
 

  



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

All poems © their respective authors.  

Cover photograph by Valentin Lacoste courtesy of Unsplash 

ISSN: 3068-1766 

Editor-in-Chief: Steven Knepper 

Deputy Editor: Zina Gomez-Liss 

Associate Editors:  

D. A. Cooper 

Mary Grace Mangano 

Contributing Editors: 

Alice Allan 

Daniel Cowper 

Ethan McGuire 

Carla Sarett 

Maya Venters 

Advisory Board: 

Boris Dralyuk 

Claudia Gary 

A.M. Juster 

Amit Majmudar 

Sally Thomas 

Marly Youmans 

— 

New Verse Review: A Journal of Lyric and Narrative Poetry features work that 
renews the ancient affinities among poetry, song, and story.  

https://unsplash.com/photos/a-group-of-people-standing-outside-of-a-building-DxFAGEq0MJo


 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
New Verse Review 3.2: 

Translations 
- 

Spring 2026 
 
Issue Edited by D. A. Cooper and Mary Grace Mangano 

  



A Note from the Editors 
 

When we encounter problems of understanding or other issues caused by 
language differences, it is common for us to employ a simple metaphor: the 
barrier. Like a fence or a wall, an unknown language keeps us out. Ignorance of a 
foreign tongue doesn’t just prevent us from understanding individual words and 
phrases, it denies us entry into another culture, another way of thinking, another 
world. As there is no one who understands all human languages, the language 
barrier is something that, sooner or later, stops us all. Making it through this 
heavily defended barrier is possible, but only by following in the footsteps of a 
guide who has the experience and expertise needed to find the crossing points 
that lead to the other side of the wall. 
 
This special translation-themed issue of New Verse Review features formal poetry 
from around the world. Even someone with a rudimentary knowledge of world 
literature will know that the poetic traditions of the world have employed form of 
one kind or another for millennia at least, but, in modern times, the elevation of 
free verse in the West and the cultural dominance of the United States have 
pushed “formless” poetry into every corner of the globe. Like many of those who 
enjoy reading and writing poetry in form, we have long wondered what our 
counterparts are up to in other languages; who is keeping the flame of form 
burning outside of the anglosphere?   
 
For this special issue, we reached out to literary translators doing excellent work 
in a wide variety of languages with a request that, admittedly, would be difficult 
to accomplish. We didn’t just want to be guided through formal poetry from 
around the world, we wanted to feature only the work of living poets. Before they 
could even engage in their craft, these translators had to find poets in their 
languages who are currently writing in form. After completing that first difficult 
task, they faced the challenge of taking excellent poems from one language and 
rendering them into beautiful English poetry. This challenge, as Stephen 
Sartarelli pointed out in the translator’s note to his translation of Umberto Saba’s 
Songbook (Canzoniere), “is one of the most daunting a literary translator ever has 
to face.” The translators whose work is featured in this issue accepted that 
challenge and brought considerable talent and skill to their work. 
 
In this issue, we are featuring poetry written in 15 languages, by 19 poets, 
rendered into English by 19 different translators, sometimes alone, and 



sometimes as translator teams. You will encounter the familiar and expected—
from the Italian sonnet to the Japanese tanka—as well as the unfamiliar and 
unexpected—from the Swahili mashairi to the Armenian haiku. We hope that you 
will enjoy exploring this collection as much as we have, and be grateful for those 
translators who have taken the time to guide us across seemingly inaccessible 
barriers into beautiful new worlds. 
 
Sincerely, 
 
D. A. Cooper and Mary Grace Mangano 
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Alemu Tebeje and Chris Beckett 
A translation from the Amharic of “At a crossroad in Addis 
Ababa” by Kebedech Tekleab 
 
(to an old lady I do not know) 
 
By the crossroad’s kerb 
you bare your head, 
giving in to the dread 
of a day without food,  
so let your dignity go 
and your soft neck show, 
laying your shemma down 
on an empty belly ground.  
 
Note: the shemma is a traditional Ethiopian handwoven cotton shawl which has 
come to signify the dignity with which an elderly woman covers her body. To 
take it off in public, in order to beg, is very shocking.  
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A translation from the Amharic of “Generosity and greed” by 
Kebedech Tekleab 
 
Like a round injera, I cut his love  
in two. But half is not enough for me, 
so I eat what I meant to give. I take  
from the hungry, give back to the needy. 
I pity, I give; I am stingy, I keep. 
I see pity and greed because of him. 
I say, let earthly injera be bountiful  
like manna falling from the sky.   
 
Note: the first of Kebedech Tekleab’s poems in Amharic is written in regular 6 
syllable lines with an interlacing end-rhyme scheme. The second is in mostly 
rhyming 12 syllable lines, except lines 2 and 3 which are half lines. We have used 
5 and 4 beat lines to convey a similar effect, with half or internal rhymes. We 
have also added an extra line because the Amharic is so packed! It is in fact a 
q’ene poem, what Ethiopians call wax and gold, where the love interest is hidden 
beneath an everyday moral dilemma. The original poem does not mention love at 
all, but suggests it through the injera (the unleavened pancake-like bread which 
is the basis of every meal and often a metaphor for love) and the reference to him 
in the 6th line. We decided we had to make the connection explicit or lose the 
sense for a non-Ethiopian reader. 
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Hiwot Tadesse and Chris Beckett 
A translation from the Amharic of “One day” by Bedilu 
Wakjira 
 
Back when we could never spare a minute, 
we thought one day was where we’d meet. 
If we were still here when the clouds had flown 
and winter slept, when a new day dawned 
with no more curses on our heads, only the sun… 
we would laugh at Time and beat the bastard  
at his own game: so we made a date! 
 
But what can I do now? 
You gave me a one day rendez-vous, 
so however tired of life I grow, 
I have to stick around for you.  
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Taline Voskeritchian and Christopher Millis 
A Translation from the Armenian of Three Poems by Krikor 
Beledian 
 

rocks are going to 
collapse in your eye 

the sea extends to your hands 
breezily both salt and thirst 
while the southern winds 

hunt after the trees 
 

the double-faced sea 
and the earth turned upside down 

skylarks at the break of day 
waves moving through sky 

or the passage of Shan 
toward the inaudible night 

the rhythm’s crescent 
(7) 

 
perhaps you cannot 

live in your language without 
living somewhere else 

 
and how do you live 

somewhere else without living 
the strange native tongue? 

 
I neared your body 

as words verge upon the breath 
verged upon your flame 

(10) 
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o with meager words 
perhaps not one syllable 

flame rips you open 
 

the languorous wind 
barely flows down the river 

what did you know of the light? 
 

you’ve given your breath 
to language and with that death 

alone do you live 
(168) 

 
(Sarkis Khatchents-Printinfo, Yerevan, 2021) 
 

Note: Beledian does not title his haikus. The numbers at the end of each haiku 
indicate the page on which the haiku appeared in Traces of Light.  
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Victoria Moul 
A Translation from the French of “The circular horizon” by 
Souleymane Diamanka 
 
I sought for the circular horizon of the islands 
I found only a sky closed off by illusions 
I sought the horizon arching in desire 
And the muses in the night making their incursions 
 
The artist and the public like opposites attract 
A clean breath of air amid all the pollution 
Like an archaeologist, his ear to the earth 
Searches for treasure as some kind of solution 
 
I walked until day over a dead volcano 
At each of my steps the sound of eruption 
I exchanged glances and each glance bore a dream 
But one by one their eyes were averted in revulsion 
 
This is how it happens that hopes have come to die 
Dazzled by the glare and fire of seduction 
The freest of souls breaks the rules of engagement 
But even the eagle has a fear of restriction 
 
On the road to oneself or on the way to India 
Each interpretation grants certain assumptions 
The world speaks of art as you speak of your exes 
Like a house lying empty after an eviction 
 
It’s a natural instinct, the heart wants to help 
Without a discount voucher or advertised reduction 
To encounter the world, you bring people together 
If you want results, you have to make connections 
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Life has no price, it is the perfect setting 
Far from the roar of neon, the dance of corruption 
The heart of a lover, the skill of a craftsman 
The distance covered depends on the momentum 
 
Philosophy sits weeping, stifled in her rags 
Singled out and mocked for stumbling elocution 
Whether we let her drop or stop to leave a comment 
So many communities so far from a communion 
 
Once upon a time was the final tale of all 
Witnessing the words designed for mutilation 
Luxury vulgarity, indecency's ascension 
The poor taste of Rome in the days of the centurions 
 
They sign contracts the way you’d seal a deal 
VAT submissions, working out deductions 
I sought the circular horizon of the islands 
I found only a sky closed off by illusions. 
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A Translation from the French of “October leaves, October 
pages” by Souleymane Diamanka 
 
It’s snowing in my garden 
Snowing autumn leaves 
It’s raining at half speed 
As if upon the sea. 
 
Pens and feathers by the ton 
On my garden, once so sober: 
It’s raining leaves of autumn 
And pages of October. 
 
The forest now is slipping off 
Her lovely umber gown 
It’s raining in another clef 
The snow is coming down 
 
After drinking down 
The ink of inspiration 
I’ve come to read upon the ground 
What the wood has written 
 
In my garden snow 
Falls like flakes of light 
It’s raining in slow motion 
As on the mountain height 
 
The sun shines in my garden 
And the great trees understand 
I came to carve these words 
In marble and in sand 
 
In my garden burns 
Like a bar of incense 
A divine haze 
Which scents all the world 
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The world of flowers, the world of beasts 
From earth up to the sky 
As if prayers themselves now seek 
Creatures to be said by 
 
It’s raining October leaves 
Upon my calendar 
The brightness of a star 
Shone for you as it leaves 
 
The wind blows in my garden 
As on the ocean wild 
Where the blue surge unburdens 
The storm-wind’s ancient child 
 
The wind blows in my garden 
As through an empty space 
Where life begins again 
And far away escapes 
 
In my garden life is good 
Eternity is everyday 
The breath of the tall trees make us move 
But as they stay, we stay 
 
It’s raining feathers by the ton 
In my garden, once so sober 
It’s raining leaves of autumn 
And pages of October 
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A. E. Stallings 
A Translation from the Greek of “As Ever, Centaurs” by 
Yiannis Doukas 
 
Many nations she has ruled, 
Victoria, beneath her crown, 
And customs, peoples, she has schooled, 
Before this square of ill renown. 
 
Enough: myths fade, and it’s no joke 
Reviving them. At the Lapiths’ feast, 
Wine the seducer, at a stroke 
Made wedding, farce; our nature, beast. 
 
Find the culprit in the crowd, 
Barren lady, heirless queen, 
Seeking the meal he is allowed: 
The chickpea, and the shriveled bean. 
 
O Theseus, king and immigrant, 
Whose city is this that you rent?  
 
Note: This sonnet, written in the depths of the Greek economic crisis, also seems 
to prefigure the refugee crisis of a couple of years later. Victoria Square (named 
after Queen Victoria) is a central square in Athens in what was once a prosperous 
bourgeoise area lined with neoclassical mansions, but which is now a shabby, 
run-down neighborhood, peopled with a mix of economic migrants, Greek 
pensioners, and refugees. The square is dominated by a monumental bronze 
statue of “Theseus Saving Hippodamia,” by Johannes Pfuhl (1908), in which 
Theseus is saving the Lapith bride Hippodamia from a drunken centaur. 
(Centaurs could not hold their drink, and wine served at the wedding famously 
led to rape and pillage.) Theseus was the son of the king of Athens, a city of 
sanctuary, but was raised outside the city, and returned to it as an immigrant, 
before being recognized as King.  
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A Translation from the Greek of “Erechtheion: A.D. 2012” by 
Yiannis Doukas 
 
The flesh, and blood of flesh, and then the fly 
Who lays her eggs thereon, and I compliant: 
Beyond the Propylaea, I did not pry, 
Faithful, ever faithful, ever client. 
 
I found them all, I saw them there, of course, 
Thin, half-clothed in drapery, and keeping 
The temple up, and somehow by sheer force 
Holding on to life. And there a sleeping 
 
Bat was hanging underneath the ceiling. 
I held two punctured coins, and for their sakes, 
I eyed the figures curiously, appealing, 
“Who knows the contagion? What makes  
 
Us people who bow down to this disease,  
In any body, mine or yours, or these?” 
 
Note: In 2012, during the economic crisis, Greek police rounded up hundreds of 
alleged sex workers and gave them compulsory HIV tests; 30, who tested positive, 
were charged with a felony for intentionally causing bodily harm. The 
humiliation of the vulnerable women was captured in “Ruins: Chronicle of an 
HIV Witch Hunt,” a film by Zoe Mavroudi. This poem conflates the women with 
the Caryatids of the Erechtheion on the Acropolis, weathered women of stone 
who hold the temples entablature on their heads. The Propylaea, the massive 
entrance gates to the Acropolis, housed the altar of Hygia, the goddess of health, 
possibly placed there as a votive during the 5th century plague of Athens that 
devastated the city during the Peloponnesian war.  
 
These sonnets are taken from Doukas’s Stendhal Syndrome (2013, Athens), 
published by Polis, a book of ekphrastic sonnets that simultaneously engages with 
the Greek economic crisis of 2009-2019. 
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Michael Weingrad 
A Translation from the Hebrew of “Demon” by Rita Kogan 
 
I dug a pit in a forest glade 
to entrap a demon there. 
I took whetstone to a dull blade 
and honed it sharp as fire. 
At midnight I went out to gather 
oleander and nettles, 
My harvest done, I plucked their leaves 
and stripped their petals. 
The pit was covered over with rushes, 
the oleander steeped; 
the one who spoke falsely will wish his 
promises had been kept. 
For when he comes to me at night 
he will stumble and be caught. 
I’ll serve that false one deadly brew, 
And make my demon true. 
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George Szirtes 
A Translation from the Hungarian of “Satyagraha” by Vörös 
István 
 
Is Gandhi’s path still good to go, 
his lack of fear still in your heart? 
What’s your answer, yes or no? 
 
To kill the fear or let it grow, 
to brazen it or fall apart? 
Is Gandhi’s path still good to go? 
 
Reject the battlefield and so 
preserve the weak from being slain? 
What’s your answer, yes or no? 
 
Might non-violence stem the flow? 
Will things remain as at the start? 
Is Gandhi’s path still good to go, 
 
or is his lonely path too slow 
for one life to attempt again? 
What’s your answer, yes or no? 
 
And should I tread the path I know 
would any other still complain? 
Is Gandhi’s path still good to go? 
What’s your answer? Yes or no? 
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A Translation from the Hungarian of “Aquarium” by Anna T. 
Szabó 
 
Round and round the dark aquarium 
Swim the dead that you have known, 
Who every night run out of breath, 
And break to the surface, racked and blown. 
 
But what will quench their thirst for life 
Once your vigilant flame dies down? 
You glimpse their faces in quick light 
And, like them, sink again and drown. 
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A Translation from the Hungarian of “Hungarian Landscape” 
by Virág Erdős 
 
a blob of spit and fag ends by a puddle 
a field of bottle-caps greets the joyful dawn, 
in deepest Golgotha a brewery, 
a furious clatter, bin spilled on the lawn 
 
a heap of rotting ham between two windows 
inside, momma and papa going at it like blazes, 
a crisis concerto in the council house 
under whose wall an ancient pisshead lazes 
 
he starts trembling as soon as the shop opens 
whatever thoughts were weighing him down, they’re gone, 
he buys a bottle, takes it, opens it, gobs it, 
his lips shimmer like mud pools in the sun, 
 
strange little graffiti glisten there like jewels 
Arnie is nuts and – look there! – Jesus rules. 
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D.A. Cooper and Mary Grace Mangano 
A Translation from the Italian of “The Sonnet” by Aldo Nove 
 
To see a thousand-year-old form that bears 
witness over centuries—in order  
to say that they’ve remained like gusts of air, 
so wonderful, so marvelous before their 
 
demise, bursting with light, and held within 
a sonnet—moves me, and it makes me feel 
just how much history I’ve never known 
and that the more I miss the more congealed 
 
my heart becomes. I write for people who 
will discuss the mystery that binds 
us all to everything and nothing too: 
 
The world’s inside a sonnet, breaking through, 
but fleetingly. It mimics, in my mind, 
a pathway that leads us to what is true. 
  



 

17 
 

A Translation from the Italian of “The Day We’re Reaching 
Toward” by Aldo Nove 
 
Stay with us, O Lord, this evening 
stay before the dark arrives, 
stay with us, the half-alive, 
in this never-ending evening, 
 
stay with us and teach us, Master, 
what will happen if tomorrow 
comes. Do not leave us in that sorrow, 
creeping toward us ever faster, 
 
holding us in non-time days, 
whatever month this is, O Lord, 
stay. The darkness is so dense 
 
around us, lavish, without form, 
just like the callous compromise: 
the Cross, the day we’re reaching toward. 
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Seiji Hakui 
A Translation from the Japanese of Three Tankas About 
Flowers and Rain by Ryosuke Yabuuchi 
 
1. 
There in this world 
are fingertips that think of rain 
when they feel the cold of 
a flower they pick up. 
 
2. 
I want a snake 
and a path dark and narrow, 
a rainy path where everything blossoms. 
 
3. 
Rains, cherry blossoms, 
and conversations with you, 
all peeling off like scales. 
 
From the collection Weathering of the Heart. 
 
Note: The original versions of these poems in Japanese are available here.   

https://note.com/seijihakui/n/n40eb090a6db7
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Maria Grech Ganado 
A Self-Translation from the Maltese of “And I Remember 
Nothing”  
 
Its face, like a word I can’t remember, 
twirls with the breeze, 
dust that’s gathered in the latest house 
we’ve built— 
                         impatiently 
I sweep the tiles laid on the green 
we used to breathe 
before we all moved in. 
 
Its face is the breeze 
which blew away the colours 
of trees and grass, of plants and flowers— 
                               and I remember nothing 
but its dark eyes of fruit which rolled 
from the plain and skies when the vine 
was snapped in the wind and rain 
and ripped and blown from our stone domain. 
 
And I remember nothing except that there’s a word 
which was once free but has now been interred. 
 
Note: Malta’s diminishing countryside is greedily being devoured by 
entrepreneurs to build build build. 
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Dick Davis 
A Translation from the Persian of “The Empty Alleys of the 
World” by Khaledeh Forugh 
 
These ancient mountain slopes are poets, even so, 
Escaped now from themselves, contemporaries we know, 
These ancient mountain slopes, the winds’ assault by night, 
They’ve traveled here from many, many years ago. 
Home to the sleepers in the cave they’re full of life 
Within the empty alleys of the world they wander to and fro 
And they were there, confronting Moses’ heart, 
As they were passers-by of weeping Farhad’s woe. 
They nourish myths, their poems are ambiguous, 
They’re visible, high summits thrust up from below; 
They’ve burned within themselves, they’re lost within themselves 
Though lost beyond all loss they’re near at hand, and though 
Their voices seethe with silence, still 
The last word’s always theirs, both now and long ago; 
They are the high imaginings of God 
These ancient mountain slopes are poets, even so. 
 
Note 1: In both Moslem and Christian tradition, the “sleepers” refers to a group of 
young men who, in order to escape religious persecution, hid in a cave where 
they slept for 300 years before waking and emerging from their hiding place. 
 
Note 2: Farhad is a figure in the romance “Khosrow and Shirin,” by the poet 
Nezami (1141-1209). A mason in love with Shirin, the wife of King Khosrow, he 
wounds himself with his own tools when he hears the false news that she has 
died, and commits suicide. 
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A Translation from the Persian of “W for War (3)” by 
Fatemeh Shams 
 
In memory of Aziz and the children of war in Kobane 
 
How hard it was to stay alive 
In the war, the bullets’ rain, 
When everywhere they looked 
Were death and darkness and pain 
 
They had to pack and leave 
And travel to who-knows-where 
To a geography unknown, 
That was anywhere but there 
 
Behind them their lost home 
Was black with ash, ahead 
A hard uneven road 
And the flood of those who fled 
 
His shoulders carried a child 
His arms were around another, 
Behind them ran a third 
Like a mound that dust-clouds smother 
 
Their mother was following them 
A mountain of silence and dread, 
Eye to eye with the war, tears flowed 
Like pomegranate juice, blood-red. 
 
Ah, but the war was brutal 
Destroying her hopes with fear, 
Stealing her children’s joy 
With its thuggish, violent sneer. 
 
Three children-one didn’t smile, 
Three children-one had a fever, 
They were homeless and silent now 
Like a poem unheard forever 
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By the side of the road, bewildered 
By the kindness of the sun, 
Perhaps someone would come 
And see him there, someone... 
 
War came in the shape of a man, 
Death came in the form of the sun 
His eyes were fixed on the sky, frozen 
Forever, and seeing no one 
 
And then he saw nothing forever, 
And forever now he kept 
His silence, and closed his infant eyes 
On the crimes around him, and slept. 
 
Note: This is the third of three poems dealing with war. Kobane is a mainly 
Kurdish town in the north of Syria that was besieged by ISIS forces in 2014. The 
capture of the town and its surrounding villages caused the flight of an estimated 
400,000 refugees. 
 
Both translations were originally printed in The Mirror of My Heart: A Thousand 
Years of Persian Poetry by Women (Penguin, 2021). Reproduced with permission. 
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Carla Galdo 

A Translation from the Polish of “Ash Wednesday” by 
Krzysztof Kuczkowski 
 
Rend your hearts, and not your garments. (Joel 2:13) 
 
They’ve said so much to one another, yet 
he still surprises her with newness, words 
leaping from his mouth like seeds from pitted plums 
smelling of cyanide and violet, 
bearing the sweetness of October days, 
announcements of love’s end upon a cross 
and of the bitter ash of last year’s palms. 
 
They’ve said so much to one another, yet 
they’ve got much more to tell, such as the tales 
of how to learn from wounds, from openings, 
from secret passages that must be walked 
with widened eyes, in order not to lose 
one’s way. Today they walked like this through snow, 
led by the bitter ash of last year’s palms. 
 
They’ve said so much to one another, yet 
the most important journey still remains. 
Quite slowly they prepare to leave, although 
they know not the day nor the hour. Time is discreet, 
master of cheerful mercy: promising 
nothing, it makes a subtle English exit, 
then seems to say “you see, it didn’t hurt.” 
 
They’ve said so much to one another, yet 
there are subjects which they diligently avoid. 
They rarely speak of time, that it still hurts, 
and that the span from man to Elohim 
is not the same as that from God to man 
and that the cross is closer still to us 
than we are to the cross. They fear blunt nails. 
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They’ve said so much to one another, yet 
they have forgotten more—this is a gift 
that pleases them. They are like wayward children 
whose parents sign them up for the first grade 
and walk with them to school, so they’re not lost 
along the many roads, although the parents 
died years ago, and now the school is gone. 
 
Originally published as “Środa Popielcowa” in Głosolalia, by PIW, Warsaw, 2025. 
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Boris Dralyuk 
A Translation from the Russian of an Untitled Poem by Julia 
Nemirovskaya 
 
A humble little spirit dwells within me. 
How does it not feel cramped here? Hard to say. 
Hedgehog of twilight, fur of the nocturnal, 
it bats its lashes, gilds the break of day. 
  
I sense it in my chest, can’t help but smile— 
it’s rummaging for something in my heart. 
The tiny paws may scratch a bit. Oh well, 
its gift is worth the pain, so let it smart. 
  
It gives me life—pulls in the thick, sweet substance 
of food and wine, the moon with streaks of light. 
With it inside, even the stomach-turning 
sheer nothingness of nothing brings no fright. 
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Rhina Espaillat 
A Translation from the Spanish of “Angel of Stone” by César 
Sánchez Beras 
 
for Alfred 
 
Facing the stone, a hammer in his hands, 
a melancholy man strives to undress 
beauty herself, and make those sorrows less 
that wound the shining marble where he stands. 
 
Facing the rock, he begins work: a yearning 
toward that primeval matter, the first clay; 
alchemy—genius grieving—is the way, 
the key that guides him to the last returning. 
 
And in this game with room for only two, 
in which the endless work that God must do 
becomes the shared obsession of all men— 
 
too long a labor for one life alone— 
man wrests the angel forth out of the stone, 
and captures death in granite once again. 
 
Note: This poem was written for Alfred Moskowitz, the translator’s late husband. 

  



 

27 
 

A Translation from the Spanish of “The Other God” by César 
Sánchez Beras 
 
God has another face—I picture it— 
not that huge mask of daggers and of thorns; 
he must have eyes whose mercy’s infinite, 
like the sad child who walks my street some dawns. 
 
God must have skin of deeper hue, I’m sure, 
than that dry marigold of livid light; 
his hands, I’m certain, have a warmth more pure 
than the old man’s who found my door last night. 
 
God must yearn, more than anything, to pass 
on foot across all rivers, roam the wild, 
and leave that world of stones and of stained glass; 
 
as myriad angels do, God must—God can— 
walk on my street, looking like any child, 
come to my door and knock, like an old man. 
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A Translation from the Spanish of “Clocktower” by César 
Sánchez Beras 
 
This clock that never shows the precise hour 
is like my soul, whose truth cannot be found; 
belies, in the uprightness of his tower, 
the ring of shade, the wound that girds him round. 
 
This old clock tells the time a life ago, 
regards mankind as it regards the rain, 
is like Quixote bested by the foe, 
wielding his lance—his wooden dream—in vain. 
 
He scans the world—I see him—from on high, 
numbers the seconds one by one, as by 
his alchemy they’re turned to yesterday... 
 
And although passers-by look up and sneer, 
his round eye also marks the passing year 
for those who never look, or look away. 
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Richard Prins 
A Translation from the Swahili of “Skin” by Jacob Ngumbau 
Julius 
 
When it comes to skin, time is ever crucial 
The moment you begin, go get your hands full 
Be sure you have a plan, haste is never gainful 
Don't wait for skin to stiffen, stretch it while it's raw 
 
Unfurl it from the middle, spread it in the open 
Don't let the trees be veils, lay it beneath the sun 
So that no edges crackle, grip it with less tension 
Don't wait for skin to shrivel, stretch it while it's raw 
 
Let us keep in mind the warnings I have listed 
Keep an eye on time, while the leather stretches 
Lizard or buffalo hides, each one has its toughness 
Don't wait for skin to dry, stretch it while it's raw 
 
Some are tougher than others, cut them so they vary, 
You may be stooped over, tugging till you're weary, 
Or sitting back at leisure, pulling without a worry, 
Don't wait for skin to wither, stretch it while it's raw 
 
Everything I have said, don't dismiss it, fellows 
Or you will know regret, chewing your nails alone 
Take command and stretch, that's the secret code 
Don't wait for skin to parch, stretch it while it's raw 
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A Translation from the Swahili of “Lion and Cat” by Jacob 
Ngumbau Julius 
 
A lion on the plain, he's not one to be skittish 
Beasts are what he craves, a slayer in the bushes 
No creature that is tame alarms him in the slightest 
When Lion replies to Cat, he only degrades himself 
 
Wherever he appears, his claws are always hidden 
Like a menial creature, that is his decision 
Showing off in the corner gives him no vexation 
When Lion replies to Cat, he only degrades himself 
 
Traipsing down the path, not one to be hastened 
Always permitted to pass, with undulating motion 
Whoever asks Who's that? better keep their distance 
When Lion replies to Cat, he only degrades himself 
 
When he chooses battle, it's no game for kittens 
Or any other quarrel, like stirring up commotion 
That will be a marvel, and surely never happen 
When Lion replies to Cat, he only degrades himself 
 
As lizards cling to walls, that's where cats are safe 
And rats inside their holes may jeer all they like 
Let no one join the circle of what a lion craves 
When Lion replies to Cat, he only degrades himself 
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Shelley Fairweather-Vega 
A Translation from the Uzbek of Two Poems from We 
Computers by Hamid Ismailov 
 
Hamid Ismailov’s novel We Computers, released in English in Fairweather-Vega’s 
translation by Yale University Press in 2025, is a serious and also very funny 
meditation on artificial intelligence, poetry, history, and authorship. The book 
includes work by French, Turkmen, Uzbek, American, Persian, and other poets 
across the centuries, as well as original verse written by Ismailov himself, 
pressed into service of the novel’s plot. Here are two such poems: written in 
Uzbek by Ismailov, but posing as the work of different characters in his novel. 
 
First, a poem written by a boy named Shamsuddin in our novel, who will grow up 
to be the master poet Hafez of Shirazi. According to We Computers, Shamsi was a 
teenage apprentice to a baker who liked to gather his workers for competitive 
poetry recitations in the evenings after work. Young Shamsi had poetic 
ambitions, but not quite enough talent to win the prize with this poem that 
evening. (pp. 194-196) 
 
Baking bread, baking bread is hard on the beginner… 
Hay and straw and rotten grass are strewn around the vineyard 
In between them, if you ever look behind the leaves 
And spy a bunch, a pile, a clump, a single grape deceives, 
You may realize that the fruit is withered, hanging battered, 
Then your mind is muddled up, and all your thoughts are scattered.  
 
Stoke the fire in the oven, heat the tandir, brother. 
The most vital, interesting job may be another,  
Yet now, to work! and maybe later we’ll return to that. 
Take the dough we kneaded well. Spread it on the mat. 
Pummeled through and through, the dough is ready and it’s risen. 
Not too much now, sister, let us treat this with precision.  
 
Chunk of dough, chunk of dough, fluffy chunk of dough,  
You can use it for a brick to build a bungalow,  
Twisted, molded in my hands exactly to your shape— 
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Plop! The rolling pin thunks down, its single eye agape.  
They are always ready and prepared for what you ask.  
But a job like baking bread’s a very tricky task.  
 
Look, the tandir’s black, and then it’s heated up red-hot, 
Find the poker quickly, or this whole affair is shot!  
Use the mitt to cover your hand, or choose not to wear it,  
Stick the poker in barehanded, and just grin and bear it.  
Stand on this side if you want to stoke the flaming fire.  
Shape the loaves, roll them out, oil them, perspire.  
 
One loaf in, one loaf out, that’s the when and where. 
Quickly as a punching fist the mitt shoots through the air.  
People baking bread have faces reddened by the flames,  
One with the baker, body and soul, sharing all his aims. 
Now I wait impatiently for the flames to taper...  
Just then, from my fire sails a single sheet of paper… 
 
O Nasrin, my own, my lovely Arab girl so true,  
I recall my loaves of bread when I look at you.  
Do you see this patir loaf, saved from the fires of hell? 
Just like that, the two of us will pull our job off well,  
We’ve already bitten our bread into a crescent moon 
Waiting for us, every night, or it will be, soon... 
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Next, an original ghazal, composed in haste by Ismailov’s own stand-in in the 
novel, Abdulhamid Ismail, as he attempts to “translate” an ancient Chagatai-
language ghazal by Alisher Nava’i for his bewildered French colleague, into “a 
modern language you can understand.” Compounding the joke, of course, is that 
the modern language is Uzbek, not French, rendered into English by the latest in 
this long line of translators. (p. 188) 
 
The Persian term for “God” derives from a phoneme of phenomenology, 
Forwarding the development of every system and epistemology. 
 
The first occurs when its substantive circumstance emerges,  
A crown of tropes bestowed by the demiurge semasiology. 
 
An embrace of every subject in the language of functionality 
is that same emanation, or a certain dichotomology. 
 
Starting with sharpened blades, we have the scholarly operandi: 
Then second and third, etc., we arrive at isomorphology.  
 
The intentional circumstances of comprehensive dialogicity 
Represented by linguists lacking the audience’s lexicology.  
 
There’s danger in examining every defect in lost unity,  
A language begun in no-min-ality is foreign pharmacology. 
 
Nava’i has never discovered any unity of speech and truth, 
Hallaj is the man we put in charge of complex linguotheology. 
 
From We Computers: A Ghazal Novel by Hamid Ismailov; translated by Shelley 
Fairweather-Vega. Published by Yale University Press in the Margellos World 
Republic of Letters series in August 2025. Reproduced by permission. 
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