”, “Ueporpadus™, “TUPUKIUK HMKO-
HU”, “Apya3op” KaOu mebpuil TYIIaMIIapy HAIIp STUITaH. AWHU
naitna CrnoBakussHUHT bpesa maxpuaa s3pKuH WKOAKOp cudaruga
OaMuii KO/ Ba MyOTMITUCTHKA OWITaH IMIYFYIJIAHUO KEIMOK/IA.

“Tupuxnuk uMkoHn” kuToOm 2008 fimnma ABctpus baHknHUHT
anabuéT coxacuaaru Myko(oTura JOHUK KYpHIITaH.

Kymap tacaum 6yiamac

Kymumap tacaum 0ymumnmHu 6ummac,
Kydr-xydT 6YIMOK ynapra TYCHK.
NHTUK-UHTHUK KyTap KYKJIaMHH,
KanGmapuna sparran KyImK
TyTu6 xerap OyTyH OJJlaMHHU.

Xap ToMOHTa y4ap >KOHcapak,
I'ypyX-rypyx Ty3ap amxymaH,
Xypmnaiturap, 6011 capak-capax,
Cunkuraay nymyagapuHu,
Kanormapun éinb op3yman
Canamap Kop napuajiapuHu,
Wzrupunia yyap Kanbnapu.
Kynurap tacaum 0ynumnmHu oummMac,
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 PY3UMYXAMMAJ{ .

IIoup Baxpom Pysumyxamman 1961 imnna V36ekucron Pe-
cyOnMkacu XopasM BWIOSTHIA TyFWITaH. MOJIEPHUCT LIOUp 3a-
MOHaBUH ¥30€K IIEbPUATHIATH 3PKUH IIEbpUN ycIy0 pUBOXKUTA
yIKaH xucca Kymub xenMokaa. YHuHT “ToBymicu3 kamam”, “Te-
pakka skuH tonnys”, “JlaBcaman”, “KyHay3 capxaamapu” kaOu
kutobnapu von stuirad. lllespnapu pyc, MHITIN3, HEMUC, TYPK,
¢bpanIy3, NOJSAK TUUIApUra Tapkuma KuiauHrad. Y 2009 iunna
“Unonbanuk” Xanakapo HIEbpUA aHTOJOTHSCUHUHI HAIp STHIIH-
mura Ba AyHE OYiinad Tapkamuimra Karta Xpcca KyIiraH.

Tenba

butrta nap ronub onap-aa, Kyuiaan
TYIIPOKKa KyMap

CYHI 3ca

KyIll yHUO YUKMOFHUH KyTaau Tenoa.
bup xoByu ypyrHu

Kyl ysicura Tanuiab yrapy

Maiica YHMOFUTa HIIOHAP 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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MAPUSA OPUJIUNITIIOBA

Mapus @wnnmnosa 1954 ¥iun 31 maiina boiarapusHusar byp-
rac BWIOATH CUTOBO KMILJIOFU/AA TaBajuly] TonraH. | mMHa3us Ba
MKTUCOJ TEXHUKyMHJa Taxcwi oiarad. bup mynnar Huzomuii Ho-
muzgard TOHNIKEHT MEArornka MHCTUTYTHIA XaM YKUTaH Ba pycC
¢unonorusicu ¢axynsreTuHu bonrapusina tamomnaran. M. ®u-
JMIIoBa 0ojirap Ba Ipek THJUIApUIAru OMp HeyTa KUTOOIapHUHT
myanmupu 0ynud, ynunr «Kananak kanortu», «KyHumkap TyOu-
na», «IpTUKON» Ba «Kylmap ydyH Tox» KUTOOIapu KEHT kKamo-
aTYMIIMKKA MaH3yp Oyiran. Y Oup Karop HIOUp Ba E€3yBUMIIAPHUHT
acapJIapyHU Tap>KUMa KWirad Ba [1oBIUB yHMBEPCUTETH ana0uii
MykodoTHra cazoBop O0ynran. Aitnu naitna I'penusaunr Canonu-
KM LIaXpHU/1a UCTUKOMAT KUJIaIu.

skosksk

bup ¥pamaup puxpy xaémum
Kum y3apra

4oIap XOTUPOT

OIIIOK KyMJIaK KUWTaH Jax3ajiap
Tyccu3 YTMUIIA yX TOPTMUII OOT
Hamako0na cynanu ryHua
V3-y3unu annarad okcou
Bommmusra kyHap Hyp yamOap
TyGannaru Hapcumus OyHua
ANOIOpIapHUHT MaJIX|ra Tyia.
Kanotnapum, kaéxiapnacuz?
MutTt ymMuza yuKyHHU Wiia
@daBKyJ101/1a ry3aJ 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 Ongpexuka 1964 iiun 1 maiina bpatucnaBana Tyruiaras,
aitHu maiiTna ury eppaa sma0, wkog kunmokaa. [llespusitra 80-iinn-
nappa kupub kenrad. “KaGorum karmpa”, “Keuku yukyHiap
paKcn” “bemm kamonoT Ba Oomika mebpiap”’, “Kanam Henu Gep-
Kkutap” kabu kuroOmapHUHT Myamnupu. Mycukaun Mumomn XKe-
Je3HSIK OWaH XaMKOPJIHMKAAa MYCHKMU-IIEbPUH KOMIIAKT JHCK
Xam }IpaTFaH “Kapoxnap Ba kodusinap — Tomr maxapHUHT TYHT'H
KYmuKIapy” goiuxacuuHr dgaon umrupokuucu, Crosakus E3ys-
YUJIap YIOIIMacy Ba MyCTaKHJI €3yBUniap KIIyOu ab30CH.

byponnan aBBaj

X03UpruHa 31 OCMOH OV, Tyccus,
OMpIaH KaHTYMJIApUH X03UPiIap F03CU3
KOBOFMHHM yHHO YKTanap KWing
JapaxTiap 4aikajgap mactaa OeniIMHK

Xanu KyK uyTKkacu MUHUO 3a0Tura
Y1nap éraupMany paccoMm GaxTura
nramona Tedbpanap Oup Kyirda Ei1ru3
9PK CY3UH KYIIHKKA COJIaJIA XOJICU3

FaM-aHayxra 0oTraH

YHIMHU UYKOTraH

aKkarus 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
MaiIu Ky3-Ky3 KWJICHH calo0aTHHU
camMo EpyFIIMKKa YHKOIMal Xajlak
KyIlIua 3pK KyWHHU Yajap *KOHCapak

OupOB KyKKa O0OKMac Kypcarmac € Kau
paHIJIapHU OXUPTHU II€bpUra KyIran
MYHKWIIa0 KOJJUMHU Hriutapaai xupa
XaHy3 Ku3ajgokaai 6yEkmap cypap

XaupusaT OyTyTHUHT KYKCH EPUITYP
KapOJIMKHU OOCHO THUJUIO PaHIIIA HYP
KaiiTa *uiBajaHyp Xaét 6okupa
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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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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 rappresentd la poesia italiana a New
York a fine millennio. Collabora con il Politecnico di Milano. Inserito
in Almanacco dello specchio, Mondatori 2009, Tutto I'amore che c@, 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 nellaria
lossigeno che ¢ privo di sapore

e ai pesci, senza eliche o le ruote

e senza braccia, tutto sta nel cuore.
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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.

6% %
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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 Ilook down. At myself. Whether
I'm still walking on two’s.

From a Bird s Eye View

k6% %
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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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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 off to the sky.
The higher, the more joy ...
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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.
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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 puertorriqueia» (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 sueiio pesado,

liquidador analitico nunca gracias por la vuelta.

Sin embargo,

fruto del empenio es el rumiar distante que trae las horas primeras

(no vaya a ser que en distintos lugares haya dejado trozos de esos péjaros).

Alguien ha labrado dias iguales a pies desnudos como lo estd 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.

Adoénde se fue aquel color oscuro que teje telas

(con la lucidez que se escap6 hacia el otro lado de la puerta,

la que discute lo ocurrido con pajaros henchidos).

Dame suefo 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, jcierto?

- No, no estas loca todavia. Aun 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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YOy anTonorusHu Tai€pnaniia 6eBOCUTa Ba OMIBOCUTA UIIITH-
POK ATraH KyWuaaru aycriapuMu3ra CaMUMHAA MUHHATIOPIINK
U3XO0p dTAMM3:

H. Tommynarosa
A. Ucmonn
K. Mabsmypos
158 [Tapna
X. KyukopoBa
®. CoaroB
N. XKypaesa
. Cybxon
I'. berum
M. Yoy
Kpumna lynan bapya
Mycca bunai
X. dymamosa
. bermarosa
A. AmupoBa
III. Toxuena
M. Typnues
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