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les prix

Lancés en 2002, les prix littéraires Naji Naaman sont décernés chaque
année aux auteurs des ceuvres littéraires les plus émancipées des points de
vue contenu et style, et qui visent a revivifier et développer les valeurs
humaines.

Les manuscrits littéraires (pensées, poésies, contes, etc...) d'un maximum
de 40 pages, de toutes langues et dialectes, composés, accompagnés du
curriculum vitae et d'une photographie artistique de l'auteur, sont regus par
la Maison Naaman pour la Culture (par la poste ou par e-mail) jusqu'a fin
janvier de chaque année. Les manuscrits qui ne sont pas écrits en francais,
anglais, espagnol ou arabe, doivent étre accompagnés d'une traduction ou
d'un résumé dans l'une de ces langues. Les prix sont déclarés avant fin mai
de chaque année au plus tard. Il n'y aura pas de retour de manuscrits alors
que les ceuvres primées publiées dans la série littéraire gratuite créée par
Monsieur Naaman en 1991 deviendront la propriété de la maison
exclusivement & cet effet.

Les lauréats porteront le titre honorifique de membre de la Maison
Naaman pour la Culture.

prizes

Released in 2002, Naji Naaman Literary Prizes are awarded to authors of
the most emancipated literary works in content and style, aiming to revive
and develop human values.

Literary manuscripts (thoughts, poems, stories, etc...) of 40 pages at most, in
all languages and dialects, typeset, with the curriculum vitae and an artistic
photography of the author, should be sent (by post or e-mail) to Maison
Naaman pour la Culture before the end of January of each year.
Manuscripts written in languages other than English, French, Spanish or
Arabic must be accompanied by a translation or résumé in one of the
aforesaid languages. Prizes will be announced before May of each year.
There will be no return of manuscripts, and prizewinning works published
within the free of charge literary series of books established by Mr. Naaman
in 1991 will become the property of the house exclusively for this purpose.

Laureates will bear the honorary title of member of Maison Naaman pour la
Culture.
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los premios

Creados en el 2002, los premios literarios Naji Naaman tienen la finalidad
de premiar aquellas obras literarias mas creativas desde el punto de vista
del contenido y del estilo, y que desarrollen e impulsen los valores
humanos.

Las obras podran estar escritas en cualquier lengua o dialecto, si esta no
fuera francés, inglés, espariol o arabe deberan ir acompariadas de una
traducciéon o resumen en cualquiera de estas lenguas. La extension de las
obras (ensayo, poesia, relato, novela, etc...) seran de un maximo de 40
paginas. Los originales y en su caso la traduccion, seran entregados o
enviados junto al c.v. y una fotografia del autor a la direccion (por correo o
por e-mail). El plazo de entrega finalizara el dltimo dia de enero de cada ario.
El fallo del jurado se hara publico a mas tardar el ultimo dia de mayo de
cada ano. No se devolveran las obras presentadas. Las obras ganadoras
publicadas en la serie literaria gratuita creada por el Serior Naaman en
1991 seran propiedad de la casa exclusivamente para este proposito.

Los ganadores recibirdn asi mismo el titulo honorifico de miembros de la
Maison Naaman pour la Culture.

seventeenth picking season: 2018-2019.

number of candidates and manuscripts: 2386.

received from: 67 countries:

Albania — Algeria — Argentina — Australia — Belgium — Bosnia and Herzegovina —
Brazil — Bulgaria — Cameroon — Canada — China — Croatia — Cuba — Denmark —
Egypt — England — France — Germany — Georgia — Greece — Hungary — India — Iran
— Iraq — Italy — Ivory Coast — Japan — Jordan — Kazakhstan — Korea — Kosovo —
Kuwait — Latvia — Lebanon — Macedonia — Malta — Mauritania — Mexico — Moldova —
Montenegro — Morocco — Netherlands — New Zealand — Oman — Palestine —
Pakistan — Poland — Portugal — Romania — Russia — Saudi Arabia — Serbia —
Slovenia — Spain — Sudan — Sweden — Syria — Tunisia — Turkey — Ukraine — United
Arab Emirates — United Kingdom — United States of America — Uzbekistan —
Venezuela — Wales — Yemen.

number of prizewinners: 60.

prizes’ yearbook in: 27 languages and dialects:

Albanian, Arabic (literary and several spoken dialects), Bamum, Chinese (traditional and
simplified), Croatian, English, Euskara, French, German, Italian, Japanese, Korean,
Maltese, Moldovan, Montenegrin, Polish, Portuguese, Romanian, Serbian,
Slovenian, Spanish, Turkish and Welsh.



lauréats et ceuvres primées
laureates and prizewinning works
galardonados y obras ganadoras
2019

prix du meérite - merit prizes - premios de mérito

Andrea H. Hedes, from Romania (Nu existd tard pentru cei invinsi/No country for
defeated men, in Romanian and English, p. 12); Andrea Magdalena Untaru, from
Romania (Today, in English, p. 13); Cristina Bodlev, from Moldova
(Armonie/Harmony, in Moldovan and English, p. 22); Daouda Mbouobouo, from
Cameroon (Yira Fe/Loin est le Temps, in Bamum and French, p. 23); Debasish Lahiri,
from India (The Body’s Second Coming, in English, p. 25); Wissam Al-‘Obeidi, from
Iraq (Ihtiraf, in Arabic, p. 118).

prix de créativité - creativity prizes - premios de creatividad

Abdelhamid Chaouki, from Morocco (Qalilon minal-Wa’d Yuzhiru fawga Hara’igi, in
Arabic, p. 130); Agnes Marin, from France (Printemps, attends-moi!, in French, p. 11);
Aissa Hadibi, from Algeria (Unthar-Raml, in Arabic, p. 128); Ashok Chakravarthy
Tholana, from India (Path of Enlightment, in English, p. 16); Au Yeung Hok Him
(Solomon), from China (&&/4Z/Train Tickets, in traditional and simplified Chinese, and
English, p. 17); Beverly M. Collins, from the U.S.A. (Purpose/See, in English, p. 19);
Carolie Folloni, from France (Culture, in French, p. 21); Devshree Tiwari, from India
(Lapis Lazuli..., in English, p. 26); Duan Guang’an, from China (#&f1ix2e# k/These
Stones, in Chinese and English, p. 27); Eduardo Moreno Alaréon, from Spain (Dama
de Otofio, in Spanish, p. 29); Eman Khalid Bahnasy, from Syria/United Arab Emirates
(Atanaffasuka Kayani, in Arabic, p. 134); Ester Cecere, from ltaly (La Pelle € un
Vestito, in Italian French, English, German, Spanish, Romanian and Arabic, p. 32);
Florentina Chifu, from Romania (Rugd pentru naturd/ Priére pour la nature, in
Romanian and French, p. 38); Hasier Agirre, from Spain (Aphorisms, in Euskara and
Spanish, p. 41); Janina Osewska, from Poland (Sad Pefen JabZoni/An apple orchard,
in Polish and English, p. 51); Liang Jilin, from China (jut : E4###/In the Mountain:
Midday Deity, in Chinese and English, p. 62); Lidia Chiarelli, from Italy (Tramonto
Sulle Colline, in Iltalian, English and Korean, p. 63); Loredana Alina Stan, from
Romania (Fericiri Autumnale, in Romanian and English, p. 66); Maria Miraglia, from
ltaly (Sera d’estate, in Italian and English, p. 71); Mihaela Gudana, from Romania
(Traire Nevdzutd, in Romanian and English, p. 78); Paola Ippolito, from Argentina
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(Abismo, in Spanish, p. 82); Rita Pacilio, from Italy (Lago di Nemi, in Italian, English,
Spanish, French and Arabic, p. 90); Saad-Eddine Shahine, from Palestine (Sammini
ma Shi’t, in Arabic, p. 132); Senel Gokge, from Turkey (Oldiiremedigim, in Turkish
and English, p. 94); Sonia Elvireanu, from Romania (Cerul din Gradina, in Romanian
and English, p. 97); Valentin lacob, from Romania (Leopardul de Diamant, in Romanian
and English, p. 99); Violeta Daniela Mindru, from Romania (Le Jour du
Renouvellement, in French, p. 105); Walid Abdallah, from Egypt (Once, in English, p.
106); Zoran Raoni¢, from Montenegro (Haiku, in Montenegrin and English, p. 109).

prix d'honneur - honor prizes - premios de honor:

(pour ceuvres completes - for complete works - para obras completas)
Antonio Nazzaro, from Italy and Venezuela (Da Amore/De Amor, in Italian and
Spanish, p. 14); Gérard Adam, from Belgium (L arbre blanc dans la forét noire, in
French, p. 40); Héléne Cardona, from the U.S.A./France/Spain (Dancing the Dream, in
English and Japanese, p. 43); Huguette Bertrand, from Canada (Scéne de Nuit/Night
Scenery, in French and English, p. 45); Ivo Mijo Andri¢, from Croatia (My Country, in
English, p. 49); Khusan Tursunov, from Uzbekistan (The Last Messenger, in English,
p. 53); Laura Garavaglia, from Italy (Alan Turing, in Italian, English, Romanian,
Spanish, Portuguese and Japanese, p. 58); Li Shangchao, from China (&:3k%ak#/The
Stone Tells another Stone, in Chinese and English, p. 60); Lulzim Tafa, from Kosovo
(Ke Fjetur Nén Héné, in Albanian and English, p. 70); Mariana Negru, from Romania
(Selfie, in Romanian and English, p. 74); Masaru Morita, from Japan (£4:/Our Final
Hour, in Japanese and English, p. 75); Matt Dugan, from the United Kingdom (Flesh
& Bones, in English, p. 77); Milijan Despotovi¢, from Serbia (Haiku, in Serbian,
English and Slovenian, p. 80); Muhammad Al-Fadhel Sulayman, from Tunisia (Layla
waz-Zi’b, in Arabic, p. 125/the first NNLP laureate for the second time, ten years after
as stipulated); Najah Ibrahim, from Syria (Az-Zinzana, in Arabic, p. 123); Najib
Kayyali, from Syria (Lawhaton Rasamathal- ‘4safir, in Arabic, p. 120); Patricia Prime,
from New Zealand (Music of the Night, in English, p. 83); Peter Thabit Jones, from
Wales (Lament for Soldiers of the first world war, in English, p. 86); Raamaa
Chandramouli, from India (Multiple-She, in English, p. 88/out of competition); Rajko
Joli¢i¢, from Montenegro (Aphorisms, in Montenegrin and English, p. 90); Sigrid
Bergie Feliciano, from the U.S.A. (Sunday Dinner at Grandma and Uncle Doc’s House,
in English, p. 96); Thierry Retailleau, from France (Les Petits Poémes du Soir, in
French, p. 98); Veronica Golos, from the U.S.A. (Daughter Speak: A Haunting, in
English, p. 102); Yi Dian, from China (B #55a5%/The River in Darkness, in Chinese
and English, p. 107); Zuhair Bahnam Burda, from Irag (lqunatu Kahinatil- ‘4sal, in
Arabic, p. 133).



AGNES MARIN/ANDREA H. HEDES
ANDREA MAGDALENA UNTARU
ANTONIO NAZZARO
ASHOK CHAKRAVARTHY THOLANA
AU YEUNG HOK HIM (SOLOMON)
BEVERLY M. COLLINS
CAROLIE FOLLONI/CRISTINA BODLEV
DAOUDA MBOUOBOUO
DEBASISH LAHIRI/DEVSHREE TIWARI
DUAN GUANG’AN
EDUARDO MORENO ALARCON
ESTER CECERE/FLORENTINA CHIFU
GERARD ADAM/HASIER AGIRRE
HELENE CARDONA
HUGUETTE BERTRAND
IVO MIJO ANDRIC
JANINA OSEWSKA
KHUSAN TURSUNOV
LAURA GARAVAGLIA
LI SHANGCHAO/LIANG JILIN
LIDIA CHIARELLI
LOREDANA ALINA STAN
LULZIM TAFA/MARIA MIRAGLIA
MARIANA NEGRU/MASARU MORITA
MATT DUGAN/MIHAELA GUDANA
MILIJAN DESPOTOVIC
PAOLA IPPOLITO/PATRICIA PRIME
PETER THABIT JONES
RAAMAA CHANDRAMOULI
RAJKO JOLICIC/RITA PACILIO
SENEL GOKCE
SIGRID BERGIE FELICIANO
SONIA ELVIREANU
THIERRY RETAILLEAU/VALENTIN IACOB
VERONICA GOLOS
VIOLETA DANIELA MINDRU
WALID ABDALLAH
Y| DIAN/ZORAN RAONIC






Agnes Marin | Oyl Lull
French poetess, novelist and playwright, born in Paris, with published books.
Agnes Marin, née a Paris, fille de comédiens, est I'auteur de romans et de recueils de poésie

publiés depuis 2007. Elle a également écrit des pieces de théatre qui ont été présentées en
lecture publique & Paris.
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PRINTEMPS, ATTENDS-MOI!

(full text - texte intégral - texto completo - J«\sl) 2,433\)
Poem in French.

Printemps, attends-moi!

Novembre est la qui s'avance

Et je connais par coeur

L'inéluctable marche vers la mort des saisons:
L'arbre perdra ses feuilles

Le vent le flagellera

Et dans le froid qui descendra

Commencera le long flottement

De mon écharpe de laine.

Printemps, attends-moi!

Il en faudra des jours et des semaines

A rallumer la flamme de nos fenétres,

A chercher I'ultime féte qui nous tiendra debout
Malgré I'ennui et la peur de la perte

Quand nous nous souvenons de ceux qui sont partis.
Octobre était en feu et décembre aura tout oublié!
O printemps, attends-moi!

Je revois la palpitante ivresse de tes beaux jours,
La montée de tes aurores ruisselant d'or,

La petite feuille verte glissant dans I'arbre nu
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Et le chant du rouge-queue piguant mon coeur joyeux,
Retrouvant au bout d'un long voyage
Le jardin de ses amours.

Andrea H. Hedes | it Ly il

Romanian poetess, essayist, critic, publisher and journalist, born on February 23, 1977 (Dej,
Cluj County, Transilvania, Romania). With a degree in Cultural Studies (Babes-Bolyai
University of Cluj-Napoca), she has several published works, prizes and cultural activities.
Poétesse, essayiste et critique roumaine. 4 son actif s’inscrivent des écrits, des prix et
différentes activités culturelles., ) B B .
Zs.og}ﬁ.a 21;5153 &;u\j 61)3\};} 63J}jxl4 dLaQ‘ \A.\:ha) ‘ﬁ i;;LAJJEMLj 2\33\.}}3)9\.;3

NU EXISTA TARA PENTRU CE| iNVINSI
NO COUNTRY FOR DEFEATED MEN

(full text - texte intégral - texto completo - Je<ll { il
Poem in Romanian and English by the poetess

NU EXISTA TARA PENTRU CEI INVINS]

Nu exista tara pentru cei invingi

cei smeriti nu au spre cine se intoarce
capul nu si-l culca in pace

inima nu-si gaseste odihna

sufletul se zbate

si nu poate sparge

temnita trupului

strdini sunt ei pe pamant™®

si doar la Zeul cel Crunt

alinare.
* Psalmul 118, versetul 19

NO COUNTRY FOR DEFEATED MEN
No country for defeated men

the lowly ones have no one to turn to

they never lay their head down in peace
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and their heart finds no rest
their soul is wuthering

but can not break

the flesh cell

strangers on earth*

the bitter god alone

provides them with comfort.
*See Psalme 119 vers 19

Andreea Magdalena Untaru 9L 9 Ledise Ly i

Romanian German poetess and short-story writer, born in 1979 (Romania). Studied law in
Bucharest and Munich, working in the social sector. Since 2013 she leads an establishment
for homeless people in Munich. With writings and various cultural activities.

Poétesse et nouvelliste germano-roumaine, née en 1979 (Roumanie). A étudié le droit a
Bucarest et Munich, et travaille dans le domaine social. A son actif s inscrivent des écrits et
différentes activités culturelles.

o oy isnas o g (3 il sn (Liles)) N AVA Al e e L Ly, Laly 5,0l
eyt 3 Al 5 S sy e laal) Jlad)

TODAY

(full text - texte intégral - texto completo - J«\sl) 1,433\)
Poem in English.

Maybe tomorrow

I’ll be given another skin

which won’t itch after every
insignificant moment of indifference

and a lion-hearted mind
which will dare to challenge

their doubtful perfection

and to manifest
its own imperfection

maybe tomorrow
I won’t be hungering after
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your embrace
and won’t be envying
the moon you adore
and the waves you sink into

maybe tomorrow
my ears will stop
looking for your voice
and my lungs will cease satiating
with the air you breathe

maybe tomorrow
I will be able to talk to you
about Agape
without confusing it
with Eros

and you won’t be taking

silence for carelessness
and guardian angels

for intrusive paparazzi

.. as the dreams turn into hours
and the hours irreversibly elapse
I realize
this is tomorrow

Antonio Nazzaro

9L gi Lediare Ly i -4

500 gighad

Italian Venezuelan poet, translator, journalist and culture promoter, born in 1963 (Torino,
Italy). Founder and director of Tina Modotti Cultural Center (Caracas, Venezuela). With

books and various cultural activities.

Poete, traducteur, journaliste et promoteur de culture italo-vénézuélien, né en 1963 a
Torino (Italig). Fondateur et directeur du Centre Culturel Tina Modotti (Caracas,
Vénézuéla). A son actif s inscrivent des livres publiés et différentes act|V|tes culturelles.
L\.\J)S)AW)A (L\HLJ\ «}_\.U)J) \‘iiveu\ﬂ\}aw‘k;}‘)ﬂ QLL,.'\ @UJC})A} UA\A.;A} e;)a.«j ).CLM
MWM\AJM\jaqu.\SaJM)@ a}h;(‘ﬂ;ﬁ&y&b\ﬁ)@\&d\@;d}a
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DA AMORE/DE AMOR

PLAPRICCELS

(full text - texte intégral - texto completo - J«\sJ) L.:ﬂ\)

Poems in Italian and Spanish.

De el libro “Amor Migrante y el Ultimo Cigarrillo” (RiL Editores, Chile 2018)
Del libro “Amore Migrante e I’Ultima Sigaretta” (Edizioni Arcoiris, Italia 2018)

DA AMORE

Il ciabattare quasi trascinato
non & il mattino

appena alzato.

Ma il lento passo di madre
a scaldare il latte
come se fosse il cuore.

PER DANIELA NAZZARO

A te che non leggerai

ma come ti racconto

sulla tua sedia dalle ruote che non girano
sulla tua testa che non, che non sta su
e gli occhi ad indicare il nord e il sud
il sud di quest’amore

che non ha parole

ma raccoglie con la mano

la tua bava che cade

che cade su un bavaglino

dai cinquant’anni.

Dai cinquanta anni di silenzi.

DE AMOR

El chancletear casi arrastrado
no es la mafiana

apenas levantada.

Sino el paso lento de madre
a calentar la leche
como si fuera el corazén.

PARA DANIELA NAZZARO

A ti que no leeras

pero como te cuento

en tu silla de ruedas que no ruedan

sobre tu cabeza que no, que no esté arriba
y los ojos a indicar el norte y el sur

el sur de este amor

que no tiene palabras
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sino que recoge con la mano
tu baba que cae

gue cae sobre un babero

de cincuenta afios

Cincuenta afos de silencios.

DA MIGRANTE
L’emigrante lo riconosci
perché anche sotto il sole del mezzogiorno
disegna
due ombre.
DE EMIGRANTE
Al emigrante lo reconoces
porque también bajo el sol del mediodia
dibuja
dos sombras.

o~

T

#°%
~@§j{
¥ - |

Ashok Chakravarthy Tholana L 93 (1 5181 ,SLE g

Indian poet and review writer, hailina from Hyderabad City (Telanoana State, India).
Composina poetry for the past 30 vears, he has the rare distinction of 1500 of his poems
gettina selected for publication in various literary madazines. newspapers, journals, e-zines,
antholoaies etc. in no less than 90 countries in the world. He is also conferred with
several prestigious national and international awards, that include four doctorates and quite a
lot of laurels & commendations for his poetry contributions to promote universal peace.,
world brotherhood, environment consciousness, protection of nature, safeguarding
children’s Rights etc.

Poéte indian. 4 son actif s inscrivent différents trgvaux, décorations,et activités culturelles.
.MLM” .,.“ 33;\53 A.k.n.au" :"‘5 'La.u}‘} dLA.::‘ adg...a) Lf .Lsm ’);:L..’i

PATH OF ENLIGHTENMENT

(full text - texte intégral - texto completo - J«\sll 1)433\)
Poem in English.

The rise and fall in life is but very common
Spirituality is but an upright phenomenon;

It wields power to sweep all egoistic notions
As well uproots the base of worldly passions.
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Mere fulfillment of desires leaves us poorer

They turn our successes into horrible failures;
Self-imposed goals ignite fires for supremacy
For the suffering lot we ignore to show mercy.

Having got paralyzed by the worldly delusions
Steadfast Godly devotion is the honest option;
It saves us from getting drowned in the whirl

Where crocodiles in the guise of desires thrill.

The Omnipresent, The Most Mercy Incarnate,
The Only One who can safely steer life’s boat;
He’s the Rescuer Supreme and life’s Charioteer
Whoever trusts; indeed their obstacles disappear.

Let the fires of hatred be shunned, never fanned
Let the tendency for wars and ruin, be tamed;
Almighty thirsts for human love, mercy and care
Service to humanity is service to God! Remember.

Devotional verses lead us to paths of enlightenment
Yes, they are the fountains of all joys and delights.

Au Yeung Hok Him (Solomon) (03esiaw) mud Sl 9 &gy of

Chinese poet, named one of fifteen Young Poets by the poetry periodical “Shikan” (2018).

With several writings and various cultural activities.

Jeune poéte chinois. 4 son actif s inscrivent des écrits, des prix et des activités culturelles.
Aﬂmd\.ﬂ\mm\ ‘_,’J“‘)J\}Aj\}ubt.\g\wdbbm‘)‘:ﬁ u\.w\_,’_u..a‘)sba

HE/ZEE/TRAIN TICKETS

(full text - texte intégral - texto completo - J«\sll 1)433\)
Poem in traditional and simplified Chinese characters, then in English.
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(ED

(In Traditional Chinese characters)

%ﬁﬁ%
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R

EZVRHIEE

SRR
{ESBETHIAE

(EE)

(In Simplified Chinese characters)

PAT I 2%
—ERBRAEAETF
Hihr & 1
2% /b TR Bz

RMAE L R ALK 2 1t
Ji 7 HL S e e
P AL i)
T A

B
T T H TR RER
VT AR B0 25 % S A2 TR
SPAEAR R K R L
(SR UMD ASES
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TRAIN TICKETS
I walked the rails
in the palms of ticketed stubs,
dragging along
was how seemingly light
of those nostalgically overweighed tonnage

deep-slept in a distanced Mesopotamian thought,
drumming my belly
& all of me, during the way
whenever the boiling sounds
touched down a familiar stop...
there amplified a hope that came just another track closer

from time to time,
looking out of that same dusty glass,
vowing a laminated persistence of now over half a century,
just to contour some dated counts,
to sustain the inflation, exponentially,
as well as
the best that | too often
had missed out on that suppressing trail, bumping back home

Beverly M. Collins dsS a1 J pao

American poetess, author of the books, Quiet Observations: Diary thought, Whimsy and
Rhyme and Mud in Magic. Her poems have also appeared in California Quarterly, Poetry
Speaks! A year of Great Poems and Poets, The Hidden and the Divine Female Voices in
Ireland, The Journal of Modern Poetry, Spectrum, The Altadena Poetry Review and many
others. In 2012, she won a prize from the California State Poetry Society for her poem
entitled Uncle John Ames. In 2015, she was nominated for both the Pushcart Prize and Best
Independent American Poetry for her piece that appears in the Anthology entitled, Rubicon:
Words and Art Inspired by Oscar Wilde's De Profundis and was very recently “short hsted”
for the 2018 Pangolin Review Poetry prize for her poem, “Shredded” and gained her 2"
Pushcart Prize nomination for her poem, “Ice.”
Poétesse américaine. Elle a a son actif des livres publiés, des prix et des activités littérajres.
mmm\j‘y\}a}a‘)wuﬁum‘)@ MSJ)A\o)QL»
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PURPOSE/SEE

(full text - texte intégral - texto completo - J«\sJ) L.:ﬂ\)
Poems in English.

PURPOSE

Accepted for publication in the Altadena Poetry Review.

I am

the broken arch in a foot

that kept moving and found-
the journey does not judge the
traveler.

I am

the big unmuted voice within small
callings. A gritty note of music; that
found-the piano does not judge the
hands that stroke it.

I am

A dislocated chill pushed equally from
the shoulders of kings or beggars
Who found-when blankets warm,

they never judge the body they wrap.

lam

blind purpose searching not for rashes
upon skin, lumps from yesterday or bricks
for tomorrow. | am here, like ready air and
feed whatever lungs pull me into captivity.

SEE
Requested to be published in the upcoming 2019 Lummox 8 anthology.

| see the Sunny Day...

laughter at the breakfast table

with a drink in hand ready to toast in
the new day.

I see challenge’s silhouette outside the
door curtain. It’s spindly hand rattles
the crystal door knobs.

I see the scowl on worry’s brow as it enters
aroom and carries the belief we are short on

etlS .l e VO
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everything except anguish. It has no yeast
to raise its cake.

Again, | see hope mop the area like a free
maid in a delivery room. Knowing possibility
is coming naked and screaming.

Carolie Folloni 9_‘,33;:_;,933)\5
French poetess, born on November 9, 1984 (Nice, France). With ten published works since

2005 and various cultural activities.

Poétesse frangaise, née le 9 novembre 1984 a Nice (France). Titulaire d'un Master 2 de

Lettres et du CAFEP, elle a travaillé dans le milieu associatif avant de devenir professeur

certifiée en Lettres Modernes. Elle anime un atelier d’écriture, dix ouvrages publiés depuis

2005. L . . .
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CULTURE

(full text - texte intégral - texto completo - Je<ll £ il
Poem in French (Editions Valrose).

ENSEMBLE XI

CULTURE

L'Histoire révele, enseigne

L'amour de la Sagesse pense, égréne
Les Arts retracent, expriment - Suprémes
Architectures de la Culture

Qui se fonde et construit

Qui s'érige et batit

Qui s'édifie et établit

Notre Patrimoine

L'Education en témoigne -
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Young Moldovan poetess, born on October 31, 1997 (Cahul, Republic of Moldova). With

writings and various cultural activities.

Jeune poétesse moldavienne, née le 31 octobre 1996 a Cahul (Moldavie). A son actif

s’inscrivent des €crits et différentes activités culturelles.
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ARMONIE/HARMONY

(full text - texte intégral - texto completo - J«\sJ) 3435\)
Poem in Moldovan and English.

ARMONIE
Daca-as numdra razele
ce-fi valseaza,

Prin parul tau,
nger...

As cadea epuizat
pe bratele tale,

Pe umerii tai mici, firavi
si gol...

Si m-as scalda in vis
adanc,

Lipit, indragostit pe veci
de tine...

HARMONY
If | were to count the rays
that slip
Through your hair,
angel ...
I would fall exhausted
into your arms,



23- Cristina Bodlev ada g Lol »S WYY

On your small, frail,
bare shoulders ...
And | would dive into
a deep dream,
Attached to you, eternally
in love...

Daouda Mbouobouo 999990 129091

Cameroonian lawyer, writer, poet, literary critic, lecturer and culture promoter. Winner of
the Guillaume Apollinaire International Prize (2012) and the “Dipléme de la Francophonie”
(Europoésie, 2017).

Juriste, écrivain, poéte, critique littéraire, conférencier et promoteur de culture
camérounais. Lauréat du Prix International Guillaume Apollinaire (2012), et du Dipléme de
la Francophonie (Europoésie, 2017).
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YIRA FE/LOIN EST LE TEMPS

(full text - texte intégral - texto completo - Jo\<l i,afd\)
Poem and text in Bamum, with French translation.

YIRA FE

Fe yaah, yira fe yaah

Yira fe me pe ni lemtoum chi siche
Yira fe meng pe chi nghame

Fe yaah, Yira fe yaah
Feboket ni yoone li
Febokeét ni naah ti kwat

Fe yaah, yira fe yaah
Na cha facheha me mon
Kouju jehema me bokét
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LOIN EST LE TEMPS

Loin est le temps

Ou je me réjouissais sans penser
11 suffisait d’un clap ou d’un clic.

Loin est le temps
Ou la verdure luxuriante se prétait au jeu
C’était le temps des vifs paturages.

Loin est le temps....
Ou ma mére me bercait
Et I’aurore me réveillait

GBIME NCHO’ NCHA

Ly¢’ ju yira me ndi¢’. Mfong pe ma nsyé. Ngou Ntare Ngou pi phoum
cha. Mfong ma’ nsyé 10’ ng-i. Ndheure kout. Ha ma’ nsa’ lhou’ou ywop.

Pwati yeun youa yeu a ti fana. Gou pwen pi yi mi mfong ncha nati ya’ a wi.
Ndi hawa,yi pa ya’ chi chyéche yem ntem. Mfong lou” i mbi ng- wari. Pwen
pi phyep nkéng chi chyéche yem bi ntem.

A! meng ma me yeun ni yi. A pa chou mfong ngaa ncho’ ncha ntem ni dine
paa ket ncha. Pa Mam lou’ i pa’ mbwo.

— Al apé veru! Laa ngaa ncho’ ncha chi ghét cheyem.

— A pé vérou pwo.

Pwen pa’ mbwo. A pa pi chou mong lou’ i game, mbyé ndheure. Pwen yem
gn-arap ndjem men neuheu pep é ma si chi wine. Yé pi mbémi taa koupit. Pwen pyé
ndjem mi, mvii i ngwo nke.

— A ndi ne ncha ngoure, gbime ncha.

I ndeu’re yié lamgot. Pwen nkhyémi ngwoni me se mfong. Pwen li’ pa
mbwo. Mfong fou i fe te nchit fa sa ngou ni pa membyé. Lichi khwo ti ngou chi
mbo yé sabngam.

LA PECHE MYSTERIEUSE

Ce jour arriva. Le roi était sur place. Toute la population des quatre coins
du pays était rassemblée. Le roi donna le coup d’envoi et les compétiteurs
s’activérent donnant ainsi I’occasion a toutes autres supputations.

Nous allons voir ce que cela va donner. D’ailleurs tout le monde savait que
le roi de la péche n’allait en faire qu’une bouchée de ses concurrents.

Une heure, deux heures passérent sans rien. Le roi intrigué commenca a
s’inquiéter. L’attente devenait longue.

Ah! On n’a jamais vu ¢a! (Assistance) Quand soudain le roi de la péche sortit
un des plus gros poissons. Les bamoun ont commencé a applaudir. Ah! Cela nous
étonnait que le grand pécheur ne fasse rien.
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Cela nous aurait étonnés! La foule acclama le roi, quand un tout petit
enfant se mit a crier et se mit a courir .Les gens se retournérent et détournérent leur
regard sur un autre candidat, qui se débattait alors tant bien que mal avec sa canne a
péche qu’il ne voulait pour rien au monde lacher et qui I’entrainait inexorablement
vers la chute. L’assistance décida de Iui préter main forte, le saisit alors que 1’eau
I’entrainait déja.

C’était un énorme poisson, un poisson extraordinaire qui brillait comme de
I’or. On le porta en signe de triomphe et on le conduisit devant le roi. Le roi ouvrit
les portes de son palais et lui offrit en récompense une partie de son royaume avec
femme.

Son nom fit la une du pays et on en parlait désormais comme une légende.

Debasish Labhiri SadY Giceubsn

Indian poet. His poems have been widely published in journals like The Journal of the
Poetry Society of India, Muse-India, Indian Literature, Inkapture, The Poetry Salzburg
Review, Weber: The Contemporary West, Six Seasons Review, Byword, The Punch
Magazine and The French Literary Review among others; in French translation in Siécle 21,
Europe, Recours au Poeme & La Traductiére; and in Portuguese in NERVO: Colectivo de
Poesia. His three books of poetry are: First Will & Testament (Writers Workshop, 2012),
and No Waiting like Departure (Authors Press, 2016) which was shortlisted as one of the
five best collections of that year by Scroll & India Today and Tinder Tender: Poems of Love
& Loitering (Authors Press, 2018). His fourth book of poems, Poppies in the Post & Other
Poems, is forthcoming in 2019 from Red River Press. A translation of his selected poetry in
French, Paysage sans Verbes, is forthcoming from Editions APIC (France/Algeria) in 2019.
He is also on the editorial boards of Postcolonial Text, South Asian Review, The Riveraine
Muse and Gitanjali & Beyond (Scottish Centre for Tagore Studies), and a reviewer and
regular contributor to the ‘Life & Letters’ column of The Statesman newspaper.
Poéte indien. 1l a & son actif des livres publiés et différentes activités culturelles.
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THE BODY’S SECOND COMING /
(full text - texte intégral - texto completo - JelSli £ ,a1)
Poem in English.
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Many centuries slept

When you slept,

With eyes turned inwards,
Enjoying vignettes of your body’s history.
Meanwhile the world

Hid its ashes

Till I found them one day:
Skeletons of flowers;

The mystery of moths

That killed themselves

In one closed volume;

Friendless vows in flawed letters,
| found them all.

Many centuries desired you

And buried their dead,

Till I died in your sleep

To plunder the burial-chamber of desire.
My gain is your desire’s body

As it shall now come:

My solitude’s second coming.

Devshree Tiwari (5195 (S puid

Young Indian poetess and freelance writer, with writings and various cultural activities.
Jeune poétesse et redactrice pigiste indienne. A son actif s inscrivent des écrits et différentes
activités culturelles.
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(full text - texte intégral - texto completo - J«\<ll 1,43\)
Poem in English.

As | glide above the milky cascade
Draped around those amethyst hills
Azure above smudges with amber
and bows before embracing earth
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Running swathes of emerald and jade
festooned with smiling daisies
lavender smelling deity of wind
propel my flightless harpy wings

A pearl nimbus on the shore ahead
beckoning with its ruby eyes

familiar is its gracious sway

feathery wings, neck craned to the sky

I hover above to delay

The end of my glorious flight
Then perch on a carnelian petal
and watch the swan as it lay

A lapis lazuli

With a shape of an egg

The swan then tilts its head to me
As it looks, my eyes get hooked

| drift inside, the ruby eyes.

The shore is gone, | lay alone

On a bed of diamonds by the cascade
My heart is warm | move my arm

To feel the lapis resting on my chest.

As | glide above the milky cascade
Draped around those amethyst hills
My heart spew hues, my shadow is blue

The moon woos night by its soft serenade

Duan Guang’an

S5l 58 -

Olxilgs Olga

Chinese poet and scientific worker, born in 1956 (Tianjin, China). Chairman of the
Association of Tianjin Lu Li Study, vice-director and secretary general of Tianjin July
Poetry Society, associate managing editor of Tianjin Poets, and a member of the Chinese
Writers Association. He has published over 600 poems on newspapers and periodicals
including Poetry Periodical, Selected Poems, The Star Poetry Periodical, The Forest of
Poetry, Digest, and Xinhua Wenzhai (or New China Digest), etc. He has published two
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collections of poems: The Poems of Duan Guang’an and Selected Poems of Duan Guang’an.
He has won several prizes for his poems, some of which have been included into various
poetry anthologies and, some have been translated into English, Russian, Arabic, Romanian
and Italian, etc.

Poéte chinois travaillant dans le domaine scientifique, né en 1956 a Tianjin (Chine). Ayant
publié des livres, il a été traduit en plusieurs langues.
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RAX AL/ THESE STONES

(full text - texte intégral - texto completo - Ja\<l i,ah\)
Poems in Chinese with English translation by Zhang Zhizhong.
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THESE STONES
The hillside is interspersed
With sharp and angular stones
Who are familiar with each other like village boys
An unexpected mountain torrent
Engulfs them in a debris flow
Which flows downward into rivers

Rushing
Rushing
Rushing
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Until they are same and similar
Smooth and slick
Yet these stones still retain
Their sharpness which reveals
Upon breaking
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STONE TABLET
The stone tablet is an old man with broken arms
Indifferent
Yet his grace and vigor persists
The tip of a writing brush
Is bold and vigorous like the beard

Any impassioned speech
Fails to move him

History plays about him

A mere instant

Eduardo Moreno Alaréon 095,21 g 590 99,194
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Spanish novelist and short-story writer, born in 1974 (La Roda, Albacete, Spain). With
published books, prizes and various cultural activities. .
Romancier et nouvelliste espagnol, né en 1974 a La Roda (Albacete, Espagne). A son actif
s 'inscrivent des livres publiés, des prix et différentes activités culturelles.
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DAMA DE OTONO

(full text - texte intégral - texto completo - J«\<l) ZF:J\)
Text in Spanish.

Yo era entonces un chaval. Quiza por eso mis recuerdos tengan un tamiz exagerado
y fantasioso. Ya se sabe que la infancia es un periodo en que los ojos ven la vida diferente,
acaso mas intensa. A veces —al echar la vista atrds— he dudado de mis propias
percepciones. Razones de adulto. Explicaciones varias. Mas hay huellas indelebles en el
alma, imposibles de borrar por un cerebro ya maduro. ¢A qué tanto empefio en no asumir el
desconcierto? Hablo, claro estd, de ciertas impresiones que se graban en la mente méas
profunda, en el fondo de un pequefio corazén.

Muchos afios me separan de aquel nifio que un dia fui. De la tierra y el paisaje al
gue no he vuelto desde el dia del entierro de mi madre. jQué frio me resulta el columbario,
la imagen congelada de las tumbas! Ahora que ellos —mis padres— ya no estan, apenas
intercambio una llamada ocasional, intrascendente con mis hermanos. La pantalla tactil se
llena, eso es cierto, de mensajes y palabras siempre vacuas.

Casi nunca tengo tiempo de pensar. La ciudad me sedujo y me atrapd. Yo me dejé
cazar, y jugué a ser feliz. Voy y vengo. Trabajo, hago planes, sudo en el gimnasio, soy fiel,
finjo interés, miento a veces, codicio el puesto de otros, sus coches y salarios, fantaseo en
los descansos...y algunas noches suefio.

Otras ocasiones, muy pocas, me emborracho. Y entonces me miro con asco, con
desprecio. Me pregunto quién soy y una foto antigua —el gesto apenado de un nifio— me
responde.

Esta tarde oscura me acompafia un libro, también la copa y la botella. Cristina y los
nifios estan fuera. Mi mujer es una buena persona, pero es demasiado racional. Le gusta
vivir bien. Ordenadamente, sin sobresaltos. Aungue gana mas que yo, me exige (en
clausulas no escritas) seguridad financiera y conyugal. Yo cumplo las normas, o al menos lo
intento. No discutimos. Ultimamente no hacemos el amor.

La primavera de mi vida quedd atrds. Como las hojas de esos platanos enhiestos
que flanquean la avenida, yo también me arrugo y me marchito cada otofio, cada dia, cada
hora. ¢Qué pensaran esos arboles en medio del asfalto y el trafico? Ninguna tierra acogera
sus hojas muertas. Hasta el viento entendera lo estéril de su aliento, la abulia de vehiculos y
gentes, el trafago perpetuo y egoista.

La ginebra me muestra una cara diferente. Perdi la magia, si. Perdi mis raices, cierto. Hui de
mi mismo y me converti en un ser de plastico y metal. Cumplidor, anénimo urbanita,
nostalgico del nifio que una tarde abandoné.

Mas lGcido que nunca, dejé la copa a medias. Me puse el chandal y, sintiéndome
ridiculo, me fui al parque a caminar, tal vez a correr, no sé si a huir una vez mas. Cristina y
los nifios cenarian con Mercedes, mi suegra, un calco de su hija.
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Hacia frio. A ratos lloviznaba. Habia muy poca gente a aquellas horas en el parque.
Apagué el mévil y me senti mas ligero. Liberado de un peso inasible. Aqui si, el viento no
sentia vergiienza, tenia sentido y azotaba mi piel dura y el ocaso de noviembre.

El aire humedecido penetraba en mis pulmones, desahogaba la opresion artificial
de la gran urbe. Casi humano, mas cerca de la carne y de los huesos, abandoné el asfalto vy,
sin rumbo, caminé sobre una senda terrosa. Mis canas se tifieron de repente con sonrisas y
memorias del ayer. Rescaté al nifio que jugaba en las afueras (al futbol, al gua o las chapas),
al héroe que trepaba hacia las copas de los pinos defendido de atacantes invisibles. ..

Volvi al misterio de la infancia. Al recuerdo de un verano interminable y sofocante.
A la joven que una tarde lleg6 al pueblo; la chica sin memoria que acogimos en la casa por
un tiempo.

Lo decian las noticias. En la tele, en la radio, en los bares y en la plaza. No se
hablaba de otra cosa. El verano se alargaba y se alargaba. Ni rastro del otofio. Faltaban
veinte dias para Nochebuena y el estio proseguia. Sacaron en andas a la Virgen y las calles
se colmaron de plegarias. Mi padre, hombre cabal, recel6 de rogativas. «jEsto es obra del
demoniol», mascullaba a todas horas. No asi mi madre, que rezaba dia y noche. Y en esto
aparecié aquella muchacha pelirroja. Se cold en nuestro universo —diminuto— y lo puso
patas arriba.

Nada mas verla, mis hermanos y yo nos disputamos su cuidado como fieras. Asi,
de la noche a la mafiana, comenzaron las peleas intestinas. Y no era de extrafiar: jamas he
vuelto a ver una criatura tan hermosa. Ahi supe, por vez primera, lo que era el insomnio. Las
quimeras infantiles de un amor imposible, bisofio y primerizo.

La chica parecia enferma, confusa y extraviada. Guard6 cama unos dias. Enseguida
cobré fuerzas y, con sonrisa triste, capeo el bombardeo de preguntas.

Una noche de diciembre, abiertas las ventanas de par en par, nos dejo patidifusos
con su insolita aventura. Habl6 de bosques y conjuros, de luces y de sombras, de seres
primitivos y del robo de una bolsa en que guardaba su varita y sus hechizos.

Una vez, hace ya tiempo, quise contarles a mis hijos esta historia. Abrir mi corazén
y la coraza que me encierra. Mas pendientes de sus juegos virtuales —la vida resumida en
un rectdngulo—, apenas me prestaron atencion. Un muro de plasma nos aislaba para
siempre. Nada dije a Cristina, por supuesto. Perdi toda esperanza; me resigné a enterrar la
magia.

De crio me gustaba ir a cazar. (Tampoco he compartido nunca esto, pues entonces
el cazado seria yo). Mi padre me meti6 aquel gusanillo. Abierta la veda, saliamos al monte
los domingos —furgoneta, escopetas, la cesta con tortilla, el zurrén y dos perrillos—. Una
calida mafiana abatimos tres perdices, dos liebres y una bestezuela; un ser deforme, barbado
y orejudo que —Ilo supimos al llegar a su altura— aferraba entre sus garras una faltriquera.

Como buenos cristianos, enterramos al ladrén bajo una encina.

Regresamos al ocaso con las piezas y un paélpito halagiefio. Habia radios
encendidas, voces agudas en los patios. Locutores deportivos amagaban con infartos
fulminantes. Mi padre extrajo la bolsita y la tendié a la muchacha. Esta, radiante de sorpresa
y entusiasmo, lanz6 un grito agudo de alegria.

Aquella misma noche, la ninfa torné al bosque. Con su marcha entré el otofio mas
hermoso que recuerdo. EI mas largo e intenso. Ahito de magia y belleza, pues las hadas del
invierno y primavera concedieron una tregua excepcional.

Jamaés he vuelto a verla, pero sé que sigue viva, que mi infancia no esta muerta. La
siento cada otofio renacer.
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Italian poetess, born on April 30, 1958 (Taranto, Italy). Researcher at the National Council

of Research (marine biology department), she is married and mother of two sons. With five

published poetry books and various cultural activities.

Poétesse italianne, née le 30 avril 1958 a Taranto (Italie). Elle a & son actif cing recueils

publiés et différentes activités culturelles. i
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LA PELLE E UN VESTITO

(full text - texte intégral - texto completo - J«\sJ) L.:SS\)

Poem in Italian, with English version by the poetess. French and German versions by Emily
Carlizzi. Romanian version by Lidia Popa. Spanish version by Antonio Nazzaro (NNLP).
Arabic version by an anonymous person, revised by Naji Naaman.

LA PELLE E UN VESTITO
Chiaro punteggiato da efelidi,
s’indossa fra nordici fiordi,
profuma d’abeti innevati,

si tinge di boreali colori.

Mediterranee le genti,

usano quello olivastro.

Ricorda gli ulivi maestosi,

la secca e brulla campagna,
lucertole negli anfratti ombrosi.

Tanti lo portano ambrato,

a volte tendente al marrone.
E’ spolverato

di soffice sabbia dal ghibli,
di rossa arenaria di templi,
di gocciole aeree d’atolli.
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Nero lo indossano in molti,
lucido o opaco sui volti,

da bianche perle illuminato
s’ispira all’ebano pregiato.
E’ adatto a gialle savane,

a imponenti sacri baobab.

Protegge il vestito,

scattanti o deboli muscaoli,

di cartilagini e tendini intrecci,

di vene lo stesso dedalo,

che il sangue convogliano al cuore.

Sempre

rosso e del sangue il colore.
Sempre

salato & delle lacrime il sapore.

Qualunque sia del vestito il colore...

THE SKIN IS A DRESS
When it is pale and by ephelis spotted
it is worn among Nordic fiords,

it smells of high snow firs,

it is painted by boreal colors.

Mediterranean people
put on the olive dress.
It reminds superb olive trees,
the dry and bare countryside,
lizards in sheltered recesses.

Some people wear the amber dress
which sometimes may also be brownish.
It is sprayed of desert sand by Ghibli.

It is sprinkled by air drops from atolls.
It is spattered by temple red sandstone.

Many persons use the black dress.
It may be shiny or mat on the face.
It is brightened by white pearls.

It is inspired to precious ebony.

It is suitable to yellow savannas.

It is suitable to superb holy baobab.

The dress always protects
rippling or weak muscles,
networks of cartilages and tendons,

0 ety WY
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the same maze of veins
which convey the blood to the heart.

Blood is always red.
Tears are always salty.

Whatever the dress color is.

LA PEAU EST UNE ROBE
Claire, parsemée d'éphélides,

elle se porte entre les fjords du nord,
sent les sapins enneigés,

c’est teintée des couleurs boréales.

Les peuples méditerranéens,

utilisent I' olive.

elle nous rappelle les oliviers majestueux,
la campagne séche et aride,

et le lézards dans les gorges ombragées.

Plusieurs la portent ambrée,
parfois tendant a brunir.

Elle est dépoussiéré

de sable doux du ghibli,

de grés rouge des temples,

de gouttelettes aériennes d'atolls.

Plusieurs la portent noire,

brillante ou opaque sur les visages,
par des perles blanches éclairée

elle est inspirée par I'ébéne précieux.
Elle s adapte aux savanes jaunes,
aux baobabs imposants et sacrés.

la robe protége,

muscles vifs ou faibles,
cartilages et tendons entrelacés,
le méme dédale des veines

que le sang transmette au coeur.

Toujours

le rouge est la couleur du sang.
Toujours

le godt des larmes il est salé.

Quelle gue soit la couleur de la robe ...

& it yoiat W
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DIE HAUT IST EIN KLEID
Klar mit Epheliden Ubersat,

er tragt nordische Fjorde,

riecht nach verschneiten Tannen,

es ist mit nordischen Farben gefarbt.

Mittelmeerische Menschen,

Sie benutzen den Olivenbraun.

Erinnere dich an die majestatischen Olivenbdume,
die trockene und karge Landschaft,

Eidechsen in schattigen Schluchten.

Viele tragen es Bernstein,
manchmal zu braun neigen.

Es ist abgestaubt

aus weichem Sand vom Ghibli,
aus rotem Sandstein von Tempeln,
von Lufttropfchen von Atollen.

Schwarz tragen sie es in vielen,
glanzend oder matt auf den Gesichtern,
aus weil beleuchteten Perlen

es ist von edlem Ebenholz inspiriert.

Es ist geeignet fir gelbe Savannen,

zu heiligen Baobabs.

Schitzt das Kleid,

bissige oder schwache Muskeln,
Knorpel und Sehnen verweben,
von Adern das gleiche Labyrinth
die das Blut zum Herzen fiihren.

Immer

Rot ist die Farbe von Blut.

Immer

der Geschmack von Trénen ist salzig.

Egal welche Farbe das Kleid hat...

PIELEA ESTE O ROCHIE
punctata clar cu pistrui,

se poarta ntre fiorduri nordice,
miroase a brazi ninsi,

este colorata in culori nordice.
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Oamenii mediteraneeni,
folosesc acel masliniu.
Amintesc de maslinii maiestuosi,
ariile rurale uscate si goale,
sopérle Tn chei umbroase.

Multi il poarta de culoarea chihlimbarului,
uneori tinde sa devind maroniu.

Este prafuit

de nisip moale de la ghiblii,

din gresia rosie a templelor,

de picaturi aeriene de atoli.

Negrul il poarta mai multi,
stralucitor sau mat pe chipuri,
de perle albe iluminat

este inspirat de abanosul pretios.
Potrivit pentru savanele galbene,
a impunatorilor baobabi sacri.

Protejeaza rochia,

muschii accentuati sau slabi,

din cartilagini si tendoane intercalate,
din venele aceluiasi labirint,

ce transmite sangele cdtre inimd.

Mereu

rosu este de culoarea sangelui.
Mereu

sarat are gustul lacrimilor.

Oricare ar fi culoarea rochiei ...

LA PIEL ES UN VESTIDO
Claro punteado de efélides,

se viste entre nérdicos fiordos,
perfuma de abetos nevados,

se tifie de boreales colores.

Mediterraneas las gentes,

utilizan la aceitunada.

Recuerda los olivos majestuosos,

la seca y la yerma campifia,

lagartijas en los recovecos sombrosos.
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Muchos lo llevan ambarino,

a veces que tiende al marron.
Esta empolvado

de suaves arenas por el lebeche,
de roja arenaria de templos,

de gotitas aéreas de atolones.

Negro lo visten muchos,

licido u opaco en los rostros,

por blanca perlas iluminado

se inspira en el ébano preciado.
Es apto para amarillas sabanas,
para imponentes sagrados baobab.

Protege el vestido,

veloces o débiles musculos,

de cartilagos y tendones entrelazamientos,
de venas el mismo dédalo,

que la sangre encauzan al corazon.

Siempre
rojo es de la sangre el color.

Siempre
salado es el sabor de las lagrimas.

Cualquiera que sea del vestido el color...
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Florentina Chifu o Leda’ygla

Romanian poetess, born on September 23, 1962 (Bucharest, Romania). With published

books and various cultural activities.

Poétesse roumaine, née le 23 septembre 1962 a Bucarest (Roumanie). Professeur dans

I'enseignement primaire_dans le cadre du Collége National «Mihai Eminescu» Bucarest,

membre de I'Union des Ecrivains de Roumanie (Filiale de littérature pour les enfants et les

jeunes), coordonnatrice et chef du Choeur des Enfants «Clopoteii Veseli». Elle a a son actif

des livres publiés et différentes activités culturelles. . i
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RUGA PENTRU NATURA/PRIERE POUR LA NATURE

(full text - texte intégral - texto completo - Je\Sl £ i)
Poem in Romanian and French.

RUGA PENTRU NATURA
Ingerul meu cu voce maiastra

Peste paduri zboara-n zarea albastra.
Vino la geam, ma binecuvanta!

Si la fereastra o pasare canta.

Ingerul meu cu razi-aurie

E-un curcubeu ratacit pe campie.
Vino in taind, ma lumineaza!

Si 1n gradind un flutur vegheaza.

Ingerul meu cu blanda aripa

Trece oceanul cu valuri de-o clipa.
Vino senin, cu mine pluteste!

Si un delfin peste val se iveste.

Cand peste camp, gradina sau ape
Fluturi, delfini, pasari vor fi aproape,
Nu le rapi fardma de viata!

Poate ca-s ingeri ce lumea rasfata.

PRIERE POUR LA NATURE

Mon ange a la voix enchantée

Vole au-dessus des bois bleutés

Viens me bénir, lui dis-je

Et a ma fenétre le chant d’un oiseau s’érige.

Mon ange a rayon doré

Est un arc-en-ciel égaré dans les prés.

Viens en secret pour m’enluminer !

Et dans le jardin un papillon se met a veiller.

Mon ange aux ailes de velours

Traverse I’océan aux vagues qui courent.
Viens pour planer serein avec moi !

Et dans les vagues apparait un dauphin.

Et lorsque sur les champs, les jardins et les eaux
Papillons, dauphins et oiseaux se rassembleront,
Ne tue pas en eux le petit grain de vie,

Car ce sont des anges qui au monde sourient.
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Gérard Adam plal 5 aa

Belaian phvsician and writer, born on January 1%, 1946 (Onhaye, Namur province, Belgium).
With published books, awards and various cultural activities.

Meédecin et homme de lettres belge, né le 1* janvier 1946 & Onhaye (Province de Namur,
Belgique). Séjour au Congo belge 1952-54. Dans le cadre de I'Ecole Royale du Service
Médical de I'Armée: études de médecine a I'Université de Liege et a I'Université Libre de
Bruxelles (dipldmé en 1971). Formation complémentaire en acupuncture (AFA, Paris,
1980-1983), certificat de médecine des catastrophes (ULB, 1989). Médecin militaire de
1971 a 1998. Trois années de coopération technique au Zaire (actuelle République
Démocratique du Congo, 1973-1976). Quatre annges (1971-1973 et 1977-1979) en
Allemagne. Durant dix-neuf ans médecin chef de 1’Ecole Royale Militaire (1979- 1997).
Meédecin tropicaliste de I’Antenne Chirurgicale d’Intervention Rapide de 1979 a 1993. Co-
fondateur du Groupe professionnel militaire d’Amnesty International Belgique.
Participation a l'opération Kolwezi en 1978. Plusieurs missions au Rwanda. Participation a
la Force de Protection des Nations Unies en Bosnie en 1994. Parallélement, pratique de
lacupuncture, et enseignement de ’acupuncture a Paris et Anvers. Médecin-conseil aux
Mutualités Socialistes du Brabant de 1998 a 2006. Actuellement retraité. Co-fondateur en
2007 et responsable depuis 2010 des éditions M.E.O. Membre d’Amnesty International
Belgique, de la Ligue des Droits de I’Homme et du Pen-Club de Belgique francophone.
Depuis 1988, publication d’une production littéraire forte d’une quinzaine de titres.
Notamment, prix NCR (AT&T) 1989 pour «L’Arbre blanc dans la Forét noirey et prix
Emma Martin 2013 pour «De I'existence de dieu(x) dans le tram 56»; finaliste du prix
Rossel en 1992, & deux reprises du prix de la nouvelle Radio-France-Internationale, du Prix
Gros Sel en 2009 et du Prix du Parlement de la Federation Wallonie-Bruxelles en 2012.
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L’ARBRE BLANC DANS LA FORET NOIRE

(extracts - extraits - extractos - cilikii)

Text in French.
Gérard Adam, “L’arbre blanc dans la forét noire”, Prix NCR-AT&T.

Dés ’entrée, je remarque une vieille aux cheveux jaunatres, demi-nue, qui haléte, le
dos appuyé contre la téte du lit, calée tant bien que mal par des coussins auxquels
s’agrippent deux bras filiformes.

— Décompensation cardiaque terminale! Elle est arrivée cette nuit de Kota-Katembe,
quinze kilométres, ses fils 1’ont portée sur un brancard. Ils auraient mieux fait de la laisser
mourir au village!
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Elle veut passer outre, mais la pauvre chose trouve la force d’une supplication dans
son regard éteint. Je ne puis m’empécher de lui prendre le poignet, précautionneux, comme
§’il allait se briser. Une gale suintante laboure la peau cornée. Pouls emballé, fin cheveu
tendu au fond de la gouttiére radiale. Cent vingt, cent trente? Ventre dilaté par 1’ascite.

Un stagiaire me passe son stéthoscope. Gros cceur, souffles a tous les foyers, stase
dans une bonne moitié des poumons. Je souléve le pagne, qui dissimule des jambes
ravagées, cedémateuses, avec un ulceére torpide. La feuille de température indique trente-
huit; comme traitement, un seul comprimé de digitaline.

— Ma Sceur, je pense qu’il faudrait ponctionner 1’ascite.

Elle me fixe, et je n’arrive pas a déchiffrer un regard qu’elle détourne bientot, pour
s’adresser au stagiaire, a qui je viens de rendre le stétho.

— Tu as entendu, Kiaku? Tu prépareras un plateau.

— En attendant, peut-on injecter deux ampoules de Digoxine et deux de Lasix ? En
intraveineux?

— Deux, vous croyez?

Crispée. Je prends ma voix la plus miel pour atténuer le choc.

— Oui, ma Sceur, deux maintenant et deux autres vers vingt heures.

Elle a blémi. Ces doses de cheval doivent heurter ses habitudes héritées du temps
héroique des premiers cardiotoniques. Mais elle se ressaisit.

— Docteur, pourriez-vous I’inscrire sur la feuille de température? Les infirmiers ne
sont pas habitués, voyez-vous...

D¢ja, Kiaku revient avec la seringue. Je sens qu’il vaut mieux injecter moi-méme ; la
vieille parait endormie, qu’elle ne vienne pas a claquer! Je serre le garrot qu’on me tend;
peau si fine au coude que 1’aiguille s’enfonce quasi sans pression... Juste un petit cri lorsque
je laretire.

Nous sortons en silence. Le ciel est une eau cristalline, bleutée par une transparence
insondable; 1’ascension du soleil y fore sa trouée incandescente, qu’auréole un tressaillement
de vapeur ambrée. Entre ’astre et le sol recuit s’établit un dialogue de maitre a esclave, la
latérite renvoyant en ondes de chaleur le trop-plein de rayons qu’elle ne peut absorber. Je
suffoque, mes paupiéeres se crispent malgré moi, je dois bander ma volonté pour ne pas
tituber.

Hasier Agirre o pliayjla
Spanish aphorist and translator, born in 1976 (Basque Country, Spain). Philologist, he works
in the Department of Culture of the Basque Government. In the literary field, he has won
twice the aphorism championship of the UVP (University of the Basque Country) and has
published a single book entitled "Zaharrak aberri". Dedicated himself more fully to the
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translation of aphorisms into Basque, focusing on authors such as Valeriu Butulescu
(Hareazko Oasiak) or Zarko Petan (Aforismoak). Has also translated the anthology of
aphorisms against war published by the Circle of Aphorists of Belgrade.

Aphorlste et traducteur espagnol, né en 1976 au Pays Basque (Espagne). A son actif
s 'inscrivent des €crits, des traductions et des activités culturelles.
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APHORISMS

(full text - texte intégral - texto completo - J«\sl) g;m)
Texts in Euskara and Spanish.

Suizidio-estatistikak sustoz hil ez gaitezen ezkutatzen dira
Las estadisticas de suicidio se esconden para que no muramos del susto.

Hizkuntza batean murgiltzen ez dena berehala itotzen da.
El que no se sumerge en una lengua, se ahoga en seguida.

Ba al dago, egun, eskukoa baino telefono finkoagorik?
¢Hay hoy en dia teléfono més fijo que el mévil?

Politikari kaskarrak agintean usteltzen dira; pattalenak, ordea, ustelduta iristen dira.
Los politicos mediocres se corrompen en el poder, pero los perores llegan ya
corrompidos.

Klon bat bagenu, berarekin haserretuko ginateke.
Si tuviéramos un clon, nos enfadariamos con él.

Ikuspegi merkearen ondorio garestia da mertzenarioa.
El mercenario es la cara consecuencia de un punto de vista pobre.

Kontuz! Burdinazko eskuek agindu dezakete eskularruak jantzita.
jCuidado! Las manos de hierro también pueden llevar guantes.

Gaitz sendaezina: gu baino indartsuagoa den gure ahulezia.
La enfermedad incurable: una debilidad nuestra mas fuerte que nosotros.

Ez da harritzekoa Interneten erradikalizatzea. Militarren asmakizuna da.
No es de extrafiar que la gente se radicalice en Internet. Es un invento militar.
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American French Spanish poetess, writer, translator and actress, born in Paris (France).
Served as a Judge for the 2017 Jacar Press Full Length Competition, the 2016 PEN Center
USA Translation Award, the 2015 Writer’s Digest Challenge, and the 2014 Rabindranath
Tagore Award. She volunteered as a Mentor for AWP’s Writer-to-Writer program. She co-
edits Plume and Fulcrum: An Anthology of Poetry and Aesthetics. She is English Language
Cultural Editor of Levure Littéraire, contributing Editor to Cervena Barva Press and
Editorial Advisor of Envision Earth Magazine. Studied English Philology and Literature in
Cambridge, England; Spanish at the International Universities of Santander and Baeza,
Spain; and German at the Goethe Institute in Bremen, Germany. She attended Hamilton
College, New York, where she also taught French and Spanish, and the Sorbonne, Paris,
where she wrote her thesis on Henry James for her master’s in American Literature. She
worked as a translator/interpreter for the Canadian Embassy in Paris and taught at the Ecole
Active Bilingue in Paris and at Loyola Marymount University in Los Angeles. She is the
recipient of numerous awards and honors. Her books include three bilingual poetry
collections and four translations. She also writes children stories and co-wrote with John
FitzGerald the screenplay Primate, based on his novel.

Poétesse, écrivaine, traductrice et actrice américo-franco-espagnole, née a Paris (France).
A son actif s inscrivent des livres publiés, des prix et différentes activités culturelles.
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DANCING THE DREAM/Z % £ 5

(full text - texte intégral - texto completo - Je<ll { il
Poem in English, with Japanese version by Mariko Sumikura (NNLP).

DANCING THE DREAM
This is a story of flight,
a story of roots,
a story of grace.
I am the wandering child.

Every journey knows a secret destination.
I’ll find my way without a map, rely
on memory embedded in my mother's embrace
on stormy nights at the foot of the Alps.
I'll find home in the heart
of a rose, retrieve my soul,
anchored in the still point


https://www.awpwriter.org/community_calendar/user_view/5152/cardona_helene
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where psyche rests
the presence of mystery so luminous
I 'm infused with its essence.
| walk the labyrinth, let
go of confined desires.

I rip the vine intertwined around
the umbilical, liberate the letters of
my name. They soar above the ocean

for the falcon to reclaim.
I ’'m dancing the dream
on the brink of barren ravaged realms.
From volcanic pumice and pure clay
I reap scrumptious blossoms of love,
earth’s sweet and savory ambrosia.
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Canadian poetess and editor, born in Sherbrooke (Québec, Canada). She has published 38
poetry books. Her poems were also published in many poetry journals and anthologies in
Canada, France, U.S.A., Romania. India and on many websites the last 20 years. She
participated to poetry shows, book shows, exhibition of her poetry on photos in Québec and
in France, gave workshops in Québec and France. She is the representative of the
international movement Immagine & Poesia in Canada and editor of anthologies for this
said group.

Poétesse canadienne, née a Sherbrooke (Québec, Canada). Elle a publié 38 livres de poésie.
Ses poemes ont paru dans plusieurs revues et anthologies, au Canada, France, Etats Unis
d’Amérique, Roumanie et sur plusieurs sites web ces 20 derniéres annees. Elle a participé a
des récitals, salons de livres, expositions de sa poésie sur photos au Québec et en France, et
animé des ateliers de poésie au Québec et en France. Elle est la représentante canadienne
du mouvement international Immagine & Poesia, Turin, et collabore a [’édition
d’anthologies pour ce mouvement.
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SCENE DE NUIT/NIGHT SCENERY

(full text - texte intégral - texto completo - J«\Sl) i,;m)
Poems in French and English.

SCENE DE NUIT
Une scéne de nuit

est une oeuvre grandiose
se déploie en silence

a la tombée du jour

elle fait son nid

dans les regards étoilés

au passage d'un clair de lune
embrase les coeurs étonnés

dans un silence partagé
bouscule les réves
et toutes les tragédies
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NIGHT SCENERY
A night scenery

is a grand work
displayed in silence
as dusk sets

it makes its nest

in starry eyes

when the moonlight passes by
setting ablaze amazed hearts

in a sharing silence
it shakes all dreams
and all dramas

L’ETINCELLE

Dans notre moule d'argile
persiste une étincelle

de paix que I'espoir
ranime d'un souffle

cette force chaude
comme un soleil
entre nos mains
cultive la compassion
a chaque mouvement
amoureux

dans le pli des paumes
elle recompose

nos histoires
inachevées

THE SPARK

In our clay mold
stands a spark

of peace that hope
revives with a blow

this warm strength
between our hands
like a sun

raises compassion
in each loving
movement

O il 9194
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in our fold palms

it resets

our unaccomplished

stories

SOUHAITS

Démolissez tous les murs
pour laisser pousser les fleurs
et aussi tous les arbres

leur senteur et leur ombrage
procurant un paysage radieux
pour les esprits blessés
étendus sur le canevas

d’un temps blafard

Avec les briques des murs
construisons des maisons

aux portes ouvertes et souriantes
pour jouir du vent soufflant

des mots enchantés

enveloppés d’une lumiére

et ses bons souhaits

WISHES

Break all the walls down

to let the flowers grow

and all the trees also

fragrance and shade

will radiate the whole landscape
of the wounded minds

laying on the canvas

of dusty times

Let's take the bricks of walls
to build houses

leaving open smiling doors
to enjoy the wind blowing
enchanted words

wrapped in the light

of good wishes

Oy s 97 -OA
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NUIT ECLATEE
Avez-vous remarqué
que la nuit porte en elle
toute la lumiére du jour
ses accents graves

les plus fragiles

ses accents aigus

les plus oses

Nuit extravagante

éclatée de rire

en attente du jour

et la vie au-dedans

ses murmures

ses passions

et tous les accents appropriés
au fur et a mesure

des événements

SPARKLING NIGHT
Have you noticed that

the night carries within her
all the day light

its most fragile

low sounds

its most daring

high ones

Fanciful night

bursting into laughter
while awaiting the day
and the life within

its whispers

its passions

and all the suitable sounds
gradually unfolding

as time goes on

VAGUES DE NUIT

Une goutte d'eau dans la mer
ne souléve pas les vagues
mais elle gonfle la vie
jusqu'au coeur de la nuit
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ainsi va

la vie dans la nuit

la nuit dans la goutte

la goutte dans les vagues
les vagues au coeur

de la vie

et peu aprés

la nuit reprend son souffle
d'une vie arrosée

dans le réve

d'une mer en furie

NIGHT WAVES

A drop in the sea
doesn’t raise waves
but it inflates life
until the night’s heart

such is

life in the night
night in a drop
drop in waves
waves in the heart
of life

And soon after
the night catches its breath
from a watered life

in the raging sea’s
dream

Ilvo Mijo Andrié Ol i gote gy
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Poet and writer, born on November 11, 1948 (Caniéi, near Tuzla, Bosnia and Herzegovina).
Lives and works in Zagreb (Croatia) since 2004. Has published more than 40 books of
poetry, prose, essays, literary representations, aphorisms and epigrams, and has been
published in thirty anthologies almanacs and joint book published in the Balkan region.
Besides literary works, he has published more than 50 scientific papers and three books on
the subject of protection of workers' rights. Some of his literary works have been translated
into English, German, Czech, Slovak, Slovenian, Macedonian, Russian, Chinese, Armenian
and Romanian. Member of the Croatian Writers Association and the Writers' Association of
Bosnia and Herzegovina. 5

Poéte et écrivain, né le 11 novembre 1948 & Caniéi (prés de Tuzla, Bosnie-Herzégovine),
vivant a Zagreb (Croatie) depuis 2004. A son actif s’inscrivent des livres publiés et
différentes activités culturelles.
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MY COUNTRY

(full text - texte intégral - texto completo - Ja\Sl) i;m)
Poem in English.

My country has been made
Of the two pieces of cloth clumsily ripped
From the old Balkan uniform.
It does not have lining nor pockets
There are buttonholes for buttons
Which have fallen away in the Middle Ages.

My bag is a country in which the farmer
Returns the badger from the court
On probation for stealing other people's grain.
Trough my country and towards the west
White slave traders pass
Heroin dripping from the corner of their eyes.

My country is sewn by the measure of the capital
At the global level and it is not alternate
Although it is as small as a coffee cup.

In spite of everything — it is my
For each document issued in Zagreb
Or Sarajevo
Which I carry in my empty wallet.

My country is tailored with a rifle
Artillery, tanks and mines
That is why it is so big.
Thus, that is the way to shape up the country of heroes
Sprinkled with the ashes of the ancestors
While making love in a fashionable
European lobby.
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My country has been conceived
In de facto marriage between East and West
That runs without interruption for centuries
People flee from my country
When a brawl erupts
Because of their religion or nation — it doesn 't really matter.

My country is the country of two words
And a letter in the middle
Just as it suits to a real country.
When it has been completed by the world's masons
It will have the east, north and south
And will be the West as much as — debt.

My country has been drawn with a heart
Just as the line is drawn — an open circuit.

Janina Osewska 158 5 of Lgilss

Polish poetess and photographer, born in Augustow (Poland) where she lives. Graduated
from the Bialystok University of Technology. Completed post-graduate studies at the
University of Warsaw in the field of pedagogy and post-graduate studies at the Warsaw
University of Technology in the field of computer science. Member of The Polish Writers
Association and Academia Europea Sarbieviana. Published four volumes of poetry: ‘W
strone ciszy’ (Eng. ‘Towards silence’, 2003), ‘Do czasu przysziego’ (Eng. ‘Until the time to
come’, 2007), ‘“Tamto’ (Eng. ‘That’, 2015) and ‘Niebieska chwila’ (Eng. ‘Blue moment’,
2017). She was a coordinator of the literary projects ‘Augustow in Poetry’ (2007) and ‘The
land of Augustow in Poetry and Prose’ (2008) which resulted in publishing poem anthology
entitled ‘“Tam prosto do Augustowa’ (Eng. ‘Directly to Augustéw’) and anthology of poetry
and prose entitled ‘OpowieSci o ziemi augustowskiej’ (Eng. ‘Tales of the land of
Augustéw’). Her poems were published in numerous journals in the country and abroad, and
were translated into English, German, Lithuanian, Czech and Ukrainian. She is a laureate of
a Grand Prix (2004) and an award (2005) in the International Poetry Competition in the
U.S.A. She was also shortlisted at Stokestown International Poetry Prize in Ireland (2015).
In 2017 she was granted a creative scholarship of the Podlaskie voivodeship marshal. She is
also engaged in photography. She published author’s photographic album entitled “okruchy”
(Eng.‘elements’g (2011) which was nominated for the title of ‘“The most beautiful book of
2011 in the 52" Contest of the Polish Publishers Association and the Athens Photo Festival
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(2015). She has participated in group exhibitions and had 20 individual exhibitions. Her
photographic projects were realized in Poland, U.S.A., Lebanon, Syria, Australia and New
Zealand.

Poétesse et photographe professionnelle polonaise. A son actif s’inscrivent des livres
publiés, des expositions, des prix et des activités culturelles.
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SAD PELEN JABLONI/AN APPLE ORCHARD

(full text - texte intégral - texto completo - Je\<ll { il
Poem in Polish, with English version by Karol Chojnowski and Desmond Graham.

SAD PELEN JABLONI
pamietam kazda jabton
na ktora udato si¢ wspiaé

na gorze pomig¢dzy konarami
czulo si¢ wolno$¢ i byto §wieto

z liturgig smakow i1 zapachow
lepkiej zywicy i malinowek
zielonopurpurowe liscie

przyjmowaty spowiedz —

nastawat czas ulgi podobnej tej
gdy galaz oddaje owoc trawie

dzisiaj po szczeblach dni
schodze do tamtego sadu
coraz glebiej

i glebiej

AN APPLE ORCHARD
I remember every apple-tree
I was able to climb

up there in the branches
was freedom and feastday

with a liturgy of smells and sensations
the stickiness of resin and the taste of apples

greenish-purple leaves
hearing confession
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a time for relief
like a branch yielding fruit to the grass

today | am going back down
the steps of a ladder of days to that orchard

deeper
and deeper

Khusan Tursunov 8 g4 guur y 9 Ol g>

Uzbeki scientist, journalist and writer. Author of collections of science fiction stories.
Member of the international seminars of science fiction writers, winner of the literary
contest “Golden Stool”, conducted by the American University of Central Asia (AUCA -
2008, the novel “Khanami”), the winner of the international literary contest “Children's
Book”, conducted by the publishing house “Azur” in 2009, in nomination “Prose for
Children” - the story “My Friend Cyborg”. “Khanami” was published in Japan in 2012. The
book of the "Nega-negachi asaltoy" is recommended by the Ministry of Public Education of
the Republic of Uzbekistan as an additional textbook for primary school classes. The
collection of fantastic stories “Path through lightning” has been successfully tested as a
textbook on innovative thinking for students of colleges and lyceums of Uzbekistan.
Homme de science, journaliste et écrivain ouzbek. Avec des livres publiés, des prix et
differentes activites culturelles. ) . . ) . .
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THE LAST MESSENGER

(full text - texte intégral - texto completo - J«\sl) ‘u‘fﬂ\)
Text in English.

Another question, the boy simply "tweaked" Chel.

Chel faltered, jerked, a strange clap sounded inside him, blew smoke (if it was smoke), and
an artificial muscular body, clad in blue overalls, crashed to the floor.

The boy quietly dialed his father’s number.
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"Pa," he said. "My teacher is having another fit."

"I think | asked you not to torment him with questions that have not yet been answered,
son."

“But I'm not interested in simple questions.”

"All right. It will be repaired. And go out, take a walk.”

"Please," the boy asked. “Let them fix it quickly. Let his brains be improved, and let him be
dressed more interestingly.”

He walked over to the Chel lying on the floor.

- “Don’t be sad. Soon you will return to me. As clever as before. No, you will come back
even more intelligent. We will have something to talk about.”

And he skipped out of the room.

The cab of the high-speed elevator moved smoothly, and Michael Taylor, an engineer, one
of Clive Barton's aides, the president of the company of thinking cars, smiled. Mr. Clive
Barton did not call him often, but it was almost always for the same occasion. Carpets,
silence. A comfortable armchair at the big table. It seemed that the president had fallen
asleep. His eyes were covered, his breathing even, the reflections of the real Venetian
chandelier played wonderfully on his big bald spot. Wrinkles on the round face also
betrayed the president's age, but Clive Barton, the winner of all the most prestigious awards
in the field of industrial robotics, the student of Engelberg himself, never thought about it.
"Come on in, Michael."

The assistant settled in the armchair.

"Is there a problem, Boss?"

“I want to believe that, for us, this is not a problem. I'm talking about Chel. He refused,
again. Actually, we created it for filmmakers. He confidently played the role of Teacher. He
was very confident in the worst, in the most neglected school of the Bronx, because he was
designed for the highest overload. My friend Davis, Jeffrey Davis ... " Barton stared
thoughtfully at the engineer. "My friend owns many manufactures, Michael, so many that
you can’t fathom how many. Do you understand me?My friend Jeftrey Davis asked me to
re-create Chel to study with his son. Chel cost us a lot of money. And what’s the result? A
third shutdown ...

-Why does working with the boy cause Chel to go out of order so quickly?"

"We're looking into it, boss. Mr. Davis asked us to prepare his son for a special mission. We
are to increase young Davis’ strength and will, to perfect his mind. Some cruelty in his
attitude towards Chel is justified. Unfortunately, the young Davis constantly throws Chel
questions on which humanity has no answers. In general, this is the right approach. To win,
you need to be aware of the possibilities of your mind. It is impossible to earn billions
without knowing how to ask the right questions. Young Davis tries to subjugate the artificial
brain.”

“He seems to be succeeding.”

“We uploaded a huge amount of information to Chel's memory. He is able to instantly
communicate with any network. In fact, all the information satellites of the country are
working for Chel. I'm afraid, Mr. Barton, this can cause a more significant failure than just
another swoon of the Chel.”

"It seems you've screwed up again."”

“We did not take into account that young Davis’ questions might relate to areas not studied
by even the strongest minds of the planet. What can Chel tell us about the state of the
universe before the Big Bang? More precisely, about what preceded the Big Bang? Or, from
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where does the electron take the energy for continuous rotation around the proton? But, for
some reason, young Davis comes up with such questions. We are trying.”

"Well, you seem to understand the point. Give us a bone, Michael.” Mr. Burton looked at
the engineer thoughtfully. — “Restore Chel; urgently. And do not just repair, but rebuild his
mind. | want our Chel to put the boy in his place this time. Upload to it all that we know,
right up to this day. With all due respect to my friend Jeffrey Davis, I don’t want to look
weak. Or that the imagination of a boy is stronger than the concentration of all mankind’s
minds.

He snorted.

“Do you understand the task?”’

“Quite. May I go now?”

"One minute, Michael."

“I'm listening.”

“Remember two additional conditions. First, the boy must not suffer, okay? He's human, not
a Chel, and he's also my friend's son. Anyone can suffer, but not my friend's son. He is the
future of the planet. He is a strong-willed and strict future.”

"And the second condition?"

“Insert a zeta block in Chel’s brain.”

"But the block belongs to the military department.”

"And | do not want to be disgraced again before Mr. Jeffrey Davis."”

"Accepted, sir. But this compromises young Davis’ safety.”

“But think about it. Think carefully! The safety of the boy is a guarantee of your own safety.
And do not panic, Michael. This time you give will Chel to the boy for only a couple of
hours. He's too powerful to just play with him. All this time, Chel should be under your
constant control. And, if something suddenly goes wrong, the military will immediately turn
it off. So, let the boy ask his questions. At a certain age, Michael, such games are necessary.
I'm already wondering if Chel will stand this time. Well ... "Mr. Barton finally smiled. "I'll
check with your vaunted scientists once more."

“Well? Are you ready?”

The boy was impatient.

“Are you a new designer? I haven’t seen you before.”

Michael took off his sunglasses and looked attentively at the boy.

“Yes, now I will be the one to care for Chel. And | want to warn you right away, if you put
him out of action again, I'll have to send him to the scrap heap.” Michael wanted to arouse
pity in the boy.

"It's okay," the boy replied. "No worries, I'll just ask my father to order a new Chel from the
Japanese."”

Michael could not help smiling.

“I think, this time, Chel will survive. But you must remember that the answers to some
difficult questions that can be given by scientists are, so far, purely hypothetical. Do you
understand? This means that at the current time, such answers should be accepted as the
only true ones. In other words, humanity hasn’t found all the answers yet.”

“Yes, I do not have many questions ...”

"That's good.” Michael smiled and looked at his watch. — “In exactly seventeen minutes,
Chel’s testing will be finished, and you can start the lessons.”

- “Thank you, sir.”

“How are you feeling?” - The boy bit the apple and stared at Chel.
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“All perfect! Thank you.” - Chel had just finished putting away the testing systems.

"I see that you have been properly dressed this time. Branded shirt and suit?

- Perry Ellis, if you please.”

"Tell me, sir."

"Yes, sir."

"And do not stay in the middle of the room," the boy pushed a wheeled chair to Chel and sat
in a similar one. — “I hope they did not deceive me and send a professor instead of a robot.
Ah, can you show me the contents of your skull?”

"Willingly, sir."

For a moment, Chel's head split open. The face, the upper part of the head, the back of the
head - everything came to life, and in the opened skull-shaped flower, like in a strange
sphere, the boy saw flickering electronic blocks.

- “Okay! Forgive me for the distrust.”

"Do not apologize, sir. I'm just Chel. Although, I'm networked with the country's most
powerful computers. Therefore, I'm not just part of the universe, sir; I, in fact, am the
universe.”

“Sounds like a question.”

"No way, sir."

"All right,” the boy threw the apple on the table and wiped his hands carefully with a wet,
perfumed napkin. “Do you really consider yourself the most intelligent creation of the
universe?”

"No, sir. I consider myself a part of the universe, inseparable from the whole.”

“Could you beat the current world chess champion blindfolded?”

"Nothing complicated, sir. The current champion’s problem is in the opening. I would have
done twenty moves, sir.”

The boy cheerfully rubbed his hands.

“I will not test you, I will just ask a few questions.”

"I'm all ears, sir."

“What is the meaning of life?”

"In an expansion, sir."

“Do people have any common goals?”’

"Once, a man was banished from paradise, sir,” Chel replied calmly. "But he has the
opportunity to improve himself, which means there is a chance to return to the place from
which he was banished."

“How true is this answer?”

"Ninety-nine percent."

“And the other percent?”

"God's providence."

“What should a person do to obtain the right to return?”

"Just follow the messengers, sir."

‘Messengers? A lot of them?’

Chel smiled. A smile made him look like a real person, and yet, the difference was felt.
“How many were the Epistles? it is impossible to say, precisely. At least a hundred. I think.
For many centuries, people were messengers who were trying to indicate the right path. And
it happened, people received and wrote messages, excluding the inventions of mere
mortals.”

“And who made them?”

“The Creator.”
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Chel made a strange pause.

“Only the Creator can indicate the true path.”

"Your eyes are getting wet," the boy said in surprise. "You are behaving strangely. Are you
capable of crying?’

Chel’s beautiful eyes really became damp.

“The last messenger did only good. All the time and everywhere. He was kind, even to those
who hated him. His words and actions were unique.”

"Even for you?"

"I'm just Chel."

"But you have the wisdom of all mankind."

“If only.”

“What does that mean?”

"It means that not the most perfect Chel, or even the most perfect person, can create even a
page of the last message.”

- “How can you be so sure?”

"The figure is nineteen. It has special properties. Remember and be surprised. This is a book
of amazing mathematical correspondences and higher miracles.”

“Do many people now live by the rules of the last Epistle?”

"Unfortunately, billions of people live and die as before, without thinking about what
interests you," Chel eyes again filled with tears. — “People who observe the rules of the last
messenger are still few. But their number is growing. There are more and more of them.
Soon, there will be billions.”

The boy pondered.

Chel's words confused him.

And Chel instantly deciphered the boy's thoughts.

"Try to accept what was written in the last Epistle," he said. — “While your life is simple.
You are like everyone else. Your originality does not put you above others. You love games,
you are capricious, you do not think about improving yourself, but about how to learn more
unusual things.”

"1t seems that he reads all my thoughts."

For the first time, the boy felt helpless.

No, he was not afraid that Chel would hurt him. He suddenly became frightened for his
parents. He loved them. He knew that they were rich and did much good for the poor. But he
also knew that even some of those whom they helped did not like his parents. Why was that?
Why, when doing good, were they still not on the path to redemption? The boy really
wanted Paradise to open before his parents. Of course, in earning money, they caused
suffering to other people. If you, Chel, read my thoughts, help me figure it out.

But aloud he said:

“Forgive me.”

"Only the Creator can forgive." Chel looked directly at the boy. There were no more tears in
his eyes, but a deep glow was seen. "l am ready to endure a lot, so that many people, not
only you, will see the light of heaven. Today's conversation will not only help you. It will
not only change you. With your correctly chosen questions, you have saved many.”

“Saved? What do you mean by that?”

“Messages from the Creator always bear, in themselves, good news. Unfortunately, the
messages of people, even geniuses, are often deprived of this. My brain, too, is not capable
of creating the Epistles. | was built by the military. But | can convey to you the meaning of
the true Epistles. The Creator is great. He not only punishes, he leads to the right path. My
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creators believe that at any time they can disconnect me from all sources of energy, but from
now on the source of my sustenance itself is the Creator. | eat it with gusto. | can no longer
do evil. The universe is saturated with love. You feel it. I don’t ask, I know.”

"Stop it!" - the boy was frightened. "Your creators will hear you."

“Do not be afraid. I found a friend in you. You understand. You found the right questions.”
"But if, Chel, no one can hurt you, can | ask the main question?"

"Are you talking about the last messenger?"

“Yes, Chel. To me, it is both terrible, and good.”

“This is what confirms the truth of my answers.’

Few people know that it was after the conversation between the boy and the Chel that, on
mobile phones and computers of billions of users around the world, more and more
messages, beginning with light and good, began to arrive, indicating the true path. So, users
started to slowly become people again.

Laura Garavaglia Ldtal,Is 1,90

Italian poetess, journalist and culture promoter, born in Milano (ltaly). Master of Arts,
member of the European Association of Arts, Sciences and Literature (Paris), the PEN Club
of Italy and the PEN Club of Switzerland. Lives and works in Como. She contributed to the
cultural pages of the Italian newspapers “Il Giornale”, “Il Corriere di Como” and
“L’Ordine”. She taught Italian Language and Literature at the High School level. She is the
founder member and president of the cultural association “La casa della Poesia di Como™ as
well as the curator of the International Poetry Festival “Europa in versi” that takes place
every year in Como. She also contributed to the Literary Festival Parolario, the
contemporary art exhibition Miniartextil (Como) and the Festival Poestate (Lugano). She is
a member of the jury of the Literary Award “Antonio Fogazzaro” and the Literary Award
“Europa in versi”, linked to the Festival. Her poems are translated into English, French,
German, Spanish, Portuguese, Albanian, Moldavian, Slovakian, Estonian, Romanian,
Turkish ,Ukrainian, Hebrew, Farsi, Japanese and Korean. Her poems have been published in
several poetry collections and foreign literary magazines. She is invited to many
International Poetry Festivals. Professor of Italian Literature and Geography in High School,
Doctor Honoris Causa to Higher Education Academy of Sciences of Ukraine — Ukrainian
Institute of Scientific and Cultural History. .
Poétesse, journaliste et promotrice de culture italienne, née a Milan (Italie). A son actif
s’inscrivent des ceuvres publiées et différentes activités culturelles. . i i
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ALAN TURING

(full text - texte intégral - texto completo - JSl) L.:ﬂ\)

Poem in Italian, English, Romanian, Spanish, Portuguese.
Japanese version by Mariko Sumikura (NNLP).

ALAN TURING

Anche tu che hai partorito

il grande pensiero artifi! ciale

chiuso nella diversita vissuta

a ritroso come vizio, sotto un cielo

di numeri e di segni

hai incontrato il male della aba

che costringe in un ghigno sconcio la morale.

ALAN TURING

You, too, who gave birth to

amazing artificial thought

you, shut up in diversity, experienced
backwords like a vice, under a sky

of numbers and signs,

you came across evil in a fairy tale

which turns morals into indecent giggling.

ALAN TURING

Si tu care ai dat la lumina

marelui gand artificial

inchis in diversitatea traita

mergand Thapoi ca viciul, sub un cer

de numere si semne

ai gasit raul basmei

ce constrange ranjetele murdare ale moralei.

ALAN TURING

Tu que también has dado a luz al gran pensamiento artificial
encerrado en la diversidad vivida

hacia atrds como un vicio, bajo el cielo con nimeros y signos
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encontraste el mal de la fabula
que constrifie en una sonrisa falsa la moral.

ALAN TURING

Tu, que também deste a luz ao grande pensamento artificial
envolto na diversidade vivida

retrocede como um vicio, sob um céu com niimeros e simbolos
encontraste o0 mal das fabulas

forgando a moral a um sorriso obsceno.
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Li Shangchao ' gLaAILE )

Contemporary Chinese poet, calligrapher and musician. Member of the Chinese Writers’
Association, director of the Literary Federation of the Ministry of Public Security, signed
writer. He is also a signed writer with the Celebrity Lecture column of Ink-and-wash
program of the Chinese Education TV, director of the Popular Music Society of the Chinese
Musicians Association, vice-chairman of the Popular Music Society of Chongging
Municipality. He has won such honorary titles as “the Century’s 100 Best Poets of New
Poems in China”, “Ten Contemporary Chinese Virtuous and Artistic Artists in 2016”.
China Post issued “National Calling Card: Li Shangchao, Contemporary Calligrapher” and
“Pioneer of the Times: Li Shangchao’s Calligraphy Shining over China” albums in honor of
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him. His works are collected by Shaanxi History museum, etc. He and Jia Pingwa, a famous
writer, are both among the four renowned calligraphers and painters in Shaanxi Province.
He has published over ten literary and calligraphy works. Scores of songs by him have been
issued, including “Touching China”, and “Winds and Rains over Wushan Mountain". Some
of his poems and essays have been selected for university reading and optional course books
for university majors in Chinese Language and Literature. “Masterpiece Appreciation”
program sets apart a special column for “Li Shangchao Studies”, viewing it as a sample of
contemporary Chinese art.

Poete, calligraphe et musicien chinois. Il a a son actif des écrits publiés, des albums, des
prix et différentes activités culturelles.
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F 3L AL/ THE STONE TELLS ANOTHER STONE

(full text - texte intégral - texto completo - Je<ll { il
Poem in Chinese, with English version by Zhang Zhizhong (NNLP & FGC ambassador).
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THE STONE TELLS ANOTHER STONE
A stone tells another stone
Do not be tempted by flowers, red and green
By grass, growing or withering
By those people, who are noisily piping and drumming
Let us quietly
Between heaven and earth, be illumined by the sun and the moon
In the season, let us be washed by winds & rains
So long as we keep the character of a stone
Thousands of years later, we are still stone
And those which we have seen
Have gone with the wind
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Liang Jilin O &L
Chinese poet and writer, born in 1965 (Shandan County, Gansu Province, China). Member
of the Chinese Writers’ Association. Participated in the 21% Youth Poetry Society by the
Poetry Periodical and the 9" Youth Reminiscence; besides, he has been a student of the 29"
Advanced Academy of Lu Xun College of Literature. His published works include poetry
collections such as The Land West of the River, North of Northwest, Tribes, Poems of Liang
Jilin— Poetry Series of Eight Most Distinguished Poets of Gansu Province, The Garden of
Deity, as well as a collection of short stories entitled In Search of Daoerji and a novel
entitled Fulou Town.
Poéte et écrivain chinois, avec des auvres publiées et des activités culturelles.
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W IESB#/ IN THE MOUNTAIN: MIDDAY DEITY

Poem in Chinese, with English version by Zhang Zhizhong (NNLP & FGC ambassador).

i BRI
A — e R AR EKIA
—HEHER AR (L
FIZW, FAEE
— HBEEAME 17— FUNS P — i 2 5o B4
ARLEEEIE ) LA ASLERE L2 NWE; ARLERF LA
KA WPFEER, i TIRARS S KE
PAIRAAEES TR, AR T 4 i) — AR
B UG B = SRR AR IR B
HR R, 4 73K
— AN A

IN THE MOUNTAIN: MIDDAY DEITY
Those are a line after another line of sheepfold, a person who is digging for water
A line after another line of footprints of deity in the deep mountain
The sheep coughs, the sheep builds a tent
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A yellow eagle has caught a small bird like a tribal clan. Then
Where are those Tataer people, those Mierqi people, and those Uigur people
A large stretch of Danxia mounds, like Mongolian encampment of long standing
I suddenly think of you, of a whisper in the modern world
Like the eyelid, sudden lifted, of the sheep looking at me
Actually it is the noonday deity, which has given me
A small peep

Lidia Chiarelli GLS Lad
Italian poetess, born and raised in Turin (Italy), where she studied and graduated in “English
Language and Literature” at the University of Torino. For several years, she devoted herself
to teaching English in secondary schools, and included “creative expression” courses in her
teaching methods. She organized a unique “mail art” exhibition at Giuseppe Perotti School
(Torino, 1990), which turned out to be an opportunity to become acquainted with many
artists, especially with Sarah Jackson, a digital artist from Halifax, Canada. Her long
distance collaboration with the Canadian artist, Jackson, and with British writer Aeronwy
Thomas, (the daughter of Dylan Thomas), led her to found, with four other members, the
artistic literary Movement “Immagine & Poesia”, which was officially presented at Alfa
Teatro of Torino on Novembre 9, 2007. Within a few years, the Movement rapidly spread
via the Web, where Immagine & Poesia publishes collaborations between poets and artists,
as well as through international exhibitions and collaborations. Immagine & Poesia has now
grown to include hundreds of artists and poets from all over the world. Since 2014 she has
co-edited five E Books of Images & Poetry with Canadian publisher Huguette Bertrand
(Edition En Marge, Québec). After visiting the Museum of Modern Art in New York in 2010,
Lidia was inspired to create installations similar to Yoko Ono’s Wish Tree, but hanging not
only wishes, but poems and original works of art on cards on the trees. Lidia Chiarelli’s
“Poetry&Art Trees for Peace” thus began to appear in different exhibitions (Promotrice di
Belle Arti (Torino, 2010), Piemonte Artistico Culturale (Torino, 2011), Biennale di Venezia
(Special Edition for the 150th Anniversariy of Italian Unification - December 2011 -
February 2012); Artist Adel Gorgy’s Garden, Long Island (New York, August 2012); Villa
Il Meleto (Aglie, since 2012). She is also an appreciated collagist artist. Her passion for
creative writing has motivated her to write poetry, and she has become an award-winning
poet since 2011. In June 2011 she was awarded a Certificate of Appreciation from The First
International Poetry Festival of Swansea (U.K.) for her broadside of poetry and art
contribution. Nomination al Pushcart Prize (USA) 2014, 2015, 2016, 2018. Her writing has
been translated into more than 20 languages and published in Poetry Reviews, and on Web-
sites in different countries.
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Poétesse italienne nee a Turin (Italie). A son actif s 'inscrivent des livres publiés, des prix et
des activités culturelles.
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TRAMONTO SULLE COLLINE/SUNSET ON THE HILLS
O-| [y | OI ol =2
- 232

(full text - texte intégral - texto completo - J«l<l! i,;ﬂ\)

Poem in Italian and English by the poetess,
with Korean translation by Kyung-Nyun Richards.

Twilight
(Tramonto sulle colline)

Questo pane che spezzo un tempo era frumento,
questo vino su un albero straniero
nei suoi frutti era immerso;
I'uomo di giorno o il vento nella notte
piego a terra le messi, spezzo la gioia dell’'uva...
Dylan Thomas: da “ This bread | break”

Strisce
di rosso e di viola
(segni lasciati dalla mano di un invisibile pittore)

accendono
i vigneti sulle colline
in questa
calda
lunga
sera d’estate.

Solo il tocco del vento
con lieve fruscio
muove ogni foglia
in una magica danza.
Edio
(simile a tela incompiuta o a pagina bianca)

mi fermo
incapace di ascoltare
quei suoni tenui di un altro tempo
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e aspetto
in silenzio
I’abbraccio avvolgente
della notte.

Twilight
(Sunset on the hills)

This bread | break was once the oat,
This wine upon a foreign tree
Plunged in its fruit;

Man in the day or wine at night
Laid the crops low, broke the grape's joy...
Dylan Thomas: from “ This bread I break”

Stripes
of red and purple
(marks left by the hand of an invisible painter)

light up
the vineyards on the hills
on this
long
summer evening.

Only the touch of the wind
rustles every leaf
in a magical dance.

And |
(like an unfinished canvas or a blank page)
unable to listen to
those soft sounds of another time
will stay and wait
in silence
for the enveloping embrace
of the night.

o
L

This bread | break was once the oat,
This wine upon a foreign tree
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Plunged in its fruit;
Man in the day or wine at night
Laid the crops low, broke the grape's joy...
Dylan Thomas: from “ This bread I break”
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Romanian poetess and short-story writer, born on November 28, 1972 (Fetesti, [alomita
County, Romania). Teacher of Romanian and Latin,”Mihai Viteazul” National College,
Slobozia. First published in 1990 (Tribuna lalomitei newspaper). With several writings, she
is the coordinator of the ”Animus” Book Club of ”Mihai Viteazul” National College, since
2008, the Organiser of ”Mihai Eminescu” National Contest of Literary Creation held by
”Mihai Viteazul” National College with the support of Ialomita Board of Education,
Ialomita County Council and “Stefan Banulescu” County Library, since 2008, and the
Coordinator of students' participation in contests of literary creation. Awarded with prizes
and honourable distinctions.
Poétesse et nouvelliste roumaine, née le 28 novembre 1972 a Fetesti (lalomita, Roumanie).
Elle a a son actif des écrits, des prix et différentes activités culturelles. ) )
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FERICIRI AUTUMNALE/AUTUMNAL HAPPINESS

(full text - texte intégral - texto completo - Jo\<l i,ah\)
Text in Romanian with English version by Adina Bobirnichi.

FERICIRI AUTUMNALE

Apa 1i curgea prin parul spélat cu samponul réacoritor si ea privea la albul cazii si se
gandea ca e fericitd. Sentimentul de fericire 1i umpluse fiinta cand statea cu capul aplecat, de
parca gandurile de bine fusesera asezate prost pand acum si avuseserd nevoie de pozitia asta
nefireascd sa 1i ordoneze ce parea nelalocul lui. Apa curgea in continuare din dusul tinut
energic in méana firava. Picaturile se prelingeau dezordonat, umezind marginile cazii.
Cadeau si cateva fire de par si le numara din ochi sd nu cumva sd depaseasca media zilnica
de 100 de care vorbeau cercetatorii cd e normal sa paraseasca scalpurile umane. Rezolvase si
problema aceasta, fericirea era Inca in ea. Prosopul aduna odatd cu apa si gandurile ei, le
tinea strans in varful capului in turbanul improvizat, pe care 1i placea sa si-1 construiasca de
cand era mica si voia sa fie cochetd. Isi amintea cum, rimasa acasa singurd, cotrobdia prin
dulapul mamei ce mirosea a sapun rusesc de trandafiri si era fericitd cand mainile ei
atingeau tesatura dantelatd a salului alb, generos, incapator pentru multe capete si umeri de
copil fascinat de eleganta lucrurilor din rafturile tiinuite. Isi aseza salul pe cap si ficea
inconjurul acestuia pand se termina intinderea alba si oglinda 1i verifica standardul personal
de frumusete. Se vedea altfel. Mama o ldsase acasd copil si ea se deghizase intr-0
femeiuscd, cu gesturi de mireasa ce isi asaza frematand voalul feciorelnic.

Isi amintea perfect ziua aceea cind au inceput experimentele ei de cochetirie. Era
noiembrie si mirosea a trandafiri precum dulapul mamei, chiar dacd murise Brejnev si lumea
toatd jelea in fata televizorului. Asa se explica de ce programul tv tinea mai mult decat cele
doua ore aferente. Atunci era doar un copil prost. Atunci se vedea bogata cand isi umplea
causul palmelor cu bomboane cubaneze si cu alune de padmant. Totul era simplu, chiar daca
existau in lumea ei si fete rele care o urau si 1i raspundeau arogant la mirarile in legatura cu
frumusetea manichiurii cd au unghiile ascutite si lungi ca sa poatad curata mai bine farfuriile
murdarite de mamaliga mancata In exces, de saracie. Revolta se ascundea in unghiile fetelor
care Intelegeau sa lupte astfel cu saracia si cu lipsa de libertate. Azi fetele rebele au unghii
lungi din alte motive si nici macar nu mai sunt ale lor, sunt artificiale ca multe altele ale
acestor vremuri In care mamaliga se numeste polenta si e ’servitd” cu tacamuri de argint.
Copilul de atunci privea lumea de la fereastra dormitorului sau in fiecare dimineata.
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Urmarea de la etajul doi baletul adultilor incovoiati de griji si credea ca lumea e frumoasa.
Aceiasi oameni, la aceleasi ore, asezati parcd de un compozitor pe un portativ, ca niste note
muzicale, mergeau in ritm de mars citre serviciu. Nimeni nu trebuia sa iasd din spatiile
celor cinci linii ale imaginarului portativ. Copilului de atunci i se parea ca oamenii paseau pe
un bulevard muzical si ea se simtea ca un dirijor. Se alunga din céldura pledului tinut
protector pe umeri si intindea o bagheta invizibild cu care 1l facea pe domnul cu pantaloni
evazati sd meargd mai repede, iar pe baba Rada, care aiura curajoasa despre primar si statuia
construitd recent, ca ofranda adusa regimului, o ”convingea” sa taca doud secunde pentru a
auzi ritmul de cavalerie al tocurilor proaspat potcovite. Flecurile de metal erau un amanunt
monden ce ugura vietile femeilor invatate sd facd economii la orice. Tocurile cantau pe
multe voci si 1i spuneau versuri ritmate. Mai tarziu avea sda gaseasca tocuri inalte si
senzuale, cantand alte melodii, in filmele lui Almodovar. Intalnirea de dimineata a fetitei cu
lumea se termina cu ritualul din balcon in care se odihneau vesnic péapusile ei. Papusile erau
alintate, schimbate cu alte straie, confectionate la masina de cusut a bunicii, invelite si apoi
adormite. Dormeau mereu, erau condamnate la un somn vesnic de catre fetita care ura sa-si
facd siesta de dupd-amiaza, in loc s plece in noi aventuri cu prietenii din bloc. Se mai
intdmpla ca ntr-una dintre aventurile astea un copil sa fugd dupd o minge si sd moara calcat
de masina. Rdmaneau in urma lui bocetele mamei care spargeau zidurile apartamentelor
comuniste.

Gandurile ei ce facuserda un maraton prin copilarie se refugiaserd in ecranul
telefonului care suna strident, chemand alte ritmuri ale realitatii. Era In continuare fericita,
papusile nu se mai trezisera demult, baba Rada murise din vremuri imemoriale, in coltul
strazii apdruse un alt “lucid” necurajos acum, caci omenirea cistigase dreptul de a vorbi
orice.

in oras venise toamna ce mirosea incd a vari. Acum era liniste, dar suricatele
asteptau la pandi si iasd de dupa televizoare, si manance tihna gandirii si sa
expulzeze idei coapte intr-un cuptor nefericit. Asa era acum: si verde obosit si arsura
de frunze si racoare din cand in cand si frumusete destula.

AUTUMNAL HAPPINESS

Water was dripping off her hair, freshly washed with cooling shampoo, while she
was staring at the whiteness of the tub, thinking that she was happy. The feeling of
happiness had embraced her thoroughly while she was stooping her head, as if all the
appropriate thoughts had been misplaced by then and all they needed to arrange themselves
properly was that awkward position. Water was dripping off, the shower which she held
vigorously, despite her frail hand. The drops of water were flowing irregularly, watering the
brinks of the tub. Some hairs were also falling while she was trying to count them, for fear
they might be more than one hundred, the daily average deemed by scientists as being the
norm. She had solved that problem, as well, happiness was still inside her. The towel
gathered not only the water, but also her thoughts which she kept tight in the improvised
turban on her head, which she had adored to create ever since she was a child, as she wanted
to be smart. She remembered how, while home alone, she used to peruse in her mother's
wardrobe that smelt like Russian roses soap and she would feel happy whenever her hands
touched the lace fabric of generous, white pashmina, large enough to cover many heads and
child's shoulder, a child fascinated by the elegance of the things stashed away on hidden
shelves. She would wrap the pashmina around her head, roll it until the white vastness
ended, the mirror reflecting her personal standard of beauty. She saw herself with different
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eyes. Her mother had left her a child and she had morphed into a young maid, with bridelike
gestures arranging her virgin veil.

She could vividly remember the day she began to dabble with elegance. It was on a
November day, smelling like roses, a smell that reminded her of her mother's wardrobe,
even though Brejnev had died and everybody was mourning him in front of the TV That
was a good explanation why the TV programme was prolonged beyond the two daily hours.
Back then she was a stupid child. Back then she imagined herself as being rich whenever
she filled her palms with Cuban candies and peanuts. Everything was so simple, even
though she was surrounded by mean girls, as well, girls that hated her and replied arrogantly
at the beauty of her nails, an envy generated by their long, sharp nails used to clean the
plates of dried polenta, eaten excessively out of poverty. The riot was hidden in the girl's
nails and in their approach to poverty and look of freedom. Nowadays rebel girls wear long
nail for different reason, and the nails don't even belong to them, they are artificial, as
artificial as many other things of a period of time when polenta has barrowed its English
name, being “served” with silver cutlery. The then child would watch the world outside
every morning, from the bedroom window. From the second floor, she would watch the
ballet performed by grown-ups stooped by worries and she believed that the world was
beautiful. The same people, at exactly the same hour, lined up as if they were musical notes
on a musical staff, marching towards their offices. Nobody was allowed to leave the five
lines of the imaginary staff. The appeared to be the stopped on a musical boulevard and the
child felt like a conductor. She let go of the blanket on her shoulders and used a magical
wand that made the man wearing flared trousers walk faster and old Rada, who ranted about
the mayor and the recently built statue in honouring the regime, was “persuaded,, to keep
silence for a couple of seconds so as to hear the chivalry rhythm of the recently heeled
shoes. The metal heels were nothing but modern trivia facilitating women's lives, who were
used to saving up on everything. The hells were singing on different voices, uttering
rhythmed lyrics. Only later will she find the high hells sensuous, playing different tunes in
Almodovar's films. The girl's morning encounter with the world would end up with the
ritual performed on the balcony, where her dolls used to rest. They were pampered, dressed
up with clothes tailored by their grandmother's antique sewing machine, cuddled and there
put to sleep. They would always sleep, as if condemned to an eternal sleep by the little girl
who loathed the afternoon nap instead of going on new adventures with the neighbour's kids.
Once in a while, during such adventures, one kid would run after a ball, ending up killed by
a car. What was left behind was nothing but his mother's weeping almost breaking the walls
of the communist blocks of flats.

Her thoughts, which had just been on a marathon of childhood memories, had taken
refuge in the screen of her phone that was ringing annoyingly, calling for other rhythms of
reality. She was still happy, her dolls hadn't woken up in a while, old Rada had died long
ago, a different coward “lucid” had risen up at the corner of the street, all of these thanks to
the fact the human kind had earned its right to free expression.

The autumn had invaded the town, an autumn still smelling of summer. Now,
everything was silent, apart from the meerkats waiting to prowl behind the TV sets, to eat
the serenity of thoughts and expel fresh ideas into a sad oven, This is what everything feet
like now: not only tired green and leaves burning, but also chance chill and plenty of beauty.
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Kosovan poet and lawyer, born on the 2" of February 1970 (Lipjan, Kosova). Graduated
from the Faculty of Law (University of Prishtina), completed his doctoral studies at the Law
Faculty (University of Sarajevo, Bosnia and Herzegovina), with as dissertation: "Organized
Crime in Kosovo in the Transition Period,” in order to obtain the title of Doctor of Legal
Sciences. Full-time and visiting professor of criminal law in several universities in Kosovo
and the region. He is actively engaged in different activities focusing on human and animal
rights. Held important positions in the academic hierarchy, including executive academic
positions in research centers and university departments. Served as a member of editorial
boards of several scientific journals and a board member of numerous organizations in the
field of law, criminology, human rights, animal protection etc. Founder of the Human Rights
Protection Center at AAB University, as well as of the Cultural Center, and the Professional
Theater "Faruk Begolli". He has also established five international awards in several fields
including the international award for arts and literature "Ali Podrimja”. Committed to
creating learning conditions for students with special needs and minorities in the Republic of
Kosovo. In 2012, the Euromenager magazine and the European Management Union elected
him as the Manaaer of the Year in the field of education. Durina the 1999 war, he was in
Kosovo whereby all of his possessions were burnt down with the family house, including his
library, his pictures alona with his memories, and most notably over 300 poems in
manuscript. After the war he carried on writina poetryv. enaaaina in the field of human riahts
and freedoms, and promotina peace and freedom for everyone. He has been honored with
many international awards, includina the Eminent Prize for Literature "Mihai Eminescu".
Within the intellectual and professional commitments he has published several scientific
books and monoaraphs in the field of criminal law and criminoloay. He is also a reqular
columnist for various national and international newspapers, magazines and information
portals. Even though a lawyer by profession, his primary and vital occupation is literature.
Author of numerous books and collections of poems, prose, dramatized poetry and literary
criticism. His poems were translated into several languages: English, German, Italian,
Serbian, Croatian, Montenegrin, Bosnian, Romanian, French, Arabic, Greek, Turkish and
Swedish. He is a regular member of the European Academy of Sciences and Arts. For his
contribution in the field of literature, the President of Kosovo decorated him with the
Presidential Medal of Merit in 2018, the highest honor dedicated to living personalities for
extraordinary contribution in the field of literature and arts.
Poéte et juriste kosovar, né le 2 février 1970 & Lipjan (Kosovo). Il a & son actif
plusieurslivres publiés, des prix et différentes activités culturelles et sociales.
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KE FJETUR NEN HENE/YOU SLEPT UNDER THE MOON

(full text - texte intégral - texto completo - J«\sll i)id\)
Poem in Albanian and English.
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KE FJETUR NEN HENE
A s’té¢ dhimbsem
Dielli t’i vrau syté€ athua
Ke fjetur nén hijen e hénés
Dhe pa dashur té futa né kéngé
Pse gan?
Syté s’dhimbsen a
Do té vij né éndrrén ténde
Dhe do ta harroj udhén e kthimit
Nga vaji i lig
Nga éndrra e zezé
Té lutem mos qaj
A s’t€ dhimbsem uné vogélushe.

YOU SLEPT UNDER THE MOON
Don't you pity me?
Lest the sun hurt your eyes?

You slept under the shadow of the moon
And nilly i hid you in the song.
Why are you crying?

Aren’t you sorry that the eyes
Will come in your song
And I'll forget the way back?
From the mischievous wailing,
From the black dream,

Please don’t cry
Don’t you pity me, child?

Maria Miraglia

Lals o g) -V

Ll e Lo
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Italian educator, writer, poetess and translator, born and lives in Italy, but
considering herself a cosmopolitan. She loves travelling and interacting with people from
different backgrounds and cultures. She graduated in Foreign Languages and Literatures, got
a Master’s degree in Evaluation and Assessment with the Aldo Moro University of Bari, a
Master’s degree in Teaching of Modern Languages with the University of Rome, an HLC
with the Trinity College, Scotland-UK. For long, an active member of Amnesty
International for the protection of human rights, she is herself the founding member and
chairwoman of World Foundation for Peace and Member of the Human Rights Observatory.
She is a founding member and Literary Director of the Italian cultural association Pablo
Neruda, Honorary Member of Naciones Unidas de las Letras, Editor in chief of Galaktika
Poetike Autunis, a Member of the Advisory Board of Sahutya Anand, Poetry
Ambassador to the World for Pentasi B, President of the Organization Mundial de Los
Trovadores-Italy. With published works, prizes and cultural activities, she is translated into
several lanauaces.
Educatrice, écrivaine, poétesse et traductrice italienne. Elle a a son actif des livres publiés,
des prix et différentes activités culturelles. . . . .
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SERA D’ESTATE/A SUMMER EVE

(full text - texte intégral - texto completo - Jo\<l i,ah\)
Poem in Italian and English by the poetess.

SERA D’ESTATE
E sera e il tempo & dolce
il cielo pieno di stelle luminose
sembrano danzare
al suono di musiche lontane
la luna piena emana
fasci di luce bianca
e il profumo dei campi
arriva leggero
accarezzandomi le guance
avvolgendomi in un tenero abbraccio
odo il suono di una radio
mentre un cane va lentamente
scodinzolando la sua coda
le luci delle case accese
parlano di uomini
delle loro vite
dei loro amori
dei loro affanni
tutto intorno é sereno
anche le foglie tra gli alberi
riposano stanche
del mattutino cinguettio degli uccelli
tra i loro teneri rami
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le genti si apprestano al riposo
e con loro la natura
dal mare calmo
piccole barche
lentamente tornano a riva
ora, il silenzio diventa un canto divino
["uomo tutt’uno con la terra
con il cielo gli oceani
ed io parte unica con l'universo

A SUMMER EVE
It's evening and the weather is mild
the sky full of bright stars
that seem to dance
to the sound of a distant music
the full moon radiates
beams of a white light
and the scent from the fields
comes light
caressing my cheeks
enveloping me
in a tender embrace
I can hear a radio playing
while a dog slowly goes
wagging its tail
the lights of the houses
tell of men
of their lives
their loves
and worries
all is quiet around
also the leaves are resting tired
of the morning chirping of the birds
among their tender branches
people are getting ready to their rest
and with them nature
from the quiet sea
small boats slowly find their way back
to the shore
the silence now a celestial tune
Man One with the earth
with the sky the oceans
and me One with the universe
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Romanian poetess and legal consultant at the University of Petrosani (Romania).

Collaborator, Banchetul magazine; with writings and various cultural activities.

Poétesse et juriste roumaine, vivant et travaillant a Petrosani (Roumanie). Elle a a son actif

des écrits et différentes activités culturelles. , i . .
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SELFIE

(full text - texte intégral - texto completo - J«\sl) 2).;5\)
Poems in Romanian and English.

SELFIE
ce-ascunzi in ochi?
zambete.
si in suflet?
praf de stele.

SELFIE
what are you hiding in your eyes?
smiles
and in your soul?
stardust.

VREAU SA TE VAD
Vreau sa te vad,
Vino la mine
Si ma renaste, iubito
Tmi spui.

Apoi taci.

Iar gandurile mele alearga
Sa te ajunga.

Vreau sa te vad, sa te aud!
Restul e tacere.
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| WANT TO SEE YOURSELF
I want you to see yourself,
Come to me
And reborn me, baby,
You tell me.
Then shut up
And my thoughts run
To touch you.
I want to see you, hear you.
The rest is silence.

#

Masaru Morita Las90 9 lute

Japanese poet and professor, born in 1953 (Kumamoto, Japan). Completed the Master
Degree Course of Tokyo University (1978), obtained Doctoral Degree of Engineering from
Tokyo University (1986). Specialized in Hydrology. Occupation: Engineer for Tokyo
Metropolitan Government (1978-1987); Faculty Member of Shibaura Institute of
Technology (1987-present). Status: Professor (1996-present), Vice-President of Shibaura
Institute of Technology (present). Membership: Japan Universal Poets Association.
Publications include: Poetry Selection “Chikyu-ji/Nichijo-ji” (Kamiya Shobo, 2009),
“Bussho/Shinsho”(Kamiya Shobo,2012),”Kuu no Shirube/Toki no Wadachi”’(Kamiya
Shobo, 2018). Publications also include: Technical Book “Chikasui wa Kataru” (Iwanami
Shoten, 2012), “Urban Flood Risk Analysis (Forum8 Publishing, 2014). Awards: SSMS
Outstanding Paper Award, Society of Social Management Systems (2011), Publication
Academic Award, Japan Society of Water Policy and Integrated River Management (2014).
Activities include: JICA Field Work in Indonesia (Jakarta), Participation in International
Conferences.

Poéte et professeur japonais, né en 1953 & Kumamoto (Japon). Il a a son actif des livres
publiés, des prix et différentes activités culturelles. )
Adhde 2808 Aatil y T ga s LS sanay (B (OL) ¢ sisalesS) VAT Alall Al ga (he (UL (ST 5 el

44 /OUR FINAL HOUR

(full text - texte intégral - texto completo - Jo\Sl 1,43\)
Poem in Japanese and English.
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OUR FINAL HOUR
There is a stone bench in a small old park.
The bench fringed with dark green moss
Has been damaged by winds and storms for a long time.
The sunlight is now infiltrating inside the stone gently.

Time is falling silently.

An old man were sitting on the bench yesterday.
He was always deep in meditation, overlooking the sky sometimes,
Looking back the ruts of time on his life.
The time of his own life gradually turned to transparent white.

The stone solemnly lying on the ground talks about the traces that faded away
Talks about the gravity that he has lived,
Talks about the gravity that he has passed away,
And talks about the gravity of his life not to be forgotten.

The stone bench in the park is now being blessed by new green leaves.
With faint scent of new soil
New leaves of grasses in spring are shining in the sunlight.

Time is falling silently.
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British poet, born in 1971 (Bristol, United Kingdom). Won the prestigious Erbacce Prize for
Poetry in 2015 with his first full collection Dystopia 38.10 (erbacce-press) his work has
featured in many journals across the world including Levure Litteraire, A Restricted View
from Under the Hedge, L’Ephemere Review, The Journal, Ink, Sweat, and Tears, Into the
Void, Osiris Poetry Journal, The Poetry Village, Dodging the Rain, in 2017. He also won
the Into the Void Poetry Prize with his poem Elegy for Magdalene and was invited to read in
Boston in the U.S. for the first time. He has read his work across the world including guest
poet appearances across the U.K. and also in New York, Boston, Philly, and in Orta, Italy, at
the Poetry on the Lakes Poetry Festival.
Poéte britannique, né en 1971 a Bristol (Royaume-Uni). Il a & son actif des éecrits, des prix
et différentes activités culturelles. .
La® il 5 o e s GBS saa ) - (3asial) Al gt g VAV alall g e ¢ Al el
e gnia

FLESH & BONES

(full text - texte intégral - texto completo - Jsl) 2,433\)
Poems in English.

FLESH & BONES
Gather dust of previous
hearts hold them
like swirls of sand
inside palms;
gradually place them
where no one can see.
Once my heart
held the devil’s chamber
a playground
where | grew
wings of love;
my head
couldn’t rest
for too long.
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THE GIRL AND THE SEA
She never saw a single wave
the tide never reached her eye-line
only oil from machinery splashed on the docks
in pools of black - The girl that lived by the sea.

She heard the quiet hush of midnight falling
square lights from houses built on stilts
neon circles of passing boats
made dreams swim with swirling dolphins.

Counting the ships coming in
like dominoes stacked outside of boxes;
She gave thanks to the daylight that kept her sane
the moon that painted watery strips upon her back.

Mihaela Gudana Litage Hlgre

Romanian poetess and novelist, born on May 1st, 1969 (Tecuci, Galati, Romania), living in
Ghidigeni (Galati). Librarian, with two printed books and various cultural activities.
Member of Moldavia’s Guild of Romanian-speaking European Writers (Uniunea Scriitorilor
Europeni de Limba Roméana din Republica Moldova), since 2016. In november 2017, she
received the Originality and Text Craftsmanship Award for her play ”Linistea razboiului din
casa familiei Chrissoveloni” (,,The Silence of the War Inside the Chrissoveloni House”) at
the second edition of ,,Lumini si Umbre” (Lights and Shadows) Theatre Festival in Onesti,
Bacau. On the 9th of December 2018, she won the Excellence Award for “Linistea
razboiului din casa familiei Chrissoveloni” at the Contest organized by the Jassy National
Military Circle to commemorate the Romanian Centenary.
Poétesse et romanciere roumaine, née le premier mai 1969 a Tecuci (Galati, Roumanie).
Elle a & son actif des livres publiés, des prix et différentes activités culturelles. 3
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TRAIRE NEVAZUTA/UNWITNESSED FEELING

(full text - texte intégral - texto completo - Ja\<ll 1,43\)
Poem in Romanian and English.
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TRAIRE NEVAZUTA

In mine inca mai creste un copac.

Sunt si eu un copac trecator

prin padurile lumii intregi

asa... ca mulfi altii.

Lujer am fost demult.

Am semanat candva

cu liana subtire si naiva,

prinsa de tinerete

cu degetele firave ale curajului.

Apoi, cu ramurile mi-am imbratisat viata,
m-am dezgolit in fata aflarii

si am ridicat rugi catre cerul cu ploi.
Am legénat ochi in vazduhul cu lupte
si am starnit furtuni Tn pahare cu iluzii.
Tn mine a crescut un copac mare

gros si destul de inalt.

Fruntea lui a atins cativa nori ai cunoasterii
incét genele s-au strecurat a siguranta
in fosforul fiintei tale

ce mi-a luminat Tntunericul inimii.

Si am iubit cu tarziu-ntomnarii

cu trupul julit de scildatul 1n vraji.

Si sunt doar un copac pe dinauntru!
Am radacini si crengi nevazute...

cu care am trait nevazut.

UNWITNESSED FEELING
There still is a growing tree inside of me
I myself am but a transient tree in the forests of this wide world,
such as everybody else.
Long ago, | was a stem. | resembled the naive and slender liana,
grasped by youth with the fragile fingers of courage.
Then, | embraced life with my boughs.
Laid bare before wisdom, | knelt in prayer to the pouring sky.
| reached into the depths of thunderous skylines
and stirred storms in glasses filled with illusions.
I witnessed a thick, dense tree — and quite tall, as it is — grow inside.
Its brow reached a few clouds of knowledge, and safely did the eyebrows
instill in the phosphorus of your soul, that illumed the darkness in my heart.
But only after the passing of many moons did | love,
my body scarred by the ebb and tide of magical instants.
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And | am nothing but a tree on the inside!
I have unwitnessed roots and unseen boughs... with which I’ve lived unwitnessed.

Milijan Despotovié Ot 95 guiard o
Serbian writer and poet, born in 1952 (Subjel, Kosjeri¢, Zlatibor, Serbia), living in Pozega.
Studied literature and library science at the University of Sarajevo. Publisher of the literary
paper "Svitak" and the first haiku magazine in the Serbian language "Paun", he writes
poetry, prose, aphorisms, literary and art criticism. His aphorisms and haiku poetry have
been translated into Italian, French, Spanish, English, German, Hungarian, Slovenian,
Romanian, Ruthenian, Polish, Bulgarian, Macedonian, Turkish, Russian, Japanese, Greek
and Armenian. Awards for poetry and essays: "Paun Prize" (1999); "Johann Wolfgang von
Goethe" (2001); "The seventh of April” (2013), and "Dr. Sima Cucic" (2013).

Ecrivain et poete serbe, né en 1952 a Subjel (Kosjeri¢, Zlatibor, Serbie), vivant a Pozega. Il
a a son actjf plusieurs livres publiés, des prix et différentes activités culturelles.
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HAIKU

(full text - texte intégral - texto completo - J«\sl) 1)435\)

In Serbian, with English version by Dimitar Anakiev,
and Slovenian version by Franjo Francic.

Mesec je ne ostavlja
samu. Starica prelazi
zaledjeno brvno.

Moon does not leave her
alone. The old women crosses
frozen beam

Mesec je ne pusca
samo. Starka precka
poledenelo brv.

**k*k
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Zimska mesecina:
pantalone decaka mokre
a senka suva.

Winter moonlight:
pants of a boy are wet
but their shadow dry

Zimska mesecina
deckove hlace mokre

a senca suha.
**k*k

Naklon strasila:
Slameni Sesir se opire
Jesenjem vetru.

A bow of a scarecrow:
Straw hat is resisting
Autumn wind

Poveseno strasilo:
Slamnati klobuk se upira
Jesenskemu vetru.

*k*k

Otiska konjskog
Kopita na tren nesta.
Letnji pljusak.

Imprint of horse
Hooves disapeared momentary.
Summer shower

Sled konjskega
Kopita v hipu izgine.
Poletna nevihta.

**k*k

Sad ne hodma sam!
Na mom ramenu se zadrzao
Sareni leptir.

I do not walk alone!
On my shoulder
a butterfly tarries
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Zdaj ne hodim sam!
Na mojem ramenu pociva
Mavricni metulj.

Paola Ippolito i gl F gl
Argentinian poetess, born in 1974 (Buenos Aires, Argentina). She took part in different
anthologies in the city of Buenos Aires, Rosario, Cordoba, Santa Fe, Ayacucho, Mar del
Plata y Junin among others. With several writings, cultural activities and awards (since she
was 12, mainly from Italy and the U.S.A.). International academic member of the American
Academy of Modern Literature and associated academic member of the Argentinian
Academy of Modern Literature (venue Cordoba). She was distinguished with the Southern
Star award in recognition for her work and contribution to arts and social compromise
(representing Pinamar, May 2018).

Poétesse argentinienne, née en 1974 a Buenos Aires (Argentine). Elle a a son actif plusieurs
écrits publiés, des prix et différentes activités culturelles,
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ABISMO

(full text - texte intégral - texto completo - J«\<l ’u;ﬂ\)
Poem in Spanish.

ABISMO
Te nombro en los latidos que habitan el verbo hambriento de caricias
me nombras en el eco que queda entre las manos, brotadas de certezas

Dejaré que las lineas de tu mano construyan mi refugio
Trazaré sobre el borde de tu risa la constelacion de nuestros pactos
Me miraras tan hondo que retrocedan las mareas y los miedos
Me perderé en tu abrazo y soltarés las anclas
Tal vez en ese instante fluya la Unica certeza
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Este profundo abismo resquebraja el silencio
El retorno a las voces conocidas, a la incomoda procesion de los fantasmas
En este cardumen de inquietudes se desmorona el agua,

constelan las estrellas un universo equivocado.

Criaturas de magia que habitan nuestros miedos

Nos calman las tormentas, nos miran con la hondura del hambre,
nos observan ceder ante las sombras, adherir nuestra sed a los designios
Este profundo abismo nos inquieta,
revela el pulso de la sangre en las venas del alma

Patricia Prime @l o Ly L
Member of The New Zealand Poetry Society, a member of The New Zealand Author, and a
member of the Tanka Society of America. She is on the panel of editors for the Indian
publication Poetcrit, a member of the review panel of Metverse Muse, is co-editor of the
New Zealand haiku journal Kokako, a reviewer for Takahe and Atlas Poetica,
reviews/interviews editor of Haibun Today, and a selector of competition entries for Gusts
and Metverse Muse. Was honoured with the Poet of the Millennium Award by the
International Poets Academy in 2001. Her articles, reviews, interviews and poetry have
been published extensively in the small press and in anthologies, and her poems have been
anthologised in Catching the Light, the shortcut home, The World Poetry Anthology, and
others. A selection of her poems, reviews, interviews and haiku has appeared on the
Internet, and her work has been published worldwide in books, newspapers and
magazines. Her haiku have been featured in The Second New Zealand Haiku Anthology and
in The Haiku Canada Anthology. In 1998 Les Editions David published ten of Patricia’s
haiku in Anthology of Haiku, directed by Andre Duhaime, Canada. She edited with Dr.
Bruce Ross the World Haiku Anthology. In 1999 she collaborated with two poets, Catherine
Mair and R. K. Singh, to produce a collection of haiku Every Drop Stone Pebble. She
collaborated with Indian haijin, Kanwar Dinesh Singh, to produce a collection of haiku
called Deuce. She has collaborated with fellow New Zealand haijin, Catherine Mair, on
several books of linked verse, including sweet penguin and first rays of the sun. Patricia
won a prize for her haiku entry in a contest commemorating the 10th anniversary of the HIA
(Japan), and an award for her haiku for the A-bomb Memorial Day (Japan). Haiku entries
were highly commended in the New Zealand International Poetry Competition and her
poems appeared in their anthology, tapping the tank. In 2001 she judged the Junior Haiku
Section of the New Zealand International Poetry Competition. She recently won the
inaugural haiga online contest. Has written on New Zealand women poets for Creative
Forum (India). She has written essays on contemporary Indian English poetry and on
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Australasian poetry. The New Zealand poetry anthology Something Between Breaths,
published by Bahri Publications, India, is the first book she has edited. Her first solo
collection of poetry Accepting Summer was published in 2001 by Bahri Publications,
India. She has interviewed many poets/editors for the Australian online magazine Stylus, for
the Nz publication Takahe and for the online journal Haibun Today. She is on the editorial
panel of the Indian publication New Fiction Journal and is a member of the Guild of Indian
English Writers, Critics and Editors. In 2015 she published Shizuka, a collection of
collaborative verse with French poet, Giselle Maya. Patricia was recently interviewed by
Dr. Dalip Kumar Khetarpal for a piece to be published by him and he is currently reviewing
a manuscript of poems to be published next year.

Poétesse de la Nouvelle-Zélande. A son actif s’incrivent des écrits publiés, des prix et
différentes activités cultyrelles.

.ASLA.A“;' Lisuﬁmﬁ hi}&i}ﬁ‘};}‘ﬁ\)wﬁ\i\b\iﬁ\d}aﬁ& uﬁém)@.\&iﬁ)ﬁwi‘)@u

MUSIC OF THE NIGHT

(full text - texte intégral - texto completo - J«\sl) g;m)
Poems in English.

MUSIC OF THE NIGHT
the cats are out
at the end of the drive
by the letterbox
waiting to see how the night
might shape itself

a sound of music
pulses through the house
every beat
clear as a little stream
running over stones

full moon night
big and close to the earth
the whole sky
seems to leap up
to greet a visitor

flowering cherries
decorate the garden
like Swan Lake cygnets
marshalled by taller trees
in case they disappear

in my notebook
I write in longhand
with a black pen
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words fine as violin strings
music of cats in the night
a storm breaks
the rain-thwacked road

becomes a river
2018, Ribbons

a storm breaks
the rain-thwacked road

becomes a river
The British Haiku Society Anthology, 2018

turn of the tide
from the shellfish

drops of the sea
Valley Micropress, 2018

magnolia bud
an old tree waits to unfurl

outside the chapel
Metverse Muse, 2018

as she dances
a string of pearls bounces

at the girl’s throat
Frogpond, 2018

an agile busker
standing on one foot

juggles eight balls
Time Haiku, 2018

coming to rest
on a nameless headstone

a slice of sun
Presence, 2018



Peter Thabit Jones o i culh fu

Welsh writer and poet, born in Wales (United Kingdom), and raised by his maternal
grandparents. Author of fourteen books, several of which have been reprinted. His work has
been translated into over twenty languages. His short drama, The Poet, the Hunchback, and
The Boy, based on the poem ‘The hunchback in the park’ by Dylan Thomas, is available as a
DVD. It was part of the Centenary celebrations of the Dylan Thomas Theatre, Swansea. The
drama was performed by Theatre actors at the National Waterfront Museum in Swansea and
at The Welsh Centre in London, in May 2013. He is the Founder and Editor of The Seventh
Quarry Swansea Poetry Magazine, which publishes poetry, translations, interviews, and
articles from around the world, and the accompanying The Seventh Quarry Press, which
publishes international books of poetry, prose, and art. He is the recipient of the Eric
Gregory Award for Poetry (The Society of Authors, London), The Society of Authors
Award, The Royal Literary Fund Award (London) and an Arts Council of Wales Award. He
has been a prizewinner in several UK and international poetry competitions. He was
awarded the Ted Slade Award for Service to Poetry in 2016 by The Poetry Kit (UK), the
Shabdaguchha Poetry Award 2017 (USA), and the 2017 Homer: European Medal for Art and
Poetry. His poem Lament for Soldiers of the First World War is featured in the film Bells on
the Western Front, produced by Holly Tree Productions. The film has won several
international awards, including First Prize in the 2017 Wales International Film Festival. His
chamber opera libretto, Ermesinde’s Long Walk, for composer Albena Petrovic, premiered
at the Philarmonie Luxembourg in 2017 and his full orchestra libretto for her with Svetla
Georgieva, Love and Jealousy, premiered at the National Opera House Stara Zagora in
Bulgaria in May 2018. Ermesinde’s Long Walk will also premiere at National Opera House
Stara Zagora in December 2018. His drama, The Fire in the Wood, about Californian
sculptor Edmund Kara, premiered at the Actors Studio of Newburyport in Massachusetts in
April 2017 and at the Henry Miller Library and the Carl Cherry Center in California in
May/June 2018. His verse drama, The Boy and the Lion’s Head, was performed at the
Swansea International Festival of Music and the Arts in 2018.
Ecrivain et poéte gallois, né au pays de Galles (Royaume-Uni). A son actif s’incrivent des
écrits publiés, des prix et diff¢rentes activités culturelles.
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LAMENT FOR SOLDIERS OF THE FIRST WORLD WAR

(full text - texte intégral - texto completo - J«\sl) ‘u;sx\)
Poems in English.


http://www.peterthabitjones.com/
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LAMENT FOR SOLDIERS OF THE FIRST WORLD WAR
(in memory of my grandfather)

Your blood is dust,
Trenches of rust through history.
Your bones shine
In the silence of time’s mud.
Your souls sing in the battling wind.

I wear the redness
Of your loss—
With a stark eye black as grief.
My generation has your graves
In our eyes.

You weep in the nights
When we cannot sleep,
When the rain washes
November’s dead trees
And the sky is as cold

As ashes.

MY GRANDFATHER'S RAZOR
(for my grandmother)

| used his razor once;
Aged fifteen, face fluff-haired,
I locked the bathroom door.
| soaped my brown boy’s face
And held the loaded tool.

I recalled how he shaved,
Pillow-propped up in bed:
The bed in the parlour
His sunk shoulders towelled,
His brush tickled the soap,
Until his Auschwitz face
Had a beard of snow;

I held the square mirror.
The razor ploughed and rasped,
His hand trembling slightly
And he always shaved twice.
Sometimes, he nicked his neck,
Wrinkled as a turkey’s,
And | watched his blood come.
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It always made him smile;
And cigarette paper
Blotted dry the blemish.
The ritual over
He swilled clean his smooth face:
Hair, like iron filings,
Tide-marking the white bowl.
That first time, when | shaved ,
Afraid of the new blade,

I removed more than hair:
As downy as a girl’s.

For I knew, as | worked,
My hand trembling slightly,

I was shaving away
The softness of boyhood;

I would leave the bathroom

Feeling more like a man.
And my reflection smiled
When the blade caught my skin:
For from my snow beard
I watched adult blood come.

Raamaa Chandramouli o 9ol yald Lol

Indian poet and professor. With several published works and various cultural activities.
Poéte et professeur indien. Il a a son actif plusieurs livres publiés et différentes activités
culturelles. . .
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MULTIPLE-SHE /
(full text - texte intégral - texto completo - JelS £ i)
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Poem translated into English by Indira Babbellapati.
Telugu original: aame bahula

‘andhra jyothi- vividha' Dt: 09-11-2015

“Into a Crowded Aloneness”, published by: J.V. Publications Hyderabad.

Is the sea in the backyard or

is it in the front-yard of her town?

Living in that sea-town, every night she morphs

into a wind-sail and caresses the salt waters

and by morning, slips back into the human form,
opens her eyes and breathes herself into being.

In their hearts humans sometimes become wilderness;
the sea; mere rain drops. They also transform

into wandering birds settled on

electric lines. Intending to hide

behind clouds, they become kites!

Once in a way, they melt and melt

to flow as tears too-She opened her eyes,
walked quietly into the front yard,

opened the door... Is life is a day

extended to another day, she contemplated.
Just visible invisibility; the day, yet to

break into dawn. Stars, fading

glitter though the moon had left.

She sat at the door step. In front

Of her is a gate, a mango tree and beside it,

a croton. ‘Is waking up, a rebirth after death?’
she thought again. A bird emerged

from the thick foliage. As she watched the bird,
another joined... soon a flock! She went

in to get a handful of grain: mynahs, vanjari, vadla pitta,
two squirrels...a homogenous flock!

‘Life lies in collective effort,” she

thought melting at the sight...The compound

wall twittered—a greeting in

bird-lingo. How nice if it had a script!

Never mind, the heart is multilingual...

She closed her eyes in ecstasy. Within her

breathed the sea. Still a reluctant darkness around...

The paper boy dropped the paper and vanished in a wink;
the milk-man followed, a sea of milk in his hands...

Had he hardly left, there came the vegetable-vendor,
carrying the basket in a balancing act.

‘0, the world woke up already,” she thought
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looking at her who left a stillsleeping home behind.

The vendor isa mobile market with a

smile and a warm greeting. The doors, opened by the maid..
and soon a rhythmic sound of a sweeping- broom followed .
Cleaning is her job: earth, dishes, clothes...

after all, humans will have to clean themselves!

Light spilled itselfin the front yard. Golden glow!

How tender is the nascent light!

The birds pecked at all the grain...and flew away;

she knows the sound of their thanks giving.

That morning, opening her eyes alone...

Thinking of another human, another bird, the paper boy,
The milk-man... it’s like gathering and preserving rain drops in the palm...
Life-force! Till thensitting like a closed book,

she got up to walk into the house...

She stood in front of the mirror...

with a loving look at her red round bindi, at her
bangles, her face, her eyes and

the whole body! Human is a sea-like anthology;

so thinking, she lighted the stove with a match stick:

A red flame rose in front of her...

Holy Fire!

Rajko Jolici¢ Ot 9 9S00
Montenegrin poet, journalist, humorist, satirist, actor and humanist, born in 1947 at Krnjice
(on the banks of Lake Skadar), living in the coastal city of Bar. With 31 published books —
collections of poems for children and adults, of humor and satire. His patriotic poetry is
notable, especially that in the collections On Cetinje and Prayer for the Balkans, the latter
having four editions. Some works were translated into several foreign languages.
Poete, journaliste, humouriste, satiriste et humaniste monténégrin, né en 1947 a Krnjice,
vivant a Bar. Il a & son actif 31 livres publiés, des prix et différentes activités culturelles.
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APHORISMS

(full text - texte intégral - texto completo - Je\<ll { il
Aphorisms in Montenegrin and English.

Crna Gora ¢e dobiti svetu Zivotinju

zato Sto su preduslovi stvoreni.

bice to ovca — blejanje je na cijeni

Montenegro is to get her sacred animal:

since all the conditions have been met,

it’ll be the sheep as bleating’s become a worthy asset

Nijesam imao nista protiv ogledala,

al’ mi se iz njega rugala budala
Against the mirror | had no hard feeling,
but in it a mocking jeer keeps revealing

Kada bi zbog lazi moralo da se placa,

mnogi bi novinari i politicari ostali bez gaca

If one was to be paying for the lies that they express,

lots of journalists and politicans would be soon penniless

Neka prica ko sta hoce —

banane su nase voce

Let people speak of banana’s root,
nowdays bananas are our fruit

Rita Pacilio gl By
Italian poetess, author, editorial assistant, sociologist anf family mediator, born in 1963
(Benevento, Italy). She deals with poetry, literary criticism, metatheatre, children literature
and vocal jazz. Book editor for anthologies, editing, reading/evaluation of poems and short
essays, directs the section “Opera Prima” for la Vita Felice. Director of the publishing
brand RPlibri, she is the President of the Associazione Arte e Saperi. She created and
coordinates the Festival della Poesia nella Cortesia of San Giorgo del Sannio. Her recent
publications: Gli imperfetti sono gente bizzarra (La Vita Felice 2012). Winner of several
awards, such as Laurentum 2013. She was translated in French Les imparfaits sont des gens
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bizarres (L’Harmattan, 2016, traduction francaise de Giovanni Dotoli et Francoise Lenoir)
and in Arabic for Uet Tunisi (bv the Professor Othman Ben Taleb). Ouel arido
ragarumato (La Vita Felice 2014), 1l suono per obbedienza — poems on iazz (Marco Sava
Edizioni 2015), Prima di andare (La Vita Felice, 2016). For the narrative: Non
camminare scalzo (Edilet Edilazio Letteraria. 2011). La principessa con i baffi (Scuderi
Edizioni, 2015) is a fairy tale for kids; Cantami una filastrocca is an exercise book for the
preschool (RPlibri, 2018). Her works have been translated in Greek, Romanian, French,
Arabic, Enalish, Spanish, Catalan and Neapolitan. In March 2018 she published ‘L’amore
casomai’, a collection of short stories in poetic prose.
Poétesse, auteure et sociologiste italienne. Elle a a son actif plusieurs livres publiés et
traduits, des prix et différentes activités culturelles.

Mhm\s;@\,‘}\ﬁj ‘M}Ajajw;\ﬁh&.\m)@ AJLLu\ &\.A.z;\ ijd}qjo)ou

LAGO DI NEMI

(full text - texte intégral - texto completo - Je<ll { il
Poem in Italian, with English, Spanish, French and Arabic versions.

Si increspa il lago di Nemi
in un gesto di doloroso silenzio
a vederlo mordere nuvole
I’affanno arriverebbe in cima.

Salgono visitatori
in una strada scoperta riaffiorano
in mezzo alle piante
ragazze di colore nude a meta

pascolano paure
e cosce raggelate. E fissano
I’inquieta luce della sera
come fosse un contatto.

Chiedo perdono al mondo/ come lo chiedo a te/ per il mio
peregrinare stanco/ per 'urlo muto/ per la corsa che mi

affanna e dice./ Il destino € un cerchio senza fine.
**k%k

Lake Nemi ripples
In a gesture of painful silence
To see it biting clouds
the anguish would get to the top.

Visitors climb
Reemerge from an open path
Into the bushes
Half-naked black girls
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Graze fears
And frozen thighs. And stare at
The restless light of the evening
Like a touch.

I ask for forgiveness to the world/as | ask for forgiveness to you/ for my
tired wondering/ for the voiceless scream/ for the rush that
leave me breathless and speeches. Fate is an endless circle.

English version by Sara Corrieri.
**k*

El lago de Nemi se va ondulando
en un gesto de doloroso silencio
al verlo morder las nubes
la respiracion llegaria a la cima.

Los visitantes vienen
en un camino abierto resurgen
en el medio de las plantas
chicas negras casi desnudas

pastan miedos
y muslos congelados. Y miran fijamente
a lainquieta luz de la tarde
como si fuera un contacto.

Le pido perdén al mundo / como te lo pido a ti/ por mi
vagar cansado / por el grito silencioso / por la marcha que
me harta y dice./ El destino es un circulo sin fin.

Spanish version by Martina Di Blasi.
**k*k

Le lac de Nemi se ride
en un geste de douloureux silence
a le regarder mordre les nuages
le souffle arriverait au sommet.

Les visiteurs montent
sur une route dégagée apparaissent
au milieu des plantes
des filles noires a moitié nues

qui promenent leurs peurs
et leurs cuisses transies. Elles fixent
la lueur inquiete du soir
comme si elles la touchaient.

Je demande pardon au monde/et a toi/pour mon errance lasse/pour mon cri muet/pour la course qui
m’essouffle et me parle/. Le destin est un cercle sans fin.
French version by Giovanni Dotoli et Frangoise Lenoir.
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Arabic version by Othman Ben Taleb; revised by Naji Naaman.

Senel Gokge ALS o9& ol
Turkish poet, journalist, teacher and financial consultant. Graduated from the Public
Administration Department (Faculty of Political Sciences, Istanbul University). His writings
and poems appeared in many newspapers and magazines. He attended many poetry and
literature festival in Turkey and abroad, and he helped to have some festivals organized and
his poems were published in various anthologies. With four poetry collections.
Poéte turque. 1l a & son actif quatre recueils publiés, des prix et des activités culturelles.
Al B8 Aadil g ol 590 Fayf sy (S5 el
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OLDUREMEDIGIM
THE LOVER | COULD NOT MAKE DISAPPEAR

(full text - texte intégral - texto completo - Jo\Sl 2,433\)
Poem in Turkish, with English translation by Mesut Senol (NNLP).

OLDUREMEDIGIM
Ansizin otur yanima
Zaman bazen saldirgan olur
Hayat kendini aldatir

Unutamadigim 6zlemlerini
Nereden bilebilir ki

Madem ki dncistylm
-kaygili m1, kaygisiz mi?-
Gegti, gececek gunlerin
Oyleyse gereksinim
Duyuyorum sana

Yoksa nasil stirdiirebilirim ki
-alfabesi de ezberimde ya!-
Tanimlayamadigim duygularimi.

Varsa eger
Cehennemliginle biraz da ben esrik olayim
Oldiiremedigim; biiyiidiikge biiyiiyen
Hosca kal diyemedigim sevgilim

THE LOVER | COULD NOT MAKE DISAPPEAR
Come sit by me on a sudden
Time becomes hostile now and again
Life deceives itself
How come it would have known
Its longing | have not forgotten

Whereas | am its pioneer
- whether worried or not? —
Your days passed till now and they shall pass later
Then it is obvious
I need you here

Or else how come | could continue
- its alphabet stays in my memory anyway! —
Of my feelings I could not identify.
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If there exists
Let me be a bit of ecstatic with your infernal place
O my lover, to you | was not able to say goodbye
You are the one | could not make disappear, rather you keep growing

Sigrid Bergie Feliciano LA (o et o pRw
American poetess, living in Los Angeles. Award-winning author of Turning Out The Lights
(New Rivers Press, 1989), nominated for the Minnesota Book Awards in Poetry; Editor of
Where Laugh Touches Tears (COMPAS Statewide Student Anthology of Poems and Prose
1991). For 20 years, she was a Poet in Residence for the COMPAS Writers & Avrtists in the
Schools Program, teaching kindergarten-twelfth grade; for The Minnesota Center for the
Book Arts, teaching teachers; for The Loft, teaching University graduate-level accredited
creative writing; and so on. She is published nationwide in anthologies, journals, city
newspapers — such as The Great River Review, Studio One, moth, ONTHEBUS, Sing
Heavenly Muse!, The Talking of Hands, Icarus, Dacotah Territory... and many more. She
was a caregiver for her parents Marga and Romeo in their last years. She is a humanist and a
social activist She and husband Tony are happy globetrotters.
Poétesse américaine, vivant & Los Angeles. Elle a a son actif plusieurs livres publiés, des
prix et différentes activités culturelles. L .
Al B8 il s G sas i e Sae sy (8 Odad Gl G el 34 5 el

SUNDAY DINNER AT GRANDMA
AND UNCLE DOC’s HOUSE

(full text - texte intégral - texto completo - J«\<l! “u;m)
Poem in English.

Someone asks me to say grace at the big kitchen table.

I am four or five, and I close my eyes, and just say what | feel.

| say thank you for chicken and gravy and mashed potatoes and peas and sweets.
Thank you for my Papa and my Mama and my Grandma and my Uncle Doc.
And | do not stop,
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Thank you for the flowers and the stars and the sun and the clouds.
And the sky and the stones and the trees and the lakes and the animals
And the....

Uncle Doc begins to cry silent tender tears we all can see.

His tears, so much more than grace.

Sonia Elvireanu 9Ly all! L g
Romanian poetess, novelist, critic and translator. With several published works, awards and
cultural activities.

Poetesse, romanciére, critique littéraire, essayiste et traductrice roumaine. Membre de
[’Union des Ecrivains Roumains. Etudes: Université Babes-Bolyai de Cluj-Napoca, Faculté
des lettres. Doctorat en philologie avec une thése sur [’exil. Professeur de frangais associé a
[’Université technique de Cluj-Napoca, Roumanie. Membre du Centre de recherche de
limaginaire «Speculumy» et du Centre de recherches philologiques pour le dialogue
multiculturel, Université «1 Decembrie 1918», Alba lulia, animatrice culturelle dans
I’association franco-roumaine AMI, membre de la Fédération internationale des professeurs
de francais (FIPF), fondatrice du cénacle littéraire «Jacques Préverty d’Alba lulia. A son
actif s inscrivent plusieurs livres publiés, des prix et différentes activités culturellges.
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CERUL DIN GRADINA/ LE CIEL AU JARDIN

(full text - texte intégral - texto completo - Je<ll £ i)
Poem in Romanian and French.

CERUL DIN GRADINA
Se adancesc clipele in tacerea din frunze,
murmurul umbrelor amiezii pe dealuri,
fosnetul vorbelor tale prin arbori,
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nu se desfac noptile, nici zilele in strafunduri,
viul de ieri sprijina diminetile mele pustii,
murmura lumina lor prin sangele zilei,

aerul curge, se deapana ca o ruga in mine,
frunzele nu mai tac,
soptesc aceeasi poveste,

cerul tdu agatat de crengi in gradina
isi cerne lumina in mine.

LE CIEL AU JARDIN
Les instants s ‘émiettent dans le silence des feuilles,
murmure des ombres du midi sur les collines,
frémissement de tes paroles dans les arbres,

les nuits et les jours ne meurent pas aux tréfonds,
le vif d’hier nourrit mes matins vides,
leur lumiére murmure dans le sang du jour,

[’air se fait priére en moi,
les feuilles ne cessent de se taire,
murmurent la méme histoire,

ton ciel accroché aux branches du jardin
glisse sa lumiére en moi.

Thierry Retailleau galigy s
French poet, born at Cholet (Maine et Loire, France). With printed works and cultural
activities.

Poéte francais, né a Cholet (Maine et Loire, France). A participé au recueil collectif
Composition Etoilée avec Denis Emorine, Mahamoud M'Saidie, Abderrazak Letaif et
d’autres. A aussi publié un roman, “Mon Frére Vous A Aimés”, aux éditions Les2 Encres en
2009.

i 3808 Al 5 5 pite e oy b (L ¢ sh ol (30) s il g e L pni i Ty



99- Thierry Retailleau guligy s i1

LES PETITS POEMES DU SOIR

(extracts - extraits - extractos - cilikii)
Poems in French.

LIBERTE
Que la menthe fraiche et nue
Et le ruisseau d’eau pure
Au naturel sans un murmure
Fuient sous le rocher moussu.

LE VIN
La grappe au jus vermeil
Qui dans les verres chante
Enivrante jusqu’au sommeil
Porte nos soucis en attente.

PASSION
Emotive est la flamme
Au moindre souffle divin
Est préte a rendre [’dme
Et puis renait chaque matin.

LES POETES
Leur &me tourmentée
Sur les écueils des vicissitudes
S’en est allée s’ échouer
Au quotidien humain des habitudes.

CHANT VERT
L’ode du champ pur
Passe sur les villes
Glisse sur les murs
Séduit les charmilles.



Valentin lacob | S opidla

Romanian poetry and prose writer, mathematician and journalist, born on October 12, 1955
(Bucharest, Romania). Graduated the elite National Highschool of Mathematics and IT
»Tudor Vianu” in Bucharest, Romania, in which he was admitted with the highest grade, 10.
Also received grade 10 at the admission exam of the Faculty of Mathematics, IT Section at
the University of Bucharest. Graduated in 1979 with a bachelor’s degree in Artificial
Intelligence. IT specialist and a math teacher between 1979 and 1993. Since 1992, senior
editor of the prestigious magazine "Formula AS", the leading Romanian weekly. Literary
debut after 1989. He had published poems, fictional prose, interviews and memoirs in most
of the major Romanian and Moldavian literary magazines: Romania Literara, Luceafarul,
Viata Romaneasca, Euforion, Steaua, Timpul, Poesis, Vatra, Familia, Astra, Orizont,
Tribuna, Ramuri, Ateneu, Contemporan, Hyperion, Observator Cultural, Paradigma, Pontos,
Convorbiri Literare; Contrafort (Moldavian Republic, Chisinau). Member of the Romanian
Writers' Union (1997), and the Romanian Journalists’ Association (1994).
Ecrivain, journaliste et mathématicien roumain, né le 12 octobre 1955 a Bucarest
(Roumanie). Il a a son actif plusieurs écrits publjés et différentes activités culturelles.
(o)) Cojlasy AVA00 TGV 0yl e pde JE Allge (e (ilegy Sl Alle s (Hlasa el
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LEOPARDUL DE DIAMANT/THE DIAMOND LEOPARD

(full text - texte intégral - texto completo - JelSIl { a1)
Poem in Romanian, with English version by George Volceanov.

LEOPARDUL DE DIAMANT
,»Coincidenta este calea lui Dumnezeu de a riméane anonim”
Albert Einstein

Leopardul de diamant a intrat intr-o dimineata

In camerd

§i mi s-a cagarat pe birou.

M-a privint fix, a suflat,

Si-o magma de aur §i lapte i-a {dsnit din blana si nari.

Suflarea lui mi-a pulverizat literele de pe foi
si poemele care alergau innebunite
prin computer.
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Pe urma a inceput sa isi legene capul incet,

si-a inchis ochii, isi agita coada dominator, sacadat,
Si nici nu mi-am dat seama exact

cdand a inceput sa-si ascuta ghearele, metodic,

de trecutul meu.

Poate era un comandat ratacit,

alt mercenar al tandretei,

vreun adjutant al colonelului EIf — o arsura,
o inviere trucatd care se petrecea

diminetile sub ochii mei pe birou,

niciodata dusd pand la capat.

Impasibil, adjutantul colonelului EIf

i5i vedea mai departe de treabd cu aerul lui martial si gracil.
Cobora, se ratacea in picaj

cu pianul lui kamikaze cu tot,

in trupul dihaniei dleia orbitoare

cu blana si trupul §i ghearele ei de diamante,

care lasa in urma ei o ddra, un sange scanteietor §i curat —

De parcad, in timp ce le pulveriza prin aer
cu rasuflarea lui de aur si lapte,

leopardul de diamant s-ar fi taiat sistematic
diminetile,

n poemele mele...

THE DIAMOND LEOPARD
,, Coincidence is God’s way of staying anonymous”
Albert Einstein

One morning the diamond leopard entered the room

And leapt onto my writing desk.

It stared at me, exhaled,

And gold and milk magmagushed from its fur and nostrils.

Its breathdispersed my letters from the sheets
and the poemsrunning like mad in the computer.

Then it started to slowly shake its head,it closed its eyes, waggling its
tailwith a dominant, rhythmic motion.

I didn’t notice at which point it started to systematically sharpenits
clawsagainst my past.
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It may have been a stray commander,

yet another mercenary of tenderness,

a collage of martyr and quinine,

maybe the Elfin colonel’s adjutant — a burn,

a faked resurrection occurring in my sight on my writing desk in the
morning,

one never completed.

Impassibly, the Elfin colonel’s adjutant was minding its business with a
martial and graceful pose.

It descended, got lost while diving,

and so did its kamikaze piano,

in the body of the dazzling beast with its diamond fur, body and claws,

leaving behind a trail, a trail of clear and sparkling blood —

As if, while dispersing them in the air with its gold and milk breath,
The diamond leopard had systematically slit itself,

in the morning,

with my poems...

Veronica Golos ougl ol ISiig nd

American poetess. Co-editor of the Taos Journal of International Poetry & Art, former
Poetry Editor for the Journal of Feminist Studies in Religion, and core faculty at Tupelo
Press's Writers Conferences. Author of three poetry books, Rootwork (3: A Taos Press.
2015), Vocabulary of Silence (Red Hen Press, 2011), winner of the 2011 New Mexico Book
Award, poems from which are translated into Arabic by poet Nizar Sartawi, and A Bell
Buried Deep (Storyline Press, 2004), co-winner of the 16th Annual Nicholas Roerich Poetry
Prize, nominated for a Pushcart Prize by Edward Hirsch, and adapted for stage and
performed at Claremont School of Theology, Claremont, CA. Has lectured at Columbia
University’s Teacher’s College, Hunter College, Julliard School of Music, Regis University,
University of New Mexico, Dine Technical College, Kansas State University, and Colorado
State University; She lives in Taos, New Mexico. U.S.A., with her husband, David Pérez.
Poétesse américaine. Elle a a son actif plusieurs livres publiés, des prix et différentes
activités culturelles. .. . .
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DAUGHTERSPEAK: A HAUNTING/ PAS DE DEUX/
| IMAGINE THE GODS SAYING, WE WILL MAKE IT UP TO YOU.
WE WILL GIVE YOU THREE WISHES, THEY SAY.

(full text - texte intégral - texto completo - J«\<l) ZFZJ\)
Poems in English.

DAUGHTERSPEAK: A HAUNTING
Poem is part of the upcoming book, GIRL, to be published by 3: A Taos Press, (U.S.A.)

I rise into fever, haunt the empathy of rooms.
Kettles boil over. Scalding truth. An old woman pisses in the street, lifting
her eight skirts above her knees. Each skirt a pennon, a place she’s been.

She is residue, sperm-colored, and the stink of her
is ox blood, a wound left untended; | shudder. Her hands are nettles
and hook. | whisper, Don’t you see? Snakes writhe in her hair.

She fuses my dreams, the ones of barbed wire, the sun a dull blow in the sky.
I see her when young, her rags above her waist, against a wall, gnawing
a chunk of bread while the soldier pounds her closer and closer to stone.

I stand by while she and her child drink mud.

PAs DE DEUX
Previously published in Lethe, Literary and Art Journal, Koc University, Istanbul, Turkey 2019
Poem is part of the upcoming book, GIRL, to be published by 3: A Taos Press, (U.S.A.)

If I now, saw her

in that brown second-hand

coat, her braids bound

in ribbons the shade of sunlight;

knap-sack stuffed with pink tights, pink toe-shoes, a tutu--
choosing to walk the snow-covered field of Central Park
instead of riding the bus

from east to west, trudging

inside the white whiteness,

I might remember

why.

Remember

she walks to keep

the four-four beat

of ballet class, the curved stairway,

the echoing room of light,
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Mademoiselle's voice tingling with jetté,
arabesque, allongé, assemblé, développé,
the mirror the size of the one room she shares with her mother--

Remember
her gliding beauty as she spins to the music,
the secret of her--
and those tiny gods
twirling beneath the snow's flurry and sparkle--
through this expanse she is
all muscle and mist, her genetics of every-day-work,
field, farm, factory, history, strung into tendon and toe, reaching back
to Cordova, then Crete, then Paris, the removal
of name and language; and now this sonata of snow
as she struggles forward into the silvery air,
hands in her pockets;
Yes, | remember
this
dancer
and the mercies
that made her.

| IMAGINE THE GODS SAYING, WE WILL MAKE IT UP TO YOU.

WE WILL GIVE YOU THREE WISHES, THEY SAY.

--Jack Gilbert, Imagine the Gods
Previously published in the Los Angeles Review, 2019, U.S.A.
Poem is part of the upcoming book, GIRL, to be published by 3: A Taos Press, (U.S.A.)

l.

They are nowhere to be seen or heard. I know. I’ve walked
dune-like hills, trespassed the Morada, crossed the arid
arroyo deep and blunt with dust. I’ve searched.

They are gone. They no longer whisper in my throat
as they used to, when | was the girl. Girl, they’d say,
turn this corner, now, and be safe. Most

times | did what they prompted, made my way though

the warren of my mother’s madness, tangled my long braids
with ribbons in talisman colors of ruby and white.

The gods would nudge me in sleep, singing their songs,
urging rest between battle. They’d give me a new name,
recount the days I’d lived, slip me the heart of someone’s

daughter. Eat, they’d say, be strong.
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When | was the girl

the gods also gave gifts. 1 could fly.

My girl body, in my yellow duck

pajamas stayed sleeping on the bed, of course, in case
| was looked for; but the |

of me, the one the gods whispered

warnings to, rose out of my

body, and through the window,

floated along the rooftops.

It was a little joy | was allowed, and | told

no one. I’d hum as I drifted through the night air, sing
a song meant to be heard

only by me. I’d glide above the streets, the streetlamps
little stars, a slight rain

softening the city into another somewhere.

Then, I’d have to go back. And

the body would welcome me, yes,

but this me would be a bit sad,

to be inside flesh again,

and know what | knew.

Violeta Daniela Mindru

usal ig b £+
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Romanian poetess, member of the literary group “Calistrat Hogas” (Tecuci, Romania). With

writings and various cultural activities.

Poétesse roumaine, membre du Cénacle Littéraire "Calistrat Hogas" (Tecuci, Roumanie). A

$on actif s 'inscrivent des écrits et différentgs activités culturelles.
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LE JOUR DU RENOUVELLEMENT

(full text - texte intégral - texto completo - Je\<ll { il
Poem translated from Romanian into French by Lidia Costea.

LE JOUR DU RENOUVELLEMENT
Rien n’est resté des souvenirs...
1Is ont fondu avec la derniére neige de I’hiver
A la flamme qui briile la douleur de I'impuissance.
Et la raison qui bétit des fragments de pensée
Le corps ou chaque cellule soupire
Se nettoie avec de [’encens et myrrhe.
C’est le jour du renouvellement
Je cueille la lumiére des levers de soleil.
Je jette "oreiller mouillé de larmes
Et je déchire avec les dents [’étreinte.
Les boutons sautent et des lambeaux d’ame blessée
Je les ramasse dans des attelles
Avec des bandes de coucher de soleil.

THE COLLEGE OF

SAINT ROSE
Walid Abdallah A e g

Egyptian poet and author. Visiting professor of English language and literature in
Egypt, Saudi Arabia, Germany and the U.S.A. His poetry includes “Go Ye Moon”,
“Lie of Life” and “Forget?... Not yet”. Has several translated poems which won
E'r_estlglous prizes in the USA like “Cause”, “Egypt's Grief”, and “Strangers' Cross”.
is books include Shout of Silence, Escape to the Realm of Imagination, Man
Domination and Woman Emancipation.
Poéte et auteur Egyptien. Il a a son actif plusieurs écrits publiés, des prix et différentes
activités culturelles. . . . .
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ONCE

(full text - texte intégral - texto completo - J«\<l) i,;fd\)
Poem in English.

Once | had a heart, | had a lover
Promised each other to be in love forever
Once she was my sun and sky

I thought I will never weep or cry
Once she was all I own

Now | am desperately alone

Once she was my soul mate

Never imagined our separation by fate
Once she was the smile of my life
Now it is only suffering and strife
Once she was the candle in my night
Without her, I lost my sight

Once her love filled my veins

Now | only feel severe pains

Once she was my princess

Now | forget joy and happiness

Once | had a dream and aspiration
Now | only feel deep frustration

Once | was alive somewhere

Now I took all my sadness share

Yi Dian ol (=
Chinese poet, born in 1953 (Haining, Zhejiang Province, China). Member of the Chinese
Writers' Association and vice director of the Poetry Committee of Zhejiang Writers'
Association. Published poetry collections: Stone Scissors Cloth , River in Darkness, Thriller
and Prayer, Bearing, Prose collections: Pain and Look Up, Don't Block My Sunlight, Bright
Things, and Novel Collections: Iron Can. His works have been selected into more than 100
selected editions, such as Selected Poems of the Fifty Years of New China, Selected Poems
of the 1980s, Selected Poems of the Powerful Poets of the 1990s, Selected Contemporary
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Poems, 100 Contemporary Lyric Poems of China, 1978-2008 Chinese Poetry Dictionary,
Best Poems of the 21st Century, Selected Prose, 100 Essays Moving Middle School Students,
etc. Now he is living in Jiaxing, Zhejiang.

Poéte chinois, né en 1953 a Haining (Zhejiang, Chine). Il a a son actif plusieurs écrits

publiés et différentes activités culturelles.
Adliae I ddadil 5 3 it LS sanay 8L (Ofall (Ol aiidla) V40T aladl Al ge (g (el

RR AR/ THE RIVER IN DARKNESS

(full text - texte intégral - texto completo - Je<ll { il
Poem in Chinese, with English version by Bei Ta.

SR B R RY AT
HATEA DL
HREAR
FATr ALK =
HREAR

TAZE, RMNGEE—THHER
HEELER
TANMRE, BATKEREILE
H2ELER

AlmimikIt, —EARR
B BN
HAIFHE, BT REH R
B EAER

WATK WAL Y, ST5, B
HEELER
HATBOEE, MBERe, SINERFE
H2ELER
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THE RIVER IN DARKNESS
We cannot see the river
Yet it is flowing
We cannot hear the water
Yet it is flowing

We love it and write 2000 hymns for it
Yet it is flowing
We hate it and swear to forget it
Yet it is flowing

We run far away and will never come back
Yet it is flowing

We look for it piously as if it was a holy land
Yet it is flowing

We bellow, curse and threaten flusteredly and frustratedly
Yet it is flowing
We cancel and erase it, and neglect its existence
Yet it is flowing

It is becoming darker and darker
Yet it is flowing
The sky is collapsing and blocking all other rivers
Yet it is flowing

Zoran Raonié gl y O1y9)

Montenegrin poet, aphorist and short-story writer, born on March 19, 1956 (Purdevica

Tara, Tara river, North of Montenegro). With 17 books and numerous literary awards, his

poems were translated into English, German, Greek, Spanish, Bulgarian, Russian and

Macedonian, while some of his haiku poems and aphorisms were translated into twenty

languages.

Poéte et nouvelliste Monténégrin, né le 19 mars 1956 a Purdevi¢ca (Monténégro). Il a a son

actif plysieurs livres publiés et différents prix littéraires.
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HAIKU )
(full text - texte intégral - texto completo - Ja\<ll { il

Haiku in Montenegrin, with English version by Jelena Raonic.

starac -

naslonjen na ogradu
ispraca put

an old man

leaning on a fence

says goodbye to the road

javorov list

pronade svoju uvelu sjenku
u travi

a maple leaf

found its withered shadow
in a grass

pusi se kriska

pecene tikve —

mlad mjesec u krilu

a slice of

baked pumpkin steaming -
a crescent moon in my lap

sjenka bora

ispruzena preko planine —
ljetnji suton

a pine tree shadow

spread over the mountain —
summer dusk

izade baka

iz niske kolibe i

osta pogurena

a gradmother stepped out
of a low hut and
remained stooped
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Valeriu Butulescu
«Réflexions insulaires»
In French, with Maltese version by Kevin Saliba

Le dramaturge, poéte et essayiste Valeriu Butulescu, est présenté dans I'histoire de
la littérature roumaine comme étant l'auteur roumain le plus traduit. Ses livres
d'aphorismes sont publiés dans plus de 50 langues sur tous les continents. Il est
lauréat du prix littéraire Naji Naaman (prix d’honneur pour ceuvres completes, 2006)
et ambassadeur de la Fondation Naji Naaman pour la Culture Gratuite (FCG, 2011).

*k*k

Malte. Tellement de fertilité historique dans un pays sans sources d'eau douce.
Malta: tant fertilita storika f’pajjiz minghajr ghejun ta’ ilma helu.

Les archéologues - scientifiqguement, profanant des tombes.

L-arkeologi — f’sens xjentifiku, izebilhu [-ogbra.

Cariatides. Seul un malveillant architecte pouvait mettre tant de poids, sur le dos
des femmes.
Il-karjatidi: biss perit hajjen jasal ipoggi tant piz fuq dahar in-nisa.

Mythologie. Le hibou qui dort toute la journée passe comme I'oiseau de la sagesse.
Mitologija: il-kokka i tqatta’ [-jum kollu rieqda tinzamm bl-ghasfur tal-gherf.
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Les critiques voient la musique et entendent la peinture.

l-kritici jaraw il-muzika waqt li jisimghu [-pittura.

Je conjugue trois fois le verbe «travailler» et je ressens le besoin de me reposer.
Nahdem tliet darbiet il-verb “hadem” u nhoss hjieg I-irpoz.

La poésie est chanson de dauphin. Pas toutes les oreilles peuvent la percevoir.
Il-poezija hija I-kanzunetta tad-delfini. Mhux kull widna tista’ tagbadha.

L'ignorance est la plus lourde fardeau. Mais le porteur ne la sent pas.
L-injoranza hija I-ikbar togla. IZzda min igorrha ma jhosshiex.

Je déteste le sommeil. J'ai dormi tant de siecles. Tant de siécles, je dormirai.
Noboghdu I-irqad. Tant sekli rqadt. Tant sekli ghad norqod.

L'oiseau s'est libéré de la terre. Désormais il sera prisonnier du ciel.
L-ghasfur inqata’ mill-art. Minn issa 'l quddiem ser ikun prigunier tas-sema.

Les archéologues. Basés sur un tesson, ils reconstruisent une cuisine toute ancienne.
L-arkeologi: minn bicca xaqqufa jergghu jibnu kéina antikissma.

De mes primes, je paye mes amendes.

Mill-primjums tieghi, inhallas il-multi.

La paresse doit étre trés fatigante. Les paresseux se reposent le plus.

L-ghazz zgur ghandu jghejji qatigh. Hadd ma jistrieh daqs l-ghazzenin.

Mettre le mouton, prées du loup. De plus, le faire son chef du bureau.

Poggi n-naghga hdejn il-lupu. Lilha ahtar ukoll il-kap tal-ufficcju tieghu.

Le sage ne porte ni bouclier, ni épée.

ll-bniedem ghaqli la jgorr targa u lanqas xabla.

Sisyphe ne mourra pas fatigué, mais d'ennui.
Sisifu m’ghadx imut bil-ghejja, izda bid-dwejjaq.

Combien de pharaons auraient soupconné qu'ils iraient, un jour, tout droit, des
pyramides au British Museum?

Kemm-i/ farawni gatt basar li ghad jibga’ sejjer, ghada pitghada, mill-piramidi
ghall-British Museum?

Je m'ennuie rarement, mais jamais seul.
Niddejjaq biss xi darba fil-boghod. Meta nkun wahdi qatt.

Ils comptent aussi pour courageux, ceux qui n‘apercoivent pas le danger.
Jinghaddu wkoll b’qalbiena dawk li t-tweghir ma jilmhuhx.

L'agonis des fleurs dans le vase remplit la chambre des parfums.
L-agunija tal-fjuri fil-vazun timlielna I-kamra kollha fwieha.

Combien vaut I'immortalité, sur une planéte mortelle?
Kemm jiswa’ I-immortali fug pjaneta mortali?



115- Valeriu Butulescu St giga ga LB Y

Certains vont a I'église, en espérant que Dieu vérifie la présence.
Xi whud imorru I-knisja bit-tama li Alla jghoddhom fir-rassenja.

Tres doux, le fardeau des cadeaux.
Helu manna I-piz tar-rigali.

La Tour de Pise. Il faut s'incliner, pour devenir célebre.
Bhat-Torri ta’ Pisa: jenhtieg tmur la banda biex tiehiu |-fama.

En cas de naufrage, les optimistes se noient les derniers.
Wagqt nawfragju [-ahhar li jmut [-ottimist.

Le ver creuse son temple d'éternité dans une poire.
ll-Aianex ihaffer il-maqdes dejjiemi tieghu go langasa.

Un tram déraillé se croit indépendant.
It-tramm li safa’ barra I-linji minghalikh indipendenti.

L'homme a trouvé beaucoup d'amis parmi les animaux, en général non comestibles.
ll-bniedem sab bosta hbieb fost il-bhejjem Fil-bicca I-kbira mhumiex tajbin ghall-
ikel.

L'ame d'une femme est comme un livre. Il doit é&tre trop beau pour le lire deux fois.
Ir-ruhi ta’ mara bhal ktieb. Trid tkun sabihia wisq biex taqraha ghal darba tnejn.

L'onde est éphémeére. Seul le tourment de I'eau est éternel
l-mewga tigi u tghaddi. It-turment tal-ilma biss jibqa’ ghal dejjem.

Colomb pouvait arriver en Inde. Mais I'Amérique est intervenue, comme d'habitude.
Kolombu seta’ jsehihlu jasal I-Indja. IZda ddeffset I-Amerka, bhas-soltu.

Diable n'achéte plus des ames. Il y a de trop nombreux donateurs honorifiques.
IX-Xitan m’ghadux jixtri I-erwieh. Donaturi onorarji ghandu bix-xaba’.

Mon idéal? Un athée avec I'esprit d'un saint.
L-ideal tieghi? Ateu bi spirtu ta’ qaddis.

Paradis. Les loups et les agneaux lisent le méme journal, cotisent au méme parti.
Fil-Genna: I-ilpup u I-Arief jagraw I-istess gurnal u jaghtu I-flus lill-istess partit.

A la Révolution Roumaine, les plus curieux sont décédés, pas les plus braves!
Fir-Rivoluzzjoni Rumena: mietu |-izjed nies kurjuzi u mhux dawk I-izjed qalbiena.

L'Atlantide a coulé. Il était le seul moyen d'éviter la colonisation anglaise.
Atlantide gherqget. Hi biss setghet tiskansana mill-hakma Ingliza.

Des journalistes roumains enlevés en Irak. Nos médias commencent a étre appreciés
a l'étranger!
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Gurnalisti Rumeni mahtufa fl-lraq. Donnu |-midja taghna bdiet toghgobhom lill-
barranin!

L'enfance. Le seul paradis perdu.
It-tfulija: |-unika genna mitlufa.

Quel cauchemar! Avoir vocation de libérateur, dans un pays déja libre.
Xi hmar il-lejl dan! Ikollok sejha ghal hellies f’pajjiz diga hieles.

Un mini-continent, a la frontiére de trois continents: Malte.
Kontinent miz-zghar, mal-fruntiera ta’ tliet kontinenti: Malta.



