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Peter Nyberg [Sweden|] Wt - JESRIRS (i L]

Farewell (and other three poems) W =)
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I have gone into the forest IR
IRLe3 58 E AR AN
B, AN, Wk

those who searched remain
dogs and people and such

they sit on the wooden deck A LRI F b B
and drink coffee in the heat TE 2 B B 5
barking occasionally TBRIE AR RIR
complaining about how the others use A8t N FE AL H]
the empty spaces between their skulls kARl H

while the food is being prepared and the wine stored

BWIEEIA, ERRE&LT

the creaking of the B PR IS R N
trampoline the clatter of the IHRIRIE R

robot on the green Hlas N geid kit

in the forest e

the trees speak when the wind rushes by R, RIS
but you have long since {HfRELE

lost the ability to interpret the language
not even the empty spaces are filled with meaning

I have gone into the forest
those who sought remain

REMEXFE S IIRE
B (AP TCIE A X

AR

ABLET B FESNR %

Flocks HEe
Mourn the fallen, ATE R,
the streets are littered with corpses. il E P ARBE AL E ,

To wage war is to die, to wage war is

to tell people to fall. A ANFET,

The old nourish a simple dream N P TRl B A
of excess and have the power BIETCE  $WERA
to let people die for its fulfillment. At N A BEERSE
The young nourish a simple dream T AP dim ] LA
of excess and possessing the power BIETRE PR
to lose themselves in the illusion. LR R H K,
Mourn the fallen, AT E =,

the streets are littered with corpses. e b P ARBEAL B R .
Nothing %G

Most things are nothing, YRz,

the Buddhists say, e Jeanrt .

before them the atomists, AR HeE RN,
nowadays the physicists. A K B .
Politicians are experts kST

at the forms of nothingness. BRI,
Holding nothing in their PR,

hands and creating 2L,

nothing, like magicians. el e Is,

The body is nothing, A

the mind is what creates e ARHET,
something. I dreamed T H.OH,

I was a lion but B LIVESG R,

woke up as a kitten. FESR AT
Ending Lok

Ktk 4, BIRsEr:, B

RIPQ



meet the darkness

the corridors and arches

in the underground intersections
under

the conscious

darkness in the park

in the silence

among the bushes

a bubble

where we are almost animals
and almost humans

the state before the flesh

beyond language

the snap when the tension breaks
and the world

flows in

About the author

Peter Nyberg, born 1974 in Skogstorp, Sweden, is a famous poet,
literary critic, essayist and translator, working as the subject coordinator
for Creative Writing — Literary Composition at Jonkdping University in
Sweden. He funded and worked between 2009 and 2019 as editor in chief
at Populdr Poesi, a poetry magazine that in 2014 was honored as one of
the best magazines about culture in Sweden. Peter Nyberg is a prized
essayist who has been published in a wide range of papers and magazines.
He has published twelve books and nine translations from English into
Swedish. The poetry work is spread in a variety of journals and translated
into Chinese, English, Arabic and Spanish for example. He currently live
and work in the town of Norrahammar.

Charles Bernstein [USA]
In a Restless World Like This Is (and other three poems)

Not long ago, or maybe I dreamt it

Or made it up, or have suddenly lost

Track of its train in the hocus pocus

Of the dissolving days; no, if I bend

The turn around the corner, come at it

From all three sides at once, or bounce the ball
Against all manner of bleary-eyed fortune
Tellers — well, you can see for yourselves there’s
Nothing up my sleeves, or notice even

Rocks occasionally break if enough

Pressure is applied. As far as you go

In one direction, all the further you’ll

Have to go on before the way back has

Become totally indivisible.

Broken English

What are you fighting for?
The men move
decisively toward the execution chamber.

Joey takes aim but muftles his fire.

Overhead, the crescent moon cracks
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the unbroken sky. A moth beats its wings
against the closed door — intransigence its

only lore. What are you fighting for? The sirens
cry wolf to the obedient masses who sway,
hysterical, in synch to the boys

on the back streets and the ladies of mourning.

Brushing up fate pixel by pixel, burnishing
dusk: the sum of entropy and elevation.

Tony takes it in his intestine, the sharp
pain in his body like ripples

in a sand dune, his face exquisitely detached

from any sign of the sensation. What are
you fighting for? The market plunges, savings

slip away like a greased pig in a taffy

pull. Sometimes the easiest thing is just to stop
thinking about it. Then it can just think you.
Depending on the angle of incline and the rate

of decomposition. Wives to each other, husbanding
the fear that feeds upon itself and its prey.

Doesn’t that count for something, even

in these pitched accommodations?

What are you fighting for?

What are you fighting for?

Sunset at Quaquaversal Point
Intends by onset to skip over busted rhymes
Like a snail coats its belly with preconscious
Worm-envy on a plate engaging its met mat,
The gnat her pinky ring. One sting more
And the wave goes on periverbal autodeterrent
Chin by the tension fanner, two for five-
Fifty, lend me a lip retractor. Gosh, I'm
Gonna have to get you later, for now

Hold that thoughtlessness one more beat.

At the end of the day the pegs left standing
Form an arc around the moat till the rooster
Comes home with the mocking birds. Then

Fill the balloons with ludic runes and T will

Take her with mine left and lose her with mine
Right. Focus, then bend, the bear to the north

v
TERE, — R b @

{1 B TR A Z

BRI G, RARFTRK? B
PRGN, IARIREAEAEAE
SO, AUREARLE S 1
EEZAIEES S0l Sk S (R E LT

— Wi, fIEEREF
ABAE K AN FR AL
FERNEHRE 158, il

FE S R LR R 5 F

(L ST NiD) weS I Ui

Il TR AR R A
HATR R el Bk, &

(GARLE 22 B A — R AE

A B B S E A K

HEME, BehiPtEEER.
TRIXH g Rk Aoy i
FAIEREK, FETH

v BB AR A il e T e
XAEE AT NS ?

A /e B R B b2

1R A Ay 4T 8K

PRATTBEC A (A TR ?

SRy

B PAEE A R

dm A CANE A, BRI R A
W/, AR BRI AL
(WA MY B b FEIT —IR

X —PEBa AT 1 2 S B A
NI T AR, P AEAR DR I Mt L,
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Wind, with sullen yet courageous élan. Surcease
Surcease — with a sneeze & a pleat & a pike, a

Spat & a spore, then no more. It’s over &
Over & then it’s not, as long as you never —
Well sometimes endeavor — as long as you

Never, as long as ever, say never nor ever again

Again.
Stranger in Paradise

“Call them clamdiggers if you like, but I’d
Say her pants shrunk or she just got real tall
All of a sudden.” The bus came late, left

Early — when all our cares were theirs. Linger-
Ing by the gate of another fly swat,
Possum fry, lateral dodge. “My balloon

Is stuck and I need someone to get it
Down.” As if the trees torched the sky and the
Boiler ran on lost facts. Depend upon

It, lest it depend on you, whom the sun
Has never touched nor the mist betrayed.
Turning tales into tokens the moment

The fire hydrant slides in safe at left
Field. Drunk with promiselessness, fat on tears.
Capris? Isn’t that when whimsy gets lucky?

About the author

Charles Bernstein, a famous poet, born in New York City,
New York, on April 4, 1950. He received his BA from Harvard
College. He is a Fellow of American Academy of Arts & Sciences
and Donald T. Regan Professor Emeritus of English and
Comparative Literature at the University of Pennsylvania. He is the
author of over fifty books of poetry and essays. Among his more
than twenty books of poetry are Girly Man (University of Chicago
Press, 2006) and With Strings (University of Chicago Press, 2001).
He is also the author of several books of essays: The Kinds of
Poetry I Want: Essays and Comedies (University of Chicago Press,
2024); My Way: Speeches and Poems (University of Chicago Press,
1999); and A4 Poetics (Harvard University Press, 1992).
Additionally, he has edited many anthologies of poetry and poetics
including Close Listening: Poetry and the Performed Word (Oxford
University Press, 1998) and The L=A=N=G=U=A=G=E Book
(Southern Illinois University Press, 1984), with Bruce Andrews.
Bernstein has played a central role in shaping contemporary
poetics. He co-edited the influential L=A=N=G=U=A=G=E
magazine and co-founded both the Electronic Poetry Center and
PennSound, major platforms for digital and performance-based
poetry. His poetry has been widely anthologized and translated, and
it has appeared in over 500 magazines and periodicals. His honors
and awards include Yale University’s 2019 Bollingen Prize for
American Poetry, the Roy Harvey Pearce/Archive for New Poetry
Prize, and fellowships from the New York Foundation for the Arts, the
Guggenheim Foundation, and the National Endowment for the Arts.
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Fei Yifei [China]
In a Temple (and other five poems)

In an ancient temple

I am wandering in the dimness

Like a speck of dust that has got lost
Unable to find the entrance

And the exit

I circle around and around

and keep completely silent

That Little River

From its source of Lake Taihu

It twists and turns

Forking into many tiny branches

Casually, it pauses

At a village ringed by paddies

There grow leafy bamboos, peach trees

And thriving water weeds

At the edges of quiet water, wooden boats lie still
Tying together the families on both banks

Every day begins from inside the river

At dawn, the wooden wicket creaks open

A woman walks down to the river landing
Drawing water, rinsing, stretching her back
With ducks following her behind

Small fish swimming into her basket

And swallows fetching mud with their becks
The river stirs

And the village wakes

Cooking smoke curls up from the rooftops
Sporadic sounds echo through the morning mist
The sunlight, pale and gentle, flows with the river
Stretching the hours bit by bit

At dusk

Villagers back from fields come to wash their feet in the river

A faint silhouette, perhaps my grandpa
Sits on the stone steps

Hoe and shoes beside him

He watches the sinking sun

Thinking over a day’s livelihood

He hears cows and sheep bellow at dusk
Children and dogs scolded, rushing about
And then he lights a pipe of tobacco
Coughing as he walks back to

The dim, slightly damp

House of generations

A home for farmers and scholars

On a rainy day,

The whole river cried

My grandpa was carried onto a boat in a coffin

A man of hard fate

He left the river the same way he had come

I do not know where he would come ashore again
He left too early

For me to see him off
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My father was still young then

Bringing Back a Stone of Mount Tai #e

—
I went to Mount Tai, wishing to see the pines, the clouds, the moon =
But over there, a stone caught my eye

So a stone from Mount Tai
Came all the way to the moist South

Standing on the damp flat ground, in the soil, alone
It is out of place however you look at it

And Mount Tai, because of this, has a tiny vacancy
Missing a bit of its mountain-pressing weight

Since then, my mind has felt muddled
As if always straining to do something

Picking Up a Stone

Close to the glacier
I could go no farther

1 sat down @
Looking at those clear, cold stones

Perhaps

Once an avalanche

Or a flood seen only once in a thousand years
Pushed them here

Right beside where I rest

Perhaps these stones
Had become stones
Just to wait for me here

But I am not strong

I could only pick up one small stone
As a keepsake

To remember that I once came here
By chance

Those stones left unpicked
Must be watching my silhouette fading in the twilight
As I walk down the mountain

Perhaps
They will wait another thousand years
For the next person to come

Transformation

A fine stone, so kind, so free of strife
It could have become anything, yet
It was carved into an icy cold lion
Its face set in a fierce scowl

It squats at the gate of a yamen

Or a bank

As if ready to leap at any moment

Everyone passing by
Can’t help but shiver down the spine
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Magdalena Kapus$cinska [Poland]

My father’s hollyhocks (and other three poems)

My father’s hollyhocks, that he planted in the yard
bloomed and grew like crazy.

He cared for them and loved them.

He watered the flowers and made sure

that no bicycle got tangled among them,

or the ball rolling towards them did do any harm.

One day my father's hollyhocks reached the sky.
Tempted by curiosity, he climbed up the flowers
to reach the Garden of Eden and see

what the world looked like from their peaks...

— already without Him.

Revolt!

v

My Father Is Still Very Busy

I do not believe he has truly gone
Sure enough, that hillside
Has again grown lush and bright

Grass sprouting, trees getting leafy

Flowers blooming one after another

Bees and butterflies dancing in the sunshine
Squirrels darting through the bushes

Insects singing, birds weaving nests

The sunlight is nice, and so is the rain

My father lives there

Growing vegetables, tending flowers, picking fruits
He still meddles in everything

Saying this is good, or that is not

Joytul one moment, sulky the next

Everyone simply has to listen to him

He must be even busier now
For I called him several times
But he never looked up to answer me
(Tr. Prof. Shi Yonghao; fikik#d% %)

About the author

Fei Yifei, an outstanding contemporary Chinese poet, was born in Hangzhou,
Zhejiang Province. In his early years, he served in the army and served as the head of the
military training department in a certain Air Force unit, holding the rank of lieutenant
colonel. After being transferred from the military, he entered the financial insurance
industry, successively serving as the general manager of Sunshine Property Insurance
Zhejiang Branch, the president of Sunshine Life Insurance Company, and the president of
Sunshine Property Insurance Company. Throughout his journey, he has traveled
extensively, persisting in creating poetry to capture the scenery along the way and record
his life insights. He is a member of China Writers Association. His works have been
published in various domestic and international newspapers, platforms, and anthologies.
He has published poetry collections such as My River and Walking and Loving, and
Selected Poems of Fei Yifei—In Fifteen Languages, as well as several collections of prose
and documentary literature. He has received awards including the 7th China
Contemporary Poetry Award, the Excellent Work Award for Chinese Concise Prose, Best
Poet of the Year in 2024, The Nekazano Literature Award of Montenegro (2025), the 23rd
Lebanon International Prize for Literature, and Russian National Literary Award - Golden
Pen Award (2025). Some of his poems have been translated into more than twenty foreign
languages.
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Please, sleep!
The Judgment will come anyway...
The tyrant- critic will judge everything you do and do not.

Sleep, do not worry.

No one said that you dream unfair dreams.
It’s a sick value system that rules the mind.
Revolt, damn it!

Dare to be yourself!

Defend your freedom!

Don’t let it take control.

Do not be afraid.

There is no justice in this world.

The natural birth of the poems

My poems are not born in bed — in a warmly padded nest,

where lovers, like birdies, sip from their beaks the nectar of the past day.

They are not born with midwife applause and cheering,
they are accompanied only by owls hooting,
and the new or full moon, the confidant of my secrets.

I chase them out of my soul, aided by the inner bloodthirsty critics.

They come into the world, on the kitchen table,
like bastards — unwanted by their mothers and the universe.

They are so lonely...

Before it happens, I knead them within myself,

I form the contents, develop glomeruli, carry them under my heart
and pray that they are born healthy.

And then... I wrap them in paper, drink them blue milk,

feed with the words and instead of hugging to the breast,

throw them to the infertile for gobbling up.

Don’t judge me as a good or bad man!
Does the Earth, the most gracious of mothers,
not give her harvest up? Does she not feed her babies?
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When I die... M Xz
The moment I die L Pt ZABZ
I won’t close my eyes. TS LR,
I’ll let everyone feel that I see... FREL LA NGB IR G L
joy and sorrow, B SRR,
laughter and tears, BIEISHIEN
every move, B— e,
every gesture, E:#ﬁ‘%?& ’
every thought. bk,
When I die... MR I
but for now {EIAE
I WANT TO LIVE! BEE
(f+ EREZAZ %5 Tr. Prof. Fu Yuqun)
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Zi Wu [China]

The Tragicomedy of Birds (four poems)

The Moonlight Before Xu Zhimo’s Former Residence

From December 6" to 9", 2024, I was

invited to attend the awarding ceremony of the 7"

China Contemporary Poetry Awards in Hangzhou, where I was awarded the Poetry Criticism Prize.

The moonlight is drifting among us....

From a single heron to a lake or a stream

The moonlight tints this distance slightly yellow

The deep and lonely profile

The tip of the heron’s nose is covered with grass clippings

Yet lacking the melancholy of a stranger

The moonlight is drifting among us, when the egrets
Gather in the distance. The deep or light claw prints
Metasequoia glyptostroboides and red maples surround the yellow soil

The egrets’ fur is soft and grayish-white
With the luster of autumn

That group of herons are almost all purebred

With a number of about dozens to hundreds

In the moonlight, their calls are charming and moving

From the water’s edge and the foot of the mountain to the open area in the forest

Rivers from other places converge here

Under the moonlight of that night, after the egrets have disappeared
The rivers and forests return to tranquility
A pile of branches and leaves, a few feathers

We could no longer hear
The passionate and rough voice

The moonlight is drifting among us....

The Qiantang Tide, the Dive of Red-footed Falcons

A small, remote white dot, the red-footed falcon has just concentrated
A series of dull thunder rumbling, the waves are faster than wings
An overwhelming force crashing down from the horizon

Through autumn waters, the sky before the Flying Peak is filled with rosy clouds
Rows of white waves are whiter than flocks of gulls
Countless pairs of running feet and eyelids have experienced it

The majestic posture of water. When the river is red with fallen flowers, vigorous

wings are gently fluttering

The willow catkins dance in the air for thirty miles
When the west wind rises, the strength of the waterfowl fades away

The elderly red-footed falcon, with its eyes wide open
The horizon is gradually blurring. Exclamations rising and falling
A beautiful arc — it plunges headfirst from mid-air

The not-so-glorious moment flashing by

The muddy waves rising high, the most impactful fairy scattering flowers
The tourists and waterfowls are captured as a scenery postcard

(Tr. Prof. Zhang Zhizhong; %% %)

A Strange Encounter beneath the Ancient Banyan
—Red-beaked Birds Poetry Gathering

The ancient banyan unfurls, a carpet of shadow.
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Red-beaked birds preen beneath it.
“Another day of dazzling sun,” they say. IZI N
“In our hearts, there are always, poems—and distant horizons.”

Weathered by mountains and rivers, the banyan has long since aged. -
Years ago decay hollowed its trunk into a vast chamber,
a natural palace

where a blind man now dwells in ease.

His flute is clear as mountain spring water.

From the finger-holes flow gurgling streams,

the ardor of spring released.

“Oh, a lavish rain of blossoms—so much green, like jade.”

“That slender bamboo tube holds, metaphysical wind,”
the birds remark, striking, the pose of imported theorists.
“No,” they amend themselves,

“beneath his fingers hum bees of concretism, or imagism.”

Gradually the blind man’s snoring slips into the mood of spring thunder.
“A postmodern deluge is approaching.”

“When thunder sounds in spring, how far behind can the rain be?”
“Look—there comes a dark horse of literature,

snorting as it enters our sight.”

Red-billed Cranes @

The red-billed crane, just entering the cardamom years—
wait, a butterfly, irrelevant to this poem,

brushes past the window. I was fifteen then.

A small tree (just beginning to show a trace of green),
within the pale-gray sorrow of a single feather.

A girl’s jet lag, strangely, had nothing at all to do

with summer’s indulgence.

Before that—heavens—I knew almost nothing

about red-billed cranes.

When, amid the fervent rasp of cicadas,

I began the first lake-wandering in my diary,

the sky was high, the seas far.

On some island nation in the Southern Hemisphere, tens of thousands of water birds
filled the entire sky like clouds.

No—at that time I was only fifteen.

Some girls my age,

their way of walking more suggestive

than red-billed cranes.

That girl who often put on lipstick in secret—
the hot summer wind lifted her skirt high,
like a peony in full bloom.

Fifteen was a stretch of marshland in my journey through life:
far from the drowsy classroom,
yet bordering a small lowland in my dreams.
When loneliness came, two or three red-billed cranes
would alight softly. Warm rain on the island nation
coaxed open another season of flowers in the lowland.
(The butterfly was, clearly, superfluous.)
(Tr. Dr. Lily; %Mt i)

About the author

Zi Wu, original name Xu Yanliang, born in February 1956 in Lianjiang, Guangdong
Province, China. He has successively worked in education, secretarial work, as a review
committee member, and as a professional writer, etc. He began publishing his works in the
winter of 1979. As a famous poet, writer and cultural scholar, member of the Chinese
Writers’ Association, the Chinese Film Association and the Chinese Drama Association,
member of the organizing committee of the China Poetry Journey, and art advisor of the
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Sajid Hussain [Pakistan]

The Deceit of the Journey (and other two poems)

I returned empty handed from fulfillment’s silent sanctuary,
Though adorned with insight, I touched not sacred truth,
With steadfast tread I climbed triumph’s towering illusion,
Mistaking vain success for life’s sovereign culmination.

That which I crowned as victory was inner void,

While perceived defeat revealed veiled divine ascendancy,
Through boundless spans of becoming I wandered estranged,
Mistaking fleeting milestones for eternal resting abodes.

The final anchor lay shrouded in misted obscurity,
Yet I declared myself whole amidst spectral delusion,
Mind forged illusions clasped me in silent bondage ,
A fugitive of time, adrift through vanishing instants.

Shelters shifted, destinations dissolved without farewell,
Each threshold led toward another unnamed departure,
Fatigue etched its weight within my aching marrow,
And I sought shade beneath illusion’s transient grace.

Yet the mirage multiplied, the path stretched unyielding,
And life dissolved beneath dusk’s encroaching veil,

The light withdrew, the horizon cloaked in silence,

Far from the verity I once presumed to possess.

Now I yearn to return to origin’s lost flame,

Perhaps the first step bore truth’s hidden dwelling,
That forsaken threshold, shunned in hunger’s pursuit,
May hold the essence eclipsed by wandering desire.

A Vigilant Soul Awaits

A solemn vigil stirs the soul’s deep core,

Veiled fire beneath humanity longs to roar,

An ancient cry breathes through the folds of thought,
Time’s hush prepares the truth ,the seers sought.

The soul desires clouds ablaze with peace,
Tranquility draped in celestial, silent release,

Is a sacred phrase to light the mind’s domain!
And whisper grace through reason’s rich refrain.

For centuries I’ve thirsted for one stream,

A draught to heal the wounds of dream,

A pilgrim bearing thought’s illumined flame,
I name the stars, yet shun all fame.

Let peace arise on wisdom’s tempered wing,
Let every soul in silent union sing,

Let truth be refuge for the bruised and torn,
And tyranny die where light is born.
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multi-language version of Rendition of International Poetry. He is the author of
poetry collections, poetry criticism collections, aesthetic monographs, drama
and film criticism collections, literary criticism collections, as well as novels,
essays, songs, etc. He has edited many works, including Selected Poems of
Contemporary Chinese Schools (co-edited by scholars from China, the UK,
Canada, Mongolia and Japan). His works have been included in many
important anthologies such as the Chinese-English-Russian editions of Selected
Poems of Ten Contemporary Chinese Poets, and he has won over a hundred
awards at home and abroad. Some of his works have been translated into
English, German, Russian, Japanese, Korean and other languages.
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A day shall come when division’s veil shall fall,
One voice shall echo in the hearts of all,

Those drunk on power shall at last descend,
Marked by the time their might can not defend.

The Enigma of Existence

This temporal sphere is wrought with paradoxical afflictions,
Each soul resides in veiled delight or contradiction.

Some pursue phantasms lost within time’s vast corridors,
Others enchain the heart deeply with affections unresolved,
Yet some nurture rancor as sacred internal flame,

Deserts offer peace to spirits scorched by longing,

Even blossoms repel the souls detached from joy,

Forests cradle death for those fleeing civilization’s noise,
Cities become sanctuaries to wilderness fleeing minds,
Some wield disdain as banner for hollow triumph,

Some perish gladly within the arms of love,

One forsakes homeland another dies in sacred soil,

A friend may betray, another bleeds for loyalty,

Life becomes obsession for seekers of elusive breath,
Others serenely greet death as a tranquil passage,

Some pursue joy through infinite spirals of desire,

Others find solace in sorrow’s profound descent,

One runs toward the horizon’s predetermined calling,
Another absconds from fate’s inexorable approach,
Solitude attracts those averse to worldly communion,
Others embrace the crowd’s dissonant, fleeting company,
Some revere anguish as hallowed inner communion,
Others plead respite through ephemeral temporal comforts,
Wealth intoxicates minds with delusions of dominion,
Poverty humbles hearts with dignified, silent resilience,
Some abandon the tenets of sacred humanity,

Others expire upholding its eternal radiant light,

One’s heart brims with rancor’s silent decay,

Another’s remains empty, yet bears expectancy’s weight.

About the author

Dr. Sajid Hussain, born on February 1, 1969, in Morgah, Rawalpindi,
Pakistan, is a distinguished poet, educator, and advocate for literature. He holds
memberships in global literary organizations and has received numerous
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Memorial Literary Honours. He has authored acclaimed works and contributed
to international anthologies. A senior Chemistry teacher and Master Trainer in
“Low Cost and No Cost Science Material,” Dr. Hussain is also a homeopathic
doctor and former principal. His poetry, often focused on humanity and nature,
is widely published and translated. Dr. Hussain is a committed advocate for
global understanding, cultural exchange, and social justice, using his platform
to inspire positive change and foster dialogue. Dr. Sajid Hussain is the author
of several acclaimed books and has co-authored numerous international
anthologies. Additionally, he compiled Pakistani English Poets Prodigy, which
was published in the USA. Dr. Hussain's books and anthologies cover themes such
as love, peace, resilience, and the human condition. His works are known for their
profound empathy and eloquence, reflecting a deep understanding of the human
experience. His poetry has been featured in prominent international magazines and
websites, and he has penned over 1400 poems, published in more than 300 world

anthologies and magazines, translated into several major languages.
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December 21, 2025

I am deeply honoured and truly grateful to receive this prestigious award. I would like to express my sincere thanks to the International Poetry
Translation and Research Centre, the Board of Directors, and the International Executive Committee for this meaningful recognition.
Poetry has always been, for me, a bridge between cultures, languages, and human experiences. To see my work acknowledged on an international

level is both humbling and inspiring.

I extend my heartfelt gratitude to all those who have supported me throughout this journey, fellow poets, translators, readers, and friends, whose
encouragement and belief in the power of words have meant so much to me. This award is not only a personal achievement but also a celebration of
poetry as a universal language that unites us beyond borders. Thank you for this great honour.

Isilda Nunes, from Portugal
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T&avyk INpao [Kivae]

YuyvOun 6TOV TATEPA (ko GAha Tpio Tompata)

Exeiva ta xpovia, [Hopopovi [potoypovide,

GTEKOGOVV GTNV AKPN TNG AVANGC,

OVUTTOLOVAVTOG VO ETIGTPEY® Y1 To Eapivd DectiBO.
MihoVGaLLE Y10 TO OTKOYEVELOKA, TO. PAGOVA KOL TIG £YVOLES
TOV avOpOTOV 6T0 Yp1d, eAtilovtag va dhom yépt Ponbdeioc.

Kdanote, ducapeotiOnka pe to TOAAG 60V AOYLA, OV PAVIKE TG HTAEKOGOVV VTEPPBOMKA,

GOV aVTIiANGa 7Tt aAAe KOQTA.
Yunnnoeg oav moudi,
TOL VIIOLYOL LATLOL GOV YOOMGOV [E SAKPLAL.

210 TeLeVTOH0 GTA0 TNG AGOEVELAS GOV, G' ATOYALPETNGO GTO VOGOKOUELD
émpene vo. pOY® an’ to ToovykToivyk yio Sovketég

KL €0V, HEGO GTOVG TTOVOVG, KPUTOVGES GTO BAELILO GOV, [itot AT afAGToYTN TOL EQEVYOL.

Me EavopdTNGES Yo TNV otio TG VOGOU GOov,

eimilovtag mmg cvvropa, Oa yopila kovtd Gov...

Matépa, CLYYDOPEGE LE Y10 TA TOPNYOPNTIKA OV YELOTA,

oL gV KATOPHMGA VO [EivVed GTO TAEVPO GOV (G TO TEAOG.

O manmovg potovce amd ekel YnAd

Kt €0V dev N&epeg kav T dvopa g aobévetag mov 6od otépnoe ) Lon.

Mzeg to Bountd TG TOANG, TN PEVYAALN POT] TOV XPOVOL

GTEKOLOL GLYVE 6TO TaPabvPL

APOVYKPALOULOL TPOGEKTIKG TN VIOTLOAUALY, TNG GVANG, LLE TOVG TETPLVOLG TOTYOVG.
BAénw tov matépa pov EamAmpévo oTov Gyovo AOeo Tov Tapov

VO GNKMOVETOL [LE TNV TEOVYKPEVE. Vo opydacet Bobid, tn tebopévn yn.

Tnv avyn, Tov €ido va épet Eva evoimVo GOVVEPO,

VO TAAVIETOL VOYEMKA GTO Tapofvpt Lo

o fadid Tov paTio Vo AApUmTovy okoun

W' eketvn TV aviovyn EKppaot). ..

Hpeporoéyro Tov Mmodo

"Eva xeipovidtiko omodyevpa, 1 0eppuotnta mov omonvéet o HAog oty TOAN Mrodo

elvar vymAdtepn and ekeivn g Toovyktoivyk, o mo N and ™ Zavod.
A v topdtca Tov 170v opdeov Tov Ktpiov L, otnv Akt Coconut Breeze,
1M 1ot YMOTPa 0mokd 6TO TEPTYPOLLILOL

NG 0LPAVOYPALUNG TNG TOANG.

AV0 S140POLOL TOV EKTEIVOVTOL TTPOG TNV OKTY|

oav Tpavteg 6TNHOdEGLOV,

aykohdlovv ta otifapd prpdrco tov Mmo'do.

H 0dAocoa mov yévvnoe Tov KOKKIVO A0,

VIOKOVEL 6TO YOAAG0 ¥EpL T ovpavoL TTov T Homedet
TO GO TEVTOVEL, 1) OYn TG Padid kot ayvr.

To ot00g TG TAALETOL KL O GLGGMOPEVHEVOS POYYOG
Bpuydrar eAevBepOC HES' TN HEGOVYTLO GLOTT.

Y& GLOTAOEG, KOKOPOIVIKEG KOTA UMKOG TOV dpOHOV

KL ekeivol Tov Tapafarldcolon GAGOVG

G0 YEVVOLIOL PUAOKES GTTEDSOVY VO GNIKOGOVV TOL TULOLHL TOVG
TV an' To. KEPAALOL 1) 6PLXTd, 6TO 6T TOVG
TPOGTOTEVOVTAS TOL OO OVELOVS Kol Bpoyn

detyvovtag ayamn Babdid, oTopyn.

Meg 670 GKANPO KEAPOG KLAG oo Kot yoAoL,

HOIPEG TOL KLOPOPOVVTUL, EVKALPIEG TOV TEPUEVOLV.

H dpa g yévvnong kt o Aoyog g prlopfoiidg

dev opilovtar povo art' ) payeio g Hokacovig avpag

N my abéatn €AEn e yovuung yne.

‘Ooo ki av macyiostl kaveic ot (o1 Tov

amotuyyavet vo. Ee@uyet am’ v idwa Tov TV yevdoaicOnon.

Ap@iporisg Yo Tovg KUKAOVG TG Lomg

O pTeMEG POAAKPES, TO YLOVL AOLAKOTOL TEPTEL
GTO YépHa NG GvoEng ta kokKva métara Eebwpralovv
T TOLALL TETOVV YWPLGTEL.
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SAEE SN BAémw tovg khKhovg g Lomng Hov 1n £xovy TAcEL GTOV £ENKOVTAETY.
PR
Hot Bt AN Avtikpilopar oTov kabpée, .
Vﬁ%ﬁﬁ'jiél% ‘ ToL 1AyoLAG LoV KokKIVICOLY EQQVIKG. 'L%
SENE R PR, Zeyvhm TV EMPELL TOV KPAGLOV _
E AT N mog eivar ) mieon mov pe tahavitet. iE
B /NPT R B i s TMailovtag He Tov yyovo oV, KAVo YKPIUATOES HaipovG.
N, 1M VEKPIKN G1yN TG VOYTOG, KPOTA TNV TOPPLPT Kopdtd fov
PRETRELI)OAR B A oo Aoy avedyviaotn, pvipeg EeQLAAIL®.
AR, Yoyve e EPMVEVGT] TOUTIKY
B SRR, mv evotepvilopon pe Bépun
TRSRE DL afiooto BAET® TOV EQVTO LoV
H S IE R Kby 248, va mAnotalel v nikio TovV TEVAVTO.
(1] Y10 pouvo
LR % T’ opewvd povomdrt
ZE5E MR SR, SaoyiCel Lobyrheg kL aykdadia,
LB URIAE LAV NN Sramepvé yapadpeg Kot puaKia,
A EARIT, ekteiveTal pakpid, cuvdéovtog Kovtva pépn,
T A S (A 2 YOPEVOVTOG AVALEGT GE Y] KOL OVPOVO.
J:%%?jﬁﬁ% s O ovpovdg dnpodpyNce To TEvTa,
iﬁ¥ﬁ§yﬂl§ﬁ:f§ , ke, GKOPTOVTOG T0 GE SEWVEG KOPPES, KOLAOEG LE HOYEVTIKG TOTCL,
B EERETEREE. TEPIBAALOVTOG, TOVG EVVONUEVOVG LE GOVVEPX KL OpEYAN.
*fféﬁ i e Tov 3popo 6TpdVEL e POSIVE KOLUATLO GVYTG,
ES AN EI N =S e apérpnra nhopacsiiépato Tvalet pes'to 8400g, @
PEHEE, Hk.OmZER., EMPEVOVTAG GTNV AvafaoT, Yo Vo QTAGoVY
O IEEE KRR, GTOV TPOOPIGHO TNG KOPSLAC.
He AR B T ITovAid yévovton 6Tig KAnpatoPepyeg,
BRI BE |- 2 Booedn kot TpdPota S16Tdlovy 6T0 GTOVPOIPOLL,

KR, FRSROLEA
H A%, AR 7E

I RBREE S, "HMog kar geyydpt evalhdooovtal, [ avéLovg Kot Bpoyn Lévovpe poli
R 25 vk 3 TPOGOOKMVTUG TO TOADYPOUO GUVVEPQ.
2 kT i R OV YMGTPOHV GTOV 0VPAVO,
}T\{E%EHU%Eimﬁ axoAovBavTag Tov BeiKd pOud, cuvbETovtag voTEG SuvaTEs.
ik % [fl I’Eﬂ 2 ’ To kehapvoTtd pudit, OpvnTiKd
et EMAEVEL TIG LIGTOPIEG KOl T' oTLYN LT OPEPATOV
LT DE Ty G e e GO & G 1oTopieg xmoTe opel

TENIME:

oKIOVPOL GKOVTAPTOVV GE BPAyLe ATOKPTLLVAL.
AvBpornot mve - £pyovat, To GoVPOTo ayKoAdlel To Tomio.

OV TOPACVPONKAV GTNV GKPN TOL SPOLLOV. ..

(Metdppoon: Nivo AAEEN)

Bwypaoia tov Iowmt:

HEE, PEYMRELEN. B, EE O TGéavyk Tdo, kotéyetor amd ™V Kounteio Pevykvrod g Toovykisivyk 6mov
?ﬁ$%‘3§}\0 WEER, FEMERDS. P4 o ofpepa atowel. Alkexpipgvog momtis, cuyypapéag Kot Kpirikdg g shyxpovig
iR S R, PEERTIFEEDSEERN, Kivag, xabag kar pérog g Evoong Kwélwv Zvyypagéov, mg Kwvelmg ITomtikng
ey .ﬂﬂﬁ K& (dbat) FFIER . BRCHLF Etapeiag kor g EBvikng Emtponng g ‘Evaong Zvyypogéav Pucwav IIépav g

Ty CPAE)  ChAEfEm) (i Kivag. ITapdrindia, eivar €dikd Sopiopévog cvyypagéog tov Ilovemistnuiov
DY 48 - PR CPER RS (e Teoemomuav tov Ilekivov. Ta momparto kot to dokid tov £xovv dnpoctevbel oe
AN CRRY () (edises) (& TEPLOdIKA Kot vrvma Onwg: Poetry Periodical, Chinese Poetry, Chinese Ci & Fu, Poetry

J%U) «ﬁiﬂ» «1#?}(}% TIJ ) ORI (I China, Contemporary Poetry, Chinese Campus Literature, Chinese Talents, The Stars,
PrEFRENEDY GErtescs:) «(ARBIY O Red Rock, The Northern Literature, Green Wind, Yanhe River, Poetry Monthly, The Great
IR CRECHRDY  (CFRHRY . BRF Earth Literature, Rendition of International Poetry, Xinhua Literature, Ko®G Kot GTIG
(POMEZIA-NOTIZIE) 3% H T, 9 /R4E epnuepideg Peoples Daily, Guangming Daily, Farmers Daily, Study Times, 610 1taliko
(Istok) . wjnhi {Global Nation Daily) % Aoyoteyvikd pnvicio meplodikd POMEZIA-NOTIZIE, oto Istok (Xepfia), oto Global
WTIEE. FEAL CHFRFID 4R Nation Daily (MravyKAavté) Kot oe GAAEG epnepideg Kat 6To dtadikTvo. [Tompatd tov
TRy (1) . E AR TS bRk £povv cupmepneBei o didpopeg avboroyies, Onwg: Odes and Poetry Through Hundreds
20224 . 2023%:) (A HARIFEN - B IE) of Years, Twvelve Contemporary Poets (1n mepiodog), Annual Excellent Poems of China
(Fexchi, EH) . AiEF=mw) (P 2022 & 2023 xa World Contemporary Poets, Topog A” (ayyhky ékdoon, HITA), 300
AT g) FEL A, WIS H A Poems of Today (Empérera: Kwvelikn Etoupeio [Toinong). ‘Exet tyun0ei peta&d dAov pe
£ AN %ﬁ Ha ':P R A 11%7% Ht 10 60 Aoyotexvikd Bpofeio I'ewdarsiog, 1o Bpofeio ITomtikig ZvAloyng tov 60v
Ja e A 29 E AR CBIgE” Bpofeiov Zoyypovng Ioinong, to 70 Aoyoteyvikdé Bpafeio Horvtwv Aibov g Kivag,
ﬁiﬂ#:f}(j’% 2022513 FEEI/RESEE A TS 10 290 Itahkd Aebvég Bpapeio Toinong «Squid Bonew, 1o Ioykdopo Aoyoteyvikd
AT, HEOFE CEINY KR H B Bpafeio Kipyliag 2022, k.6. Eivar cvyypopéog momtikdv cviloydv: Outside the
CERGDEDY  (BHERIRY Gl R D Window, Tribute to the Young, Ancient Style with Heart Rhyme, Time Is Not Sleeping, ,
(FraExrie) 22, “[3 Hhﬁf%ﬁi%]ﬂlq: EJZH&IE S 1 Selected Poems of Jiang Yimao (KwéQka-AyyhMkd) k.a. Opiopéva omnd to Tompatd tou
B, EIE. BRANE. LS, frEiE, R éouv petagpootel ota oyyMkd, YOAMKG, YEPHOVIKG, 1TOAKG, GOUNSUKE, OAAOVSIKG,
é&E[ElFl \ ?ﬁﬂél?'él% . HiE. WORGE. s, M oepPid, efpaikd, wmwvikd voppnyucd, Kopeatikd, kot Apapikd, kot Exovv tpoPfindei oe
PilAiES, e MR R, SradikTuakég TAUTEOPLEG 1] dNpoctevdel oe diebvi TePLOdIKA.
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Les Wicks [Australia]

Duck’n’dive (and other three poems)

Is fear the biggest factor in persistence?

Curiosity is always its enemy.
Feeding wars, theft & compromise
dread has treacherous hours
kills the rare certainties
to replace them with newbaked versions

that are febrile, wrongheaded & destructive.

Idea. Ideal. Deal.

I have known arms, eyes, spirit.
yet turned away as

fingers rolled across my spine.
That inexplicable process

sure you too.

The sun emerges

on this turgid day.

Do some drift in the life trees enjoy
before they become lumber?
Without curiosity we can perhaps

be a serene, planted ignorance.

Steal & abandon

humans need to spend as much time
focused on dismantlement

as they do on the build.
Accomplished by rage

or inquisitiveness.

There are vital explorations.

My toddler granddaughter is amazed
by a puddle on the slide.

Her fingers read a Braille
incomprehensible to me but [ still learn.
Curiosity is an engine of splendour...

it is budding  the new roots

shade & shaping of light.

What comes after life?
Back to this again.
Perhaps a question not powerful enough
to divert some from the choice.
Though there are so many other things
the opiates of a beach
how a page fills.

An email comes in from Tony.
After 12 hours online

& amphetamines

now he knows.

With a criminal inertia I encourage him.
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The Booktour

Like a creaky dog
my train shakes itself
leaves Wagga in the dust.

Where ya goin mate?

Beside me he’s maybe climbing 21

& some bit of fencing work just finished.
A sorta girlfriend

up around Yass

with her kid (not his) & she was deeply
pissed off last time he dropped in.

Wanting solitude but give up

(books jostle in the luggage rack).

Been years since I was last on these rails.
Talking for a living, not me mate.

I couldn’t do paddock slog like him

but struggle my strands yet

on this country line.

The $12 Meal Deal—

roast chicken or lasagne & beer —

we eat like royalty.

Trucks had punctuated a highway that was
our busier neighbour for some 70km

until it veered towards the coast

as if some thirst gone compulsive.

The frayed bronze of paddocks.
To have touched this
drooped beside sheoaks
pulled my socks up beside angophora
harvested the few coins amongst the wheat
always muttering never again without perhaps
entirely meaning it.
It’s the land that owns everything.

For both of us

the odds aren’t great.

There’s already a short story
etched on the palms of his hands.

Five weeks in

flood, millipede, mouse & human plagues

then those moments of connection that surprise —
Binalong Phyllis or Doug at Broken Hill.

Some local wine after each reading

to disinfect any wounds

that bled through the evening.

Yeah mate, been doing a bit of work myself.

Terminus

In the struggle of happiness
it only hurts as much as it was worth.
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I stroke your hair, get
that last response still possible...
a small smile, so different from your beam

back when there was a flow on.

Love has difficulties.
Unchosen suffering,
the extension.

We all have a centre

somewhere between those fences — onus & self-preservation.
From within that enclosure something

astounding occasionally emerges a cascade.

But there is now little more than a trickle
some stranger in your own frame
calmed above concrete laid so staunch
that “residents” can never tumble

into depth.

There is only time now for that frangible smile
as [ stroke your hair.

To Water

Predators like us know all about preservation of energy.
Background music — a drummer falls into his set the
ribbon gum has a hohum on —

sheds in sync with the birth

& beggary of spring.

We too tumble as we fumble

with bedsheets & nervepurrs —

that shack at the edge of the park
where Gymea Lilies engrave the sky.

Later we walk through paths

that kangaroos have made to water.

Sly imported grasses have homed themselves there
down deep beneath the ridge.

Beast & humans pass in edgy concord.

A few steps offtrack an echidna notices nothing but the feed.

This is the godguts of the land.

Like those grasses

we are somehow a part

yet simultaneously irrelevant & a threat —

our recording, our boots.

About the author

Les Wicks, a renowned contemporary poet from Australia, for
over 50 years Wicks has performed widely across the globe.
Published in over 500 different magazines, anthologies &
newspapers across 39 countries in 17 languages. Conducts
workshops & runs Meuse Press which focuses on poetry outreach
projects like poetry on buses & poetry published on the surface of a

th

river. His 15" book of poetry is Zime Taken — New & Selected
(Puncher & Wattmann, 2" ed 2024).
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Tan Chaochun [China]

INTERNATIONAL POETRY

FHIRSFEE (b 8 Reclining on the Lawn (and other two poems)
FF R AE FbE Reclining on the lawn,

5B/ z=%HE I’'m talking with clouds,

TS G AF BB Thinking of the president
SRR aarA Speaking on lawn before crowds.
BothE He’s standing there,

075 PR R A solemn air to keep,

T FH i While I am reclining here,
XAELLARRTIH In my gentle world of ease.

Il & Back to Hometown
E/NT Hills smaller,

TRENT Ponds smaller,

BT Courtyard smaller,

BZRANT Old house smaller,

PREEZTR I bet it’s my eyes

ARG R T That have grown larger.

=Hh

=BER, EM

The Cloud and The Tree

The cloud muses, looking at the tree below:

AR IR REAR AL If only I could,

FLTAR S Like him,

EAEEZ s Root deep

I FFAS TR And cease to roam.

WRH=, Bl The tree sighs, gazing at the cloud above:

AR AR =B If only I could

i Sl Like him,

EAEEZ 3 Drift around

MBLFIAEAE And travel to every land I’ve dreamed about.
(Tr. Dr. Ma Tingting; ShfEEstli1 %)

8w About the author

A, PEYRFLTAN. BRILR Tan Chaochun, a famous contemporary Chinese poet, was born in the spring of
N, 19544 HFERB A, EEE R0 (LR 1954 in Beibei, Chongqing. He graduated from the former Southwest Agricultural

F AN : > ‘ College (now Southwest University), and began his career in government service.
%;%Z%’ i%%%gﬂiigkeifgg Following China’s reform and opening-up, he left the public sector to establish and
a¥) N = T o Zl

N NS Oy A r manage private enterprises, a path he continues to this day. He began publishing his
L EAIHE R R Eam, R (5 A literary works in the 1970s and has released six poetry collections, including The Eyes of

HEH%:Q €ikH %E&iﬁé%@/\(&iﬁﬁ’]ﬂﬁfn» S Time, Let the Days Stand Up, and The Sound of Life. He is also a member of the China
. ZAPEERBSS R, Writers Association.

Dec 12th, 2025
Letter of Gratitude

To The International Poetry Translation and Research Centre (IPTRC),
The Journal of Rendition of International Poetry,
And the Board of Directors of the World Union of Poetry Magazines,

The esteemed organizers, editors, and judges of the 2025 International Best Poets & Translators Awards, I would like to express my sincere
gratitude for the honour of being named the International Best Poet of the Year 2025. Receiving this recognition from a community of poets, translators,
and scholars from around the world is deeply meaningful to me, and I am truly humbled by your confidence in my work.

Poetry continues to thrive because it invites us to listen to one another, to imagine beyond our own boundaries, and to carry stories across the
subtle spaces between languages and cultures. Your award reinforces this shared belief and gives renewed strength to the quiet, ongoing work that so
many of us pursue with devotion.

I am grateful to stand alongside fellow poets and translators whose contributions enrich our understanding of one another and broaden the
landscape of human feeling. I hope that our collective efforts will continue to build connection where distance persists, and that the poetic word will
remain a steady and reassuring light in times of uncertainty.

With warm appreciation,

Ghassan Al-Khunaizi, from Saudi Arabia

73

G

RIPQ



=
PR

@)

INTERNATIONAL POETRY

Antoon Van den Braembussche [Belgium]
Conversation With Einstein

I
God is a mystery.
But a comprehensible mystery.

And silent, silent is the universe
whose laws of nature

you unveiled with awe.

With light-years of impatience
you sought the hologram of wisdom.

You were averse to the uncertainty
that quantum theory devised.

Everything merely probable,
erratic, impossible to predict exactly?

That was not for you.

That is why you kept saying:
God does not play dice.

11
Your theory of relativity proved correct.

And yet you swore by a static universe.
Also the expanding cosmos

was not your cup of tea.

Afterwards you called it

Your biggest blunder.

Thus only shows how deeply science
is imbued with faith.

Or rather: the invisible

woven through the nerve-strings of knowing.

So you kept insisting:
Science without religion is lame.

Religion without science is blind.

111
Your last words were:

1 no longer have any illusions.

Your weary, wide-open eyes:
lost and staring

along the path of light
where distant stars bend

near the sun.

Until, dreaming,
you set foot ashore.

Listening only

to your own breath.
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You asked for your glasses.

Took up your final equations.

You knew you were dying.
Yet you went on working.

World-famous—
and forever lonely.

About the author

Antoon Van den Braembussche (Eeklo, 9 July 1946), is a Belgian Philosopher
of Culture, Emeritus Professor at the Free University of Brussels and a poet writing
in Dutch. At first he established himself as a poet, using initially Tonko Brem as a
pen name. In 1979 he published as Tonko Brem an important collection of poetry
Liefdesverklaring (Declaration of Love) in the Yang Poetry Series, which is seen as
his actual literary debut. This debut was quite successful, but in the seventies Van den
Braembussche had already started studying philosophy at the Free University of
Brussels. From 1980 to 2007 he was associate professor at the Erasmus University,
where he first taught philosophy of history and secondly philosophy of art. His book
Denken over Kunst (Thinking Art) rapidly became a standard work in the field. The
book was also published in German, English and Kurdish. During his academic
career he still published as Tonko Brem in 1985 In het Voorbijgaan (While passing
by) and in 1995 Verzwegen Verleden (Silenced Past). Under his own name he
published in 2007 Kant-tekeningen (Margins), in 2014 Het uur van de wolf (The hour
of the wolf) in 2018 Alles komt terug (Everything comes back) and in 2022 De
schaduw van Morandi (The shadow of Morandi).

PRIZES 2025: The International Best Poets & Translators

POETS:
Isilda Nunes [Portugal]
Yang Geum-Hee [Korea]
Labud N. Lon¢ar [Montenegro]
Adnan Al-Sayegh [Iraq]
Kalina Izabela Ziota [Poland]
Ghassan Al-Khunaizi [Saudi Arabia]
Sudeep Sen [India]
Zi Wu [China]
Mujé Bugpapaj [Albania]
Peter Thabit Jones [UK]

TRANSLATORS:
Vo Thi Nhu Mai [Vietnam]
Yusuf Aslan [Tiirkiye]
Li Zhengshuan [China]
Claudia Piccinno [Italy]

INTERNATIONAL POETRY TRANSLATION AND RESEARCH CENTRE

THE JOURNAL OF RENDITION OF INTERNATIONAL POETRY [Multilingual]

THE BOARD OF DIRECTORS OF WORLD UNION OF POETRY MAGAZINES
December 12, 2025

Note: Nominated by esteemed poets, translators, and scholars from 18 countries, including
Italy, the USA, Poland, Russia, the United Arab Emirates, Romania, Sweden, India, France,
Spain, China, Albania, Greece, Germany, Argentina, Israel, Japan and Denmark, and after the
Jury conducted three rounds of voting over a period of two months resulting in fourteen winners
consisting of poets and translators from thirteen different countries. We would like to express our
heartfelt gratitude to the 18 international judges for their selfless dedication and extend our
warmest congratulations to all the deserving winners!
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Nan Ou [China]
B

The South of Yangtze on Rice Paper (group poems) e
West Lake =

A woman of the Southern Song Dynasty, a woman

Who has no relation with me, a woman who hides

That destiny deep within a star-palace,

Both Pinghu and Lingyin Temple are courtyards of your house.

Pearls and silk adorn your thousand-year youth.

A woman steeped in Longjing tea and Hangzhou white chrysanthemum tea,
A woman who shades her head with a single lotus leaf.

I came three times to your window;

Candle-light slipped through the lattice window, and a zither-sound
From between your fingers lingered tenderly

On Su Causeway and on Broken Bridge.

Bird-calls faded in the woods; I dared not linger.

The zither-sound tinted the evening bell of Nanping Temple; I could only
Slip away in that sound.

Tonight, rice paper spreads out the starry sky;

Zither-sound intoxicates the night; I lift aside a thousand years of imagining.
Give me your hand. Rice paper is your bridal sedan. @
Upon the rice paper you become the bride,

Bringing pavilions, bringing a thousand handmaids

And all the dowry.

The Amorous Street

It is the place where Zhimo and Xiaoman first clasped hands;

Perhaps Xiaoman’s scarf was lost upon the street which thus turned amorous.
Rain-washed flagstone lanes curl upward into music;

A classical woman seems severed from another life.

Those exquisite patterns upon the door-eaves,

Those lattice windows, as if still keeping the breath of that time.
Willow strands brush my head. Is it to comfort

My dullness or to wake me once more

From the abyss of loss?

I know: the Sea-God Temple, the Ziwei Pavilion,

Elder Chen’s mansion and the Nine-Dragon plaque are all your hereditary dowries;
You are a daughter of an eminent house,

A gifted lady well-versed in zither, chess, calligraphy and painting.

I know: Wang Guowei, Zhimo and Mu Dan

Are all neighbors of your generations. You alone drink the essence of sun and moon;
Every single dusk is filled with hazy intoxication;

Zither-sound and poems, like plum blossoms,

Drift at will across the lattice windows, lasting a whole lifetime.

The plum fragrance of one season drifts to this day,

Like a great snow covering time, streets and houses.

I can no longer walk out of your shadow;

I can only spend my life in exile within modern Chinese.

Wuzhen

The curving river floats like a green silk ribbon;
You still wear the expression of thirteen hundred years ago.
East Gate, South Gate, West Gate and North Gate
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Are your four lucent daughters. They are elegant,
Gifts bestowed by the gods; their watery faces
Are like lotus blossoms rising from the water.

The tale of Lin s Shop is still being told

Day and night; those characters, those scenes and details

Rock across the river bend like one after another black-awning boat.
Continuous memories drift; indigo roofs,

Jade-green reflections settle in the water.

From the river flows out a curving spirituality.

Four sisters who exhale perpetual plum fragrance,

Four well-behaved sisters, my family name was lost long ago.
I can only use clean fingers, for you

Day and night to write this final offering of poems.

Four Lucent sisters, who all day long paint black-awning boats,
Rivers, stone arch bridges, and opera stages upon rice paper.

I have already sold my house, I have already left my native place,
Only wishing to become a son-in-law who moves into your home.

Night at Xitang

Still the river bend, still the stone arch bridge;

Houses on both banks are hoisted high by strings of red lanterns.
Sky and earth merge; the river trembles in the wind;

Orange reflections are like leaping flames beneath the water.

Is this heaven or the human realm: blurred

Or ambiguous?

Xitang’s night shows the face of first love;

Those flames are lovers’ words, lovers’ words in different dialects,
Splashing into the water; plain antique houses make language
Suddenly simple, the city’s hubbub hushes at once.

Xitang’s night is a night for two,

A night of first love.

Dim light and shadow seep from wooden houses on both banks;
Classical music drifts from eaves, doors and windows to the water’s surface.
Xitang’s bars turn the Kingdom of Women
Soft as water. And the flickering boat lamps
Blink like the eyes of poets. Xitang’s night
Is a poets’ night.
(Tr. Prof. Li Zhengshuan; Z=\Efe#d% %)

About the author

Nan Ou is a celebrated contemporary Chinese poet, writer and critic. He is a
member of the China Writers Association, a member of the sixth presidium of the
Guizhou Writers Association, president of the Guizhou Poetry Society, director of the
Guizhou Center for New-Poetry Studies, visiting professor at the School of Literature of
Guizhou Normal University and research fellow at the Hong Kong Institute of Literature
and Art. His publications include the poetry collections Baptism by Fire, Fissures of
Spring, Longing for the Final Touch of Time, I Read the Night into Daylight, and My
Lungs Are Snow-Capped All Year, as well as the full-length reportages Biography of Nan
Rendong, Biography of Li Guilian (co-authored with Mo Jing), and The Eternal
Symphony. Some of his works have been introduced to Europe and America and have
been selected for hundreds of major anthologies, such as A Centennial Chronicle of
Chinese New Poetry, Yearbook of Chinese Literature, 21st-Century Chinese Literature
Series, Centennial Classics of Chinese Long Poems, the Italian multilingual edition
Global Poetry Anthology, the Indian-English edition Contemporary World Poetry, the
Chinese-English-Greek trilingual edition Ten Contemporary Chinese Poets, and
Centennial Book of Songs: 300 Chinese New Poems 1917-2016. Among his honors are
the “Top Ten Most Influential Poets of Guizhou in the Thirty Years of Reform and
Opening Up,” the inaugural “Contemporary Chinese Poetry Award” for creative writing,
the 2013 International Best Poet Award, the Poetry Selection 2016 Poet of the Year
Award, and the third Boao International Poetry Festival Poetry Collection Award.
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Shikdar Mohammed Kibriah [Bangladesh]
Being and Non-being (and other two poems)

Is existence corporeal or incorporeal?
Does existence precede

Or succeed essence?

Existentialist Sartre says -

“Existence precedes essence”.

Then, the existence of my departed soul
Reasonably irrelevant.

If truth is temporal, and relative

Then, in the context of life and existence
Why would it be relevant?

“Sensory experience is the basis

Of knowledge that finds truth”

As said the Empiricists Barkeley

And others.

Hearing this my passe wife cried

As she is inevitably irrelevant now!
Similarly irrelevant spiritual values
And moral categories - humanity,
Nobility and honesty,

The forms of truth, goodness and beauty.
But life and the world practically exist
In the overall standard of truth,
Goodness, and beauty,where

Youth and past-youth emerge

As the shape of aesthetic feelings

In the context of generosity.

It is only a variation in the feeling;

A particular feeling of existentialism
In the same essence, my lover

In fact, remains truly existent.
Therefore, even in this old age,

I love my wife.

Feelings and thoughts

Feelings emerge from sensitivity.
Thinkingness from the feelings.
Two sisters- Shiuli and Shefali.

I love both of them.

No ability avoiding any.

You could call it

A double standard,

But I am not confused

Of this ambivalence.

Shiuli a growing damsel-

An inflaming spring.

An Eucalyptus tree flying hair

In blusterous air,

Knocking in a tremendous beauty
A corporeal content binds itself
With a wild gesture.

Naughty boys run after her

Even Kazi Nazrul!

Me too passionate to go to astray!
Youthful Shefali- Autumnal noon.
Aloof glamor in public. Softness
Of an unmoved pond. Mango tree
On the bank. A lady-dove of
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Hidden branch. Silent call

In a vigilant glance.

Centenary sitting of Rabi Tagore.

Me too waiting prehistoric!

Shiuli’s body smells green.

Response to the sense -

I am the direct bloke of the sensuous soul
And, Shiuli is the lusted lady nature

Of my sensitive existence

Undeniable element of feeling

A perfect form of my perception.
Shefali- a clarified buttery scented entity
Solidarity of senses in profound feeling-
Calm, compact and composed

Stability of the soulful sensibility

The form of understanding feelings.
‘Who would be accepted?

Shiuli or Shefali?

I know a matter unformed is blind

And, a form without matter is void.
Then, both Shiuli and Shefali are to be
The real category of my lively love.

Pure Father

Here life is nothing but a shameless woman
Standing in a blind narrow lane who colours
Her lips with a painful bloody rose of bad luck.
Art of toiling life makes a shortcut bargain
Ravings of night vomits a darker dirty dawn
To be prepared for another upcoming night.
Modern city walks through a tiring darkness.
Still tries to find out a meaning of noise and
Suddenly boxes in the air to be offloaded.
When I will be eighty-over and cover my face
With ashen sky or grey water wets my chest
Right then you, an ideal leader will emerge!
Then that of the good days as if our children
Could find the minimum means of existence.

About the author

Shikdar Mohammed Kibriah, born on 1st July, 1968, in Sylhet,
Bangladesh, Masters in philosophy, is a globally published, awarded,
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translator, ambassador and philosopher. He writes in Bangla and English. He
is a global poetry promoter and literary personality, founder and president,
Poetry and Literature World Vision. He is personalized as an international
adviser of Farsala Academy, Greece, member of Farsala Academy, Greece,
International Organization of United Volunteers, Egypt, Literature and
Cultural Council, Center for Global Auditorium (CGA), USA, International
Literary Association ILA Tribune, Germany, SAP. Poland, Advisor, Prodigy
Life Academy, USA, Editorial Advisor, Prodigy Magazine, USA,
Distinguished Scholar, Scholar Consortium, International Academy of Ethics,
India, member, Editorial Committee, World Poetry Yearbook, China,
Organizing Committee and Juri, Walt Whitman International Literary
Competition and Friedrich Von Schiller Int. Competition, Germany, and he is
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Amir Or [Israel]
Language Says (and other four poems)

Language says: before language
stands a language. Language is traces
stained by over there.
Language says: listen now.
You listen: here was

echo.

Take silence and try to be silent.

Take the words and try to speak:

beyond language, language is a wound
from which the world flows and flows.
Language says: is, is not, is,

is not. Language says: 1.

Language says: come on, let’s speak you,
let’s touch you; come on, say

you’ve said —

A Morning Legend
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Listening to Snow (and another poem) -

Brent Yan [China]

Listening to snow sliding off the rooftop, iE
Crashing into my long-hoarded thoughts —

Under the Wutong tree, has the old dog's skeleton

Sprouted into a canopy among the verdant foliage?

Do the two ruts, still keeping watch at the village head

Drive on to the childhood memories? And

Perhaps the parasol tree has been felled by the wind and frost.
The village itself has changed its looks and sounds several times.
All these might have transformed beyond recognition,

fluttering like heart's matters in the air.

Listening to the snow sliding off the rooftop, then
collapsing with a startling thud on the ground.

These years, 1 don’t believe in Buddha, nor in the old Marx
I only believe my thoughts are known

Only to the one who reads this poem.

Forever

The “forever” that I said is real forever
It has nothing to do with eternal time @
Nor does it refer to life and death surging like floods

The “forever” that I said is deep love in a single thought

And the oath bursting from deep love

The “forever” that I said really is forever

It has nothing to do with fate's brevity or length

Also no connection to whether your memory stays fresh

I will express my yearning for you with every breath
Whether you remember or care is unrelated to this expression

How far is forever, after all

Is not really that important

As long as that breath verifies the meaning of your existence to me
Even a second’s briefness is a lifetime’s forever
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At dawn a man rose and opened his window:
a line of sun — from east to west! —

it reached as far as his heart and lit his sorrow,
and he said: Beautiful is the world.

And he said: Why was I so bitterly depressed?
What dream passed through me? Let me wake!
I’ll create a new world this morning;

I shall be! — there’s no other when.

I’ll rise and go to the world of leaves,

let me touch its green heart!

Like a butterfly I’ll flutter among flowers
and suck life’s sweet nectar.

He set forth, but not far: ten steps,

a life cleansed of any past,

by dawn he walked against the reddening east,
and his eyes opened and saw.

Ten steps, no more. But for him

longer than his life to that point:
At the moment of nectar,

who can recognize his yesterday,
who can count ten eternities?

Once upon a time, a man rose at dawn
and emerged to a forgotten Eden.

The Barbarians (Round Two)

It was not in vain that we awaited the barbarians,

it was not in vain that we gathered in the city square.

It was not in vain that our great ones put on their official robes
and rehearsed their speeches for the event.

It was not in vain that we smashed our temples

and erected new ones to their gods;

as proper we burnt our books

that have nothing in them for people like that.

As the prophesy foretold, the barbarians came

and took the keys to the city from the king’s hand.

But when they came they wore the garments of the land,
and their customs were the customs of the state;

and when they commanded us in our own tongue

we no longer knew when

the barbarians had come to us.

Bloom

‘When the dead are planning their next birth
cemeteries smell like spring.

They're coming closer than dreams
roaming away from their worlds

to die into the world.

You grasp them suddenly, your body winces
when they move on past you as if you were a ghost.

The dome of the view — a blue sky, a few light clouds
is a thin curtain, powerless to shield you.

Sounds of bells and sea-shells come close to your ears.
Every breath you take is a presence.

In spring everything reveals itself in flesh again.
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Glittering mirrors are hanging in the wind,
eyes blooming everywhere.

I Look Through the Monkeys’ Eyes

I look through the monkeys’ eyes

as they play with my skull in the treetops.
I’'m lifted with the eagle as he flies
because my entrails are in his;

in the belly of the earth

I crawl with worms

who ate my eyes out of their sockets;

I am green, I grow in the grass

that my rotting flesh makes rich.

O my body
How you have grown!

About the author
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Lauren Mendinueta [Colombia]

My Neighbor (and other two poems)

My neighbor lives alone and she is a poet.

The walls that separate us

Are thin, like sheets of paper.

Every morning, I can hear her pacing

Up and down her long hallway

Dragging mute verses behind her.

I can almost listen to the gesture of her hand

As she spins her spoon around a cup of coffee.

In the afternoons, my neighbor levitates above her hallway.
I can hear the gravity of her body,

How her hand drifts

As she writes an illuminated poem.

I’ve never seen her face,

It’s always buried in some manuscript.

Th other night I knocked on her door with my fist clenched.
I knocked several times, imitating a heart beating.
Eventually she opened the door,

And as she turned into a statue at the end of the hallway

I shied away from disturbing her pious dreams.

I dusted her house in the dark and on tiptoes,

Scoured the bathroom thoroughly, left her kitchen sparkling, set the table.
Then I shut the door quietly behind me

And returned to my book.

I Have Asked for Rest

1 have asked everyone to rest
From everything that tires and mortifies them:
Love, hunger, the atom, cancer:

—HILDA HILST

My mother used to say that I was tiresome,
That it was difficult to talk to me

Because I only knew how to speak in poems.

I never learned the other tongue.

When I was already an adult, I tried to speak a practical language in order to save

relationships,
But I would open my mouth and these exceedingly long silences came out,
‘Which were also tiresome.

My mother doesn’t like my poems.
She suspects that they are not innocent,
She’s afraid I will lose my soul for writing verses.

I have asked my mother to give me a rest.

We are separated by an ocean and a rock crystal.
The woman I see on the other side is tired

Of everything that is tiresome and mortifies.

The Purest Fountain

The village was flooded by mice.

Let me be free of their smell!

Allow me to fall in love with love once more!
Let me find the purest fountain!

There were always mice in my village.

No, no. Not always, if I do say so myself.

I wonder, did I use to dream about paradise
When I stepped into my sheepskin shoes?
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T am determined to live,
Fear won’t gnaw on my fingers.
I won't share my bread with horror.

Tomorrow I will wash my hair in the purest fountain
And I will dry it in the sun.
Tomorrow I will leave this village.
How easy it will be to live far away from the pied piper.
(Translated into English by Anabel Torres)

About the author

Lauren Mendinueta, a poetess, born in Barranquilla, Colombia in 1977.
She is considered one of the most important poets of her generation in Ibero-
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biography. Her books have been published and translated in several countries.
In Colombia she won three national poetry awards, the Medellin Poetry
Festival Award, and the National Essay and Art Criticism Award from the
Ministry of Culture. In Spain, he also won the Martin Garcia Ramos
International Award for La vocacion suspendida, a book that has now
completed five editions, and the César Simon Award for Del tiempo, un paso.
Mendinueta currently resides in Lisbon, where, in addition to her writing, she
translates poetry and develops an intense work of dissemination of Spanish-
American poetry in Portugal and Portuguese poetry in Latin America and Spain.
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Qin Wei [China]
Shangri-La (and other two poems)

The white clouds scatter
My shadow
Shatters into fine powder beneath the Mani stone heap

An eagle perches on the prayer wheel
Spinning the axis of the heart

With a shriek

It plucks the light of the stars

The wind grinds gravel into Buddha’s eyes
Dusk simmers in a bronze pot

The snow line like an eternal pause

All melting things

Shall here find

A new breath

When dawn pierces the glass tube of the altimeter

I see countless versions of you

Floating and sinking in the ripples

Answering the flame’s question with the silence of snow

A School of Fish

Swim into the same prosperity

At Zhongdu Ferry

Each fish

Has carved on its scales

Symbols of migration

In their respective migration cycles
They breathe the same stretch of water

Shimen Bridge

Those nights pushed by water waves
The glimmers in the fish’s eyes
Jointly discern in the nautical chart
The route worn by the sound of tides

The rainy season bustles
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FBRHT A TS The Jialing River loses its clarity
KTUbAE il Lamps stand on the shore
BTl HFE 2T We also hold a lamp
M T Illuminating the journey on a rainy night
EDNGEL S ALY Someone exchanges tokens with the shimmering light
e LB A Hiding the courage to swim against the current
IS A In their closing fins
WA IHEL, FWRER, FRMEmRE We are separated by the river, by the night, by the rain curtain
FEEK R R B Singing songs across to the other bank
—HEH Singing until
— R fE b AT A A school of fish walks on land
EE Singing until
BRI A ok The Jialing River turns from yellow to green
eIy I Owe You
R T owe you
— R RENRR A full spring
2L Bk Half a peach blossom
e s B r 8 And its inevitable withering
E YN T owe you
— Kk H PRI B A gaze before sunset
MEAREIA When dusk soaks us through
1GohE e o B e g Like sugar swirling in bitter coffee
B YN I owe you
B AU 51 All the unspoken syllables
TAIEME ] They grow in the throat
KB Into corals
FARAR I owe you
— ks A precise ache
A When moonlight
MR A2 H Measures the emptiness of the bed sheet
TR I owe you
SRy il The lightest farewell
BEREKRM Like snow owes the earth
—/{H RN 3 A posture of melting
(Tr. Prof. Yu Xia; £EHI% %)
[{E ]y About the author

Qin Wei is a contemporary Chinese poet. Born on April 25, 1965, in
Youyang, Chongqing, he graduated with a bachelor’s degree. He loves poetry and
calligraphy, and has begun writing poetry in recent years. His works have been
published in more than 100 poems in journals and platforms such as Liangshan
Literature, Liupanshui Daily, Modern Poetry, Ban Duo Chinese Website,
Dingduan, and Yidian Zixun. In 2023, he wrote 100 sonnets of the long love poem
Doris, and in 2025, he wrote more than 80 poems of the long dreamlike poem
Youyang Peach Blossom Spring.
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Ihor Pavlyuk [Ukraine]
Borderlines (and other three poems)

Autumn fills the heart. I’1l fly away
Before long — for I’m no tree nor stone.
Life’s the same as afterlife, they say,

I will soon unravel this unknown.

Others argue that the other side

Only bears the gravity of death.
Votive lamps with their holy light
Call our souls into the cosmic depths.

Look at faint skylines — how they vibrate,
There’s no death, just trembling borderlines.
Crosses hide the souls until they fade

Into sleep as into jaws of lions.

We are drowning in the river Styx,
Victims of corruption and deception,
Kharon on the boat demands his tips -
Everyone must pay, there’s no exception.

Spiderwebs between the ancient walls

Like the roads I’ve walked — ensnarled, forlorn...
God has guided me, for, after all,

My mother passed away when I was born.

I would warm my homeless soul with light
Shined by stars, and by the lamp I lit

For my oldest, kindest friend — he died

In a battle when his tank was hit.

I’m still breathing, as opposed to him,
Writing, raising kids, time passes by.
Autumn light will show, so soft and dim,
Where we are,

And who we are,

And why.

Post-Apocalyptic

Yet another day digs a grave in the ground,
Dark as blood of a wolf is the night,

And the bells, they toll with the mournful sound,
Songs are gone and the poets died.

And a soldier is slain in a brutal fight,
While Mamai the Cossack — he lives,

But our land is ruled by a foreign blight —
They are moguls, usurpers, thieves.

Prickly thorn, like truth, it can cut and pierce,

But integrity’s deemed old school,

So I dwell through the past, through the ancient years,
When honour and pride would rule.

Though the autumn’s here, and my final steps
Through the ruins, where cranes fly high.
And it all gets clear when I go to the steppe
And a feather falls from the sky.
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Donor

To be a donor

Out of love in line I stood

To give blood for our boys and girls,

So “out of love stood” rhymed with “blood”.
But I was an old soldier

‘Who knew how to pray and swear,

Like a table, scarred

With my word-power

From divine bodies

I’ve demons disbarred.

I’ve sorrows collected

As the poor do treasure buried.

As I would a girl

I’ve death accepted.

I’ve confirmed the cancer diagnosis of the human spirit
Which, as best I can, I’ve treated.

The alchemy of my verse
Was for golden souls cerate.
Though metaphysically

I cannot separate

Good from Bad, or worse.

The floor has become the roof
In this world once more.
I stand at the brim of Hell’s cauldron...

My soul’s blood is lit up by war,
The blood I donate for the children.

Minefield

There is a bloody shadow on the minefield.
Poppies.

Cornflowers.

Wind.

Across the minefield’s stomach

Someone is climbing, shining with wool.

Birds are flying, by the light wounded,

They fly like they swim, thank the Lord.

And my brother Forest and sister River wonder
If they to growth can find a road.

Forget the plastic, the Internet,
All anxiety I loathe.

I’'m the smallest among planets —
Like a boat along the Lethe.

From the body’s bomb shelter the butterfly of dreams
Will melt as it reaches the stars.

The minefield flowers are old

And sharp —

Like spiritual scars.

And dogs, like people,
Are straying, woebegone.
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In distant places soldiers mines clear.

Now in the minefield we are not on our own,
But it’s good that on wings we can soar.
(Translated by Matvii Smirnov)

About the author

Thor Pavlyuk, born on January 1, 1967, in Malyy Okors’k, Volyn
region, Ukraine. He is a famous Ukrainian poet, prose writer, playwright,
translator, and scholar. A citizen of Ukraine, Pavlyuk began publishing poetry
in the late 1980s while studying journalism at Lviv University, which he
graduated from with honors. He is the author of over twenty books of poetry
and prose, including «A Flight Over the Black Sea», «Arthania», «Cossack
Mamay Dance», «Biography of the tree of tribe of poets»... Pavlyuk’s major
achievements include the English PEN Award (2013), the Swiss International
Literary Prize (2021), and the honorary title «People’s Poet of Ukraine»
(2020). He holds a Doctorate in Social Communications and serves as a
professor and researcher at the Taras Shevchenko Institute of Literature of the
National Academy of Sciences of Ukraine. His work combines lyricism,
philosophical reflection, and strong national identity. Works of Thor Pavlyuk
have been translated into Russian, Belarusian, Polish, English, French, Chinese,
Latvian, Bulgarian, Japanese, Italian, and other languages and published in such
magazines as «The Apple Valley Review», «The Guardiany, «Asymptote»,
«Metamorphoses», «Eurasia Review», «The world poets quarterly», and many
others. He is the protagonist of the film «Between Bug and God» and film
«Voice». Pavlyuk currently lives and works between Kyiv and Lviv, continuing
to write and promote Ukrainian literature worldwide.
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Haijiao Haitang [Kina]
Nainen, joka kiivelee aamun lépi (ja nelji muuta runoa)

Pullukka nainen

Kumarruu poimiakseen eilisiltaisen unen ja lintujen viserryksen
Pullukka nainen

Kuin aamupilvet

Kaévelee vehnén tuoksun ldpi muinaisen kaupungin muurin

Hén on metsdn demoni

Hinen kauniit kitensd kurkottavat lootuskukkan koloihin

Nyt lootuskukka levittdd aamun valoa ja onnea

Kukkiutunut lootuskukka on kuin toukokuun perhonen
Toukokuun perhonen on nainen, joka on kévellyt aamun lépi
Nyt hédn on kévellyt useampien ihmisten, siltojen ja kohtauksien lapi

Iltapiivin Aurinko

Keskipdivin aurinko séteilee laiskaa valoa

Kuin talossa oleva nainen, joka on ollut laiska kymmenentuhatta kertaa
Mies ldhtee toihin

Toisen kultaisen valon alla

Hymyilldkseen vilpittomésti

Huoneessa oleva lapsi ja koira

Ja joukko leluja leikkivit lukemattomilla véreilld

Hiljainen kéytévé vartioi uskollisesti ovia ja ikkunoita tarinoilla

Kaikki dénet ovat lempeitd

Heijastaakseen lukemattomia kevditd

Pyhiinvaeltaja

Joka ikinen pdivé pysyn hurskaana pyhiinvaeltajan mielentilassa
Nousen yl6s, kdyn suihkussa, siistin kevyen meikkini

Ja laitan raikkaan ilmeen kasvoilleni aamuauringon valossa
Nousen bussiin nro 59

Avaamaan kirjan

Joskus uppoutumaan siihen
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_ Wi —efEmn 1B Seki maissin ja kukkien tuoksuun
Pr PHYCkE B2 50 A 2 Auringonvalo nukkuu sike#isti tuoksun kanssa
. # XY EBE IR AT A Kaikki tdimé johtaa minut kauniille polulle
1= E?H—/\"x S Kunnes jarrut puristuvat tiukasti
1= ZEIRE— 1 BB A T i ke Yhtéikkid herddn painajaisesta
R & A Nainen 11. kerroksessa
B NI SR 2 100 RS vk 11. kerroksen naisen hame on kastunut vahvalla alkoholilla
R R AT DL B R Niin vahvalla, ettd se voi tappaa epidemian
B AT AR FE B NI Ja tappaa muiden naisten kylkiluut
T B NRER RN RES Nainen, jonka kylkiluut ovat kuolleet, on hyvin ystavillinen, hyvin lemped, hyvin perinteinen
ER ALY S IS S A s Mutta alkoholi ajaa hinet pois kauas
RIS WiRE Etdisyys on hyvin paha ja kylma
F AR 2R R Kaikkialla on epérehellisyyden ilmapiiri
(Heh AR 22 B FARETT Sk Mutta hén etsii tyhjyytté ja rauhaa ilmassa
P A e TR — e Loytda lohtua loppuelédmalleen, joka on epdonnistunut
R NAREAR Nainen 11. kerroksessa on hyvin melankolinen
AT AT HE A5 e O BE A, Hénen melankoliset silménsa ovat kuin taplédt hdnen kasvoillaan
T /NS Pienet kuopat kaikkialla héinen kasvoillaan
{5 K e M T Kuin. pellot, jotke.i eléiTnéi on Yiljellyt hanelle
Y RS Jokainen tarkkasilméinen voi sen ndhda, ettd
b A5 TR T 7% 7 ok Han ei ole masentunut tdimén takia
Ttb 155 A 19 4 P SHe B T SALRE) R Hén sanoo, ettd hdnen ahdistuksensa tulee kaikenlaisista sairaista ihmisista
T AR AR TS R BT R AR 11 Yhtikkid tunnen, ettd hdnen eldménsé on kuin arabialainen numero 11
@ BF/ATAE R PIETE Kuin Faksi vipua, ]fuin kaksi yh('lensuuntaista viivaa
ﬁﬁ&{ﬁ\%ilhﬁgﬂ,]r}\ Nyt nden edelleen joukon potilaita
M Itb 4 Jotka leijuvat hanen hameensa lapi
i Ya s Lohiki#irmeveneiden festivaali
lH:HTJ’ EAWE R Nyt on ihanteellinen aika nauttia vehnian pehmeisté aalloista
(=)
g Etsia tuoksua lootusjarvesti
B (LA it B
gg(ﬂl ﬁ%jﬁﬁqﬁ Ja huumaantua akaasiankukkien hunajasta
) Nyt on ihanteellinen aika tehdé hienoja kasityGtuotteita
IH:HT, A B — I A T A5 Y _ ) Ja Kastyowotierta 4 o
Abas, BACTERL, MNEERE, ML Kuten kukkien nauhoja, brodeerattuja pakkauksia, kissa-nukkejen kenkid ja tiikereilld
LFLTIE AT, ShI L koristeltuja tyynyja.
’ Anna punaisen olla punaisempaa, vihredn vihredmpaé
& =R p p paa, p
Iﬁ% %E E;fi%m Tﬁﬁ@%;ﬁ%éﬁfu‘f Virillisissd langoissa, erilaisissa pussukoissa, jotta voit seurata lapsuutta
HER H,J *’ﬁ% *e, BELTHIT - " Nyt on tdydellinen aika poimia tummanvihred bambunlehti kastepisaroista
e Keittdd hoyryssd valkoista tahmeaa riisid, kirkkaanpunaisia hyyteloméisid papuja
AR Z A 5% Ja syvia rakkautta kattilassa
S R A 2k y
N TN Jotta se voidaan asettaa aamulla joka ikkunalle
SRS !
K E’;ﬂég Helldvarainen pelin lehti
l[?ﬁEH'J' T A B gy Pitéd loitolla paha energia, joka tulee ja menee
& , 48 1{ %%‘ T Nyt ei ole sopivaa unohtaa velvollisuuksiasi

Ei ole sopivaa mainita menneisyyttd ja muinaisia aikoja
Puhumattakaan tunnetusta nimesti kuun alla — Ku Yuan, kiinalaisen runouden isi
(Kdannds suomeksi: Marin Angel Lazarov; itk - AR - hidl Bk %)
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(E=aiibly Kirjailijasta
WS, A 3N @Eﬁ}iﬁﬁj\ EP [ Haijiao Haitang, oikealta nimeltdsin Liang Xiaohong, on kotoisin Shaanxin
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TEIEY QO3 EERIEARKNEAEY (g% o0 julkais'tu sanon'lalehdi'sséi ja verkkojull.(z.iisuissa, kuter? Poetry Periodical, Great
mg& Y« 7]?1#51"1’ Y  {Nekazano) ( L:NIE S £ Kunlun, Life, Oh Life, Chinese Poets, Rendition of International Poetry, 2023 Calendar
[E) . (The Raft of Dreams) (E[1J) #ét&ﬂj%uﬂ of Chinese Writers and Poets ja Poetry Front Line. Osa héinen runoistaan on julkaistu
SREVENE . E RS E bRk, AiRAL (HHRAE  teoksessa Choice Selection of Chinese Poetry in the World 2020. Osa hinen runoistaan
Nk 220200 45, HAP o i EEFR ZFMNE on kidnnetty monille kielille. Hin on voittanut The Raft of Dreams Literary Award -
XF, % 3:#'4:' E R AR LR N2, ENFE (8 palkinnon (Intia, 2024), 23. Lebanon International Prize for Literature -palkinnon ja The
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festivaalissa (Pohjois-Makedonia, 2025). Hén on julkaissut runokokoelman Pyhiinvaeltaja

(A PAE 25 2L E P s B ) (kiina-englanti-bulgaria-suomi-ruotsi-norja).
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Rini Asih Sasami [Indonesia]
Woman in Concepcion (and other three poems)

The leading steps to the beach on the side of the original house covered with
Chilean Lapageria Rosea, felt cold in June. Slightly mossy dark green,
slippery, and exotic. The scent of the past felt soft to the touch, wrapping the
longing that I have kept full of fatigue. Sometimes feel bored with the same
morning story always repeating itself. There is almost no greeting with a
smile or even without a touch.

Ehm... the cold dew and the arrogance of the house with green stone walls of
pine leaves in the valley of the Andes Mountains, added to the absorption of
frozen air on my skin. The tip of my nose is cold and stony, increasingly
convincing of your presence, it’s not like before who was so faithful greeted
me. It’s not like before who always opened the morning with a wide smile
waving above the clouds.

From a distance I can hear beautiful music that usually accompanies the
Cueca dance that is usually heard in September. You said, the music always
swings at the grand celebration of the people’s party, with vibrations that
often shake the building because your land cannot stay still. But right now
I’m not interested in the instability of the earth of Gabriela. Because finding
you exceeds my desire to run then reaching you when the terromoto
manifests its presence, that’s something ordinary.

Even the same desire to inhale the scent of the sea, which flows smoothly,
complementing the snowy land on the peak of the Andes that looks majestic
from the city of Santiago. But unfortunately your shadow is still obscured,
you are lost swallowed by the mist of this September spring. Your footsteps
feel like a shabby memory in the shadow of fallen pine leaves and the murky
water of the Bio Bio river. You disappeared in silence.

Ah, my feet are stuck on the side of mossy rocks, the annoyance and anger
that I have hidden since leaving the airport road towards the Concepcion town,
finally deep thicker in the glare of my eyes. The annoyance that now has an
owner, a grin that sounds because of the wound. My two arms are still empty,
it’s still not finding the frame of our story. I don’t know where you are ...

She is the old woman with eyes shining in the heat of December, she is a
warm mother when staring at the loneliness of the sweaty Andean peaks, she
is a woman in Concepcién who always spends time with a cup of limoncillo
tea and two slices of Chacarero bread, a sandwich in a combination of
lomito-style pork, combined with green beans, tomatoes and chilies.

Oh, the pain in my heel, hopefully it's not a bad sign, because in fact I still
haven’t found the old woman who usually greets me when my sweat falls,
moisturizing my face exposed for the radiation that is tired of struggling with the
old computer monitor screen. But it's fine because you are the woman who is
always giving me the love of a mother that has been swallowed up by the time.
Again ... I put my hoping, I am still look for where you are, on the journey of
the clouds that moving slowly towards the dry plains of the Atacama Desert
between the Andes and the Chilean Coast Mountains, I still hoping to find
you. Even though the twilight has approached the calm of horizon, with the
sound of seagulls and a herd of tired brown lions, I would not despair.

Moss

Moss green

Become a silent song

Flowing over the silent embankment, only the grass dances
Shooting the dusk, at the power of arrogance
Then the moss was the same as before

Dark green...dark green...

Talkless

Just green

Huddled in the lake

Verses of Psalm 23, about the Shepherd

Ah, a body and soul

God's steps have been ringing

simple....

In the middle of a busy world

My soul rests on His staff

Fear nothing.
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Moon Light in the Rain

There were so much I wanted to say to the moonlight when the sky was
filled with tears. About the feeling; called love. Perhaps it's simple to
describe it without the algorithms and geometric formulas that often
exacerbate external emotional instability.

If only a little could alleviate my true anxiety, if only the tear-streaked sky
were only momentarily miserable. But the drizzle that night was like a
mockery, erasing love without longing, wallowing in the gray moon light.
I remained silent in contemplation all night, waiting for the sky to smile, no
longer shedding raindrops. But in reality, the perfect moon was flooded with
heartless tears. It remained dimly lit by unstable emotions, still struggling to
shake off the stingy love and longing that was still difficult for describing.
Finally, the rain was no longer a lonely meadow waiting for dreams.
Because when the time came, it stopped shedding tears. There would be
no more stories of the full moon in the rain since that time, even only the
longing. Everyone was numb because they were used to being ravished
by a heart full of emotional instability...

The Man Behind the Ocean

At the edge of the calm ocean waves

The sun invites the clouds gently

Taking the horizon that speaks deeply to zero point

His gaze was as white as foam, as he walked with a hesitant step.
I want to explain everything in order.

Why does he sleep among the waves?

Even letting out a soft cry.

Dolphins' song

Carrying him to the middle of the ocean

Still silent

At the edge of the calm ocean waves

Feeling strange in the clutches of sea eagles

That man...

Bare-chested and tanned, laughing with eyes as big as glass marbles.
They are nothing

Friendly waves in the ocean

Even strong gusts of wind at dusk

Just expensive entertainment for which one need not pay.
Because...

Tall man with long, powerful arms.

Spreading the old net, widening a curved smile,

as beautiful as the crescent moon in early December

A powerful man with his chest bare.

He stares at the sinking wave.

I want to go home, guided by the dance of the dolphins that guide him.
Until the lips of white foam burst,

He greets the rocks at the corner of the reef.

About the author

Rini Asih Sasami with the pen name Rini Valentina, was born in
Weleri, Central Java, Indonesia, on May 14, 1971. Since childhood, she
has loved reading and writing. Her writing talent was evident at a young
age, but she began to take it seriously in early 2018. Her first book
“Poesia de Amor 3 Continentes” was published in Farha Pustaka
Indonesia in May 2018. Presently, Rini has published 25 books of poetry
and short stories, including a translated book. A book of hers entitled My
Heart is in Poetry Dream of You has been translated by Prof. Milutin
Djurickovic into Serbian and was published on 2020 until she received
the International Award Princess Noble Poetry Skills. Her literacy
activities are not limited to her own works; she actively encourages
dozens of global writers and poets from various countries to compile
dozens of poetry anthologies in to Indonesian, English, and Spanish. Her
efforts and hard work not only made her be an editor and translator, but
several international organizations gave her the responsibility to become
President of several international organizations for Indonesia.
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Mu Lan [China]

My Moon (and another poem) 5
&
They say the sun is the cosmos' heart, you the world's eye— iﬁ

A timeless tale, Jade Rabbit accompanies you through wax and wane.

The first story I ever heard was of you,

The first starry vault I gazed on framed by you.

We are bound through life and death: my soul by your glow long illumined.
How many truths have sprung from our eons-old union?

To you I send my dreams—sorrows, pains, and helplessness intertwined,
Yet still I watch and wait today, for the fair moon’s gentle shine.

In joy and sorrow I think of you, in love and hate I blame and chide.

My cycle of woe has often turned life upside down,

But your gaze remains—steady, holding fast to faith for me.

You bless all under heaven equally, yet I always fall short of your grace.
Perhaps my conscience has not yet linked to your soul’s thread.

Strife, madness, curses taint human hearts; conspiracies gnaw at civilization.
Arrogance and shallowness have stolen countless springs from me.

The beauty you bestowed still lingers, waiting for my return.

Heaven and earth are eternal, yet I remain a child unripe.

Your pure feminine gentleness strives for wholeness—born to seek perfection.
We are destined to be an eternal ‘new tomorrow’—always beginning anew. @
No matter how dark the night, your Zen-like, mellow warmth abides,

Guiding me to find a kind mother, a home filled with joy.

Water

Filtered by mountains, settled into rivers, you gather into lakes and seas—

Each drop embodies a mother's affection; Each sip holds the nectar of life’s blood.
Every day, you uplift a myriad of blooms, invigorating all things in the world.
With you, grass grows tenaciously and confidently,

Touched by you, even stones stir with soft 'heartbeats'.

All turn to you for purity—who shall purify you then?

Your selfless generosity moves heaven and earth,

For life, with you, basks in nourishing warmth.

You have shed all tears and poured out all your toil,

Yet cannot cleanse those degenerate souls,

Nor dissolve the selfish, greedy, and hypocritical human nature.

Instead, you suffer relentless backlash, stained by diverse contamination.

How much fervent love has vanished into nothingness?

How many pure waves have disappeared without a trace?

Thus you cry out to heaven: On whom does humanity depend to persist today?

(Tr. Prof. Zhang Qiong; HEPR24Be skELZZ %)

Zhou Duanzhuang [China]
Silent Snow (and other two poems)

This is a season of falling snow,

A childhood regained after childhood.

Hair newly washed, with its soft fragrance
In the snowy air reminds me

Of tropical forests where snow never falls,
And only when hoes are polished in January
Does a glimmer of snow show up,
Reflecting bamboo towers and mountains.
The meaning of youth,
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In the great tide of an era,
Drifts with the current.

O Snow, your fluttering down makes me behold
The epiphany of light.

Amid the dense forests of Xishuangbanna,
Boisterous birdsongs overwhelm the silent snow,
Dazzling Delonix regia in front of the hut window.
Snow, I want to bring my love back there,

Back to a landscape similar to yet different from you.
A red scarf fluttering in the snow,

My beloved

Holds in hands poetry and imagination.

Nature

The fragrance of an apple tree.

The shadow of a stray bird after snow.

A single soul reading poetry at a quiet midday.
A glance in the mirror in moments of solemnity.

And there are also—
When we write down the magnetic lines of verse—
Some painful wounds of the world we suddenly touch.

Sun Bin Lying on the Street

Sun Bin was the favorite pupil of Guiguzi.
It was recorded every day by someone:
“Today, Sun Bin is still lying on the street.”
One day, betrayed by Pang Juan,
He was crippled by a kneecaps-removal, yet feigned madness to survive.
His lying stretched even longer on the street.
Under the waning moon, someone secretly rescued him away,
Like a gust of wind.
It is still recorded by someone:
“Today, Sun Bin is still lying on the street.”
(Tr. Dr. Ma Tingting; Thi i+ %)

About the author

Zhou Duanzhuang, an excellent poetess in contemporary China, is of
ancestral origin from Wuzhen, Zhejiang Province and was born in Shanghai. She
graduated from Yangzhou Institute of Education in 1985. Her poems have been
carried on The Star Poetry Periodical, Monthly of Poetry Newspaper, The Yangtze,
Rendition of International Poetry Quarterly, Chinese Poetry, Special Zone
Literature, West Wind, Sun Pavilion, Silver Poetry Magazine, POMEZIA-NOTIZIE
(Ttaly), MITOLOGIA DEL RIO (Peru), Kritya (India), KI-BKG (Serbia), and
World Poetry Tree (UAE), etc. Her important poems have been included into
Classic Collection of Chinese Poetry and Painting in the Past One Hundred Years,
Selected Short Lyrics by the End of the 20" Century, Poems by Poetesses of
Yangzhou in the Past Dynasties, Seven Plus One (Chinese-English-Italian), and
Under The Azure Sky (India), Atunis Galaxy Anthology (Belgium), World Poetry
Anthology (Russia), Metafora Wspolczesnosci (Poland), Biennial Book of
Songs—Introduction to Chinese Contemporary Poetry 2019-2020, and China
Wechat Poetry Yearbook 2022, etc. In 1998 she was invited to attend the poetry
activity in Russia. Some of her poems have been translated into English, Italian,
Croatian, Arabic, Spanish, Tajik, Uzbek, Russian, Serbian, Polish, and Swedish,
etc. She has won Bangladesh Sahitto International Award for Literature 2021 and
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the 19" Lebanon International Prize for Literature, and the 7" China Contemporary

Poetry Award in the Newcomer category. Currently, she resides in Shanghai.




Violeta Tan¢eva-Zlateva [Macedonia]

Fire! (and other three poems)

Out of war’s gaping jaws he comes
eneviled and snarling
splattered with another's blood

He halts, teethbared, before the fragile bodies
arrayed in a faltering rank

parched

famished

beaten down by a fate not their own
prematurely aged

swaying like rags

on the flaming wind

The hand, rapacious for what is not his
(while what is crumbles through its fingers)
shoves rifles between their fingers

born to caress

He tells them: Fire!

And they fire —
into their own time

I Am Not Just...

Eve tempting you with earthly pleasures

a female for you to fertilize and impregnate

a fattened child bearer with a bloated belly

a mother in labour staggering to the delivery bed

a defective body that needs to be patched up

after having poured out the new life from itself

I am not just a nursing mother with painfully swollen breasts
puffy eyes sleep-deprived body and a saggy belly
I am not just a woman you drool over

until bedding her again

after she has fed you washed you and fitted you up

Damn it

T am neither a careerist, a flatterer nor a whore
hungry for success in a man’s world

My body and my feelings are not for sale

I am a human with a capital H

and a Mother to all the children of the world
that you are incapable of feeding

and leading on the right path

I am much more than what meets your eye
Much more than what you are

Is TherE No Room For Us Yet Again?

It is too narrow, the deck of the world,
to gather us all.

Some will have to stay at the dock,
their bindles shouldered

their garments hastily packed

and just enough to cover their nudity.
They will remain empty-handed,

with a lump in their throat —

always and in everything last
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even when they are the first to arrive.
They will be yet again brushed aside,
hither and thither,

as if mere dregs swung away

by the great broom of the system

to make way

for the ones entitled to board.

And there she is, the ship sets sail:
rowdy passengers

screaming children

rattling plates

freshly brewed coffee

and a bottle of champagne here and there
tossed in rage into the ocean.

Left ashore

the unworthy wonder still —
should they wave their goodbyes
or just curse in humiliation?

Up And Down

I am pulling you towards the light
you are dragging me towards the dark

There is a rift between us,
a void full of shadows and illusions

and two twinkling lights
that keep the abyss from collapsing,

from crushing us.
(Translated by Paulina Jamakova-Pejkova)

About the author

Violeta Tanceva-Zlateva (b. 1968) has graduated in Yugoslav literature
at the Faculty of Philology in Skopje, Macedonia. She writes poetry, short
stories, novels and essays. She works as a proofreader/editor at “TRI”
Publishing Center, Skopje. She has published 6 prose books and 10 books of
poetry. She has also published an “Anthology of Longing” of contemporary
Macedonian poetry (2004). Her poems are represented in several selections,
panoramas and anthologies. Also, her poems and short stories have been
translated and published in several magazines in Serbian, Montenegrin,
Slovenian, English, Bulgarian, Albanian, Romanian, Russian, Slovak, Polish,
Turkish, German languages. She won the most important prizes for poetry in
her country, including the prize “Brothers of Miladin” at the Struga Poetry
Evenings 2015.
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Duan Guang’an [Kina]
lidser poeten Ai Qing (och de andra tva dikterna)

floden Dayan gav dig néring

du vann den gudomliga fljten ur lidandet
och blaste ljus i lidandet

solen rullade mot dig

du skordade stralarna i gryningen

och atersamlade dem till lava

din kérlek till jorden gick pa djupet
kysste dig genom vildmarkens hojder
havets vagor

en och ater en hogg mot dig
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du holl huvudet hogt
arvingarna strickte dven de pa ryggraden IZIT
—_— . I 15
tre sfiarer i Wang Guoweis poesikritik
In

miéstarens vandrar fjérran

soker honom

pé en bergsstig

skir dimma

ser inte tydligt de fjarran bergen
diffus fagelsang hors

fast inga smaféglar syns flyga forbi
det grona gréset froar

under blommornas glédje
klattrar jag stegen uppat

gér forbi en tradkrona

och dnnu en tradkrona

hdstsolen pa toppen ér sa fin
belyser bergen omkring

de laga murarna kring hans hem
klangrankorna mellan rétt och gront
stentaket tickt av mossa

jag kénner igen de dér tre stenldngderna O
staplade till tre mossklddda steg 45
liggande framfor porten

da ser jag plotsligt dér jag star

kvardrgjande moln

besoker Wu Guanzhongs utstéillning

den tidiga varens groddar
1 skir gronska reser sig standare i allskons farger
hjérta pa hjérta fattar eld
fortrollade av kinesisk konst, oljemaleri och verklighet
grona rankor snor fast gammalt och nytt i drommen
nagra blackstreck
nagra takasar
sddra Kina bléts i vatten
utstinkta blackflackar
intagande 6gon Oppnas och sluts
ser forstulet pa dig
skonheten, viller langsamt fram
skoljer dig ren
ytterst skarpsynt
skonheten, flodar makligt Gver
fuktar marken
faglar flyger upp
fiskar simmar ut
(Oversatt av Roger Eriksson)
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Viriya Lim [Cambodia]

Die Alive with Honor (and other two poems)

Live to know how deep ravines go
Die as you lived, not death in show
You cannot win against God's will
Break the law—earth claims you still.

Live to know how storms whirl and spin

Avoid those who defecate like elephants’ dung

Don’t be blind in light, nor deaf in noise
Violate the land—become mere waste

If you must die, let your nation cry,

Sleep through the night, soul through the sky
If breath remains, refrain from lust

Don't break the rule, don’t die alive.

Live as a model, die with grace

One earth remains—don’t change its name
Learn from the wise, fear law’s disgrace
Before you die, earn title “Doc”

Life’s never early, death’s not late

Don’t sleep in restless, law-bound state
True people build both wealth and grace
Take God as friend—walk joy’s own path

The Demon’s Feast

The demonic horde,

so bold, unshaken by the sword.
Madness fills its core—

it feeds on sin, a cursed reward.

It loves to destroy,

its power spreads across the land.
It poisons with joy,

then death arrives by wicked hand.

The Hell King appears,

so cruel, fearless in his reign.

Those who drink for years

are tricked, then slaughtered in his chain.

He drinks blood with pride,

and slays the beasts without regret.
Those who don’t abide

lose soul and spirit in his net.

His dark magic grows,

it drains the drunkards of their breath.
He strikes silent blows—

his spell condemns them all to death.

A nation once led

by drunken hands that cursed the skies.
They drank, hearts misled,

and doomed the land with endless cries.
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Her Voice

Dear sons, remember your mother’s voice—
Live free of envy, make kindness your choice.
Each soul on Earth bears light and shade,
Some walk in love, some in hate’s parade.

If you meet the wicked, don’t engage—just go.
Linger, and old wounds may start to show.

To argue with darkness invites its spell,

And drags your spirit down toward hell.

My sons, remember—stand as one,
Share each task until it’s done.
Whether burdens light or great,
Together, you can shift the weight.

The world grows modern, swift, and loud,
And I fear its tempting shroud.

Oh my sons, beware the guise—

Not all sweet words are truly wise.

At school, be earnest, seek to learn,
Let knowledge be the prize you earn.
Respect your teachers, do no wrong—
For karma’s thread is deep and long.

When work begins, be strong, be true,
Let diligence define what you do.
Save your wage for times of need,
But never let it plant greed’s seed.

When Mum disappears, make friends anew,

Build bonds with many—both women and men too.

Be honest with them at all times, be true,
For without honesty, loneliness finds you.

If you seek a wife to share your life,

Look for one with a kind heart, free from strife—
Pure and true, with unadulterated grace,

A gentle soul, love shining on her face.

If you're promoted to a high rank post,
Sacrifice your efforts, give your utmost.

Let your hard work serve your people’s need,
Put nation first in every noble deed.

My dear sons, remember this each day:
The sun will rise, then slowly fade away.
So too does life—joy and sorrow blend,
But death, my sons, comes at the end.

If death’s the only choice, then choose to fall
For others’ sake—your name will stand tall.
Let your living life inspire and teach,
Respect the law, and happiness you'll reach.

These words may not yet say it all,

But I shall pause, lest boredom starts to call.
I fear my sons may not find joy or peace

In hearing endless words that never cease.
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May spirits high and souls divine above
Protect my sons with everlasting love.
Grant them strength to build prosperity,
And bless their lives for all eternity.

About the author

Viriya Lim, born in Battambang, Cambodia in October 1981, is a
Khmer poetess whose pen has danced since childhood. From blue-inked
notebooks filled with lyrics and stories to her blog, she has chronicled the
soul of her people and the pulse of her own journey. Her name,
Viriya—meaning perseverance—is both her birthright and her chosen pen
name, a Vow to never cease creating. Her poem “When I Was at School”
was translated into English in the 4th International Poetry Festival in
Hanoi (2019). Later, two more works appeared in My Parents Are Women
(2022), a Kampu Mera anthology celebrating women’s voices. In 2024,
her short story “The Tasty Wall”, told from the perspective of a sentient
wall, was published in another Kampu Mera collection. Beyond poetry,
Viriya is a freelance translator, educator, and speaker, weaving words into
classrooms and communities. She now resides in Siem Reap, where she
continues to write, teach, and inspire—her life a testament to quiet
resilience and literary grace.
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Ma Di’er [China]
By the Water (and other two poems)

By the water, a little boy

is playing ducks and drakes with excitement
the water surface is rapidly cracking

with the reflection of the city

The fisherman draws in his net

to catch a pile of stones

What leaks through is the wildly waving
arms of the little boy

A delicate fishing rod

continues to hang towards the twisted water surface

already drowned, yet unwilling to come ashore

which is the detection line between the water’s edge and vortex

The little boy keeps waving his hands by the water

It is neither this shore nor the other

Transparent fish scales grow in the crevices of his toes
inch by inch, spreading towards the city

Wuma Mountain

What a cool autumn day, cool autumn day

I stroll to Wuma Mountain

to see a little kid

running and laughing halfway up the mountain
He stumbles and falls

I ask a little kid

if he hurts his hands or sprains his ankles
Teary of eyes, he says while smiling

It’s just that I accidentally get bitten by a stone
and I can still hop and jump...

upstairs onto the cabinet

inviting the birds to laugh together

Oh, What a cool autumn day, cool autumn day
I seem to see a flock of birds calling

to each other with the children in the cabinet
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BHRAR4r Hello, Tomorrow

WETZ HITB AR IA B 2 1 i Last night’s wine glass is still with a hangover

PRSI AR % 5 Bk I turn the continuous slight intoxication into dewdrops

R SN R B g | and sprinkle them onto the dogtail grass outside the window

Ik 5 Wi e Jg — i sk When the alarm clock devours the last piece of night

LRk e A2 =1 the pigeon has already caught the first ray of dawn

e ek ik b [ 1 T L T cooing and cooing, flying towards the top of Wuma Mountain
St b, SIRkKIRRE On the green belt, the red peach K is swaying

16 4 B R S YA like the unfinished laughter of last summer

SEACTHIERE /N il R The Begin of Winter begins to tell the story of the light snow
ERARITK, RhURSPE Is there a lamp to keep watch for you

it E AT AN fTiE The cloth shoes silently walk across the sidewalk

%'ﬂ,? %} )‘EE{’]H% J\'T%% to see the warm light of the breakfast restaurant
BRI F 5 R The steam from the pot edge is veiled with good morning
RO B EE 2 R The aroma of oyster cakes is wrapped with homesickness

RIS AN, 2T When the wind lifts the corner of my clothes, suddenly I want to stop
SHUE Y B e RN T To the morning light streaming towards me and the school-going children
Kot BT ) R F kbR 5 11 To all those hurrying and hasting toward the future

Ut RIRAT, (RAFIIER gently I say hello, tomorrow! Tomorrow, hello!

(Tr. Prof. Zhang Zhizhong; kK- % %)
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- Alexandra Ochirova [Russia] MEDsIERE « BAZF 1Rk 25 Wi
N
= Each day brings losses and births (and another poem) BN H BB G S (4h—3)
if\' Each day brings losses and births BERE LT EHEN ST

And is the eternal cycle of being. AR A IR AS B AR
The terrestrial axis sustains the attraction KR AR B G 5| T Btk
And transforms the universal fire PrEd g MBI
Into the present, future or past Kt E
In line with the times of antiquity. Sk A AR
Such a continuous round is the cosmic force XL N RS (B T I
That rules with the heaven in all directions. LSRG FAFEILE
The call of prayers that disappeared for good, ABLL B IH B U 5
Together with the canon JE RENIFN-F 2R n B
and the Descent from the Cross, FRIEAE O H [ )
Stays forever inside a man anfEl 2 E T LTS
As the revelation of a blank page. 241 B R U 1
When an emotion or knowledge embraces you, VRIE R B - 25 130 ]
You long for a horizon and a vertical at a time, SR EIE
Your thoughts get dressed into a sound PRI AR VS 1T
And embrace the memory of faraway fiiik ok StBunioREA A
Where each day lives in instants and centuries FEIRE, f—KAERER S5k H2c 4
According to the laws of God fE B HEEA T
Under the multicolor cycles fE2 B R

@ Of the weather visiting the earth. WX o
Hundreds of years... Instants are like pages BHAETAR, BT
Hundreds of years... Instants are like pages. ﬁfﬁ:r“fli s H‘J‘j‘[ﬁ(ﬁ% """
Clouds with snow and rain. M ] A ] 5 T 4Rk
Faces that are illuminated by one’s memory. [FEE(OE P/
Blue color that travels with fire 10T B = R T TR
Of the rising streams of sunlight... 41 H Bl
Beauty is like a dream. A SRED § I wadl 3
The sense of prayers of monarchs and prophets, du ey, L)
The depth of the prayed-in ages BE A ERISEAIT
Of the omnipotent power of the Universe. TAELLZRY BT
The turnover of events and names FHILHARZ &
In the mirrors of earthy imitation SRR, R
Of an absolute accuracy Az, JUALMEELE
Of amounts of the harmonic Beginning. TE N 4a 2, FigRkE— A
Here comes the Judgment Day of tiltyard and ruins WM BE v RN B, 5 ) H B
‘When the only survivor is a man of God M —F S LR
Who is like a watchman at the Mooring. HRIRESET NI TS
The unknown essence resides there, ﬂ%%ﬂﬁ@ﬂiﬁﬁﬁ:ﬂ:ﬁﬁﬁ
And it will assist us in mastering the power BRI 1R hE
Of understanding so that God’s prayer PRAR b RE AT
Returns to us the force of Being and Universe. A AEFN T 5 1 = AD

(E¥ i%; Tr. Wang Yi)

S PE Song Guangming [China]
—FE A (HhE) A Sigh (and other two poems)
AT Tfft 2, BiEFRA D I’m not busy rescuing anything, including myself
HAane 2z ok, mFkanseiy/ The world is so big, and I so small
HASE S DRSO 2R T 3 Trying to weaving petals to disguise the wounds
it O ST EMR Patiently I wait for Heaven, and deities
¥R, FAb e v aid 1Y R 20 R B To dispel mist, scrutinizing me with their noble and pure soul
SRIG AR el 2 i A B Before declaring to all, or sneaking into nightmares
EER, EASENmE To see if I'd be on a rampage
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Or toss and turn all through the night

The saviors keep shouting

And get doubtful even more whether my wait is wasted
Is this all but fortune or misfortune?

Dews remain crystal and silent

With only a green sigh heaving inside.

Reincarnation

Deep night. Crickets by the window clamor on and on
From near to far, so dense, tense and immense

Like a terror spreading among them

Millions of mouths competing to voice

I have to rise and dress

Joining this headless-like camp

All ears to them with sincerity

For not knowing the truth and fear playing within
I can only gaze into the depth of the night
Praying constantly, keeping mute

At cockcrow, the clamor sinks a little bit

At daybreak, more of it flags

When the sun fully rises, only a few chirps remain
Like they begin to sing, melodious.

Rubbing my numb legs, I adjust my breath
As if I just went through a reincarnation

A Clap of Thunder Declaring Our Secret

Shh, don’t speak

Don’t startle inner grace with surplus words
The moonlight is well-measured

As well as the soft breeze

Your eyes, and

My ripples

At the moment, the sky shocks with a clap of thunder
Declaring our simple secret
But before this
Shh, don’t speak
I want to accumulate the whole world's peace
and the stamina to continue within it
Waiting, like a volcano waiting to erupt
(Tr. Prof. Yan Haifeng; Fiipi&#d% %)

About the author

Song Guangming, a contemporary Chinese poet, was born in May 1963 in
Luojiang County, Sichuan Province. He joined the People's Liberation Army in
1980, serving successively as a soldier, a military academy student, and a staff
officer. After transferring to the Agricultural Bank of China in 1988, he held various
positions including comprehensive clerk at a branch, director of the office, and
deputy branch manager. He began publishing literary works in 1982. His poems
have appeared in Financial Times, Chinese Poetry, Youth Literature, Stars, Works,
Sichuan Literature, Thatched Cottage, and other publications, and have been
included in various anthologies. He has published poetry collections May
Countryside, Dream Bird Feathers, Songs of Luowen River, Drifting Further Away,
Some Springs Must Be Bidden Farewell and the prose collection Warm Days. He
currently lives in Deyang, Sichuan.
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Sanaz Davoodzadehfar [Iran]

Women, Life, Freedom (and another poem)

On my black hair
Pomegranate flowers have grown
This autumn smells like spring

This time freedom
from my hair

will rise

oh wind

twist my hair

Bullet

This time

All the boundaries of my body belong to you
Shoot

Shoot

My hair waves in the wind
It will drown you

bullet

bullets

We are afraid

in our wounds

We have buried

the freedom

I kiss your lips

In my eyes

deerl

for peace

He will run through a passage full of mines
Maybe this explosion

The end of all wars

Poem

My hair is a trench with red tulips

Where a deer has a sense of restlessness

My sufferings are hidden behind it

My screams!

Spiked screams!

Screaming at myself!

Scream!

Become scream!

My deer with its big eyes

Has jumped through tear gas

I throw my scarf towards the night, like a flare
Black inflamed holes of fear

My deer has stopped the armoured ones with its hooves.
The war has reached my bones

I make a trench of my whole body, my beauty
and stone from my tears.

Che Guevara is now every woman

I am Siavash2 who will go into the fire

We should stand.

The butterflies of my body will be released from the hijab cocoon, tonight

And police fight us with their rods
And weave a net again

They weave nets

Spiders’ house is quivering

No deer dies in a spider’s web
And the me,
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This time

Sticking out of myself

I scream: woman! Life! Freedom!
Should make a crossing

Should go through the bullets

Not afraid of the water canon

Oh! Executioner!

For freedom

T will walk on a mine

My hair like steel ivy, will twist into the oppressor’s hands
And a deer will sprig my hair to the pine

INTERNATIONAL POETRY
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(A1 %, Tr. Dr. Zhao Man)
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Sanaz Davoodzadehfar is an Iranian poetess born in Iran and living
in Luxembourg now. She began her artistic career with the theater and
played and worked in many plays and won many awards in this field. She
began writing poetry in classical forms and Her poems were published in
the most important Iranian journals and newspapers and sites like:
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Many of her poems were translated into other languages such as
English, French, Spanish, German, Swedish, Kurdish. Her first collection
“I walk on dead letters” was translated into Arabic and published in
Tamoz publishing in Syria. Most of her poems were published in the most
important Arabic newspapers and websites, such as Al-Ahram, Al-
Dustour, Al-Adab, Al-Hayat and...

She has participated in many Arabic and global festivals and poetry
such as Iraq, Oman, Tunisia, Romania ...

A poetry collection containing poems by three female poets from
Iran in published in Czechoslovakia with Radek Hassliki and sanaz was
one of them. Her poetry collection was translated and published in the
language of Amaziqi, translated by Mazzak Eidar in Morocco. Her poetry
collection is available in Spanish, translated by Tio Martinez in Spain.
Her second and New poetry collection published in Tehran now that
reached The final in the poetry award in Iran. Her first poetry collection
translated to Romanian recently. Her collection won Iplace poetry prize
in European poetry champion in Romania and won Alhawaheri prize in
Sydney this year.
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Wang Lishi [China]
The Moon (and other two poems)

As a child

I asked Mom to use a kite string
To tie the moon for me
Mom said casually
When you grow up
You’ll tie it yourself
Now

The kite string is lost
The moon

Even farther away
Than my childhood

Letting It Go

Let it go, let it go

I am water

That loves to flow downward

I have no strength to rush into a waterfall
So gradually I seep into the earth
Nourishing all things in the darkness
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Not bothering to think
About the floating clouds in the sky

Let it go, let it go

I am mud

That feels closest to crops

I do not want to step into grand halls
Nor to curry favor with precious metals
When drought is severe

I turn into swirling dust

Wanting nothing but rain

Rain

The rain pours down towards me with ferocious force
Threatening to sweep away my bridge
To cut off my path ahead
To leave me with nowhere to go
The rain emits strange, mocking sounds
As if opposing me on purpose
I refuse all kinds of umbrellas
Seeking neither eaves for shelter
Nor shortcuts to bring this journey to an early end
The rain seems to have eyes
Lurking behind the dark clouds
Wherever I go
It follows
It deprives me of the sunshine
And whips my back with its lash
I fight against the rain
Almost relishing its relentless torment
Without it, I would die of loneliness
I no longer treat the rain as a foe
My only concern is
How far I can go in this rain
(Tr. Prof. Ding Liqun; T /A EE#Z %)

About the author

Wang Lishi, a contemporary Chinese poet, was born in Shanyin County in
June 1966 and currently resides in Taiyuan, where he works as a civil servant. He
began publishing his works in 1986 and has published over 1,000 poems in
numerous domestic and international newspapers and periodicals, including Poetry
Periodical and Chinese Writers. His poems have been included in more than 70
anthologies, such as New Century Poetry Canon, Biennial Poetry Classic, and The
Ranking of New Chinese Poetry. He is the author of the poetry collection Sunlight in
the Cracks and the chief editor of Archives of Poems, Calligraphy and Paintings by
Famous Contemporary Chinese Poets. He has won many awards, including the 25th
National Luli Poetry Award and the 3rd Chinese Contemporary Poetry Award (2013-
2014). He is a member of the China Writers Association.

CHOETRE ) (Y sExt i) fEmgE K iR

FEIER S SR, AR CEE R B i S R E ClEa
EIEY  ( (Selected Poems of Jiang Yimao) ) , £ H{POETRY PACIFIC
PRESS/EMNGEK R . %f7, AVEE = TRETFROIERRE ML, +
L% o e B A 5 5 4, _

) D EAEE R, m3UME, a8y EAEZIOUME, &4
Wosre 1 1 AANRIRHIIRI AR RELOOR T, TRIEANSE R E), Rpi A
N, EABER, B Mt SBA, Barg P EFEAEA L ERHHE
{Eﬁ*ﬁﬁiﬁ'ﬂ‘ ((%ﬁﬂ‘Eﬁiﬁﬁ%ﬁ‘l‘——<3§ﬁ&ﬁfﬁi>f¥» . BARAH %4’%
PN, PR EFHEEIRRE KEI> TR S ERER. E R s
RSHAU) FEE T, SRR AL LR . 2. BT
5. AERANE O R T g, JOREILT . i, i
WA IR BTG4, A SEE SR T I ME K,

KI6K, zEKA (265%170mm) , FEACGK A2505 25 1, 3
PR A 1S T 4K, Wﬁ?ﬁ?ﬁyﬂ}oogﬂiﬁimﬁ;ﬂéﬁﬁﬁéﬁ, 2507,
Bozs, ENHNESE. KA, BESCAMTEREZENE.

155 (hERMHX B EN ART6T) , A&

{EiEhR CEPrRrflie) Zeibt

RIPQ




TEREWIhIE]
BRI T —Y) (oh—8)

e, B, Prkde, ORI R i
PR ALAE = AT AR
AT ik, HCEH, & iARLERE

NERBE R4, tanzse, b, tbanZhs
RN &S, FRATE LKk T 24
W A PR BB WL, SEL LI

(A E RN
FAlb—kuk g o, BOC—HAME, (R—HEHME
Kt H Cirb s, BERE, RATURE—401

Wb, TEIFRIRR, LM B
AT AR 2

ERRES

BB e

XA FRAT T [l fy o
R o FAEFR L FAR T A

RAAE R A L E
Sk, BRAEL, RGEM—

TEILLAR #1557 /i
M B LRI, S Ak

BEMEERE, IR AR
HEZR AN, FHO

— By B LA Sk
—EayBFELRET
FAFAIIRIE

WM, E—, & EAHE

B, SIRAEREY)
FACTADFEN, LTI KA

Siyoung Doung [Korea]
Like a Single Word (and other four poems)

The sky and the earth are the lips of eternity.
There,
we live like a single word.

Like a ring worn without knowing
whose hand placed it,
people live, fitted into the world.

Today,

1 do not know where I am.
Just standing—

Hands engraving handprints,
feet engraving footprints.

INTERNATIONAL POETRY

Wang Caiming [China]
Time Has Abandoned All (and another poem)

Morning, birds’ twitters, bamboo leaves emerald, the air is the freshness I like most
The blue sky is also the blue I like most
‘White clouds surge here with great vigor, overflowing the time

People have to love something, for instance, clouds, flowery scent, or love
The great wind blows past the road intersection, when we have been scattered for years
And we have dreamed of each other boldly, going for seas and mountains

Please excuse my leaving without saying goodbye
Not for once I have comforted myself; time remains, and you are still here
I comfort myself that you still love me, as if myself, infatuated in each detail

The rain is raining merrily and heavily; the flowers open boisterously, light
filtering from the curtain
But we cannot meet again No more

I Am My Own Traitor

This year I reinvent myself by returning to the oven
Withered leaves into ashes. I am reborn silently in spring breeze

Dark night is churning in dark night
Waving and dangling, Heaven above, you are constant

The flowers have brightened the river by soul
Riverside butterflies, are caught with a new train of thought, through the vein of wind

Fence clasps closely another fence; remote mountains mirror waves
Undulating endlessly, my heart

A part of birds’ twitters climb to the shoulders
Another part of birds’ twitters have flown away

I am my own traitor
A step left, a step right, walking along a no-return road

Wilderness and corpse, kissing my disease
I throw myself into the jungle, for my solitude to be larger than the sky
(Tr. Prof. Zhang Zhizhong; K%z %)
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Life is finding a path in the void.

Birds know

that the void is eternity.

Living is the breaking of one boundary after another.

Life grows colder as it goes on.
The time they wrote
abandons them in the end.

On a spring day when cherry blossoms befriend the wind,

mountain-like buildings,
valley-like alleys,
water-like people.

People, worn by strangeness,

save it sparingly, fearing they might grow used to it.
An angel slips between their lips,

and they take out a single smile.

Between the Twilight and the Sound of the Violin

At the border of Croatia and Serbia,
The Pannonian Plain lays out a new map.

Mountains emerge, opening roads and blocking them
Mountains are always the masters of the grandest paths.

Are you on some errand?
The Danube River
Slips out of the city

Between the light of twilight and the sound of the violin.

A day, vanishing so as not to disappear,
Crosses the mountain’s waist like a lazy thought.

Someone,

Like a gently touched giant clam,
Closes the door on the day.

Squid

Its body is an arrow.

An arrow pointing—where to?

A drifting arrow through the open sea,

Does it mean there’s nowhere in particular to go?
To live,

is it simply
to wander?

The Horizon Does Not Get Wet

The horizon does not get wet
It gets soaked in longing

A window that wipes away absence,
A water balsam is in bloom
Knotweed flowers are on their way

Fallen leaves are scribbles
The afternoon of life is red
The horizon does not get wet
It gets soaked in longing
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A window that wipes away absence,
A water balsam is in bloom
Knotweed flowers are on their way

Fallen leaves are scribbles
The afternoon of life is red

One shadow follows
So that you won’t be lonely

And I kiss “I, you and also”

Was It You, Was It Me, or Was It Longing

Was it you,
Was it me,
Or was it longing

Let us not name time,
Nor age a life.

More moments fall
than November leaves.

When I take up the leaf-brush and write the fleeting now,
emptiness wears a sly, silent smile.

About the author

Dr. Siyoung Doung graduated from the Department of Korean Language and
Literature at Dongguk University and earned a Ph.D. in Korean Language and
Literature from Hanyang University. She further expanded her academic pursuits by
studying humanities at Regensburg University in Germany. Her teaching career
includes positions as a professor at Korea Tourism University in Korea and Jilin
University of Finance and Economics in China. Her literary journey began in 2003
with her poetry debut in the literary magazine Dacheung. Since then, she has
published numerous poetry collections, including Future Hunting, In Search of a
Strange God, The Phone Call from God, The Eyes of November, The Carnival of Time
(Anthology), Was It You, Was It Me, or Was It Longing?, The Scent of Secrets, Aria of
Everyday Life, The River Flowing Under the Pen, The Magic Letters, and The Horizon
Never Gets Wet. In addition to poetry, Doung has contributed significantly to literary
research with works such as Roh Cheon-myung’s Poetry and Semiotics, Korean
Literature and Semiotics, and Semiotics of Modern Poetry. Her exploration of
literature extends into travel writing, with essay collections like Encountering Culture
Through Travel and Encountering Travel Through Literature. Her literary excellence
has been recognized with numerous prestigious awards, including the Park Hwa-mok
Literary Award (2010), Poetry and Poetics Young Poet Award (2011), the Grand Prize
at the Korean Buddhist Literature Awards (2018), the 32nd Dongguk Literary Award
(2019), the Yeongrang Literary Award for Criticism (2020), and the 7th Woltan Park
Jong-hwa Literary Award by the Korean Writers” Association (2021). Most recently,
she received the Literary Youth Work Award in 2024. In recognition of her
contributions to literature, she was also a recipient of a creative grant from the Arts
Council Korea in 2005.

Dr. Doung is currently the President of the Korean Association of World
Literature and lives in Seoul with her husband, a former university professor.
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December 29,2025

As 2025 draws to a close and we step into the threshold of 2026, I would like to extend my great appreciation to you for your unwavering

dedication to international poetry and literary exchange.

Through your role as Editor-in-Chief of Rendition of International Poetry Quarterly and WORLD POETRY YEARBOOK-English Version, you
have built enduring bridges between cultures, languages, and poetic traditions. Your tireless work as a poet, critic, translator, and publisher has not only
amplified diverse literary voices, but also upheld the values of dialogue, openness, and mutual respect in world literature.

Your vision, discipline, and generosity continue to inspire writers and translators across continents. The platforms you lead are not merely

publications, but living spaces where poetry breathes beyond borders and time.

At this meaningful turning point, I wish you continued strength, clarity, and creative vitality. May the coming year bring new collaborations,
deeper connections, and further milestones in your remarkable literary journey. With sincere respect and gratitude,

V4 Thi Nhu Mai, Poet & Literary Translator
Founder of The Rhythm of Vietnam, Reporter of Multicultural Press, Australia
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Marin Angel [Finland]

The Imaginary Flag
—to Zhang Zhi

The imaginary flag,

before it became a flag

is a piece of cloth,

utterly indifferent.

It could have been

a thin tablecloth

worn thin by elbows,

the secret freedom of a dress,
concealing enchanting femininity.
Even a cloth torn

by memory and oblivion.

It could have been something else.

It hardly makes sense

to clash the crowds

like madmen

one against the other
different and cold.

Souls blue and red

like a curse

that freedom

is black or white.
Meaninglessness spilled.
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Li Zhiliang [China]
Dream-Riding Qilian Mountains (and other nine poems)

I mount my bay horse, dream-riding Qilian Mountains,
Wild asses, snow leopards, black storks, white-lipped deer roam
Wild yaks, white-tailed sea eagles, Tibetan snowcocks stroll

I mount my bay horse, dream-riding Qilian Mountains,
Qilian stands towering straight into the sky,

The vast hunting ground takes diverse forms,

Half the plains bear traces of rain,

Ice and snow melt into green oases.

I mount my bay horse, dream-riding Qilian Mountains,
Mountains trail smoke, few birds cross this place.
Wind stings like arrows at break of day,

1 lift my eyes—clouds veil the snow’s white face,
Through bitter gales and ice, I make my way.
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I mount my bay horse, singing loud and clear,

I cut a piece of pure blue sky to hold.

I revere the pure snow of Qilian.

We deeply love the cold wind, sunset and glow,
West wind blows softly, snow drifts slowly,
Life meets each soul in ways both new and old.

Journey to the Frontier

Heard of the desert's desolate grace,
Now I know your smiling face.
Sing a song of the frontier land,

To the poplar's grandeur that stands three thousand years grand.

Vast winds push waves along their way,

Several wild ducks swim and play.

Stirring the dim sunset to spit the red sun’s ray,

The single willow drunk on glowing clouds unaware,
Locking heaven and earth into a single sway.

Wild wind blows down the golden leaves,

My eyes drift with each falling leaf's display,
Hundreds of them turn to mud where they lay,
Next year birds will sing on the poplar trees.

Group Tour to Moonlake

We climb high and gaze afar,

Mountains stand tall, roads stretch far,
Boundless quicksand flows through millennia,
Stones as big as dippers race all around,

A shaft of afterglow spills sunset glow.

Sand mountains soar high to heaven and earth,

The col forms a crescent with the spring.

I gaze at evening sand and withered grass,
Greeting an affectionate smile heartfelt.

Hearing the spring sing like jade clinking clear,
Clear and undecayed, it reflects bird shadows.
Breezes are rippling the water’s glow,

No matter how steep the roads, high the mountains,
The flowing spring never dries up.

I behold the layered sand peaks,

Watch the layered sunset glow.

If heaven has a tender heart,

Keep mist and glow lingering in mistiness.

Sunrise Over Emerald Lake

The great lake births a round sunrise bright,
Lake gulls ride rosy glow and sing in light.
Autumn wind blows from hundreds of miles away,
And strikes Jiayuguan with its wild smiles.

Behold Su Wu’s figure herding sheep afar,

A few birds fly in flocks as dusk draws near.
Beyond the frontier, herding days stretch long,

Each year we move tents "neath the cold sky throng.

Behold Huo Qubing’s warhorses neighing loud,
Behold I read Wei Qing’s spears and steeds proud.
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INTERNATIONAL POETRY

Mountains lie bare, leaves dry and sere,
The journey bears the mark of hardship severe.

I take the sunset’s lingering glow away,
Mount the desert ship, go where I may,
And I felt the rich western culture’s vivid ray.
Broken clouds spread their colored light so fair,
Remaining reflections dye the water rare.

Ascending the Ancient City Tower of Liangzhou, Wuwei

Autumn wind drifts down with rustling light,
Sunset glows as migrant geese sing rhythmic sound.
Bright moon shines o’er Liangzhou’s sight,

Vast wild clouds rush in endless flight.

Autumn wind brushes through my hair,

Deep in my mind,

Engraved General Huo Qubing’s iron steed,
Listening to Master Kumarajiva’s Buddhist creed.
Ancient and modern meet at the old tower,
Evening rainbow and slanting sun dye the hour,
Silk Road’s cultural land so warm,

Horses neigh on the green grass farm,

Vast Liangzhou glows with youthful charm.

Forest of Poplars

The desert hides the setting sun’s last light,

A lone cloud drifts, birds seek their rest.

The autumn wind, wordless, still,

Strokes the lingering glow with gentle breath.

Between my brows, a streak of sunset glows,
The poplars’skin turns gold to burning red.
Like giants standing’twixt the earth and skies,
Silent in the vast and barren spread,

Yet hearts toward spring secretly unfold.

I climb the heights and gaze toward the plain,

As if recalling Xiangshan’s maple leaves—

How they burned in human veins,

And autumn winds bore poplars’fragrant sheaves.

For miles the yellow sands bleach grasses sere,
Yet every poplar leaf burns bright and bold.

The autumn wind strikes poplar leaves with cheer,
The autumn wind has turned my hair to cold.

The fallen leaves feed earth with fervent blood,
Calling for new souls to feel the fiery call.

The Mausoleums of Western Xia

Autumn wind, sunset, birds wheel and swirl;
White clouds kiss the blue cliffs soft and mild.
Helan Mountains wind like dragons and snakes;
Autumn sounds cross vicissitudes and ages.

Silent, towering like a sacred scroll;
Telling millenniums of rise and fall.
Seek the traces of horse hooves light;
A symbol of culture and history bright.
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Tuneless songs stir the earth’s decline;
A pearl stays by the long river’s line.
Draws countless descendants to explore;
Relics carved in history’s lore.

Sunset dyes the sky in red hue;

Golden wind turns soft and true.

I collect a dynasty’s radiant glow;
Cherishing the past till hair turns snow.

Wuhou Shrine at Qishan

Autumn wind blows o’er Yanchuan River clear,
Fallen leaves cover Qishan far and near.

Mountains stand hundreds of zhang high and steep,
Three sides with sheer cliffs sharp and deep;

One side leans on the water’s gentle sweep.

Easy to defend, hard to seize—what a strategic keep!

I recall Kongming in the bygone days,

Who led troops o’er Qishan’s winding ways.
Wit won Jiang Wei to his loyal side,

Troops hid here, where the brave abide!

I climb the mountain, look far and wide,
Ancient cypresses tower o’er trees beside!
With wind they wander far and nigh,

In silence they spread grace soft and high,
When snow falls, their quiet charm doth lie.

With tourists I come to pay my respect,
My reverence overflows, clear and direct.
While Kongming stays, Shu Han remains,
Year by year, travelers pass the hill,

His great fame endures, eternally still!

Su Wu Hill

Ancient temple, first sun, colorful clouds, autumn wind.

Wind embraces stones and roars loud,

The great mountain towers ’twixt heaven and ground,
A shepherd boy plays flute by willows,

Looking up, he sees Su Wu Hill around.

An old couplet on Su Wu Hill stands:

“A thousand miles the wild goose bears the letter,
Born, he remains a minister of Han’s.”

Su Wu’s spirit lingers on the hill still,

Ancient temple and tall trees pierce the sky.

I grieve as time flows like a river’s tide,

To be an official, not for marquis’ pride.

I stand before the couplet, lost in deep thought,
As if I hear Su Wu’s whip sound sharp and steep,
The whip echoes with the ancient spring,

Su Wu Hill gains a brilliant scene.

Autumn Moon

Prelude: On the Night of the Mid-Autumn Festival, I drink a toast and compose this short poem.
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I climb the heights and gaze afar,

See the blue sky stretching miles and miles,
While white clouds leave their lovely traces,
When sudden from the osmanthus tree,

A fragrance shoots through the cool air,

Stars tremble in the lake’s expanse,

The moonlit night in mist lies long and deep,
Now frost descends to claim my silvered hair.

The land lies grand and lovely to the eye,

Sun and moon wheel in their endless race,

Drunk, I dance with my shadow, sprightly,

Raise my cup, invite the moon with grace—

We turn to three companions, bright and true.

I wonder what year it is tonight, in this celestial place.

Then suddenly, as if aboard a cosmic flight,
The loving moon asks me to roam the height.
I dream-journey ten thousand miles by moonlight,
Look down upon the earth, so vast and deep—
Seeing the people’s lives, serene and right,
From countless homes, faint fragrances softly seep,
This river-land like a painting, pure and bright.
(Tr. Gao Xuhua; =251k %)

About the author

Li Zhiliang is a famous poet-writer in contemporary China, with the pen name
of Li Pengfu. As a native of Minquan County, Henan Province, he is county-level
director for Zhengzhou City Commission for Discipline Inspection. He is a member
of Chinese Writers’ Association, and life-long research fellow of the Center for

International Poetry Translation Research, and associate editor of Rendition of

International Poetry Quarterly. As former advisor of the Poetry Society of Henan
Province. He began to engage in poetry, prose, prose poetry and novel writing at the
age of sixteen. His works, totaling over 2,600, have been published in hundreds of
periodicals including Peoples Daily, Guangming Daily, The Workers’ Daily,
Liberation Daily, Xinhua Daily, The World Poets, Poetry Tide, California Poetry in
America, The Philippine Business Daily, Chunghua Daily (Thailand), etc. Some of
his poems have been introduced to the United States, Britain, Germany, Romania,
and India, etc. His biography is included in: Dictionary of Members of the Chinese
Writers Association, Dictionary of Chinese Poets, Dictionary of Chinese Prose
Writers, Dictionary of Chinese Novelists, Dictionary of Henan Writers, and World
Who's Who in Chinese Literature and Arts. He has published over ten collections of
poetry, prose and short stories. His prose has won the 3rd and the 4th Bing Xin Prose
Awards of the Chinese Prose Society.
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Adiela Akoo [South African]

As You Perceive (and other three poems)

I am a flower that blooms
Perfume filtering the air

I am a veiled mystery

To hearts that don’t understand
And eyes that cannot yet see

I am a reflection

I am a teacher

I am a lesson

I am the yang and the yin

I am the quiet voice amidst the din

I am a stranger, and stranger yet
I am a beloved friend

A secret well kept

I am a seeker

And I have been sought

I have been crushed and ground
Tempered by fire

I have been dead

And I have been reborn

With passion and desire

I am fiery, yet cool

Strong, yet gentle

Creating from destruction

I am nurturing and can feel you
In the hidden depths of your soul

I am ancient and I am young

I am a germinating seed

I write and I am written

I belong to The Love Creed

But I remain, only as you perceive...

Pledged

Long, long ago

you pledged your heart
etched your eternal love
causing you to constantly
keep washing up at my feet
like a half forgotten
mystical message

in a bottle, cast into the sea
of souls, centuries ago!

Our paths constantly, curiously crossing

in a predetermined puzzle of perplexities
leaving us pondering, on the part played

by Providence—and the most loving hand
on a heart, etched with initials

carved into an ancient, magical tree

that still stands somewhere, bearing witness
long after the bodies, bearing initials
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became fodder for its roots!

Lifetime after lifetime
we're magically, momentarily
drawn together, to decipher

soul memories, we vaguely recall...

Race with the Wind

Yesterday, I dreamed a beautiful dream,
and desired nothing more...

But it somehow slipped into the wind,
that keeps it just out of reach...

Always tempting me, taunting me, haunting me...
But tomorrow...

Tomorrow, I shall break free from these shackles,
and race with that wind!

I feel it in my bones

I feel it in my bones now,

time slowly slipping away.

An urgency is building,

to say all I didn’t or couldn’t say.

I feel the need to pass on,

the lantern of my life.

Perhaps you may gain something,
to help you through some strife.

I feel my spirit yearning,

for a distant, peaceful shore.
I never really belonged here,
but must tarry a little more.

I feel it in my bones now,
the quiet calling of the grave.
I hope I leave something,

to free the worldly slave.

About the author

Adiela Akoo, a South African poetess, writer, and creative entrepreneur,
was born on May 4 in Pietermaritzburg and primarily raised and educated in
Durban, where she received the prestigious Dux Award. She is best known
for her debut poetry collection, Lost in a Quatrain, which was a first runner-
up in the poetry category at the SAIP Awards 2021 and has been widely
praised for its soulful. Her work has been published in numerous magazines,
journals, and anthologies worldwide, and her poems have been translated into
several languages, including Russian, Romanian, Turkish, Bulgarian, Bangla,
and Odia. Beyond writing, Adiela is a multifaceted individual with a
background in banking and holistic healing. She is the founder and CEO of
Quilled Ink Press, an independent publishing house, and the editor of The
Quilled Ink Review, an international literary journal primarily aimed at
promoting emerging writers. Adiela’s contributions to literature have earned her
accolades, including a nomination as one of the Top 7 “Most Promising Literary
Influencers” in the GBC Awards 2020 and the Silver Star Award from the
Global Literary Society for her “excellent contribution to world literature.”
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PROFILE OF TRANSLATORS

Profile of Dong Xiujing

Dong Xiujing, with her Master’s Degree of Arts in Foreign Linguistics and
Applied Linguistics, is now an associate professor in Department of Foreign
Languages in Taiyuan Institute of Technology. Her research direction is translation
theory and practice and she has a deep love for Chinese poetry, traditional culture
and their English translating. She is the Guest Deputy Editor of Rendition of
International Poetry and many of her translations can be found in this international
literary journal and China Daily Overseas Edition. Up to now, she has published two
translations: How to Skin a Lion and Walking in Your Sight together with one
academic book, Application of Domestication and Foreignization in the English
Translation of Chinese Classics, seventeen academic papers and presided over two
provincial projects as well as two school-level projects. She has got the English
Translation Certificates of NAETI and CATTI (Level II). And she has won the
second prize in both the Translation Contests held by Translators Association of
Shanxi Province and “100 Translators, 100 Translations in the World” Committee.

Nina Alexi [Greece]
Love Odyssey (and other two poems)

I seek you...there

Where memories numb the body

Where pleasure is trapped by relentless flame
Where our breaths, myriad images weave
Where your hands, like a rose, my body unfold.

I seek you there, where the darker blue of the sea
joins the light blue ceiling of the sky.

In the depths of the oceans,

A heavy hearted mermaid solemnly

Searching for her forgotten king.

Where the song of love echoes like a lapping wave

On leaden mountain peaks under the vaulted roof sky
Where monks chant devout hymns.

There, where your passion blossoms like a wild flower.

I seek you in the smiles of the children
Building a new humane world,

Where instead of bombs that scatter death
Angels’ trumpets spread the message of peace.
There, where people only know of love.

I seek you there, where dreams unfold,
Incarnate and the pain subsides.
Where faith is carved, embracing love
And lovers have no need of promises,
Fiery hot summers, glitter and pearls.

There, where swift-winged clouds

Seek revenge in our dreams.

Explosively seeking you in the eternal universe
With millions of galaxies shining upon us
Infinite magic energy.

Maybe, one day my Love

1l find you, there.

Palaestra

Life, a stormy sea

Into abysmal icy waters we are thrown
Hardened in endurance

Submitted to survival

To the fear of abandonment

Of defeat, of perfidy

Of death.

My body the vehicle

For the destination

The mind will go through fire
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To keep you alive

Or finish you off.

Ending up formidable swimmers
Without oxygen and reserves
There in the unknown icy seabed
We throw ourselves into battle
For a handful of crumbs and freedom.
Those who learn in the depths
Defeat the demons

Strong, brawny emerge

From the unstable bloodshed
Merciless palaestra.

Healing Dance

In the depths of the Kalahari Desert,
The semi-arid Savannah,

A fire is lit and I reminisce

That night in July

A greenish red-purple,
Yellow-striped sky

Like a canvas of Hieronymus Bosh
Passing by

As clouds fade away

A dazzling array of stars

On the velvety

Golden-red dunes and pans.

The endless beat

High clatter of rattles

From feet

Clapping and singing

The San People’s healing dance

All through the night

Still dwelling in my mind.

A healer dancing ecstatically

Round a fierce dragon like fire
Opening its mouth

His tongue hanging out

With high pitched cries

Casting out sickness and strife
Spirits lurking in the African night
Under the wary dim moonlight.

As I woke up, antelopes were resting
Amongst proud acacia erioloba trees,
The sun peeling off my helpless fears
My heart pounding fast for it felt at ease
The healing song still echoes

In the warm African breeze.

About the author

Nina Alexi, a famous Greek poetess, writer, essayist and instructor of
theatrical education, born and grew up in Germany. She lived in London for
eleven years, studying Performance Arts, theatre, creative writing & dance
with a British government scholarship at Middlesex Polytechnic, at WAC
Interchange, Associated Guild of Dance & Drama, Chantraine School of
Dance (1981-1990), etc. Her published work with prominent publishers:
(2003-2025), poetry collections, (Alexandria) theatre plays, (Dodoni),
essays on theatre, (Herodotos). Her poems are included: “Encyclopaedia of
Modern Greek Literature”, “Greek Women poets of the 20th Century”,
“Contemporary Greek Poets”, “Encyclopedia of Letters and Arts”,
“Encyclopedia of World Poets Association”, “European Women Poets”,
anthologies in Greece and abroad. Awards: Ist prize for “Pontiac Mother”
Athens, Medal “Poets for Peace”, (Tunisia), Medal (International Society of
Greek Writers) for her contribution to Letters & Arts, “International Best Poet
of 2022” (IPTRC) Voting International Executive Committee (China), the
“Aizu Taro Prize of World Gogyoshi” (4th anthology), (Japan), international
prize Dr. Jose Manuel Equihua Estrella, (Mexico), etc. One album has been
released yet, called “Souls” psyches in Greek. Her poems have been translated
in several languages.
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ONLINE INTERVIEWS
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A Conversation with Argentine Poet Luis Benitez

—Fifth of a series of interviews for the quarterly journal Rendition of International Poetry
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1. As one of the most influential poets, writers and translators in the
Argentina at the moment, would you please make a brief self-introduction?

I was born in Buenos Aires in 1956. My 45 books of poetry, essays, and
fiction have been published in Argentina, Chile, France, Italy, Mexico, Romania,
Spain, Sweden, United Kingdom, USA, Venezuela, and Uruguay. Five literary
essays about my works were published in Argentina between 1991 and 2024. 1
have been honored with various national and international awards in the Americas
and Europe. Recently, I have received the International Best Poets & Translators
Prize, awarded by The International Poetry Translation and Research Centre, The
Journal of Rendition of International Poetry [Multilingual], and The Board of
Directors of World Union of Poetry Magazines (People’s Republic of China,
2024), and the American Poet of the Year Award, awarded by the United Nations
World Silk Road Forum and Silk Road International Federation (Dubai, United
Arab Emirates, 2025). In 2025, Pro Latina Press, of New York, USA, published
The Whole Life, a bilingual anthology of my poetic work (Spanish-English), and
Barnacle Press, of Buenos Aires, published my Essential Anthology, with a

prologue and compilation by critic Osvaldo Gallone.

2. In the context of globalization, do you think poetry in local languages
is being “diluted” by poetry in English or other powerful languages? What’s
your opinion on the threat of the “linguistic hegemony” to the diversity of
poetry?

Globalization is not a homogeneous phenomenon, occurring completely and
in equal proportions throughout the West and the East. Globalization also offers
paradoxes and curiosities, as happened with Latin during the Roman Empire, the
lingua franca of the past. Like Latin, English, upon contact with other cultures,
acquires local variants. My mother tongue, Spanish, was born from the fusion of
Latin—the language spoken by the Roman conquerors of the territory that would
later become Spain—with local languages. It is a slow but inevitable process. The
intersection of cultures enriches them while changing them forever. Because
globalization also involves migration and mixing between different ethnic groups,
many of these regional modifications of English then enter the bloodstream of
“international English.” Languages also travel by plane, boat, or train, settling far
from where they were born. And they often manage to displace or almost become
equal to the original language of the country where they are established. The fate
of poetry written in local languages is linked to the fate of those languages. Let me
give you an example: in the early 1990s, only three bookstores in the entire state of
New York accepted to sell poetry books printed in Spanish. A bitter and
widespread saying was: “Writing in Spanish is writing for the trash can.”
Currently, there are publishing houses in the United States that publish poetry
books in Spanish or in bilingual editions (Spanish-English) because there is a
segment of the market that buys them. Spanish is now the second most spoken
language in the United States, behind English. Every language—even when
translated into another—"“exports” the culture where it originated, its values, its
worldview, its history, etc. So globalization offers two facets. It is a knife that cuts,
but is also cut. Absolute linguistic hegemony is impossible; everything becomes

mixed when cultures come to contact with each other. As Lao-Tzu once said (I
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quote approximately): “Whoever seeks to dominate the world and improve it is
headed for failure. The world is so sacred and vast that it cannot be dominated.

Whoever dominates it worsens it; whoever has it loses it.”

3. In this dark era full of conflicts, climate crises and systematic
oppression, many poets still indulge in lyrical aesthetics, do you think poetry
can still serve as a “healer”? Or is it more of an “anesthetic” that allows
people to escape from reality in a sense of illusory beauty?

Genuine poetry, regardless of the aesthetic direction it falls under, invariably
has a political content. This is because both its author and its readers are political
creatures, simply by virtue of belonging to the human species. Man is a political
animal, and everything he does, says, or thinks is a political fact. We relate to
others politically. Politics is the interrelationship established between each human
being and others, whether on a personal, communal, regional, continental, or
global scale. Even those who write and publish seemingly nonpolitical poems do
not escape this general rule. The fact is that having a “nonpolitical stance” is
already adopting a political position, a negative one for some and a different one
for others. When someone tries to write a poem as escapism, mere fun, or aesthetic
entertainment, it never succeeds. He writes something that resembles a poem, but
is not one. It is an imitation, a fraud. I agree with the great Spanish poet Antonio
Machado when he says in his beautiful poem, “Portrait™: “I disdain the romances
of hollow tenors / and the chorus of crickets singing to the moon. / I pause to
distinguish the voices from the echoes, / and I hear only one among the voices.”
This distinction established by Machado marks the enormous difference between
genuine poetry and its caricature. Although I insist: even this “caricature of a
poem” has an implicit political undertone. Written banality contributes to the
confusion of the world, the involution of consciousness, and the widespread idiocy
that is so necessary for real conflicts, climate crises, and systematic oppression to
take place. Genuine poetry does not seek to heal anyone: what it does is lead us to
a better understanding of reality, to a deeper understanding of it. Its function is not

to anesthetize, but quite the opposite.

4. In your poetry writing career, have you ever encountered strict
censorship or great pressure because of certain sensitive themes you express
in your poems? How do you balance artistic freedom and social censorship?
Does this kind of experience make you give up the themes you focused on and
also affect the way of expression?

Fortunately, I’ve never had any censorship problems, or if I have ever been
censored anywhere, I never found out. My first collections of poems were
published when, in Argentina, we were oppressed by a bloody military dictatorship
(1976-1983). Professor Juan Sebastian Rodriguez Maza addresses this extensively
in the essay he published in Argentina in 2024, entitled Luis Benitez. National
History. A historical look at his poetic work during the 1980s. 1 quote only a few
paragraphs from Rodriguez Maza’s essay, as an example, when he talks about my
first collection of poems, Poems of the Earth and Memory, published in 1980:
“While it is true that there is a metaphysical intention in his collections of poems,
it is no less true that there is a historical perspective. His sharp observation of the
historical, political, and social processes of a decade in turmoil is evident (page
32). (...) Along with the arrival of the military government, a formidable
censorship operation began that led to the emergence of a cultural resistance
movement. (...) A large number of books were banned, hidden, or burned. Authors
and publishers considered subversive were also targeted by the censors and ended
up, at best, in exile. At worst, they could be detained, tortured, disappeared, or

killed. This forced poets, novelists, lyricists, playwrights, and other cultural
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creators to think about their texts ‘in key’. The active artists who remained in the
country managed, in a metaphorical sense, to create a ‘new language’ with which
to communicate with their audiences (page 41). (...) The perfection of this work is
moving. The dead, those remembered, those whose whereabouts are unknown, the
dead of each of the mothers who return to memory again and again, begging for a
place to be buried and honored. The dead of state terrorism are those who return a
thousand times and a thousand more will return to the collective memory. The only
way to allow these specters to rest is to know what their fate was” (page 47). This
“new language” that survived the censorship of the time is also present in the work
of Spanish filmmaker Carlos Saura, whose films made under the dictatorship of
Francisco Franco appealed to the same stratagem to speak of the contemporary
human condition and at the same time allude to what his country was experiencing

during that terrible time.

5. What’s your view on the impact of AI on poetry creation in the digital
era? For example, is the fragmented reading habit stunting the depth and
complexity of poetry? When Al algorithms seem to know more about “poetic
quality” than human beings, do you worry that poetry will lose its humanity?

Using Al to “write” a poem is shameful, as well as useless. The clever great-
grandchild of a refrigerator could never do it because what it produces is a
counterfeit, a parody of a genuine poem. Only human intellect and sensitivity can
achieve it. Poetry is the most difficult of all literary genres, not just a series of
written data aligned to the left margin. Al processes data and organizes it based on
the information it has. No matter how much information Al has, the unique
combination of concepts, allusions, and elucidations that a legitimate poem
contains is something unique to human ability and only possible for highly
specialized individuals. Writing poetry requires decades of learning, practice, and
reading. The goal is to achieve a personal voice, not as a result of combining
influences from other authors or imitating what others have written before. Al
doesn’t create, and it only recreates. No matter how much AI improves in the
future, it is unlikely to reach that level. As for fragmented reading, it’s impossible
to understand a poem in this way. Fragmented reading isn’t suitable for reading
poetry. Fragmented reading doesn’t hinder the depth and complexity of poetry: it
simply obscures that depth and complexity; it misses the point. Al algorithms only
appear to “know more” about the poetic quality of a text. They merely interpret
data and often draw erroneous conclusions. Poetry cannot lose its humanity

because this is an intrinsic quality of poetry.

6. Your poems often contain tones of rebellion, questioning, and even
denial. Do you think that poetry itself is an art of “resistance”? Is this
“resistance” directed at a specific social reality or a more universal human
predicament?

Poetry, among its many qualities, includes a resistance to dehumanization.
Poetry—inextricably linked to the human condition—is the written demonstration of
the full existence of the human. At all times and places, despite the most atrocious
circumstances, poetry has been proof of the evolution of thought and sensitivity of
our species. And simultaneously, in the darkest times, poetry has been the refuge of
those qualities that make us human. In this sense, the resistence and resilience of

poetry applies both to a specific social reality and to a universal difficulty.

7. In the era of information explosion as well as entertainment
orientation, do you think that poetry has been less brilliant and becomes an
unpopular or even obsolete art form? What is your attitude towards the

prospect of poetry?
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First of all, poetry was never a mass art in itself, except when it was
incorporated into the format of religious compositions, songs, or disseminated
through oral tradition. That, at least, is the case in Western poetry, which is the field
I know best. The Iliad and the Odyssey were sung in the courts of Greek kings, not
in marketplaces. When poetry was translated into written form, it was read by the
wealthy minority who could read. Those who wrote it also belonged to this class.
With the arrival of the printing press, its distribution did not become widespread
either. The pseudo-culture of entertainment quickly took over, and the so-called
“mass culture” emerged, aimed squarely at distracting and entertaining, not at
making us reflect and learn more about the surrounding reality and the reality that
we ourselves are. This is not a favorable field for poetry, which sets a very different
goal. However, poetry has not disappeared for that reason. Poetry has always
known how to adapt to the conditions of each era. Without occupying a central
focus, its long history remains relevant. Its forms of expression will change, even
its media have: from physical to digital formats, it continues to circulate. Their

perspective is to continue existing.

8. Would you please make a list of twenty outstanding contemporary
poets (from your country or other countries) you admire or recognize?

I greatly value the poetry of Argentine poets Alberto Boco, César Cantoni,
Rubén Valle, Luis Raul Calvo, Alejandro Drewes, and Eugenia Cabral, among
many others. I also value the poetry of Chileans Mario Meléndez, Oscar Hann, and
Raul Zurita; the Peruvian Miguel Angel Zapata and the Dominican poet Leon Félix
Batista. I also value the writings of Americans George Franklin, Ronnie Lane,
Elaine Equi, Ron Whitehead; British poets Neil Leadbeater, Ian Duhig, and
Mervyn Linford; and the writings of Indian-British poet Sudeep Sen and Indian
Rati Saxena. I emphasize that my list of poetic preferences is extensive, as I try to
appreciate and value the writings of other authors in their proper measure, with an

open mind to aesthetic proposals that are even very different from my own.

9. Are you afraid of being forgotten by time (or the audience)? Why?

No one is obliged to like what I write, neither in the present nor in the future.
Time is always the best anthologist, and sometimes a forgotten author is later
appreciated again. William Shakespeare was highly valued in his lifetime, but his
reputation only reached its current level in the 19th century, when the Romantic
poets “rediscovered” him. If that happened with Shakespeare, why should my
works endure or even achieve any kind of ecumenical recognition now that I am
still alive? I am not worried about that prospect: in the present there are poets who
write better than I do, and in the future there will be even better ones. Besides, as
Jorge Luis Borges says in his wonderful poem Here. Today: “We are already the
oblivion that we will be. / The elemental dust that ignores us / and that was Adam
the Red and that is now / all men, and that we will not see.” Oblivion is the final

destiny of each and every one of us.

10. Finally, please say a few words to the readers of the Rendition of
International Poetry Quarterly (multilingual). At the same time, please attach
4-6 of your representative poems, one brief biography as well as two high-
resolution color photos of yourself. Thank you so much.

I am very personally grateful for the opportunity that the editorship of this
prestigious magazine has given me to express my modest opinions—right or
wrong—on topics as timely as those suggested in these pertinent questions. I hope I
have been reasonably clear in my answers and have contributed in some way to the
reader’s better understanding of my position on contemporary poetry. I am deeply

pleased to be able to communicate with the numerous readers of this publication,
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convinced as I am that contact between cultures enriches and benefits both parties.

Thank you very much, always!

Profile of the Interviewee

Luis Benitez, a famous poet, narrator and essayist, born in Buenos Aires on
November 10, 1956. His 45 books of poetry, essays, and fiction have been
published in Argentina, Chile, France, Italy, Mexico, Romania, Spain, Sweden,
Venezuela, UK, USA and Uruguay. According to the London-based Ars Notoria
Magazine, he is considered one of the most prominent voices in contemporary
Argentine poetry and a leading figure in the genre throughout Latin America. He
has received the title of Compagnon de la Poesie from the Association La Porte
des Poétes, based at the Université de La Sorbonne in Paris, France. He is a
member of the Argentine PEN Center, the Association of Argentine Poets, and the
Society of Writers of the Argentine Republic. Among other awards, his literary
work has received La Porte des Poétes International Poetry Prize, Paris, France,
1991; Amalia Lacroze de Fortabat Foundation Poetry Award, Buenos Aires,
Argentina, 1996; Tuscolorum di Poesia Prize, Sicily, Italy, 1996; Letras de Oro
Prize, Buenos Aires, 2003; Accesit 10éme. Concours International de Poésie, Paris,
2003; “Macedonio Palomino” International Prize for Published Works,
Aguascalientes, Mexico, 2007; International Best Poets & Translators Prize,
awarded by The International Poetry Translation and Research Centre, The Journal of
Rendition of International Poetry [Multilingual], and The Board of Directors of
World Union of Poetry Magazines, People’s Republic of China, 2024, and American
Poet of the Year Award, awarded by the United Nations World Silk Road Forum and
the Silk Road International Federation, Dubai, United Arab Emirates, 2025.

Profile of the Translator

Wu Minyu, born in Yiyang city, Hunan province, graduated from Hainan
University with a master degree in MTI. Now he is an English teacher of
Changsha Rail Transit Institute. Many of his translation works can be found in
domestic and foreign literary journals such as Rendition of International Poetry
and Poetry Hall. So far, his translated books Field Guide of Flowers in FSM and
Time Chanter have been published.
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Margaret Anne Eckersley [Australia] PR - 22l

A Critical Review of Rendition of International Poetry Quarterly Number 1, 2026

* BRI R AN

(EBRERERE ) 22112026455 —WIATE

Rendition of International Poetry Quarterly, Volume 121, inaugurates its
2026 cycle with an issue that stands as both an archive and a living dialogue
among poets, translators, and critics from across the world. Published by
Rubini Publication under the auspices of the International Poetry Translation
and Research Centre and the Council of the World Union of Poetry Magazines,
the quarterly carries a deep legacy since its founding in 1995. The issue opens
with a sense of continuity and renewal. It bridges past accomplishments with
present urgency by bringing together voices from more than thirty countries.
The editorial vision, implicitly expressed through its composition rather than
any single statement, is a reaffirmation of poetry’s role as the connective tissue

of world culture.

The magazine’s table of contents functions as an atlas of poetic diversity.
The range is striking: from Kalina Izabela Ziola’s lyrical introspections in
Polish and Chinese translation to Aziz Mountassir’s devotional cadences from
Morocco, from the meditative realism of Mihail Grigorov of Bulgaria to the
delicate bilingualism of Chinese and Vietnamese contributors. The structure of
the issue follows a deliberate rhythm. It opens with special recommendations
that foreground cross-translated works, continues with the main international
poetry section, and concludes with reviews, interviews, and reports of literary
events. This organization does not merely categorize genres but creates a
spatial metaphor of global movement. The reader travels from one continent to

another, guided by translation as both vessel and compass.

The diversity of contributors underscores the editorial board’s ambition to
represent a global mosaic rather than a Eurocentric or single-language
tradition. There are poems in English, Chinese, Polish, Arabic, Spanish, and
more than a dozen other languages, most presented in facing translation. Each
translation becomes a mirror that doubles rather than diminishes meaning. For
a multilingual reader, the parallel texts offer a sensory experience of rhythm
and nuance, while for monolingual readers, the translations provide an entry
into unfamiliar cadences. This bilingual architecture is central to the journal’s
ethos. It situates poetry not as a fixed national art but as a migratory language

that reshapes itself through encounter.

The reading experience across the eighty pages alternates between
intimacy and expanse. The opening feature on Kalina Izabela Ziola introduces
the issue’s emotional tenor. Her poems, such as Music and Truth, are
meditations on sound, silence, and the tactile presence of emotion. The Polish
originals and their Chinese renderings create a dialogue between two linguistic
temperaments: one flowing, one precise. The translation by Dr Zhang Zhi
captures the shimmer of musical imagery without erasing the poet’s distinctive
inner rthythm. This section establishes the aesthetic ground of the issue, a belief

in the unity of sensibility across linguistic borders.
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Aziz Mountassir’s poems from Morocco follow, bringing a different
register of devotion and fire. His language fuses Sufi-like surrender with
classical lyric form. The bilingual presentation, with translation by Guo
Yiming, demonstrates how English can carry the cadence of Arabic thought
without distortion. Mihail Grigorov’s selection from Bulgaria shifts the tone
again toward existential clarity. His poems about despair, sea, and creation
explore the poet’s struggle to find purity in a fractured world. The presence of
multiple translators, including Lina Moon and Zhang Zhi, reveals the editorial
commitment to collaborative mediation. Translation here is not a technical act

but a creative extension of authorship.

Reading the magazine in layers reveals a consistent thematic undercurrent:
the persistence of the human voice amid dislocation. The poets share a faith that
language can outlast political or geographic constraint. The recurrent imagery of
the sea—appearing in poems from Poland, Morocco, Bulgaria, and
China—becomes a metaphor for the magazine’s own identity. The sea connects,
divides, and returns; so does translation. Beneath this surface lies a secondary
theme: the tension between self and world, between rootedness and mobility. By
sequencing works that echo each other in rhythm and imagery, the editors

transform the issue into a conversation rather than an anthology.

In assessing editorial curation, one notices the careful alternation of tone,
gender, and geography. The sequencing avoids regional clustering; a poet from
Europe may be followed by one from Africa or Asia, and the effect is both
surprising and harmonious. This deliberate flow suggests an understanding of
reading as journey rather than archive. The balance between established names,
such as Dr Zhang Zhi, Hadaa Sendoo, and Fei Yifei, and emerging poets from
lesser-known literary communities demonstrates the editors’ belief in
mentorship through juxtaposition. The inclusion of profiles, interviews, and
global poetry news further extends this dialogic structure. The interview
sections with poets like Kurt Svatek of Austria and Keshab Sigdel of Nepal

illuminate the intellectual network behind the creative work.

Design and presentation are integral to this issue’s success. The bilingual
layout, generous margins, and restrained typography allow both languages to
breathe. The visual pacing resembles a gallery where each page holds space for
contemplation. The artwork selection, though secondary to the texts,
complements the cosmopolitan mood. The design eschews ornament for clarity,
aligning with the academic seriousness of its mission while remaining

aesthetically pleasing. This visual discipline reinforces the idea that

internationalism in poetry is not chaos but carefully curated harmony.

Placed within the context of contemporary world literature, the 2026
issue of Rendition of International Poetry Quarterly stands as a document of
cultural diplomacy. At a time when global discourse often fractures along
political or linguistic lines, this publication constructs a space of shared
imagination. Its global literary mission extends beyond showcasing diversity; it
cultivates empathy through the act of translation. The collaboration between
poets and translators across continents turns the magazine into a living

embodiment of the phrase world literature in motion. The emphasis on cross-
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language dialogue distinguishes it from many regional or national journals.
Compared to other international literary magazines, such as World Literature
Today or Modern Poetry in Translation, RIPQ retains a stronger visual
presence of bilingual text and a more inclusive representation of non-Western

authors.

In the critical point of view, the issue also reflects an evolution within the
journal’s own history. Earlier editions tended to focus more narrowly on
Chinese and European exchanges, whereas the present volume expands toward
Africa, South America, and the Middle East. The inclusion of poets from South
Sudan, Bangladesh, Lebanon, and Panama signals a deliberate widening of the
editorial horizon. The accompanying news reports, on the publication of new
anthologies in Nigeria, India, and the Netherlands, reinforce the networked
nature of its literary activism. The magazine does not treat poetry as isolated art

but as part of a global infrastructure of translation, publication, and recognition.

From an academic perspective, the issue invites analysis of how
translation theory and practice intersect. Many of the translations adhere to a
principle of semantic transparency, maintaining fidelity to meaning while
preserving musicality. The translators act as cultural mediators rather than
invisible technicians. The multiplicity of translators prevents the
homogenization of tone, creating instead a textured soundscape. This approach
aligns with contemporary theories of world literature that emphasize
circulation and transformation over origin. For readers in Australia and the
Asia-Pacific region, the magazine’s model of multicultural collaboration
resonates strongly. It mirrors the region’s own linguistic plurality and its

aspiration toward intercultural understanding.

The editorial voice of Dr Zhang Zhi and Fei Yifei, though understated,
permeates the entire issue. Their vision seems to insist that poetry is not merely
a literary form but a moral and imaginative stance toward coexistence. The
consistency of translation quality and the range of subject matter suggest a
rigorous editorial process. The inclusion of Vietnamese-Australian poet Vo Thi
Nhu Mai as both contributor and critic exemplifies the bridge between creative
and critical spheres. Her review of World Poetry Yearbook 2024, placed near
the end of the issue, functions as a meta-reflection on global poetry networks

and consolidates the intellectual coherence of the quarterly.

Visually and structurally, the magazine succeeds in presenting
multiplicity without fragmentation. Each section is demarcated yet fluid,
inviting readers to navigate freely. The bilingual formatting aligns the journal
with international scholarly standards, making it suitable for academic citation
while retaining aesthetic appeal. The publication details printed in both
Chinese and English reinforce transparency and accessibility. The overall

design communicates professionalism and respect for both reader and author.

Beyond its individual sections, Rendition of International Poetry
Quarterly Number 1, 2026 is a literary magazine with a cultural artefact of
global significance, evidence to what can be achieved when editorial vision,

translation, and design converge around a shared ethical commitment to art and
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humanity. It offers a showcase of world poetry and model of how
multicultural literary production can function as peaceful dialogue. For
readers and critics from multicultural communities such as those represented
by Multicultural Press Australia, this issue exemplifies the potential of
literature to transcend geography, affirm plurality, and remind us that poetry

remains one of the last frontiers of true global conversation.

About the author

Margaret Anne Eckersley (Australia) serves as the Editor-in-Chief at
Multicultural Press, bringing her extensive experience as a retired high
school English teacher and a talented artist to the role. With a deep passion
for language and the arts, she expertly guides the editorial vision of the press,
ensuring each publication reflects the diversity and creativity of global
voices.

Expertise:

Editorial Leadership — Directing the overall editorial vision and
ensuring content aligns with the press’s mission.

Storytelling & Literary Analysis — Drawing from her teaching
background to shape compelling narratives and maintain high literary
standards.

Artistic Vision — Using her artistic eye to guide the design and
presentation of books and magazines, blending visual and textual creativity.

Creative Direction — Collaborating with authors, artists, and designers
to craft cohesive, engaging publications.

Mentorship & Team Leadership — Providing guidance and support to
editors, writers, and designers to foster growth and excellence.

Proofreading & Editing — Reviewing content for clarity, tone, grammar,
and flow, ensuring each piece is polished and impactful.

Cultural Sensitivity — Championing diverse voices and perspectives,
ensuring respectful and authentic representation.

Margaret’s background in both teaching and the arts allows her to
nurture both the intellectual and aesthetic elements of Multicultural Press,
creating publications that not only inform but inspire and connect readers
worldwide.

Editing is not just about refining words, its about shaping a vision that
resonates with hearts and minds across cultures.

Jeffrey Barker [Australia] AN - iR AFN]
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The 2025 International Best Poets & Translators Awards
20254 BE R Brdpe A B N SRR SR gr

Although the contemporary world presents the paradox of heightened
connectivity alongside intensifying separation, poetry persists as a vital
medium through which human expression traverses’ boundaries, binding
together the voices, cultural legacies, shared memories, and imagined futures

of diverse communities.

On December 12, 2025, that bridge shone with exceptional brilliance as
the International Best Poets & Translators Awards announced this year’s
honourees. The celebration, organized by the International Poetry
Translation and Research Centre (IPTRC), The Journal of Rendition of
International Poetry, and the Board of Directors of the World Union of
Poetry Magazines, stands as one of the most respected recognitions for

literary artistry across languages and continents.

This year’s awards honour fourteen remarkable poets and
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translators, representing thirteen countries, whose works embody the
universality of feeling, imagination, and truth. They were chosen after three
rigorous rounds of voting, conducted over two months, by a distinguished
panel of judges from 18 nations, from Italy to Japan, from the United States
to the United Arab Emirates, from Germany to Argentina. The process,
deeply collaborative and thoroughly multicultural, reflects the very essence

of global literary fellowship.

The ten poets recognized this year bring to the global stage a vibrant
spectrum of linguistic, cultural, and emotional worlds. (1) Isilda Nunes
(Portugal) writes with Mediterranean radiance, blending saudade with
contemporary reflection. (2) Yang Geum-Hee (Korea) offers poetry rooted
in Eastern lyricism, meditative and exquisitely attentive to human tenderness.
(3) Labud N. Lon¢ar (Montenegro) contributes the Balkan spirit of
resilience, rthythm, and timeless landscape. (4) Adnan Al-Sayegh (Iraq), one
of the most compelling voices of Arabic literature, continues to transform
loss into luminous resistance. (5) Kalina Izabela Ziola (Poland) represents
Central Europe’s intricate dance with memory, identity, and transformation.
(6) Ghassan Al-Khunaizi (Saudi Arabia) brings the depth of a classical yet
evolving Arabic tradition. (7) Sudeep Sen (India) paints the world with
cosmopolitan insight, from New Delhi to global metropolises. (8) Zi Wu
(China) offers refined clarity, a poet of imagery and philosophical resonance.
(9) Mujé Bugpapaj (Albania) echoes the rugged beauty of the Balkans and
its unbroken spirit. (10) Peter Thabit Jones (United Kingdom), with his
commanding voice, reminds us of the rich lineage of British literature, and its

continual reinvention.

Together, they form a mosaic of languages, histories, and geographies.
What unites them is a reverence for the poetic word. Its ability to illuminate
the human condition, confront reality, and cradle hope.

Translation is often called the “second art.” It demands devotion not
only to the original text but also to the invisible breath of meaning that must
survive the journey across languages. The four translators honored this year
exemplify this sacred task. (1) Vo Thi Nhu Mai (Vietnam) brings
Vietnamese readers to international poetry and carries Vietnamese poetic
sensibility to the world, nurturing cross-cultural dialogue with delicacy and
passion. (2) Yusuf Aslan (Tiirkiye) continues Turkey’s long tradition of
linguistic openness, offering clarity and beauty to readers across continents.
(3) Li Zhengshuan (China) enriches the global literary exchange with
precise and graceful renderings of world poetry. (4) Claudia Piccinno
(Italy), known for her extensive work across languages, ensures that poetic
voices travel freely through the vast cultural corridors of Europe and beyond.
These translators are intermediaries and are architects of understanding,
lifting the voices of others into new realms while safeguarding rhythm,
nuance, and soul.

What sets the 2025 Awards apart is the calibre of its winners and the
spirit of unity embodied in its selection process. The panel composed of
eminent poets, translators, and scholars from eighteen countries represents a
rare model of literary diplomacy. Each judge brought the richness of their
own culture and literary tradition into the deliberations and shared a common
purpose: to recognize excellence without borders.

Even as contemporary society contends with a landscape of pervasive
unpredictability, the creation and translation of poetry persist as practices that
cultivate courage, foster empathetic understanding, and affirm the possibility of
deep human connection. It asks us to listen deeply, to embrace stories that are not
our own, and to honour the voices that shape the world’s emotional memory.

RIPQ

BINER, HIEREIL T AN, B &
e WERFIZIHA, MEEBIFIRAAKE G KE, AE
[l IPTARSE , X ek B 18 B B A HH PF 2o 2 Bl o B o
W, 2 A AR Z R R, ik TAE R
Ho kb, BAEEAEEIZ T, kT
ARSI R AR RIRLOA B

AAERARN AT AL AR ERIR G R T — &S5
WG DRES . LR . (1) BaFris
i - SHEIIER T E TR, HoR. BEEY
REFERA . (2) BEKRSENHRER T ART
P E, BAREROE, M eEE NIRRT .
(3) BULIMEMHHE - N. EFREITERTHX
UEEN A RATRE A, SRR A A DL Rk TE T B 2R
(4) RESTHIMER - PR - BEEEZERTHA S i
HBQ DI E 22—, MR8k R o N b,
(5) IWZRIRIEE - FIFIAL - FFEALEE T hRR(ED
. Fty g g kg, (6) W4+ AER N
£ - FR-BESRENR T IR IS HIBTHLAR i % 58 K AN
RIgwit . (7) EDERI7EE - FRELE PR ILATREE S
S, BB 2R E R TERT L. (8) H
EWFre U AER STRLATEE A, ARk
Wiy, (9) FI/REREMEBE - HEFMEMAFN LK, M
P ELURTHB DMLY 96 R A R R il (10) SEEHY
115 - EEELER - IETLLA DRV, LR SE[E 3
S AR B R AT

FRRA AR “8 TR o BRI AR
DTS, BB T w1 S RREE th U6 ok
MITCTERITE SRR AR ARV O 1 K (e X — i
fEaridiys, (1) BEREEMHE E b Rrech 2 ik
&, IR R A R B, DL S s
fedtps scfbxtifi. (2) LEHMAERE - FHTZES: 1
T HEMEARIE FSFALSE, A& RN 3 LI W
MEREE.  (3) RERIZFEIERRCUR i JUHE i 2 il &
PEHESBRRRl, 0w TR, (4) BAFIRIRES
WA - RZEFELA Z S TE S R a4, BRER R
P REAERCIN Y 23 R SCICACRE R B i, X LERIIE
FHREERE A, WRIBREIEE . i b A E
BTGB, RN E R, B SR,

20254 PEAL TR e 2 ARAE T HCARIE K LA R BF
VeI R B R BLR RS R . ok BB R
N BHERF AR, R TP WS
IPaEpE, AL PP A B R R SCIE SR SRR
PEHIERR, JFHAMRE — LR AR AR EE SR E
MR .

BNE Y kLS IE SRS E A AT FRMIPER PR B4,
A QIR SRR AR RERE 7 B 1, IR BT i e
DRIE N BrIGRES nTREPEAYSC R, . Rrap R B 5 2 SR T
LT, AR T B SR, R EmARLe I i
(LTI A MO

MASTER CRITICS

@




@)

MASTER CRITICS

Poetry matters because it refuses to vanish. Because it still whispers
truth when noise becomes unbearable. Because it finds the human pulse
beneath the tumult of history. Because it teaches us to see fully. Poetry
persists in every culture because it holds what is most fragile and most

powerful in us: our longing to be understood and our capacity to understand.

Translation extends that longing beyond borders. It transforms solitude
into global solidarity. It builds bridges where politics build walls. It reveals
that, despite differences in language, food, customs, climates, and beliefs,

human beings carry similar dreams, similar wounds, similar prayers.

The organizers extend profound gratitude to the international jury
whose generosity and intellectual rigor shaped this year’s results.
Representing countries such as Italy, the United States, Poland, Russia, the
UAE, Romania, Sweden, India, France, Spain, China, Albania, Greece,
Germany, Argentina, Israel, Japan, and Denmark, these eighteen judges
offered a rare model of collective global stewardship in the arts. Their work
reminds us that poetry thrives not only through writers and translators, but
through the emotional labour of those who read, evaluate, and champion
literature.

As we celebrate this year’s honourees, we also celebrate the enduring
power of poetry to unite humanity. The awards stand not merely as
recognition of personal achievement, but as a testament to the shared global
commitment to the literary arts.

To the poets: Thank you for reminding us how vast the human spirit can be.

To the translators: Thank you for carrying voices across the world with
devotion and grace.

To the judges: Thank you for your generosity and wisdom.

To readers everywhere: Hope that poetry continues to illuminate your

Journey.

About the author

Jeffrey Barker works as a freelance reporter, drawing on his solid
background in engineering to enhance the quality of his journalism. His
technical training gives him a unique ability to break down complex issues,
interpret data, and approach stories with precision and depth. Whether
covering technology, infrastructure, or human-centered narratives, Jeffrey
brings a thoughtful and analytical perspective that distinguishes his work. His
versatility allows him to move confidently between investigative pieces,
feature writing, and on-the-ground reporting, always committed to accuracy

and clear communication.

About the translator:

Shilin Foreign Language, Xie Shilin, a native of Sanjiang, Nanchang, Jiangxi
Province, is a former Party Branch Secretary of CPC, Dean of the Foreign Languages’
Department of the People’s Arms College of Nanchang University, and Associate
Professor. He has translated and published The Complete Works of Shakespeare'’s
Sonnets (A Complete Bilingual Chinese-English Translation) and 7he Complete Essays of
Francis Bacon (A Complete Bilingual Chinese-English Translation). He teaches core courses
for senior English majors and is an outstanding instructor for the National English
Competition for College Students. In addition, she has written several short stories such as
Unsent Love Letters in Sonnets and original bilingual poems like Ode to Spring. His
translated work The Translation and Appreciation of Shakespeare s Sonnets is forthcoming.
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Notice to Contributors of
the Book Series of the World Poets (Bilingual)

RIPQ

Warmly welcome poetic works from all over the world!

With the view of enhancing the communication of poets
throughout the world as well as the development of poetry translation
and research, the Editorial Department of Rendition of International
Poetry Quarterly, together with the Poetry Pacific Press, decide to
publish a series of personal collection of poems entitled The Book Series
of the World Poets (Bilingual). The publication (2015-2030) is planned
to consist of 800-1000 volumes.

Detailed information is as follows:

1. Poets with influence, achievement and capability in poetic
creation, in any country, any language, any nation, any religion and age,
are warmly welcome to send your works to us.

2. Fees for the printing and postage of The Books Series of the
World Poets are paid by the authors themselves. Translation of the
poetic works is sponsored by the Journal of Rendition of International
Poetry Quarterly.

3. The Book Series of the World
Poets are published in the same style
of 16k (265x170mm) and priced
according to the same criterion. Each
volume, 160 pages with 1600-1700
lines, can be composed of any type of poems like long poems, short
poems and serial poems. Front cover is colorfully printed with specialty
paper (250g) and inside page is printed with light offset paper (80g). On
inside front cover fold is the brief introduction of the author (bilingual)
and a colored picture of the author. Each volume is printed in 1000
copies. Price of each copy is: US$40 or EUR40. After the publication of
his collection of poems, the author will get 50 copies of sample books
free of charge. Part of these copies, will be sold on Amazon, Facebook,
with Rendition of International Poetry Quarterly, will be presented to
the UN Library, UNESCO, the Nobel Prize Committee, the libraries of
famous universities and literary research institutes, etc.

4. Six to eight poems from an author’s collection of poems are
meanwhile represented in Rendition of International Poetry Quarterly,
with his/her brief introduction and colored picture.

5. Besides the collection of poems with his / her self-introduction
about poetic experience, the table of contents and his / her colored
pictures, an author is supposed to send by e-mail: iptrc@163.com.

6. Fees paid by the author add up to US$3800 or EUR 3600) every
increase a printed sheet (16 pages), want the increase printing and mailing
costs US $40 or EUR40. Remit money and post contribution to: Dr.
ZHANG ZHI, P. O. Box 031, Guanyingiao Post Office, Jiangbei District,
Chongging City, 400020, P. R. China. If pay by Bank, our bank account is:
113001777301. Bank Name: BANK OF CHINA CHONG QING JIANG
BEI SUB -BRANCH, SWIFT CODE: BKCHCNBIJ59A, account:
ZHANG ZHI.

POETRY PACIFIC PRESS, CANADA
The Journal of Rendition of International Poetry Quarterly
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Notice to Contributors: Rendition of International Poetry

Global Fair Academic Pioneering

ISSN 2980-5228

Rendition of International Poetry (Multilingual) is a quarterly run by the Center for Globalization of Chinese Poetry of Nankai University, and the
council of the World Union of Poetry Magazines.

Poetry creation, poetic criticism, interviews with poets, translators & critics, information about poetry, etc., regardless of language, nationality,
gender, age, religious belief, are welcome.

The main working languages of the journal include (but are not limited to) English, Chinese, French, German, Spanish, Russian, Italian, Swedish,
Dutch, Greek, Japanese, etc. For all submissions, please submit electronic text in your native language (if you are willing to submit any of the above
languages other than your native language, it is better), together with personal life and artistic resume (including name, pen name, date of birth, place of
birth, nationality, publications, residences, etc., within 200 words), two color photos of high resolution; at the end of the manuscript, please attach your
full name, nationality, email address, postal address, etc., and send in attached form to: wupm2023@126.com.

For all submissions, responsibility is solely taken by the contributors; for any text, photo or picture that infringes upon the other’s copyright, the
journal does not assume any joint liability.

For all the texts, photos or pictures published in this journal, the journal has the right to edit and publish them.

The journal is published in both paper and electronic format. Once your work is published, you will receive a free electronic copy of the current issue.

All publication funds for the journal are raised by the editor (without fiscal appropriation), so there is no remuneration for the time being.

The standing columns of this magazine include: Special Recommendations, International Poetry, Poetry Collection At A Glance, Bilingual Poetry
Collection (distributing center for bilingual poetry), Poems by the Editors-in-Chief (publishing the poems by the editors-in-chief of the poetry journals
and literary magazines of various countries), Profile Of Translators, Online Interviews, Master Critics, Global Poetry News, International Artists,
Enterprise Horizon, and Profiles Of Personage, etc.

Welcome to contribution and subscription. Price: 1 year (4 issues) USD 80.00 or EUR80.00. Pay to the order of ZHANG ZHI. Open an account:
BANK OF CHINA CHONG QING JIANG BEI SUB-BRANCH, bank account No. 113001777301, account: ZHANG ZHI, SWIFT: BKCHCNBIJ59A.
Tel: 13452083776.

Registered Address: 30 Valter Gropius, 3076 Limassol, Cyprus.

Editorial Office Address: the editorial office of Rendition of International Poetry, P. O. Box 031, Guanyingiao Post Office, Jiangbei District,
Chonggqing City, China; postal code: 400020, Tel: +13452083776.

Competitive and influential poets, translators, critics, artists, publishers and entrepreneurs from all over the world are welcome to join us. Cooperation
hotline (wechat): 13452083776; E-mail: iptrc@163.com.

RIPQ



