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CROSS-CULTURAL COMMUNICATIONS

Cross-Cultural Communications™= 19719 Long Island University

9] Brooklyn CenterollA] 277 =ole} E312 Algsts T2 og
A 2= AT} Alelol HFH A Stanley H. Barkand —19] o|l&7} HF-
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FA 7k 4ol sHe Akd Aol

¥ ©]%, CCCi Allen Ginsberg, Pablo Neruda, Isaac Asimov,
Louis Simpson, Rainer Maria Rilke®] AJFS ¥38tsle] 400H o] A9
AFE S B ol oo Als dE 7 AIE =St
o 259 &Fe AES A E03ke AEH 71BS Folsith o9
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I CCCoF ol& 7P & B2 AAS A7) 54} 8o 3715 Al
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CCCe} t=rrfe] QIde 19710l Alf=|o] A3+%Ql International
Poetry Festivalol+= J_tM]-J Al7F A5t agla CCCE 19 AJA
The Turn of ZeroZ 1971 Z7+(2004 30 Aol ar, 19} 35



Ao Cross-Cultural Review #4: South Korean Poets of
Resistance (1980)¢} Voices in Diversity: Poets from Postwar
Korea(2001)E I3k}t

20051 ©]% CCCx sl A4 ofef ofe] = 2E&
o]% ¢lojz e earl 9ok

(=39 AF) S99 A, 17433} Steffen F. Richards &5 H
(2005). (EFE Fo] dr}) AR THHA, 79+ HA(2005)
(A 7Py oY H(2009). (LEkee] o5y Az A,

T4 9(2011)
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2011l Stanley H. Barkan®@} (3l9iE8h) weldl 2&ae 37
Korean—American A|915S ZW3alo], F831X]Q1 Paterson Literary
Review, Lips, The Seventh Quarry, Shabdaguchha 5°l| 3= ZF&-o]
o]% dojz AFA HQar, 12 218 Korean-American A|¢1E0] &
52 525 ZHA HAnh 2013dol= $-%9 AR Bridging the
Waters (3] &iA]) 7} CCC2F KEL(&|eEsholl 2o]s 23k= i)
Za3% MRS The Love of an Apple Tree (2014)5 A52 CCCE
GleEeh@ Yoz 9 olFdol AFS AlS e & E

st Ak

xAekx] : Stanley H. Barkan, Poet-Publisher, Cross-Cultural
Communications, 239 Wynsum Avenue, Merrick, NY 11566—4725/
USA. (516) 868—5635. cccpoetry@aol.com.



WASF FOR THE LOVED ONE

Maria Bennett

your eyes like half-full wells

without them i cannot see my body

your mouth a compass

without which 1 cannot navigate this delirium

your arms fir branches
bearing me aloft
without them i1 would be

so close to the ground

your legs open harbors

weighting my balance

without them i could not circle you
in this dance

of endless

remembering
From Because You Love (Cross-Cultural Communications, 2011)

Maria Bennett has published a translation of the works of the
ltalian poet Annelisa Addolorato entitled My Voice Seeks You. The
Selected Poetry of Annelisa Addolorato.

Halol WY : My loice Seeks You: The Selected Poetry of

Annelisa Addolorato2l= OlEf2| Alele| 2EZXIS WA &7
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DINNER IN DAEGU

Joan Digby

They were all children in America,
studying English, taking degrees,
looking for the knife edge of advantage

that would slice their futures open.

Now they are forty-something,
parents graying at the edges,
gathered around a laden table

to tell stories of how life has been,
passing the side dishes

sharp and sour, dropping hints

of tragedies endured beyond translation.

We share our meal in the Korean way
propped up on cushions at a low table,
picking delicately around pungent food

that barely masks the raw.

Joan Digby is a professor of English and director of the Poetry
Center at Long Island University. For many years, she fostered an
exchange program with Keimyung University in Daegu, Korea.
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MY FRIENDS

My friends are poets.

Breathing duende into souls,
setting lives on fire.

They stay up long past bed-time

translating the wondrous.

Do they never sleep?
I hear them chiseling words,

smell them in my sheets,

taste them in meals of dark birds.

And when they leave—

such silence.

From Immagine & Poesia, 2013

Poetry.

Z

12

Kristine Doll's poetry and

Kristine Doll

translations have been published
internationally. “My Friends” was nominated for a Pushcart Prize in

y Fe|AE 2 AR HAAZ0| IHHoz EZHE HE AUS. Al My
Friends”7} 94ZFX| Pushcart Prize2| A|S20M MHEEHS.
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EDITORIAL OBSESSION

I can’t sleep

I’'m not my usual self
Is this what they mean
by identity crisis
becoming the other?

lack of boundaries?

Kept awake by the poem
you haven’t written

I'm rewriting it

and sharing your experience

experience I haven’t had

I’'m penetrating your deepest allusions
revisiting your passions
understanding the surreal connections

you’ve already forgotten

14

Phillis Gershator



Soon I'll rewrite

everything you’ve written

I’ll take all the credit

I won’t sleep with you either
I’ll take the whole bed

Phillis Gershator’s poetry has appeared in numerous anthologies
and journals. For more information about her poetry and her
award winning books for young people, visit
www.phillisgershator.com
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TIME

Time.

Time passing.

Time's passed.

Not much time left now.

Time to go.

A few last words, though.

Still looking for the mockingbird

that left her nest, her perch, her true home,
as comfortable and worn-in to her

as yours is to you,

in the tree next the yaupons next

the bigtooth maples

next the pebbled bouldered earth

out front my house, last year after years
and years of fluted marbled tumbling song.

Left, without a goodbye. Or forwarding address.

18

Bernard Mann



If, when, the mockingbird returns
or some young replacement checks in, give him
or her, or them, my regards. And let it be known

I might be back to listen for those songs again.

Bernard Mann's poetry is published in New Millennium Writings
and Cyclamens & Swords. His fiction includes Sea Change and
nonfiction, Rivers in the City, on waterfronts in Europe and U.S.

HLUE= G0 19| A|ZHEO| New Millennium Writings2t Cyclamens &
Swordsdll AE. fiction@Z Sea Change 7} U1, non—fiction2Z
Rivers in the City 7+ /ch.
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NOAH

Ifeanyi A. Menkiti

Noah had a big nose and because Noah had a big nose
all the animals first refused
to go into the Ark with him

lest he crowd them out with his very big nose.

But the reason Noah had a big nose was because he was

too poor to have his nose trimmed;

Noah lived with the nose that God gave him. Because of this,
the animals

took great pity on him;

that was why they decided

to join him in the Ark.

From Before a Common Soil (Ilora Press, 2007)

Ifeanyi A. Menkiti, born in Nigeria, teaches Philosophy at Wellesley
College and is the present owner of the Grolier Poetry Book Shop.
He has published four books of poetry

olzlop] HMF[E| : Llo|MZ|o} =4, Wellesley Collegeoir &HstE 7}

e
22l Grolier Poetry Book Shope 2 5. 43| AlRlS gzheh
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MY ROSES IN NOVEMBER

Yvette Neisser Moreno

Nothing daunts them. Not cold or storms,

not the curled leaves catching on thorns.

Even now, when I think they’ve gone,

a new bud peeks out of the rain

and then it opens, it opens—

their fragrance spills into winter.

Yvette Neisser Moreno is an award—winning poet and director of
the DC-Area Literary Translators Network. She has translated
from Spanish several books by Latin American poets.

ol Lix el : Y A28tat =4 AlQl. the DC-Area Literary
Translators Network2| C|2IE{. Latin American AlQI=0l 2lslf AH|

olof2 Mofzl of2] Hg weoja
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WHAT'S THE HURRY?

It is five-thirty,

and still dark out.

A sparrow, or

some such creature,

is singing his heart out
in the firm belief,

it is so obvious,

that to get the sun

to come up,

it must be coaxed.

But why so desperate?
I seek the warmth

of my blankets again,
not desperate at all.
And, please, could you
hold the racket?

er thereafter.

gfAbetel ok SE|, HQIE J|ERL Tl

AZ; US Nawy (Hawaii);

AHE 2IHE : MZZHA
stelojoll M dE =2

Steffen F. Richards

Steffen F. Richards, Native, S. F. Bay Area; high school, Sedona,
UC Berkeley, BA in History, Oriental
Languages (Jap.), PhD drop—out, MA. House—painter, paper—hang-

Of2|=L}e| Sedona W &,
UC Berkeleyoll M
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THE FOUNDING

Rebecca Seiferle

The only ghost I’ve ever seen

was that of a baby black bear, waiting

for me one night in the kitchen in Salmon, Idaho,

a small green tornado caught in the corner by the stove,

full of pale yellow lights like the tiny polished stones
that flash in the bed of the coldest mountain streams.

All winter, we lived in that rented house, while the landlord,

in the garage, practiced his butcher’s art, skinning, gutting, disassembling

whatever the local hunters brought him—and I’d seen the cub

hanging outside my window. Flayed of its rich black skin,

reduced to the scaffold of its bones, its overlay of red muscle and white fat,

without claws or snout, pud or tail of bear, it hung in the glare

of the porch light like a human child. So when I went roaming

the silenced house so late at night and was met by that wild presence,

28



I spoke to it until it sighed and vanished into the peeling wall,
and left me, the only child still there, snared in the net of the world.

From Bitters (Copper Canyon Press, 2001)

Rebecca Seiferle was named Tucson Poet Laureate in 2012. Her
fourth poetry collection, Wild Tongue (Copper Canyon Press,
2007), won the 2008 Grub Street National Poetry Prize.

2|7} Mo|® : 20120l Tucson Poet Laureate H&A|2lof X[
24 e ARl Wild Tongue (Copper Canyon Press, 2007)0| 2008 Grub Street
National Poetry Prize A2 2+
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THIS POEM

Dan Shapiro

This poem will not protect you

or fill a room with laughing children,
won't build you a torso and limbs

to cradle you through the night.

This poem won't make oleanders bloom,
sprinkle the air with jasmine perfume,
won't spell out a name on the wind
brown as skin tipped with gossamer wings.
But a finger tracing these words

might reveal you were here,

what your eyes saw, the music you played
(jolly ballads, serenades, a flight of strings),
what you sketched into fourteen lines,

the grit and odor of your days.

Daniel Shapiro’'s poems and translations have appeared in
American Poetry Review, BOMB, Confrontation, and Mandorla. His
latest publication is Child with a Swan’s Wings (2013).

o A2 0 AR} ®0|  American Poetry Review, BOMB,
Confrontation, Mandorla & AM™EX|oll +=5&. 1°| 22 &2 Child with a Swan’s
Wings (2013)&l.
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PASSING THROUGH

Preety Sengupta

Suddenly Harlem is startled.
The rays of the setting sun
have smeared it ripe orange.
The broken glass is revived,
briefly—some hidden memory
of once-upon-a-time colours.
The holes in the walls are
like darkened caves—

at the end, light awaits

fading,

but fundamental.

The dusty blue and the murky brown
are transformed momentarily.
The associations are accidental,
and real—

but nobody’s fault.

34



The way home ward is long. And laborious.
The train keeps moving away.
Soon it will be night.

Soon shadows will

scarc.

Preety Sengupta, born in India, has been living in New York City.
She is a poet, essayist, and a short story writer, who writes in
English as well as in Gujarati. She has published 40 books.

zZa|E| MZE : 2cfot 2Y. A w2Al HF. Ao A Gujaratiol 2
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BLUE BOTTLE
for Dad

Sun yellow lilies cut

from my front yard garden
three blooms burst

from a single stem

placed in a blue bottle

on the windowsill

of your hospital room.
You watch the third flower
the runt, you call it

as it unfurls to flaunt

pollen-laden orange stamen.

You call to tell me that sunrise

your last, though blessedly
none of us knew that then,

was the most incredible

J R Turek

37



you'd ever seen and by the way

the lilies are in full bloom
in the cobalt bottle—
the one that sits empty

in my windowsill.

38

J R (Judy) Turek is an editor, poet, and workshop leader. She
lives on Long Island, NY, with her husband, her dogs, and her
extraordinarily extensive shoe collection. msjevus@optonline.net

JR (Judy) &% : HERL Alel, & &3 AEIARL 72 Long Island
oflA T, ofjetzAmf, HCHSE Al =EIED gl A1 U
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THE LOVER’S BODY

May your hands
reach beyond dreams
where moonlight

awakens as flesh.

May your kisses
seep deeper than rain
into the body’s

pink crossroads.

May your fingers
touch the unexpected
always with the thrill

of loving.

From The Lover’s Body (Cross-Cultural Communications, 2014)

4o - o o
Communications  ZH7
FestivalolAo 12| ZtZg ghxst

Lover’s Body with Cross—Cultural Communications.

Bill Wolak

Bill Wolak has just published his tenth book of poetry entitled 7he

Recently, he

was a featured poet at The Hyderabad Literary Festival.

Hul A|EIQl 7he Lover’s Body (Cross—Cultural
b &7l =20l The Hyderabad Literary
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A 2% BENGALI POETS
A= W AdE &7

Shabdaguchha= 1998 \dell 3kl oz Wzolel o], o]F
Aoj2 HH7tE] =4 Hassanal Abdullah 7} #3402 it}
25t AA 30 A= T3 Ao AIEY AlE AR %
I8 2001 doll+=biannual Shabdaguchha AJ&eHs A3
2013 doll&= 7&ollA 34z 3 1553 71 H&EES Itk
* A12#] : Hassanaal Abdullah, Editor-in-Chief,
646—309—9337, habdu056@aol.com, www.shabdaguchha.com.
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LETTERS FROM AMERICA

Jyotirmoy Datta

I have been intrigued by much
That I came across in this bewildering land
But by none more than the winged corkscrew

Bottle openers I bought at our neighborhood store.

The object looks like the skeleton
Of a man without legs

Whose spinal column

At turns of its hollow skull

Becomes its penis, which penetrates the cork.

Punctured, with loss of a little wine,

The cork is evicted from the bottle

Following a manly pumping of the outstretched
Metal arms

Which is why in the local tongue

Making love is called "screwing."

But it’s a love even more heartless

Than that of the caliph in the Arabian Nights.

I think of all the empty spaces in the world:
The slits of my shirtsleeve buttonholes,
The hollows in the breasts of shoes

Waiting in cardboxes in the stores.
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But in all the earth there is nothing emptier
Than the hole in the punctured virgin cork

Pierced by a ravisher who was cold as steel.

Translated from the Bengali by the poet

Jyotirmoy Datta, a poet, essayist, and translator, worked for 7he
Statesman, Calcutta's oldest English—-language daily. He lectured
at the University of Chicago and a resident at the University of
lowa.

ZE{20| iE} : AlQloln{ £=EJ}, T2|1 AT}
; gi=l Aol YZEX|el The Statesmans $
of ChicagoollM Z2|3i 209 the University of lowaollA =&t
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SO DOES THE BODY

Nirmalendu Goon

So, does the body hold the mind?

Or is it the mind that peeks out of the body?
Fifty-four summers have vanished and yet
The quarrel goes on!!

The war between mind and body

Leaves Batsayon torn in blood and tears.

Rational mind rules, the mighty mind
The body is thrown under feet
Self-denial, the body loses the war

Master of self denial, Batsayon!!

The truth, the truth comes

Even though unrelenting days of hardship are over.
He knew it is the body and the essence of manhood
Not the mind, never the mind.

Mind changes and takes the shape of the container

Mind changes over time, from place to place
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Mind acts to survive the times, but
The body is still, ancient
The drive of desire is the truth

The truth that made Galileo unmovable.

Translated from the Bengali by Kayes Ahmed

Nirmalendu Goon, one of the most popular award-winning
poets of Bangladesh, is the author of 45 poetry books and
25 prose works. His work has been translated into any
languages.

Lgpls P oow3eldAlel TR sE ARl B ol 4572 A
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A DREAM TO DESTROY

Sometimes, I wish to break the world
like a glass bottle. Sometimes,
I even wish to smash it into a ball,

like an old car in the junkyard.

A swarm of black flies has been
eating up the upper-end of its penis,
neutron bombs have been

pushed deep into its vital vagina,
yet, it does not shiver in pain,

it does not slip away from the orbit.

I wish to finish it—the speechless,
silent and submerged world,

I wish to blow it up into the air.

Naznin Seamon

Translated from the Bengali by Hassanal Abdullah.

Naznin Seamon, after completing
at Queens College, works as an

collection.

LH=H A2 : Queens CollegeoilA

Adams 1WOIA O|SAHO| WAtz St 3AS| AFD ¢
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A 3% CANADIAN POETS
At AlAE 270

The World Poetry Caféx 7luth #5tE] A HolA ws= 3 d
AY 9Ale] FEEHE g Lotk

v]g2] ©AQ1 the World Poetry(www.worldpoetry.ca)}t 145t
The World Poetry Reading Series SocietyS ¥&3ith World
Poetry 4Fs}l @] 52 B World Poetry Canada International,
World Poetry Youth Team, World Poetry Monthly venues, The
World poetry Peace Poetathon 5-©] $Ith

T ool A 43] World Poetry Canada International Peace
Festivaldl A& 20141 109l E 47420 film festival®= 3E3HE] o]
ULk G2 FolE A9 GALE ek Rk Aolth

* A2A . Ariadne Sawyer, World Poetry President,

604—526—4729, ariadnes@uniserve.com.
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PAPER BOAT

Bong Ja Ahn

Yesterday
I folded and unfolded
A white paper boat.

Who is the noble-born high up there

Passing through the perfumed April air.

Why the robins are busy singing at this early hour
And silvery sunrays ripple everywhere.

It’s you

It’s me

One followed by the other

Arrived on this side of mortal shore,

Where the yearnings flutter as high as they are deep,

Where Karma is yet to be unwound from tangled spool,

Where Breath of Life is like jade, precious and tearful.
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Today again

My white paper boat
I fold, unfold, and fold again.

From Poet and the Paper Boat (2013)

Bong Ja Ahn is a literary columnist for Vancouver local Korean
newspapers. A winner of the World Poetry Lifetime Achievement
Award and Overseas Korean Literature Award. Author of seven
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LAUGHING STAR

Huguette Bertrand

Please don’t miss the star
shining above
like an eye watching us
mourning for this
and that
while elsewhere
someone is weaving
mornings and laughs
surrounding miseries

spinning all around

Please stop mourning
and watch the star above

laughing all around!

May 6, 2014

Huguette Bertrand is a French—Canadian poet living in
Quebec. She has been writing and publishing poetry for 30
years. Her poetry books are listed in Canadiana, available in
digital edition.

FHH O ERI=: QuebecdllM HFSH= French-Canadian A9l 30
af 21 Ach 49| A|R2 Canadianaol SH=0 Uo0| CIX|EHE
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BEST DAY

is coming home to yourself.

It might begin with that poetic sunrise
lifting high above dusty plains

or not until a foggy dusk creeps
around so others are blocked in

their separate universes,

letting you be vibrantly whole.

You resonate with being alive;
you are sound and substance,
a mingling of music

as Northern Lights dance
through your fingers and toes;
your heart bubbles with song
as you find no contradictions

in the unity of being.

Bernice Lever
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That awesome moment

when all feels

right in the universe

and with yourself.

Bernice Lever, who has read her poems on five continents,
awaits her 12th poetry book, Red Letter Day (Black Moss
Press, 2014). She lives on Bowen Island, BC. Canada.

www.colourofwords.com

HUA Bl 570 CHRAIAM Al 2E3E IS, 12 W AR Red
ol=. FHLt

Letter Day (Black Moss Press, 2014)2] £7t2 7|cl2|n U=,

ctel Bowen Island, BC.0ll {3&t. www.colourofwords.com

62



o) Aol o

RS ES

MY 1 o]F-E(Rachel, S. Rhee), 473}

Aol gS Ue v et
Y &7hea) drler Afe| &
55 L2 E

63



3 3o

35

64



A 4%- ISRAELI POETS
ol AlRlE &)

Cyclamens and Swords Publishing 2008l Johnmichael Simon
7} Helen Bar-Levell &3l 3. 252 200710l Ibbetson
Street Pressoll 93 g 259 AF] AwEdlA o] @A o]F&
¢1-8-af skt

xe+%] : Helen Bar-Lev, P.O. Box 21, Metulla 10292 ISRAEL
972 773535548 hbarlev@netvision.net.il
Johnmichael Simon j_simon@netvision.net.il

Voices Israel>- 1971'd 8€°]| Leslie Summers, Reuben Rose, Moshe
Ben-Zvi, Jacob Katwan 5 4™§¢] st 1 & o] tAl= o]~gtd H
oflzt A AlA B 1508z T WSS Tel Aviv, Haifa,
Jerusalem 2 E} ZAJOA e HHE3]oA AldES obH, d 33
NH = A73] A

LR ozt Wl ATEERlA wiET Al A A, Al
TAA wg- #A 3

*A2A: Wendy Blumfield, President Voices Israel, 19 Sderot Wingate
Haifa 3353307 04 837 6820 wendyb@netvision.net.il
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DISINTEGRATION

Helen Bar-Lev

I pull the thread,
come back I plead
not you, youth,
you’re gone for good

it’s for my health I beg

Oh, do rewind

that cord of time
regenerate my bones,
my heart, my tummy,

my memory

But this old body
pays no heed

shows no mercy

At least

there is poetry

Helen Bar-Lev is an artist and poet. She lives in Metulla,
Israel, and is Assistant President of loices /srael and Senior
Editor of Cyclamens and Swords.

www .helenbarlev.com

#E di-g|2 : of&7tolo Alel. oAzl el M Eztd HFs

Act.  Voices IsraelRl H3E|E. EHX| Cyclamens and Swordse| HE &,

www.helenbarlev.com
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SHADOW

Johnmichael Simon

Is there someone you can bare your soul to
someone you can trust

with all the secrets you have stored for years
hiding behind the cellar door

listening outside yesterday’s ears

unanswered love letters that you wrote

initials carved on trunks of trees?

Trust with jealousies and fits of spite
the shame and guilt of trinkets shoplifted
conversations overheard

others’ letters opened, read by candlelight

Is there someone, somewhere
you can tell it all to, your heart, your tears
your muddy boots and unwashed private fantasies

forgotten things that saunter back to haunt you?
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Is there someone anywhere who’ll hold your hand

who’ll never judge or hurt you, understand perhaps

Answer me shadow, answer me!

Johnmichael Simon has published five books of poems and
several collaborations with partner Helen Bar-Lev. He is chief
editor of Cyclamens and Swords publishing.

www .cyclamensandswords.com

Ziajo|2Alo|H: 5| A[RIEZE TEL{2IHelen Bar-Lev@t 0422l A|

g Z= Y2kst Cyclamens and Swords publishing2| HZEIZFL

ura B

www.cyclamensandswords.com
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FOR MY FATHER

“It is a tree of life for those who cling to it”

— a Jewish prayer

You kept a picture of Yetta
standing in a row of fifth-grade girls
she is squinting in the sun,

but you never spoke of Yetta

or of Chaya and Sarah

your sisters

after the war.

You found yourself alone in the garden
a tree of knowledge

mute, too laden

How could you speak?

You needed to cling to life.

Speak to me now,

You walked to your Chuppah alone,
no father

no mother

72

Dina Yehuda



no little sisters to strew flowers.

There is no one left to tell me.

Speak to me.

Dina Yehuda, born in NYC to Holocaust survivors, she studied
English Literature and Jewish Studies, for an MA at Columbia
University, then moved to Israel, where she lives in Mizpe
Netofa.
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Al 5% ITALIAN POETS
oo} AlRlE &)

IMMAGINE & POESIA =4 &3 %22 Dylan Thomas®] =<1
1L Aeronwy Tomas® & o}#f Italy® TorinoolA 2007\ AHHE
ATt

o] Ao Ho LYo w|= A]Ql Lawrence Ferlinghetti®} <l<7}
Ugo Nespolo 5©¢] 9ttt o] &2 “CROSS FERTILIZATION"o|& <=
& Astar Aol sk =Tk AL A=TEEelAl 48 itk

ZHE o], IMMAGINE & POESIAE Al At glom, AAAH
oz 9 Wy ARG owriEe] Fodsta L, G FAHAIE
el 1 AABES WETkL Tt o] &% A AFS AHI Aol E
of B8 /KA JEd, 2E Fd A7F of9A dErtES A
713, olr|Al= oBA AlRINAl Y= Bl AEAE BAFAL
o}

*2k3] @ Lidia Chiarelli Actis, Corso Galileo Ferraris 75 10128
Torino, ITALY + 39 347 6992197 Lidia.actis@gmail.com
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THE BLIND MAN IN GOREME

(between chimneys of fairies)
Anna Maria Bracale

He was blind, he was not dazzled
by the light of magic rocks

made iridescent by time

his beard neglected for years

his shape in rags

propped up by a walking stick
but he had his voice

to tell the world

the great misfortune

of being blind in Goreme.

I reached him for a pitiful gesture
my stare at his withered face
carved by the wind.

Suddenly I realized

with a start, I had not my mouth
I had not my voice

to tell him a word.

Anna Maria Bracale has a degree in foreign languages and a

. music diploma. The organizer of multimedia performances, she
[ ! is the author of several books of poetry, stories, and fairy
4 tales.
Oft Mot Hafzd : <=oiet S2UE7t 2
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TIMES SQUARE

Lidia Chiarelli

Switch on
switch on once more

lights at Times Square.

Switch on for me

in my last night in New York.

The hot air in the streets is a gentle cloak

that wraps me up.

Like windmills moving and moving

don’t stop your dance.

Let my eyes get lost
again

into your

whirl

so sweet

s0 intoxicating.

Lidia Chiarelli (Torino, lItaly). Artist and poet, co—founder, with
Aeronwy Thomas, of the literary—art movement /mmagine &
Poesia (2007). Award—-winning poet, multilingually translated.

2|c|o} xlofz|: olelz|e] Ez|icA| E&l. ol&7lolod Alel. SCi=H|
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I AM

I am like a stone under your tongue
I am the bride’s veil
and the drop of salt into an ocean

I am an empty jug and the lost water

your arm and your wrist in a land of sounds

I am the hole you have filled
and the coat that you need
marble

wool

gold and soul

I am the descent you walk right through
And the desert you’ll obey

I am everything

And now I am gone

(ghost in your mind)

(I am)

Translated by the author

of poetry and a fiction e—book,
anthologies.

Federica Galetto

Federica Galetto was born in Turin, ltaly, in 1964. She is a
writer, poet, translator and collagist. The author of five books
she is featured in many

HE2|FREE @ 19640 O[EfZ[2] TurinollA &4, Z710[H A2,
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A 6% ROMANIAN POETS
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A GHOST OF IVORY

to Filomena

Daniel Corbu

There is something of me which the grave diggers

cannot bury.

There is something like scent that slips

through their fingers.
There is something like a ghost of ivory
like a line said in the morning

by blackbirds or wagtails.

There is something of me which the grave diggers

cannot bury.

Translated into English by Olimpia lacob & Joan Digby

Daniel Corbu is a poet, writer, museographer, publisher, and
editor—in—chief of Feed Back. Recipient of the Great Prize of
Romanian Academy, he has published books of poetry and
essays.
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THE INNER EYE

Joan Nistor

What will you do if your torch suddenly goes out

as you run through a deep maze?

What will you do if you suddenly lose your eyesight

as you pass through a crowded market?

What will you do if you are seized with a wave of sadness
and your soul gives a start,
and your eyes can read nothing around you
and the eyes within you

lack the guts to see farther?

Translated into English by Olimpia lacob & Joan Digby

loan Nistor is poet, publicist, teacher of Romanian language
and literature. An award-winning writer, he has published
eleven books of poetry and four books of essays on
Romanian literature.
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I AM TRYING TO UNRAVEL

Cassian Maria Spiridon

I always arrive after the feast

when everybody hurries to leave

and by the door I meet those who draw the window shutters
wondering if my name has been ever written

on the guest list

(Does Penelope weave and untangle
for me

the cloth of waiting!)

I do my best to unravel
to understand why I am the last newcomer

and always first to leave

Translated into English by Olimpia lacob & Joan Digby

Cassian Maria Spiridon is an award-winning poet and writer,
director of Editura Timpul, president of Fundatia Culturald
Poezia, and editor—in—chief of Convorbiri literare.
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A 7%- SICILIAN POETS
olgoke] Ao} AlQlE &)

Arba Sicula (Sicilian Dawn)< A]Zzgole] F3sle} dojE =¥,
A, o] 918 1979 doll AdeE =14 njge] 7otk

AAA Sz 2000 el Blo] lat, sttt 160 Fell 23éh= Arba
Sicula 2h= A& Al olole} doje] o]F Aoj2 IXIsh=H],
Alzgote] {8} W& d, doE FE e

= Sicilia Parra (Sicily Speaks)z= 20 #Hlo]x|o] AEE d 2 3]
wh7ksko] 713e] reb A 2 Sicilian-Americans & #HA AMEHS-
Eth Arba Sicula & AlZglel #3158 TH JARA7E T8 98-S
st L Wi Eo] Mrksk MAS gy gk

AlEE-ddo] AT doj-AlEE AR, mlEm FAES A
AlZgloto] FHA, AR oto] W3- hljA|, A|Z oo wl-$-7] s}
WAy ol

1987 ©]% St. John's University & 92 4%l Gaetano
Cipolla 7} Arba Sicula® 3% 7 HZYA. "Poets of Arba
Sicula"E 13 o] o] #o = "Sicilian Studies"Z 28 A7MA 2zt
ubzksk «A2h4 ¢ Prof. Cipolla, PO Box 149, Mineola, NY 11501
A=A gcipolla@optonline.net
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BHARI

Louisa Calio

Traveling the desert’s ponderous, pale-brown void
dotted with camels, Bedouins

dunes, dates and palms

cypress trees and Nubian Pyramids,

I am taken past the world of small, man-made laws

into a Natural Order.

Cellular memories reawaken.
With each passing

undulation

I am reminded

that I too am

a wave form.

Like an archeologist

I’ve come to examine the shells of my origins:
Pagan-Egyptian, Judeo-Christian-Coptic,

Nubian, Sicilian, Maltese, Greek

to better know all of my parts

including those that remain hidden and dark

veiled and repressed
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in regions of the deeper psyche

that long for illumination.

A longer version of this poem won first prize in the City of Messina Poetry
Competition, 2013.

Louisa Calio, Director of the Poet’s Piazza for Hofstra
University’s  Italian  Experience for 11 years, is an
internationally published award-winning writer and photo artist.

2 : Hofstra University’se| OlEf2| 23} chile| tHEZRS
) 2Shab A ZTLO|R}E ARRL of &7) 2| KMMe IHEo R E7HE.
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WHEN IT RAINED RED AND ORANGE PETALS

Marisa Frasca

This is the last photograph of us in father’s studio:

Mother, Father, Aldo, me in angora sweater with Lurex thread.

Before the camera flashed 1 grabbed their hands,

hers close to my chest, his nearer my face. I would need that moment

before New York City, when I longed to climb skyscrapers.

Part of me remained behind on that island of olives and plums running

with him in Ragusanihills—when it rained red and orange poppy petals—

I caught them with my hands and my tongue—forever sit

on his apple green Vespa, hunched low below his knees, Mother behind

him in a flowered dress, blue head scarf beating in the wind, and Aldo

hanging with the tail light headed for the beach Scoglitti.

Scoglitti, where we were still one, and I belonged somewhere,

whole, familiar as our piece of Mediterranean.

Translated from the Sicilian by the author
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First published in Feile-Festa Literary Arts Journal
Spring issue 2007, edited by Frank Polizzi

Marisa Frasca is a poet and translator whose work has
been widely published. She holds an MFA in poetry from
Drew University and serves on the Board of ArbaSicula.
Born in Italy, she now resides in New York.

He|Al Z2fAFt @ Alelojo eI} Cl=e| 2EEX0| 012 oA
ZE=EAS. Drew University CHEFHOIA AlR0F ste| #h3. dH|¥2| AlMZ|2stEhA 2l
Arba Sicula®| O|Af. O[Efiz2| EAILZ A 7o HF.
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SCIENCE AND POETRY

Nino Provenzano

The Astronomer deploys the telescope
to bring celestial bodies nearer,

to better observe them.

The Scientist
employs the microscope
to magnify the substance and the matter

that eludes the senses.
The Artist uses brush with paint, hammer and chisel.

The Poet,

with his words,

razor sharp,

carves, cuts, peels,

removes the hard rind. He shreds the curtain that masks the
heavens to the naked pure truth and unshrouds

bare humanity.

TranslatedfromtheSicilianbytheauthor

Nino Provenzano is the Vice—President of Arba Sicula. He
has published two books poery, Vinissi and The Return, both
translated by Prof. Gaetano Cipolla and Published by Legas.
U Z2HIXL o d|He| AM2[Z23tetA el Arba Siculall F3|E
AR Vinissi 2F The Retung &E (M Gaetano Cipolla W=+, &
I Legas ZEHAD
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A 8% WELSH POETS
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THE SEVENTH QUARRY+= Peter Thabit Jones’} A%, *933}+=
Swansea A99] Al FAo|th, AAHCR FFE w2 AFE AAMNE
FEth @, vl=, of2dEy, exEdeol WakRs Al
7z}, T, Aless, T3 =Y, T8ls, HHEe}, Sl
Q5 O]EJ, ofd=, o|xgtdl, ollE], d, =, FHAE,
&, Fupol, gAlo}, MEn|o}, AJZE], &Eul7|o}, FolZeT}
2, =912 T oY =7 AIEY ZsEe] ol =4 vl it
7{}%]9] HFARD 782 Vince Clemente= WPl=r A|JNES]
s gaskar k. ZF Eultl Poet Profiledto] 1o
el =AY Hge ARIS wglE AUfEth &
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OBSERVING BEES

Paul Harris

The observer of bees
watches,
measures
the grey shadow of
yellow
by
black

insects.

Fearing to be stung by depth,
spitting out disturbed honey,
he closes the book of observations

in shadow-less days.

Paul Harris, from Swansea, Wales, is author of T7ongue In
Cheek Tales. He has contributed to The Seventh Quarry and
to the Caca Milis Cabaret’'s Red Lamp Black Piano.

E dllalA: ALAX|d AN EAL Tongue In Cheek Tales| =t}
AHEX| The Seventh Quarry2t AAMZE the Caca Milis Cabaret’s

Red Lamp Black Pianos <Isll slAlgt
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LEAVING

Christopher Norris

It seems I never left you after all.

It felt like leaving—messages on screen
(Incriminating ones), the late-night call

With muffled talk, and then the final scene

(A desolating one). In any case
I left that evening two years back, and you
Hung on a while, then sold the family place

And now we meet from time to time like two

Speed-dating novices with a vague sense
We’ve met somewhere before. And yet, you know,
That’s how it often felt, so the past tense

Doesn’t quite fit and leaves me thinking: though

The calling distances have grown less small

It seems I never left you after all.

Christopher Norris is Professor of Philosophy at Cardiff
University and author of many academic books. His first volume
of poetry, The Cardinal’'s Dog, was published in 2013.

Ae|AEH LE|A: Cardiff Universityel Estal = o2 M3z ME<|
XAt e AAR The Cardinal’s Dogol 20130 &7H=!
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COCKLE GATHERERS

Jean Salkilld

Where the edge of the grey land fades
into the greyness of the water,

I watch the cockle gatherers

bound in woollen layers against
the adhesive wind; they take the safe
path through salt marsh and tidal creeks

animating the early morning
horizon, breathing life into the

struggling day; with rakes and riddles

at low tide they work the cockle
colonies nurtured in the softened,

wave-swept sand of the estuary.
Life is measured here by ebb ~ and ~

flow ~ ebb ~ and ~ flow.

contributed to many publicatio ns, including
Quarry.

= The Seventh Quarys HIRSH 048] Mol Ziftol| SAME
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Jean Salkilld was born and raised in Swansea, graduated from
Swansea University. After retiing from teaching, she

The Seventh
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KOREAN TRANSLATORS

Rachel S. Rhee is a writer and translator of Korean and English poetry.
Her work has appeared in Korean Expatriate Literature, The Seventh
Quarry, Shabdagucha, The Paterson Literary Review, and Cyclamens and
Swords. She was the primary translator for an international poetry anthology
Bridging the Waters (2013) and is a member of the National Writers Union.
She received two awards from Korean Expatriate Literature for translation
and for original poetry. She currently works as a psychotherapist in

Pennsylvania.

Hold S. F: AlFtardghalel A dst AL o] ~E Yt A] THE-EH
oz AAERe). golE AJE 2241 gkmAlel JojAlE MR 1o W
o ZE2 TalefEeh, 7 AJAEAS] 952 TThe Seventh Quarry; %=
o] TShabdagucha; ]=r2] "The Paterson Literary Review,, “L2]3l ©]Xg}
de] "Cyclamens and Swords) 5] Aol ANEHAE. =4 AAH (&
v HJAl) (Bridging the Waters=%= ¢lol| th2] &7]) (2013)9] = H7}
2 ZFojgl o™ National Writers Uniond] 3]gel. Tl @&t oA HAA
T AT 211 EEES R dAl i o]uolell A A X AR

A4 %,

Kyung Hwa Rhee carned a B.A. in Library Science from Yonsei University
in Korea. She has been the Korean language consultant for the translator
Rachel S. Rhee, her daughter, since 2000. She currently works as a realtor
in Michigan.

DA S et £} TR Fhare] Fdell g
ARiE TR o ste] W7IQl & Rachel S. Rheegt &5 WAL



dall 5. A FEAt dolHER AIRE Froll AFEstaL vk

Kyung-Nyun Kim Richards is a poet, essayist, and translator of Korean
literature. Korean born, she has lived in the US since 1967 and writes both
in Korean and English. Her translations include Dictée (by Theresa H-K
Cha), Sky, Wind, and Stars (by Yun Dong-Ju), and The Love of Dunhuang
(by Yun Humyong). Her original work was collected in Snail (in Korean).
A recipient of The Top Prize in Poetry Translation from The Korea Times
Translation Contest (1996) and the 39th Translation Award from PEN Korea
(2006). E-mail: richards kyungnyun@gmail.com

773'd (Kyung-Nyun Kim Richards): A1&ll4] SAg Al¢lolm =27},
3B Mok A A9 UC Berkeleythshin wseolu] 4
oh, Aol B AT, 1A sjeleEddd] 3 A A/l
Febsgol7t o2 A2 AAdie] dem Al AlFS &1 Folth
ME= &5 A 8 &= WY “Sky, Wind, and Stars", 31538
"I WANT TO HIJACK AN AIRPLANE" & Ut~ 1996%3 The Korea
Times Fthsh HAF(ANF-E), 200613 zﬁ AR e S
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