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Foreword  
The Sauti poetry initiative, born during the pandemic, was a response to the profound impact it had 
on our mental health and well-being. What began as an effort to foster connection and healing through 
poetry has grown into something more enduring, now in its third volume: Sauti Poems of Hope. 
Through these poems we continue to find strength in one another. Hope emerges as a powerful force 
in navigating our collective journey forward.

With the publication of this third volume, Sauti Poems of Hope, we celebrate the resilience and 
optimism that define us, even in the face of c hallenges. Here is to hope as we continue to build 
workplaces where everyone belongs, feels valued, and thrives, while celebrating the power of creativity, 
multilingualism, and the diverse voices that make up our global community.

The United Nations System Mental Health and Well-being Strategy for 2024 and beyond serves as our 
compass. It lays out a vision for a workplace where mental health is embedded into our organizational 
culture, and where support is always available. As the Chair of the Strategy Implementation Board, 
I am proud of the work being undertaken across the UN system to promote workplace mental health 
and well-being.  Together, we are shaping an inclusive and sustainable work environment that fosters 
well-being and allows us to deliver on our global promise. Let’s continue.

Martha Helena Lopez
Assistant Secretary-General for Human Resources
Department of  Management, Strategy, Policy and Compliance 
United Nations
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Dear reader, 

Welcome to the third UN poetry book, Sauti Poems of Hope - a collection of poems that reflect our 
enduring hope, resilience and shared humanity. Poetry, an ancient form of expression, has long served 
as a medium through which we articulate our most profound emotions—joy and sorrow, longing and 
suffering, love and loss. It allows us to connect, to heal and to hope. In these tumultuous and uncertain 
times, poetry continues to offer hope as we navigate through adversity.
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Content Warning
Some poems in this volume may explore challenging emotions and experiences that may be difficult 
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Horizon
Ephemeral flesh   
Weathered time  
Tried in condition  
Visions comfort  
Illusions deceive  
Uncertainty sustains  
Nature becomes nurture in conviction  
Each step concreting a moment  
A memory   
Strengthening resolve  
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Too Innocent to Explore
So close an approach to the fountain of  knowledge, 
Without doubt its wisdom entices the heart’s edge. 
Though scavengers so relentless wander in dismay, 
Sewing confusion, despair and leading souls astray. 
If  there was a moment to comprehend one’s future in calm, 
Against the torment and temptation of  Satan’s extended palm. 
For we know more of  others than of  whom we are, 
Like fiefdoms of  carnage, yet grotesquely disconnected and far. 
A world gone wrong and in disarray, 
So unsure! Had I trust, here would stay. 
My heart strained in search of  love, 
Too proud to admit would be more than a cove. 
Perhaps the weakness strained my knees to bear, 
Indignant and unrepentant in humility through truth to stare. 
To replenish those ideas of  old, 
And barter those brethren for pure gold. 
It may become a harsh reality, 
For all predicaments and senility. 
For we were no better than before, 
Immature, as opposed to too innocent to explore. 

Abdul Feroz 

AfriAmerican 
I am African 
dark but bright 
uncivilized but cultured 
my home is backward 
yet I am proud of  it 
that is my identity 
my life, my home, my everything 
my brother is African but American 
he sailed the mediterranean 
to Manchester, Liverpool, Madrid 
then to Charleston, to Jackson 
property of  the landlord 
the master, slave master 
yes he was a negro 
labored for years, decades 
and maybe a century 
he lay in the cold 
as master slept in the beautiful hamlet 
my brother, oh my brother 
he got lost, alone in the wilderness he wanders 
not knowing how to go 
he is liberated, yet not fully 
he got freedom 
freedom in name only 
but alas, his mind is disturbed 
brainwashed should I say? 
or conditioned? 
yes, something like that 
he has a home but yet does not own one 
has he an identity? 
yes, but no 
the master has poisoned his mind 
and he cannot move to discover 
to discover that home of  his 
that identity which must be preserved 
oh what a pity, my poor brother 
he is African but American 
and I, African and proud 
will take him home 
to see the light 
and the potholes in the streets 
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the beauty of  life 
and its dark sides too 
the communion 
and yet the self-centeredness of  some 
the life that is natural 
but in some ways artificial 
only then will my brother be free 
TOTAL FREEDOM 
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Why Must I Play?
Scorekeeper, tell me, what is the score,
I think I’m losing, my heart is sore,
What winning point shall I aim for?
Where’s the pieces, the dice or the board?
I’ve closed my eyes, must I play more?

I don’t hear you, but your lips move, I see,
Vertigo balance unbalances me,
Will this game end and set me free?
Who are the players, the judges are we,
I’ve covered my ears, so please, let me be.

Why do you touch me, you’ve broken a rule,
So it’s back to the beginning and it’s there that you’ll
Become a new pawn, be it king or the fool,
Cheater, amenity’s such a dangerous tool,
With my hands in my pockets, I’ll just play it cool.

I’ll keep my mouth shut, so I won’t win the blame,
Damn but my head hurts; Blast this same game,
But how do I answer if  I’m blind, deaf  and maim?
It’s back to the beginning, another pawn I became,
But it’s most comfortable if  I just stay the same.

Trust me, you say with a smile on your face,
Your teeth turned to fangs of  poisoned disgrace,
Is there a finishing line to this marathon race?
The leader is fading so who’s keeping the pace?
Though I’ve locked all my doors, ghosts won’t give up the chase.

I sit in my corner, chin tucked ‘tween my knees,
Food has no taste, give me more, more, more please
Though empty, comfort’s found in familiarities,
Scorekeeper, please, oh please won’t you leave?
Though I try to avoid you, with reality you tease.

Why don’t you listen when I scream “Go Away!”?
Words carpet the floor, their edges are fray,
Blind, deaf  and mum, can’t you catch what I say?
Why aren’t handicaps considered in play?
Anti-social humanity keeps us at bay.

My last breath will end this perpetual trial,
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one waits patiently
Like roots spreading
Like the blossoming of  a rose at its apotheosis
Witnessing its metamorphosis

Don't go away
Don't go anywhere without me.
I mean go, but if  you do
I'll go with you this timee

Aïssata Dembélé

 

Dew Drops
Behind the faraway mountains, there lives 
Dewdrops princess
Where olives and wheat fields
Her castle is surrounded by trees
Falls are running on the walls of  her palace 
She was a wildflower like a princess
People narrate her story all the times in the evening 
At the fireplace 
One after the other, knights are appealing for her 
She was capturing the hearts like a flower
Her essence is spreading all around
Her guards are fairies 
And she bathes herself  in a pond of  
Saffron and roses 
She has a heart of  crystal
Hiding it in a box behind the palace wall
On a henna tree she keeps the key 
A tree that reaches the sky
That is the key of  my princess’s heart
And that is the difficult part

Alaa Al-Hilfi
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After Corona
After corona, 
I will travel the world 
To Wuhan, Italy, and Iran 
And eat street food without fear 
 
After corona, 
I will go to a crowded pub 
And toast with strangers, happily 
 
After corona, 
I will walk the isles of  the pharmacy 
And not look for hand sanitizer, masks and bleach 
 
After corona, 
I will take my kid to a crowded playground 
So she can hold hands with the other kids 
 
After corona, 
I will go to Manhattan 
And walk the streets and go for coffee 
 
After Corona 
I will go for a team lunch with my colleagues, 
And sit closely together around a small table 
 
After corona, 
I will shake the hand of  my neighbor 
And give every friend a big hug 
 
After corona 
We will live, live, live! 

Alf  Ivar Blikberg 

 

In the Darkest of Hours
In the darkest of  hours, with the hunger for power,
I see greed and desire, and the world is on fire.
We haven’t learned; look what we have earned:
No love and no compassion, they are so out of  fashion.
Guns and goons rule; were we ever so cruel?
Like grains of  sand, time runs out of  hand.
No wealth or desire is bigger than a smile.
With eyes of  hope, see what life beholds.
In transit, we are all - no luggage at all.
The best of  us are the ones best for all.
In this journey, I found some dreamers around,
With no distinction of  race, nationality, or space.
They all work together for every child with a dream,
To leave this world green, the target is clean.
They may be heroes unsung but united as one.
They are not perfect at all, but won’t give up at all.

Ali Khurram
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I Walk with Purpose 
All the women I was peer out at the one I am, 
my own, and my ancestors, 
and although they can no longer speak for me, I feel the reverberations of  their shaking heads, 
telling me to go back to the safety of  assurance, 
that I do not need to go on the dangerous path that is self  discovery, 
 
there are many ways to fall, fail, 
 
but because they no longer have eyes to see, 
they do not share my vision, 
In my farsight I can make out joy, 
beyond that, 
where I see my deathbed, fulfillment, 
 
when I close my eyes, 
with every step, left with purpose, 

I remind myself  it's not failure if  I get back up, and the points where my handprints accompany my 
feet are fascinating memories that I can watch while life escapes me for the last time my body can no 
longer take hold of  it, 
 
those memories will indefinitely be the only thing that makes walking the path worth it, 
for moments such as those are the only ones that are painted with the raw colors of  my soul, 
 
my journey has no foreseeable destination, 
but a foreseeable end that is only as good as my path there, 
 
So I tell my ancestors to rest assured, 
I will trailblaze until the next version of  me comes to light, 
and lay to rest knowing that I gave her a reason to walk 
with purpose. 

Alma Madureira

 

Aurora
Desde lejos todas las cosas se parecen.
Un avión, 
un proyectil:
una cicatriz blanca en el cielo;
el desierto,
el mar:
la sofocante ondulación de las cosas; 
un elefante, un gato,
un pingüino:
desde acá todos parecen moscas;
esta guerra, 
todas las guerras:
muchos niños que vieron muy poco.
En cambio,
si miras de cerca encuentras la breve esperanza.
Brevísima:
un niño que engarabita la mano alrededor de tu dedo,
un gato revolcado en un rayo de sol,
el mar, todo el mar,
la escasa tempestad de los desiertos,
el frio que se agarra a los glaciales, 
el largo café
la aurora.

Alonso Tobón García

Translation from Spanish on next page
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Aurora
From afar, all things look the same.
A plane,
a projectile:
a white scar in the sky;
the desert,
the sea:
the suffocating undulation of  things;
an elephant, a cat,
a penguin:
from here they all look like flies;
this war,
all wars:
many children who saw very little.
Instead,
if  you look closely, you find the brief  hope.
very brief:
a child curling their hand around your finger,
a cat basking in a ray of  sun,
the sea, all the sea,
the scarce storm in the deserts,
the cold clinging to the glaciers,
the long coffee,
the aurora.

Alonso Tobón García 

 

Light and Darkness in the Sudan
War came back in the Sudan. 
The sky is darkened by the smoke of  weapons. 
The soil is reddened by the blood of  innocent civilians. 
The Blue Nil is whitened by the tears of  heartbroken souls. 

Fear is growing. 
Food is disappearing. 
Famine is looming. 

Weapons are speaking. 
Diplomacy is struggling. 
Humanity is tested. 
Solidarity is responding.

Peace is loudly calling. 
Civilian population is unequivocally answering. 
Military is slowly hesitating. 
Hope is strongly resisting. 
Resilience is continuously standing. 
Light is smally shining. 
A new peaceful Sudan is hopefully emerging. 

Amadou Moctar Diallo 
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I Tell You…Hope Allures!  
In the midst of  chaos 
Softly emerges a sacred order 
We face existence with strength, with courage 
A raw emotion like volcano, silent wholeness.

From Mother Earth’s center irrupts
A life that was dormant, an archetype that was awaiting 
A bright and gently touch 
I tell you… the flame of  cosmic love. 

Life blooms once more
We can’t ignore its signs of  vitality 
Despite Chronos’ brutality 
And an anesthetized culture. 

The re-birth of  the inner Child 
A visceral alchemy, profound authenticity 
Beyond restrictions and polarity 
We find again the innocent honesty. 

I honor redemption, Oh! the liberation it brings
Of  experienced suffering, my soul now sings
A new attitude and consciousness matures
I tell you…in Venus’ arms, hope allures!

Analia Yacot

Remember Me
I may be shackled in chains to walk my path
But my yearnings move galaxies
I may have no voice in your society
But my inner voice shatters rules that are set against me for centuries
I may be invisible under the ‘Chaadari’* you are forcing me to wear 
But my gaze only collapses the tall buildings of  cultural shame you have built on my shoulders to carry
I may have to act and speak and dress a certain way
But my illuminous truth pierces through the darkest lies that left me scarry 
Amongst the suffocated voices, shattered dreams, and covered faces I am still who I am: The sacred 
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Say…
can i: 
wear yearning as my skin 
and peel it in the scorching heat?

if  so, then
prayers could hold meaning
slotting in the gaps between my ribs.

sentiment flees; ambition holds deep:
we sow seeds, not knowing of  the end.

“time heals all” but history remembers...?

i think a fade to obscurity

does sound pleasant.

one might think youth
as pleasant; youth as petty
you-(th)-to-turn and

turn to you:

yet power is simpler than what i beheld,
mere spit and flesh give
no respect to what we seek.

maybe the heart holds:
a clue or two! for
blessings so tender, absent of

calculus, devoid of  reason.

say, i beg:

can you kindly please, oh so
respectfully, sweetly, gently:

wear yearning as a skin, and maybe:

protect it from mankind's facade,

the terrible things they say?
band-aid your wounds, hide
from the world as you sleep?

perhaps not, but you’re
here with me, aren't you?

sowing seeds come not more
naturally than feigning genteel,

but maybe you can show me how 
our laughter sounds under the sun;
age our dreams to be 

ripe for the picking.

Anne Lim
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One Footprint at a Time
-to our inner child

Hello, my inner singularity in my heart universe!
They call you the inner child; sometimes the mischief  of  monkey mind; but sometimes the divine in us. 

Vulnerable or majestic,
I connect this infinite space to that ultimate grace. 
That I  once regarded  as a devouring cloud now I embrace as all-encompassing;
That I once saw as a hallowing tunnel is indeed a fertile land.

Mindfully, diligently;
I attend to you; I grow with you:
in flimsies of  chaos,
also in beams of  joy; 
in sleepless nights of  inquisition,
also in the equilibrium of  mornings and dawn.

Aren’t we all Guardians of  our galaxy? 
Turning hope to faith; and entropy to steady paths, one footprint at a time.

Ao Kong 

 

Új Nap Felé
A remény lángja, halványkék gyertyaláng,
Bennünk él, mégha riaszt is az élet.
Ott rejlik szívünk mélyén titkon,
Ám új napra virrad minden alkonyon.

Gondok közt, ha elveszve tévelygünk,
Lelkünk szárnyán hozzánk beköszön.
Felgyúl, lángba borul s fényesen ragyog,
Új ösvényeket hozott.

Nézzünk előre hát bátran, bízzunk a folyamatban,
Remény éltet minden jószóban.
Bármi jöjjön, emlékezzünk,
A remény lángja ott pislákol folyton bennünk.

Apollónia Gábeli

 

Translation from Hungarian on next page 
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Towards a New Day
The flame of  hope, light blue candlelight.
He lives within us, even when life scares us.
In the depths of  our hearts he hides,
But he brings new daylight to every twilight.

When we are lost, and wander aimlessly,
He comes to us by the wings of  our soul.
He ignites, burns and shines brightly,
He brought new pathways.

Let’s look forward to the future with courage, trust in the process,
We might find hope in every kind word.
Whatever comes, let’s remember,
The flame of  hope is always flickering in us.

Apollónia Gábeli

 

La Magie du Pardon
Aucune nuit n'est visible sans lumière éclatante,
Dans l'obscurité, le pardon est notre flamme rassurante.
La concession, telle une maison pour la disgrâce,
S'ouvre pour accueillir la paix dans son espace.

Rêver d'un havre de paix, où l'âme respire,
C'est trouver refuge dans les bras du pardon qui inspire.
Si les blessures demeurent dans un brouillard noir,
L'animosité se dissipe et laisse place à l'espoir.

Aucun désert ne connaît de fraîcheur sans pluie bienfaitrice,
La pluie, faiseuse du beau temps, guide notre cicatrice.
Elle panse les peines enfouies, libère les cœurs tourmentés,
Les échauffourées s'estompent, laissant l'harmonie régner.

Ne sois pas injuste, accorde simplement le pardon,
Laisse les larmes crier pour une fraternisation qui rayonne.
La main tendue est un symbole de paix retrouvée,
Sans rancœur ni haine, une union renouvelée.

Aucune rose ne peut être belle sans le printemps,
Et aucun amour ne peut s'épanouir sans le pardon vaillant.
Le pardon, un pacte de réconciliation profonde,
Nous éloignons du rire jaune, vers une sérénité féconde.

Tends-moi la main, dans un geste de confiance et d'amitié,
Accorde-moi ton pardon, que nos cœurs soient réconciliés.
Sans rancœur ni haine, que la douceur soit notre voie,
Que les blessures cicatrisent, que la paix soit notre émoi.

Aucun amour ne peut être beau sans le pardon,
Avouons nos erreurs pour qu'elles soient pardonnées en fusion.
Pardonner, c'est réparer les liens blessés avec bienveillance,
Ce n'est en aucun cas un signe de faiblesse, mais de renaissance.

Les jours sombres seront éclairés par la lumière du pardon,
C'est là que réside la magie, une transformation en abandon.
Loin des ténèbres, une nouvelle aube se lève avec clarté,
La magie du pardon illumine nos vies, nous libérant des chaînes du passé.
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While others found the waters of  the Caribbean – this was the best land yet!

Fast forward many years, time for another diaspora was near,

This one from the island of  the seas to the island of  the dreams.

Mis abuelos and parents, and all PR migrants had the same aim:

�Nueva York was far, but Nueva York had work and so they came.�

They joined the huddled masses of  the diaspora before them,

The Jets and the Sharks, would the Americans adore them?

Yet the struggles persisted hitting both in the face,

Dark skinned Catholics: You are a whole different race.

The reality is, although some would snear, we are more alike than different

Like so many fear.

You see, mi abuela (my grandmother) and her sisters worked as seamstresses in sweatshops, 

My dad, and friends Giovanni and Pietro built cars in GM’s workshops. 

Una amicizia based on olive oil, vino y pitorro,
(A friendship based on olive oil, wine, and moonshine,)

My grandpa ran numbers, de la policia corro!  (from the police, I run!)

My cousins from New Jersey?  Straight outta the Jersey Shore…

Women, Cars, Gym, Tan, Laundry – who could want anything more?

As for me, la mia storia è semplice.  Yo soy: ni de aquí (USA) ni de allá (PR) y ni de allá fuera (Italia). 
(As for me, my story is simple:  I am neither from here (USA), nor from there (Puerto Rico), nor from out there (Italy))
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Espoir
Chaque lever de soleil est une chance, saisis-la ! 
Chaque aurore qui s'éveille, un souffle à chérir,
Chaque réveil, une voie d’opportunités pleines de promesses à explorer 

N'abandonne pas, même quand tout va mal!
Quand l’ombre s’installe,
Quand tout autour de toi semble s'effriter,
Car chaque rayon de lumière ouvre un chemin vers tes rêves sincères,
Car un pas en avant, est un pas vers le vent 

Ne rate pas le virage! 
Car devant toi, il ya un ami nommé Espoir,
Qui te redonnera la force de croire que tout est encore possible
Car là, l’avenir t’attend

La faim, les conflits et toutes sortes de calamités ont assombri ta mémoire et voilé tes sourires d’antan,
Autour de toi, tant d'atrocités, tant de vies écourtées  par les pandémies, les bruits de canons,
Le mal est devenu la norme au point où tu t'es résigné à ne plus lutter pour ta survie

Même devant ce champ de ruines, surtout, n'abandonne pas! 
Même quand tu seras en proie au désespoir, 
N'oublie pas!
Que chaque souffle de vie est un espoir qui renait,
Chaque aube, une nouvelle raison d'exister,
Ta résilience et ta force, les clés pour tracer les sillons d'un monde, au visage plus humain,
Un monde uni par l'amour et la tolérance, où nos différences seront acceptées et célébrées.

Aya Marie Estelle Boa

Hope
Every sunrise is an opportunity, seize it! 
Every new dawn, a breath to cherish, 
Every awakening, a path of  opportunity full of  promise to explore 

Don't give up even when things go wrong, 
When the shadows settle in, 
When everything around you seems to be falling apart, 
For every ray of  light opens the way to your dearest dreams, 
For a step forward is a step towards the wind 

Don't miss the turn, 
Because in front of  you, there's a friend called hope, 
Who will give you the strength to believe that anything is still possible, 
Because there, the future awaits you 

Hunger, conflict and all kinds of  calamities have clouded your memory and veiled your smiles of  
yesteryear, 
All around you, so many atrocities, so many lives cut short by pandemics and the sound of  cannon fire, 
Evil has become the norm, to the point that you've resigned yourself  to no longer fighting for your 
survival 

Even in front of  this field of  ruins, above all, don't give up! 
Even when you are in despair, 
Don't forget, 
That every breath of  life is a new hope, 
Every dawn, a new reason to exist, 
Your resilience and your strength, the keys to tracing the furrows of  a more humane world, 
A world united by love and tolerance, where our differences are accepted and celebrated.

Aya Marie Estelle Boa

 

Translation from French on next page
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Hope
Hope lives in a seed crouched deep within the earth,
Waiting to get a glimpse of  a sunbeam,
So that it may live.

Hope lives in the waning moon sealed behind dark gloom,
Waiting for the night of  the full moon,
So that it may thrive.

Hope lives in a chick curled tight within a fragile egg,
Waiting to break free from the confine so snug,
So that it may live.

Hope lives in an infant soaked in the warmth of  the womb,
Waiting to leave the comfort zone,
So that she may live.

They may neither see the sunlight, nor the curious world,
Yet they wait in a slumber so quiet,
Hope, filling the tender heart.

Oh! life is a game of  fair chance,
To those who have a little hope,
But alas! When hope is lost, life is lost, too!

Beulah Azariah 

 

Saudade Inescapável 
Apesar de cansar meus amigos e conhecidos 
Com incansáveis e intermináveis debates 
Sobre teoria pós-colonial e decolonialismo 
Confesso que me sinto todos os dias 
Membro pleno de nossa herança lusófona 
Se o conceito de saudade não já existisse 
Sinto que teria de inventá-la 
Se assim não fosse como poderia descrever 
Esse sentimento que levo comigo no peito 
Da cidade maravilhosa à beira do lago Leman 
Da margem do rio Congo à casa em Teusaquillo 
Da borda do lago Kivu à fazenda em Kentucky 
Da Catedral de Uppsala até a floresta Karura 
Da Cordilheira dos Andes até o rio Nilo 
Da Petite France até o cabo da boa esperança 
Dos llanos de Arauca à quinta avenida 
Das águas daqueles rios e lagos tão distantes 
Onde naqueles tempos nos banhamos felizes 
Quanto destas águas são lágrimas de expatriados?
De todos estes lugares que um dia chamei de lar 
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Inescapable Saudade* 
Despite tiring my friends and acquaintances 
With tireless and endless debates 
About postcolonial theory and decolonialism 
I confess that I feel every day 
A full member of  our Lusophone heritage 
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Weaving networks building bridges 
Supporting each other tirelessly 
In the trenches of  our precious continents 
However, I will always be a nostalgic lusophone 
Contemplating the sunset over the mountain range 
I'm going to surprise myself  once again 
When I feel saudade for all lands 
My former homes where I once belonged
With the certainty that there will also be other 
Other lands, other rivers, other ingredients 
Still in the future to discover and love

Bia Albernaz 

Izingqi Zengomso
Kuthuleke kuthe cwaka ndihleli ekhayeni lam.
Ndiphupha ngeemini ezizayo,
Lapho amathemba ayawube eqhakazela
Okwentyatyambo zasendle,
Notshintsho lwawube lusebeza.

Ndingumntwana okholwa angagungqi,
Kwisithembiso sengomso eliqhakazileyo,
Elizofunyanwa sisizukulwane esizayo,
Lapho amaphupha azawube esonjululwa.

Ndithandaza kuThixo ophezulu,
Ukuze ndifumane isikhokelo nothando olungagungqiyo,
Ze kutyhileke indlela eya ekukhanyeni.
Apho amaphupha ayawukundiza ngobusuku.

Ndizama ukuqhakazela phambi kwamehlo wabantu,
Ndikholelwa kumandla wokuvuka ndivuthulule,
Ngoba ithemba yinto endibambelele kuyo,
Lizondenza ndibone ingomso elihle lisondela.

Bongiwe Dlutu 

* Portuguese speakers say that the word “saudade” cannot be translated into any other language.  
When necessary, it is usually translated as longing for a place or person/people, or nostalgia.

Translation from Xhosa on next page 
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The Whispers of  Tomorrow
In the quiet of  my home,
I dream of  days yet to come,
Where hope blooms like wildflowers,
And change whispers through the hours.

I am a child of  steadfast belief,
In the promise of  a brighter relief,
For future generations to find,
A world where dreams unbind.

I pray to the heavens above,
For guidance and unwavering love,
To pave the path towards the light,
Where dreams take flight in the night.

I strive to shine before their eyes,
And believe in the power to rise,
For hope is the anchor I hold dear,
To see brighter days draw near.
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The Hope Smith 
Yesterday, I watched the Hope smith
nursing his mangrove, after the angry tornado torpedoed.
Like a resilient mother cuddling her weak young as it suckles.
He tended the weathered branches with his wearied hands
as he sang his favorite song:

For as long as the dove doodle-doo
While it finds its way home,
You live on, you bow not, you sprout again!
And even if  the fire engulfs you
Like the Phoenix, you sprout again!

And so, he sang tirelessly up and down Despair Lane.
Rummaging through the remnants of  the dreadful careless storm. 
Picking up metals to reincarnate.
‘For posterity’s sake’, he vows, singing:

For as long as the dove doodle-doo
While it finds its way home,
You live on, you bow not, you sprout again!
And even if  the fire engulfs you
Like the Phoenix, you sprout again!

Today, back at his workshop
He sings on …
While he casts and grinds
Those soon to be polished to become precious jewelries
Beautiful to the eyes and soul
just like his song:

For as long as the dove doodle-doo
While it finds its way home,
You live on, you bow not, you sprout again!
And even if  the fire engulfs you
Like the Phoenix, you sprout again!

Celia Thompson Dadson 

A Pomegranate of Hope
Her lined hands crack open the wizened orb 
Revealing a tiny nest of  iridescent rubies.
"This life is harsh" she sighs.
"What war is gentle?" he replies. 
"The children, they don't laugh anymore" she says.                        
"I hear them talk of  their dreams still" he muses.
"Dreams are for those who have the luxury of  hope” she murmurs.

For a moment, they look towards the orange horizon, dotted with endless lines of  quietly fluttering 
tents.

His fingers tease out the poppy-red jewels
From the white rind of  the small fruit.
"You know, I hope" he smiles.
"About what?" she frowns.
"I hope they see beyond the grief  and rage of  today, gain the wisdom to grasp that vengeance cannot 
return what has been lost, and find belonging even in exile. I hope they leave behind their ghosts but 
keep their spirit, never take for granted the wonders of  the land, and dare feel the rawness of  life 
despite the sorrows endured. Most of  all, I hope that one day, they will understand why I hope for 
them these things."

Standing side-by-side, they let one moment pass, and then another.

"This hope... would you die for it?" she ventures.
"Much more, I will live with it".

Charlie 
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Espoir    

Le soleil a un grand espoir avec majesté,
Les nuages ne changent pas son ambition.
Il illumine le monde dans l’obscurité
Avec chaleur, générosité et continuation.

La terre a un bienveillant espoir de maternité,
Les souffrances ne diminuent pas sa conviction.
Elle nourrit toutes les vies en diversité
Avec tolérance, endurance et affection.

L’humanité a un espoir incomparable avec immensité,
Les guerres ne découragent pas sa résolution.
Il s’avancera enfin vers la paix, la dignité, l’égalité, 
La prospérité illimitée et toute la civilisation !

Chengming Wang

Hope 
The sun has a big hope with majesty,
clouds cannot change its ambition.
It illumines the world in obscurity,
with warmth, generosity, and continuation.

The earth has a benevolent hope of  maternity,
sufferings cannot diminish its conviction.
It nourishes all the lives in diversity,
with tolerance, endurance, and affection.

The humanity has an incomparable hope with immensity,
wars cannot discourage its resolution.
It will at last advance towards peace, dignity, equality,
unlimited prosperity, and all the civilization!

Chengming Wang

Translation from French on next page 
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S(h)immering*
Far away
past the mountain's crest
kissed by starlight's glow
shimmering waterfalls
recite a poem of  hope.

Soothing fireflies
like floating cinders
dance among shimmering sparks
to rekindle their light
offering solace to the earthly darkness
comforting tear-filled eyes that plead to the sky.

Hearts grown heavy
worn by burdens
yearn for a gentle hand
beg for solace from the heavens
for a breath to soothe the pain.

Waiting for a new dawn 
souls find comfort in the waterfall’s song
a promise of  new beginnings
washing away the weight of  sorrow
Life blooms anew.

Danijela Milić 

Abstraction
Reactions of  our brain, of  the information,
From an event, unpredictable Situation!
Then translations, of  molecular communication...
To our consciousness... and our visualization!

The first part of  the information from the situation
Comes from precise physics calculation,
From the space-time correlation,
Information, so-called, "Situation of  gravitation"!

The second part of  the information from this situation
Comes from our consciousness, subconsciousness…, imaginations!
And sometimes, even more complications,
Information, so-called, "Situation of  rationalization"!

The third part of  the information from the same situation.
Comes from learned social orientation...
On a side, positive or negative deviations and social manipulation...
Information, so-called, "Situation of  interpretation"!

When all of  these enumerated situations...
Or my imaginations and frustrations...
Mix in the brain of  mathematical model of  organization!
Reactions? ...Are only my abstractions!?

Darko Djorić 

 

*Coinage of  the words simmering and shimmering.
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Guardians of Hope and Heralds of Peace in Blue 
No one embodies the hope of  the world better than the United Nations,
Spinning through the dense fog that enshrouds unruly blankets of  despair.
They embody the very essence of  humanity’s core,
Embracing the profound values that unite us in harmony and peace.

A little girl at the IDP camp gazes upwards,
To the men and women adorned in blue reflective vests standing nearby.
They represent her cherished dream of  a world that is kinder and better,
Framing the magic of  life within her innocent and hopeful face.

The medical volunteer at the camp is, at times, the only beacon of  hope,
Without whom they would turn to resigned prayer, to cope with their despair.
They bring a renewed belief  in the unseen and supernatural forces,
Seen as small gods, angels who have descended from the heavens above.

The United Nations is like a refreshing breeze in the scorching heat of  despair,
Having witnessed the devastating ravages and unthinkable exploits of  war.
It stands as a luminous beacon, tirelessly mending the broken pieces,
Scattered all over the ground, where the flame of  hope reignites and burns brightly.

Military and police, those valiant peacekeepers on their vigilant patrols,
Their unwavering presence breeds confidence, soothing the troubled soul.
Marching steadfastly through turmoil, their resolve shines ever so bright,
They are the guardians of  peace, illuminating even the darkest night.

David Wachira Mureithi 

Child of a War
A hope got crushed
A dream got burned
Under the deep rubble
Of  a man-made disaster.

As I search for my father
Who was seen 2 days ago.
Missing my mom,
My sister told me she went to God.

The school is closed
My books are torn
As I sit orphaned
In the remains of  my own home.

They say there have been many wars
Wiped off generations so far
Promises are made after each
To be broken before every new war.

It seems the grownups never learn,
Though they claim to be wiser than us children
They come back and fight more,
To create another child of  war.

With no hope, no dreams
I am one more child of  the yet another war.

Deepak Goel 
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The Fisherman’s Wife 
The bronze statue facing the sea will never go away,
The proud but worried woman is standing still,
Her feet firmly planted in the ground,
She is waiting, eagerly scanning the horizon for a glimpse,
Hoping to see that boat returning her love back to her.

The fisherman’s wife will never lose hope to see him again
She will never lose faith and she will wait as long as it takes,
Until he comes back to her, even if she doesn’t know when,
Until he is safe, standing there even if her heart breaks.

The woman is standing there, with pain in her stomach.
She has already imagined the worst, everything that could go wrong.
However, she refuses to give in to despair,
Because abandoning now would mean letting him down forever.

So, the fisherman’s wife will never lose hope to see him very soon,
She will never lose faith and she will wait as long as she can,
Until he finds his way back to the coziness of her loving arms, even�QN she doesn’t know when, 
Until he is unharmed, standing there even if her heart breaks.

The rain and the wind whipping her beautiful torn face,
Her tears mixing with the raging deluge,
Her fists clenched in the pockets of her modest apron,
She will remain strong, focusing on the prospect of the imminent reunion.

And the fisherman’s wife will never lose confidence that she sees him again soon
Never lose faith even if she waits all night long,
Until he comes back to her, even if she doesn’t know when,
Until he is sheltered, standing there whereas her heart breaks

Delphine Vautrin 

Hope is a Hug
After the eyes have narrowed,
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Trovata Una Volta, Persa Mai
In ogni passo, speranza guida,
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Speranza
Senza parole tu sei per me la voce della notte,
pensieri potati
come l’albero, come i capelli,
per dare nuova gemma, nuova forza.
Chinarsi a raccogliere.
Chinarsi ad aiutare.
Semplici gesti dimenticati?
Dove corri?
Come stai?
Quali sono le risposte alle domande?
Chi si fermerà ad ascoltarle?
Arriva il vento bambina,
pollini nell’aria,
semi di speranza.
Mani aperte, cerca di comprendere.
C’è ancora la terra sotto i piedi,
il cielo sulla testa.
Tu hai la tua voce,
gli altri sono il mondo.
E pioverà sui sassi,
si scioglierà persino la pietra,
non basterà una parola gentile.
Servirà la mano che cura,
che lavora, che protegge, che crede.
Speranza è nella volontà di ascoltare le risposte, 
di capire, di aiutare.
È la condivisione, la fratellanza.
Non morirà invano, non finirà con te,
tuo fratello proseguirà l’opera,
ci sei nei suoi occhi,
riflesso degli uomini che ti scelgono,
che nonostante tutto sono pronti a saltare.
Ti prendono sotto braccio e camminano con te
in un dolce avvenire, in un sogno.
Sarà realtà forse poche volte,
ma almeno ci sarà,
linfa vitale dell’arduo cammino esistenziale.
Ti sia più lieve la vita
amico mio, fratello.
So che non posso capire le bruttezze che ti circondano,
le ingiustizie, le guerre.

Non voglio portarti utopia,
un sorriso amaro, perché io non conosco
e non posso capire.
Hai ragione, non è giusto.
Non c’è niente che io possa dire,
ma ti auguro la speranza,
che non sarà mai abbastanza.
I semi nell’aria dei tuoi cieli arrivano dalla mia terra,
cambierà il vento.
Un giorno cambierà,
non farò mai abbastanza per te.
Ti lascio questa poesia,
ti lascio la mia speranza.
Potresti averla perduta per sempre,
sarebbe comprensibile.
Ma io te la lascio scritta,
sotto forma di domanda aperta:
Cosa posso fare per te?

Elisabetta Cipriani

 

Translation from Italian on next page
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Women Rising
To my two African sisters
who raised themselves up 
and walked themselves out
in what I have to believe
was protest
and not mere coincidence…

… at the moment…
the venom
leaked 
from
the pastor’s mouth…

‘Women…
The lesser 
creatures…’

Thank you.

Because of  your courage
and defiance
and willingness 
to push back
against the weight
of  centuries of  tradition
and layers of  oppression…

…because of  your irrepressible spirit…

HOPE endures

Erin Elizabeth Anastasi 

 

Quand le Sourire Enrobe la Douleur 
Dans un monde en guerre  
Quand le sourire enrobe la douleur, 
Ce n’est pas une acceptation de la fatalité, 
Pas même une renonciation au combat, 
Encore moins un signe masochiste de célibat, 
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When the Smile Hides the Pain
In a world in a war  
When smile covers pain, 
It is not an acceptance of  fate, 
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Hope
It's a little word that we caress
And that soon takes flight	
Hope

It's a smile, a little embarrassed
That suddenly laughs out loud
Hope 

It's a word we welcome
Without seeking to understand it
Hope

It's a hurried look
That is held back by a gentler eye
Hope

It's a pleasure, never disappointed 
Like young lovers dream of  being for each other
Hope

It's a fabric that rises up
To surprise nights and suns			 
Hope 

It's a scale that leans to the left
Leans to the right
And suddenly begins to dance
Hope

It's a tune that we sing
Together
As it should be sung 
Hope

It’s the coasts that take shape
In the dream of  a castaway 
Hope

It's a path we embrace
No longer afraid to stray

It's a path we embrace
No longer afraid to stray			     
Hope

Florent Papin 

Message From the Forsaken 
Death stalks the corridors of  concrete misery. 
Relentlessly. Fastidiously. 
Jagged shards of  light expose shrapnel 
that once were youthful strides of  hope.
Emancipated stares.
Mounds of  compacted voices turn endlessly. 
Forlornly. 
Staccato in the cacophony of  drones. 
Pummeled bones adulterate the broth of  daily subsistence. 
Drink. Eat. For tomorrow you may die. 

Gabriel Tuan
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Hope of Living Waters
I took baby steps as the sun baked my skin. The path was narrow, filled with nothing but desert sand. I 
was fighting with the gravity of  weakness as I journeyed. 

Why has love chosen me to travel this path which endangers my life. I summoned all the strength left 
in my wasting soul, wishing I had known what awaited me on this journey. My soul longing for water.

With the last strength in my body, I lifted my eyes, and there was a pool of  water ahead. The hope of  
water gave me some strength to propel forward. Lo and behold, it was a mirage. 
I fell hopelessly, life leaking away from me, and the heat of  the sun ready to transit me to life thereafter.

Suddenly, a call to my name from eternity, sounding like many waters. Water! Yes water, my blinking 
eye lids fighting with death to open. I could not make out who had this figure…I felt a liquid substance 
on my lips, and the voice said drink some water. It was water yet tasted like honey. 

Life surged back in me, like a powered transformer. I could now see better, and I looked closely, it was 
him, yes, it was you the HOPE of  living waters.

Gloria Momoh 

 

Küçük İşler
İki yanı keskin bıçaktır hayat. 
Küçük bir emek, bir duyarlılık,
Ayrılan kısacık bir zaman bazen nelere kadirdir. 
Akıl almaz güzellikler yaratabilir şu dünyada, 
doğrudan ya da dolaylı. 
Tüm dünyasını değiştirebilir bir insanın, 
Zincirleme etkilerle pekçok insanın dünyasını da değiştirebilir. 
Bir orman yeşerebilir bir tek tohumdan..

İki yanı keskin bıçaktır hayat. 
Ufacık bir ihmal, bir boşverme, bir duyarsızlık.
Bir anlık tembellik, bir küçük bencillik, bir görmezden gelme, 
Nelere nelere mal olabilir. 
Bir gönlü kırabilir, 
Kırık bir gönülden kırık nesiller çoğalabilir. 
Umarsız bir kıvılcım bir ormanı yakıp kavurabilir.
Bir küçük hata nice canları alabilir.. 
Kısaca insanoğlunun küçücük gibi görünen eylemleri 
Ya da önemsiz görünen eylemsizlikleri nelere nelere kadirdir.
Bazen hemen görünür etkisi, bazen yıllar 
Kimi de yüzyıllar sonra..
Böyledir işleyiş. 
Size sesleniyorum baylar bayanlar,  sandalyeden kayanlar. 
Küçük güzel şeyler yapmaktan sakınmayınız kendinizi.. 
Ve çok korkunuz hertür kötülükten, tembelliklerden,
küçük umursamazlıklardan, küçük gibi görünen ihmallerinizden. 
Belli mi olur. 
İki yanı keskin bıçaktır hayat. 
Ne kestiğinzi bilmeden keser 
Neyin kestiğini bilmeden kesilirsiniz. 

Gunay Menekse 

Translation from Turkish on next page
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Small Deeds
Life is a double-edged sword.
A small effort,
a touch of  sensitivity,
or the briefest of  moments you dedicate
can achieve wonders, crafting incredible beauty in this world,
whether directly or indirectly.
It can alter a person's world,
or set off chain reactions that touch many lives.
From a single tiny seed, over years,
a forest can grow.
Yes. A whole forest from just one seed.

Life is a double-edged sword.
A small negligence, a disregard, an indifference,
a moment of  laziness, a hint of  selfishness, a blind eye turned,
can exact great costs.
It can shatter a heart.
From broken hearts, broken generations may rise.
One careless spark can ignite and ravage a forest.
A small mistake can claim many lives.

In essence, small deeds matter, ladies and gentlemen!
Seemingly insignificant human actions or inactions
can engender so much.
Sometimes the impact is immediate.
Sometimes it takes years, sometimes centuries.
Such is the nature of  things.

Listen, ladies and gentlemen!
Do not hesitate to do small, beautiful things.
And fear greatly all kinds of  little evils, laziness,
negligence, and your seemingly minor oversights.
You may never know the outcome
as life is a double-edged sword.
You may cut without knowing what you're cutting or
You may be cut without knowing what's cutting you.

Gunay Menekse

夏威夷路遇

蓝色大海边，
我攀向绿色山巅。
石径蜿蜒间，
遇见一位盲人，
汗珠挂脸。
他仔细迈着步，
手杖探在脚前。

我奇怪他为何登山。
云彩他看不见，
波浪亦无从入眼。
转念思忖，我却豁然：
他也醉于这空气的清甜，
跟我一样，
那阵阵和风也让他欲仙。

朱海鸣

 

Translation from Chinese on next page
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On a Hawaiian Trail
By the side of  the blue ocean,
On my way to green peaks
That reached a thousand feet,
I saw a blind man,
Sweat upon his cheeks,
Picking careful steps,
Probing with his cane.

I didn’t understand because
He couldn’t see the clouds,
Or scan the restless sea,
Until I realized he
Smelled the air so sweet,
And, just like me,
Felt the heavenly breeze.

Haiming Zhu
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All Is Quiet 
I looked at the house from a distance 
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Unfulfilled Desires
Late at night
desires flare up,
which, unfulfilled and thirsty,
aspire far into the heights,
where they disperse like dust
and in a thick layer settle
on sore letdown,
which, in collision with reality,
bursts into apathy.

And then its silent screaming wounds
heal in a compromise reconciliation,
but they continue to glow, 
to smoke,
until new hope
that will awaken desires,
unfulfilled and thirsty,
which will restart all life force into new,
perhaps better days.

Ivan Goran Žunar 

 

Цвет наде
Тамо далеко
изнад облака,
у сунчевим зрацима,
небеско цвеће
игра 
валцер среће.

Ласте се гнезде
нудећи песму радости
зеницама
у небо загледаним,
сузама у очима
на ћутање заветованим.

Безнадежне душе
напаћене
животом суровим,
моле за милост Господа,
призивајући нежност
да оплемени усамљеност.

Чекајући љубав за све,
напајају душу
надом
за сутра
уместо овог
тужног јутра.

Ивана Кнежевић

Translation from Serbian on next page
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Flower of Hope
Far away,
Above the clouds,
In the sunrays,
Heavenly flowers 
Are dancing
Waltz of  happiness.

Swallows are nesting
Offering a song of  joy
To the eye pupils
Staring at the sky,
With the tears 
Vowed to silence.

Hopeless souls,
Suffering from a cruel life,
Begging for the mercy
Of  the Lord,
Calling for tenderness
To ennoble loneliness.

Waiting for love for all,
Feeding the soul
With a hope 
For tomorrow
Instead of  
This sorrow.

Ivana Knezevic

 

Dusty Darfur
The Australian Aboriginals say that “the land does not belong to us, but we belong to the land”. 
Dusty Darfur, what are you fighting for.

Your people suffer, while others watch.
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Kintsugi
Wounded ground opens;
cracks fill in with green 
streamed from memories unseen.

Jessica A. Volz
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Zinnia
Some wounds heal beautifully on a mother.
An early dramatic entrance dilates time.
Expanding, every, second, to meet you.
But time starts contracting as you
are rushed down the aisle to neonatal ICU.
For those who are born too soon.
A harsh world, you are too early, too cute.
But you will battle, there is hope in every milliliter,
in every drop precisely measured,
by heroes, with scrubs, for delicate miracles.
 
Tiny drops of  liquid gold from your mother,
trickle down in your tiny bottle.
As your mother smiles with joy,
you try to open your eyes.
You hear her voice, but you are too sleepy. 
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Hope
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Hope
Hope can be in the heart,
Hope can be in the soul.
When there's devastation, fear keeps you down
You can't let go of  hope
When you lose your native place,
And the house where you built your destiny
Only Hope calls to the heart,
It's the only thing that can save your heart.
When I close my eyes
I see my native land
And I embrace the sea with my heart,
And I go home in my mind.
Tears cannot help grief,
Sages once said,
But what can I say then?
When there is emptiness in my soul.
I see the sea, I see the mountains,
But they are not my own,
Only hope can help
To warm the edges of  my soul...

Kateryna Kuz

 

Hope
The smallest vessel
Still floats
Be it a bottle
Or boats
Moves out the message
The Muse
Sails through the cyclone
Construes
Takes on the Tempest,
Typhoon
Makes for a mooring
Immune.

Kathryn Lundquist 
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Synchrony of Time and Space
The fabric of  the soul allows creation, with each assurance of  the measure,
that within each flat, a dictation, within each range, an octave,
breathing new life, as the sound treads, the music of  a new song.
Every piece of  the crest chosen, solicits a desire, a measure,
of  time and space, brings us back to a familiar place, safety and resolute,
nostalgic, as we find pieces, highlights of  a city, for a measure on a board.
Hopeful to cross perdition, seeking absolution, as we ensure position,
within a void to awaken a dreamer, a keyframe within the signature,
a crossing of  the bridge, to posit the thrown of  our dynasty.
A reverberance of  presence, the notes find passage,
embedded right in ceremonious four, sound breaks the stillness,
as time collects, tapping to the beat, time manifests, building resonance,
allowing us to be aware of  our residence.
The key signature is a baseline, for the sync of  one's soul.
Every course of  its direction, needling a continuity, building a fabric within time,
synchronically, set by the patterns of  a clock hands, my intermediary.
Ensure travels, in the time of  space, the span of  idle space,
expanded time, an Eternity towards intrepid voyage.
Vivid depictions, one's mind extends the illustrations, building the compass, leading the exploration, of  
my being, my divine composition.
In the gallows, of  an empty canvas, notes emanate a song;
winds blow, trees rustle, songbirds cry, and crickets rejoice, from within a vessel, a life of  suffering, 
altered by the sound, underneath the skies, a soul grows.
Under duress of  mourning, a governed sun, blinding salvation and inherent truths.
Over uncharted waters, Faith navigates over the night sky, remaining still and close to the void.
Imagine so deeply, whether it is life's design, or the application of  our time.
Throughout the process, the stars hover over the skies of  the northern lights;
we are worthy, blessed, and loved.
Hopeful, in the darkness, the light will always keep us warm.

Kevin L. Forrester 

 

A Mother’s Day
In a world collapsing
Hopeless tears amassing
She stares into the distant land
Amid blood-soaked desolate sands
Echoes of  pain shrouded with fear
Embers of  corpses lit up the air
Innocent cries muted by roars
Of  soul wrenching explosions galore
Deafening screams, raging cries
Rising from the desert haze
She sees through her shattered soul
An unforgettable incredulous hell unfold

Her heaving sighs muffled with fright
Escape into the trembling night
Clutching the tiny lifeless form, now at rest
Fervently against her grieving breast
Her dust-ridden lap tingled still
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Sarah
Here we are in August 2003, at the airport I see you
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Sadly Hopeful
A feeling of  hopeful sadness permeates
The air that I breathe and cools me. 
Never thought sadness and hope were mates 
Even less mixed to a tee. 

Guess this is what gives life meaning
To savor what never comes, dreaming.
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Walking Through the Maze of Thorns
Walking through the maze of  thorns
Stepping forward with the courage
of  a poet: those who wander
have the humility of  the wise.

No matter how we walk
or the direction we choose,
if  we have the courage of  a poet
and the humility of  the wise,
we can walk out of  the maze of  thorns.

Liying Huang 

Hope Little Deer
Hope is something that we can’t see,
only yourself  can feel it.
Hope is a little deer,
Jumping up and down, disturbing your heartbeat.
Hope little deer can be leading you,
Thinking about something as evil as the devil,
Or something kind to beautify the world.
Hope little deer is a blank page of  the paper,
Drawing evil things makes it evil,
Drawing kind things makes it kind.
Little “hope” deer can be anything, 
Depending on how you shape it, treat it, and realize it.

Lucky
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Delusion
I cried to you, O Sea, my longing deep,
And pains I bear, in shadows dark I weep.
Each night I lie, beneath the stars I stare,
Watching the heavens, tears my heart lay bare.

I told you of  a heart that’s worn and torn,
By blame it’s hurt, in conflict it was born.
When thirst consumes, the world gives me no balm,
Just sorrows’ flow, the heart’s sweet peace is calm.

Each dawn I dream, with hopes that softly rise,
Today, perhaps, our meeting in the skies.
Yet hours pass, with no embrace in sight,
And sorrow lingers, deep within the night.

Still, clings a part of  dreams I can’t outgrow,
A vision drawn, it paints my heart's tableau.
No joy resides within this weary soul,
Nor can I find in forgetting, peace whole.

What’s the remedy for a heart in pain,
That bears the weight of  separation's chain?
How can I bring my hopes back to the light,

S202l, clings a part of 19n C00BC>/P <<o5B001.8 (p dlm,)]T>-9he6ETvEMC 
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Eis-Schloss
(based on the novel by Tarjej Vesaas, translated from the Norwegian into German by Hinrich 
Schmidt-Henkel)

Wonach schaust du?
Verschwommene Gelegenheiten, bekannte Gedanken
hartgefrorene Totenstille -
hier bin ich,
hier bin ich ge-Wesen.
Nach und nach hellere Musik
ein Leuchten im Eis: Wintersonne Feuerauge
nach oben splitterndes Licht.

Maike Hopp

Ice Palace
What are you looking for?
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Forging Hope in the Furnace 
A ray.
A glimmer.
An ounce.
A sliver.
Please don’t let it be false.

Mandip Aujla 

Our Mother's Pain and Hope
In the calm dawn of  early light,
Our mother's prayer and dream in the night,
A plea of  hope twists together 
With every breath in her adventure.

Our mother's heart is like a vessel deep,
Where her love and dreams are in quiet sleep.
Our mother sees our agony with her tender eyes,
She considers us children of  life and stars in all her skies.

Every path as a child that we take, 
Our mother's promise love will vow to make,
Even the wind will blow, and the storm will rage, 
Our mother's hope remains in her heart- the genuine sage.

Our mother's dreams are laughter, joy, and peace, 
She hopes that our hardships and troubles will soon be released, 
In our smiles and tears, 
Our mother's appeal is always near.

Our mother shows strength in times of  strike,
She encourages us to dare the dance of  life,
She provides wisdom to guide our way, 
And her loving kindness blooms every day.

Our mother's dream is merged, thread by thread,
She believes each story creates hope in her children’s head,
She also provides faith in valuable grounds,
She embraces us and loves where our dreams are found.

Our mother's hug and kiss,
It is like her desire and bond of  endless bliss,
Our mother's legacy of  dreams grows,
She always believes that will forever flow. 

When the night is long and cold,
Our mother's hope is bright and bold, 
She will guide her child during painful and dark days.
Our mother's love is our driving blaze. 
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Tiempo 
Arribo de un tiempo que circula, huellas marcadas, 
de años atrás, que incursiono.
En el humedal del lago, el cántico al unísono de mil pájaros, 
los aromas se mezclan en mis venas, 
es el este de mi cuerpo, que bruscamente palpita.
Tieso, verde y negro, con la blancura álgida de luces y ruidos.
La lluvia, las caricias del dolor, mi dolor, que antaño fuera, 
He diluido mil veces la angustia hamacándome en los brazos eternos del florido mangal
Me he hundido en la tierra negra, volcánica, que me ha acogido sin dudar,
Me ha dejado así, un lugar para amar.

Y me encuentro viviendo aquella alegría de aún estar viva, y recordar,
Lejos pero cerca, de un latido que, en mí, sinfín anida, 
y nos acercó un día, en algún camino al andar.

La calidez de tu mano que quise, queriendo tímidamente, y recosté en la mía
Vi tu reflejo, en mi sombra callada, y pensaba que no creía, lo que en aquel segundo surgía,
Así produjo, mil períodos de lluvias; crecieron racimos, azahares, un arcoíris, y flores 
Y el olor del pasto húmedo, los pájaros ruidosos en el techo, los cánticos del lago, las voces en sus 
lenguas.

Nos despertaron, una y otra vez, juntos, cuando ninguno de los dos lo predecía.
Testigo vívido, el lago vio crecer, el amor que nos dimos, 
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Eventually
Little to mind 
are the last 9 minutes
- 8 later than expected
10 later than planned - 
dried leaves lapping
as mesmerizing measure of  time

when I recognise cold
the 4 steel bars 
the strength of  7 stone 
for sitting content, 
but not in comfort,
in this 12th month of  a year

6 more minutes spelled 
an assemblage of  feathers 
propped on stems, 2 decided eyes
dancing at my feet
I mindlessly pick 1 baguette I bought 
and 5 more hop aside

crumbs in air, wings akimbo
I glance again – 11 arches at the edge of  the park
my condensed breath curtaining my view
but 0 sign of  you
and the clock strikes 3 
just a little behind.

Marie O'Leary 

 

De Meilleurs Lendemains
Pour de meilleurs lendemains
De plus beaux chemins

Il faut combattre la faim
Aider son voisin

Construire un futur meilleur
Ici ou ailleurs

Espoir d'un monde équitable
Autant que durable

Espoir d'une guérison
D'un autre horizon

Espoir d'un vibrant amour
D'un amour toujours

Oui, on continue de croire
Aux belles histoires

Aux lendemains plus sereins
Un peu plus humains

On a des rêves enfouis
D'autres qui s'enfuient

Désir d'un monde sans guerre
D'une vie moins chère

Pour de meilleurs lendemains
Croisons nos destins
Donnons-nous la main

Espérons des lendemains...
Exempts de chagrin !

¡Ojalá que mañana... 
No haya pena!

Hope for better tomorrows...
Without sorrows!
Open the windows!

Marie-Thérèse Vinoy

Translation from French on next page
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For Better Tomorrows
For better tomorrows
And brighter paths to follow
 
We must fight hunger
And help our neighbor
 
Build a better future
Here or elsewhere
 
Hope for a fairer world
As much as a sustainable one
 
Hope for healing
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Le Livre du Temps
Dans le livre du temps, notre histoire s'écrit 
parfois en lettres d'or 
et certaines fois en lettres de larmes. 
Certains mots scintillent plus que d'autres 
et viennent s'entremêler dans les mots du quotidien ༀ圀娀̀
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Janji Angin Kepada Debu
Siang itu mentari mencambuk begitu lucunya,
Seakan dia tahu tiada yang boleh lebih gagah dari nya,
Cucuran keringat tak kuasa bertahan lama 
Ia sirna lantaran si empunya badan lekas mendinginkannya

Debu berbisik kepada angin,
Kemana kau buat pergi
Ia bersorak sorai berkeliling membawanya kemana tuan hendak pergi
Ke dahan sampai ke atap genteng
Bahkan ke titik serendahpun dia hantarkan
Kadang kala angin sombong saat ini, tak nampak berlalu sedikitpun.
Debu menagih janjinya, 
ia hendak berpesta memenuhi jagad raya
Namun apa daya, 
Angin pun tak jemu jemu
Hanya riak riak kecil yang menghempas segerombolan kecil.
Debu berkumpul seraya bersenandung
Bagaimana jika nanti jika sang rintik rintik turun.

Kala senja sudah bersiap
Tak sabar dinantikan, biasanya sang angin memberi tumpangan.
Lama nian dipandang pun tak tergoyahkan.
Akhirnya yang dikhawatirkan menyapa,
Kali ini tak hanya rintik rintik, tetapi badai memakan tumpukan debu.
Debu menjerit terpenjara didalam hiliran air, 
Ia hanya berpejam, mengikuti 
Terhempas ke selokan,
Terdorong hingga ke jurang,
Hingga sampai nun kian jauh.

Hingga Suatu masa dia tertahan, 
Ia berjuang menguatkan dirinya,
debu kini bangkit,
Dia bergerilya pada 
Sedimen di celukan sungai,
Hingga akhirnya mampu menjadi pijakan yang menuntun orang ke seberang.

Apalah dulu hanya setumpuk masalah
Benalu bagi orang
Membuat penyakit bagi yg menghirup
Menyulitkan bagi yang membersihkan
Mengganggu yang menatap
Merusak yang lagi indah

Dia tersengguk akan janji angin kepadanya. 
Angin tak lebih tunggang hati dari Debu dimusim kemarau kemarin.

Mochamad Imron Rosadi

Translation from Bahasa on next page

The Wind’s Promise to the Dust
That afternoon the sun whipped so funny,
As if  he knew that no one could be braver than him,
The pouring sweat can't last long 
It disappeared because the owner of  the body quickly left to cool it

The dust whispers to the wind,
Where are you going?
He cheered around and took him wherever he wanted to go
Up the branches to the tiled roof
Even to the lowest point he delivered
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The Journey of God Through Man
Man is created;
For God to experience
Tears, fears, betrayals and hindrance.
For His soul dwells in Man
Foulness and jolliness
Shall become Man’s holiness.

Mohammed Abdullah Kareem 

 

Too Young
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Is There Hope?
In a tiny hole of  a destroyed building,
Where we can see the light from the other side.
In the hands of  a stranger, 
who risks his own life, but looking for life under the rubble
In a smile of  a little child,
who doesn’t know that they lost everything and gives you a smile
In a drop of  tears of  a protester,
who feels their pain and fight for peace
I see hope
Hope that we can survive
Hope that there is still love, no matter what we believe, what color we are and what part of  the world 
we live

Muditha Kannangaralage

 

Translation from Arabic on next page
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Voices in the Flames
Will they finally see us?
When the world is burnt to ashes?
The world we all share,
Yet so much remains unseen,
Outside narrow views.
Will they see Us?
Will they only see us
When the flames lick at their doors?
When we rise, united,
Because enough is enough.
Because we grew weary of  quiet protests,
Of  marching peacefully,
Of  lying face down in imaginary handcuffs,
Of  slogans and chanting,
Of  crying out, pleading,
Our voices hoarse with refrain:
Black Lives Matter,
I Can’t Breathe.
And because I can’t breathe,
Do I not deserve to live?
If  all lives truly matter,
Do we not all have the right to be heard?
So, we stand, our voices strong,
No longer silent,
No longer confined to whispers of  change.
We do not bear arms,
But we bear the weight of  injustice,
Our faces marked with the stories of  struggle.
We do not burn to destroy,
But to ignite the flames of  awareness.
Will they see us now?
Will they see you?
Do they see us?
Now that the world we share is ablaze,
Burning not to ashes,
But to a brighter dawn.

Nosipho Dhladhla 

 

Plato’s Play
Little boy in the cellar room
Playing guitar as an old dude
Like a maniac dreaming the doom
Like a sparkle trying to elude

The fire, the fire on earth
No winter no rain can calm
The sparkle evades in dearth
Of  a grand life in its own realm

Poor you little boy poor you
Can’t help but smiling at you
Forget the present the future the past
Stay in the cellar and try to cast

Patrick Karbon
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For Shadows and Lights
I thought about myself
As the passion of  pigeons
I watched a shadow
Until dark
Good night
Before a dream
I hoped for a connection
I moved seriously
At the honorable people
I chanted loudly
I interviewed a star
And people are sleeping
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Years gone
A sad valley
Wake up
Oh the flickering of  the broken light
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The Rhythm of Hope
Ta-tam, Ta-tam
Ta-tam, Ta-tam
Ta-tam, Ta-tam
Ta-tam, Ta-tam

The rhythm of  hope beats 
inside us since the start of  humanity
connecting us through time
with collective heritage and memory

My foremothers and forefathers 
and those before them
transferred this rhythm 
into their ways of  being and living
epitomized in songs, dances and stories 
to move us forward and survive unimaginable times 
of  cruelty and inhumanity 

The rhythm of  hope was their resilience,
the bare steps they took
with broken bodies
on splintered roads
through dark fields
determined to see the light of  day

The rhythm of  hope became a new moon of  possibilities, 
transcending their despair into dreaming 
for a better world for their children
and their children to live free
and in peace

The rhythm of  hope was born in us,
the gateway to our ambitions
and determination to manifest the dreams 
of  those who had the courage to endure and dream 
against all odds

The rhythm of  hope is now our responsibility, 
knowing we cannot stop our fight for justice and equality
for all people
and generations to come

The rhythm of  hope continues to vibrate in us 
ushering a new dawn of  endless possibilities

Ta-tam, Ta-tam
Ta-tam, Ta-tam
Ta-tam, Ta-tam
Ta-tam, Ta-tam

Ritamae Hyde-Talla 
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Reflections of Bentiu ‘The Paradise’
The call, the call, the call
The call to serve in a foreign land came again. 
Yes, the call had come again. 
“Yes sir, I promise to hold my country’s name in high esteem, sir” 
Those were the promises she made to her country. 
Then, it was time to say goodbye to loved ones, ooooh, her beautiful, loved ones. 
“Goodbye mummy, goodbye sister, goodbye aunty”, they said.  
Heartbreaking as these goodbyes were, she had to leave
Because like Capt Planet she had to serve humanity and save the world, 
So off she went with her luggage once again to contribute to making the world a better place. 
So, she set off to the foreign land.

She arrived in the foreign land, 
Very excited about the prospect of  making a difference in the new environment, 
About renewing old acquaintances, if  any. 
And excited about the idea of  making new friends. 
Then she was told she was going to the Paradise, OMG the Paradise? 
This was just too good to believe.

Yes, so she left, she left for Paradise……. 
But, Hey!!! Wait a minute, was she told about a Paradise? 
Did she hear Paradise? 
Then, where in this Paradise was the plane going to land? 
Goodness.
But like the Paradise that it was, the landing was smooth, 
As the plane touched down on the sandy unpaved runway of  the Paradise.
Amid the whirlwind, dust, 
The internally displaced persons milling about at the Bentiu IDP Camp, 
The police officers patrolling the area, 
The military on both static and mobile patrols, 
There was a distinct and rather pleasant feeling in the hairdryer-hot air. 
Any discerning visitor to the Paradise
Will swiftly identify that feeling as the unmistakable feeling of  hope.
Hope, that is brought on by the presence of  UNMISS in the Paradise. 

Everyone living in the Paradise had a story to tell. 
The dust, the flies, the crocodiles, the snakes, 
Villages overrun, homes destroyed, family and friends killed or maimed, 
And possessions looted by armed men, cattle raided in the various payams.
Oh, the stories in the Paradise were just too many.

Then the heavens opened, and the rains came.
The rains came in torrents. 
And the water levels rose. 
And in some places the water was up to her waist… and the water was green.
People’s shelters were submerged in floods waters,
And there were mosquitoes and mud everywhere. 
But it didn’t stop her,
She fixed her mosquito net, wore her gun boots, and went to work. 
She remained resilient for she knew she had a mission to accomplish, 
She had a mandate to achieve.
She had the pride and joy of  a mother, seeking to bring joy to suffering children,
She had the pride of  a woman, wanting to alleviate the suffering of  humanity,
Yes, a woman of  peace, a woman of  courage and a woman of  warm affection.

In retrospect today, 
She smiles with pride for she did what she came to the Paradise to do. 
What she has done she’s done with sincerity and to the best of  her abilities.

It was the call to serve in a foreign land.
The call to serve in the Paradise.

Maale…… Maale (Greetings
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Peacekeeper
You serve far away from home,
In places you might have never heard of
To sacrifice for people, you have never known of,
It is a calling you cannot put off.

You must realize it is also the highest responsibility,
Expected to always behave perfectly,
The core values must be your daily tools.
Acting selflessly, you carry the weight,
Taking measured steps
There is no room for mistakes.







168 169

A Cry in Silence
Trigger is ready to be pulled
Illness takes away the loved soul
Very thought of  her absence 
Will surely bring sorrow and a cry in silence

Absence of  cuddle and warm embrace 
Separation of  a loved one
Counting days as you hold them close
Will surely bring tears and a cry in silence

The mischievous smile and laugher 
Suddenly vanishes for a changed relation 
Joyful memories turn into a fading flash
Will surely bring grief  and a cry in silence

Life is long and time changes you
People of  wisdom often quote 
Looking up high and moving ahead
Will surely bring hope as I cry in silence

Sangeeta Jasmine

Red Hook
Geometry
Is the rule here
Jibs and cranes
Reign on grey

Slotted grime
Fills the cracks where
In your dreams
Clean could be

Grim pollards
Knuckles bare
Hold their punches
Until Spring

Sara J. Boyes
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Azul Infinito
“Diez pequeños granos de tierra” negra
volcánica y verde esperanza, 
desafían, con insular grandeza,
su atávica escasez, y siembra

De dignidad y esfuerzo, la piedra,
de personas y unión, la certeza,
de lírica alegría, la crianza,
de futuro e ilusión, la letra

De Europa, conciencia, humanidad
devenida, de América, hito,
de Africa, proa, oportunidad 

Este pequeño gigante descrito, 
mi país anfitrión, tiene, en verdad, 
un futuro de azul infinito 

Sergio Tejero

Translation from Spanish on next page

Infinite Blue
"Ten little grains of  earth" volcanic
black and green hope, 
defy, with insular grandeur,
its atavistic scarcity, and sows

Of  dignity and effort, the stone,
of  people and union, the certainty,
of  lyrical joy, the upbringing,
of  future and illusion, the letter

Of  Europe, conscience, humanity
become, of  America, landmark,
from Africa, prow, opportunity 

This little giant described, 
my host country, has, in truth, 
a future of  infinite blue

Sergio Tejero
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A Better Tomorrow
Another day passes
The door closes
Rain falls and I drench
Dry in all this coldness
The nights are short
Yet the days dark
Friends move on, I’m stuck here
Dawn like dusk
Night as days
Black is white, everything grey
Confused my confession echoes
The birds do cry, nobody listens
Mountains to climb, tunnels to dig
Graves in abundance, none to weep
I wait for stars to shine
For birds to sing
For the moon to be
The same scarred self
The leaves to turn green
The flowers to bloom
Such wonderful sights
Now blinding is the light.

Shaheer Aboobacker

 

Being Us: Post Covid
In the fast-paced post covid world of  our continued modern professional life
The journey from routine to burnout has seen an inner resolve to survive   
That many of  us have navigated through willfully or unknowingly - heads bent shoulders slouched in 
acceptance 
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a career
the cat is a gesheftsman,
he starts out meekly in the provinces,
freelances chasing bees,
leans under the weight of  the caressing hand.
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Rede, Meine Liebe 
Schau, wie weit wir gekommen sind
Wir sind übers Wasser gereist
Zunächst alleine
Dann sind wir, einer nach dem anderen, in den Strom getreten
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La Steppe Pour Vous
Accueillez  la steppe en hiver,
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I Hope You are Hopeful, My Son! 
May your life be a stream of  light, 
A shining star that guides through the day and night.

May you live in a world where peace and love triumph, and kindness reigns.
Where equality across the globe eases too many challenges and pains.

In this peaceful world, where all children can eat and drink; learn, laugh and play, they all live healthy 
as One.
In a world where we value and celebrate, the beauty of  everyone!

May you live in a world where the earth is honored; where everybody appreciate its diversity being so 
grand.
Only then, together, we can rise, hand in hand.

I hope you are hopeful my son that your life will make a difference day and night;
and the world will be better because of  You, my son, my shining light.                                           

Sibylle Eschapasse

 

Hyacinth-girl
Your sensory mind, 
Like a laser beam, 
Draws black rings
Upon my breasts

I’m a clockwork orange

I wake up at dawn 
And watch 
through my window 
White butterflies 
from Hyde Park 

I’m a hyacinth-girl,
Your 3D lover,
In the desert-land
Of  harpsichord and dandelions

Tanja Bakić  
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Mazwi (words)
life..

the bitterness comes with the sweet..
the agony with the ecstasy..
healing comes with the pain..
joy comes with tears
darkness comes with the light..
at some point in life we feel deeply all of  these emotions..
we wallow in shame, hurt  and pain one minute
and the next moment we hear a song and we are on top of  the mountain..
remembering the times when we were unbound and carefree and had such hope for our lives and our 
children..
aaah! why do we ever grow old..
so that we experience all of  life..the good, the not so good and the downright ugly to the core..
we have to..
thats what makes us human..
it's only through the wound that we can let love in..and out..
we are alive and aware because we can feel..
hold on..it is always darkest before dawn..
wait for the Light..
it's coming..
hold on to me and I'll hold on to you and wait for the Light..
JOY! they say comes in the morning..
yes it does..

Tendesayi Gertrude Tawengwa

L ’art Vit
O Peine, misère 
Tu nous canardes comme des poulets de chair, 
Nous défonçant comme des fleurs des champs,
Cloisonnées comme un cimetière,
Et nous nous envolons, sans perdre cœur, 
Pour aller retrouver l’albatros du bonheur, 
Gardien de l’élixir de grâce sur cette terre.
 
O Médaille d’or, chère espérance, 
Vapeur qui parait pour un peu de temps,
Et qui disparaît sans se mouvoir, 
Tu nous culbutes sous ton délicieux pouvoir, 
Et nous nous désaltérons dans ton abreuvoir en silence, 
Pour reprendre notre chemin en toute patience.
 
O La vie, vit, 
Divine, agissant sans préavis,
Sinueuse, comme la rivière qui luit dans son lit, 
O Souffle d’espoir,
Anime nos âmes, crispées de désespoir,
Ressemblant aux statues de bois, 
Que l’on ponce pour transformer en ivoire.
 
O Espoir, arc-en-ciel du soir,
Plus rapide que le courrier
Debout, dis-je, pilier du monde,
Rassemble, unit, et partage ta bouche de joie
Et tes lèvres sensuelles au goût de poire,
Tel un camembert que l’on sert avec du vin au Roi. 

Therese Papeniah-Dipenguiako

Translation from French on next page
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Art Lives
O Sorrow, misery 
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To All Refugees
Infinite sadness
That covers us all.
Strife that rises
To the heavens above
And meets, halfway,
With the infinite pity
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Tara
The folds and creases of  her kashti coiled around hesitant legs, 
The ghat welcomes yet another girl, her name to be lost after the sixteen steps 
She swallows her saliva, ignoring the sharp pain in her spine
Forcing her weary body forward, she climbs the first step of  a solemn line

Packed into the belly of  a massive ship, carried across seas of  tribulation
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And If Tonight
And if  the evening, tomorrow extends
over our pale hearts and our springs,
like a tide, sweeping everything in its path.
Remember the promise of  time:
the day always rises, and its sun,
powerful and selfish, will guide our steps,
our dreams, and its wonders.
And if  tonight, hope dies,
Rejoice, my friend!
As it is only for a few hours.

Xavier Mussgnug

 
我希望

     ŀ 		       ɓ 	      ƿ

Ŏ̪ŀȤ ṵ	 ựżὂ 	 ϫה
῁˂ˑ Ȅѿ	 ʹ ʊΌ 	 ˵ В

◌ ʐṦ 	 ẚũˁӣ	 ῧ ˡ ʐ
ḓ˃ ӗּףȻ	 ḕ ͍Ō 	 ŵǔҥ

ϫѤ Ὼ	 ҥ˼ έŗƜ	 ϫ ẻ ͥʐ
א ŠМΗ 	 ҍ˾žȣ	 Ҍ ή

ẗ ὤ Ḫ	 ŦṤᴊŇḀ	 ʐḦṦѫƅ
͌͌ⱡѢʐѡ	 Ł͕ 	 šǥ Ȼ
     
     ̕ 		       Β 	      ᴃ

ŇŇ ņȦŊ	 ̨ Ǳ ̩ӗ	 ȅẕŎСƜя
͚Łɞᾴ 	 ̢д˿łּךȣ	 Ƭ ƅƅȂ
ńƓ ůᴼ 	 ̘ ‫ḫɄ 	 ы эή͢
ĿǏșȯ ╢	 ҚȖȹʁʄἶ	 +ᶶŠǒʥ˼
Ҍƫ Ỵʐ	 ᴎƾᵆϡť 	 ωƛϔť↨б
ḻˉҪŠᵘѡ	 ƸƲƿ ͚ 	 ₴Ō łґ
‖ʁņћ͚ 	 ƾǢŊɞ͌	 ᶹƿɵ̕Ǣ
⁹ Źȝƛ 	 ɬ̢ņŌņп	 ŀȚ̆ᶚấ
     
     ᵢ 		 צ      		      Ṉ

ᾮᴹ―ǥ˨ᴹ	 ᵿƪǵȮǑ	 ɇɸƙʊἚֵ
ƨẍǾżᴧ̺	 ֟͒Ṷȝǝ	 Łǥ ƃᴞֵ
ʉƫᵆȹӆɟ	 Ȟ ᴀŠ― 	 Ԁͭ◌ ʄ
ǱŌɋŌǂ 	 ͥᵭṔŠ 	 ӤŌȹŵᴞᵶ
ἧ ʐⅎḓ	 Ѥᶩ ≈ 	 ɡṋɴŅзɇ
ɵ 	ɞҙ̢ךּ ЋǮȈ ḡ 	 ͩǘƨťŲᵿ
Ƭņ Ň 	 ᴂᾫͬͅȧШ	 ɼ ͇ͩͤ
ǵřǉӱ ѡ	 ̉п€ƞ̮Ǵ	 хǢ Ȑ̅

Ǒ

Translation from Chinese on next page  
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I Hope
(1) The sky is blue.

The river and sea are clear and bright.
Fields are full of  flowers.
Grassland steeds are unrestrained.
Butterflies dance lightly. 
Skylarks fly freely. 
The forest is like a fairyland. 
Birds are singing and flowers are fragrant, everywhere.

(2) Cicada chirps through the window screen.
Insect’s song goes into the dream.
The crow's cry is accompanied by the moonset.
The chanting of  Dragon brings good luck. 
The sun shines all over the earth, 
Nourishes the growth of  all things.
How can there be only humans left? 
should coexist with all kinds of  creatures.

(3) Lotus leaves gently brush weeping willows.
Shallow fishes frolic with mandarin duck. 
Bees kiss stamens. 
sunflowers love the sun. 
Swallows chase waves. 
Frogs drum up the pond. 
Moss is as small as rice,
Like peony blooming.

(4) Everyone has his taste.
How about appreciate each other? 
You love pets.
I prefer to cook. 
Young Lu Xun cherishes flowers,
Smells incense alone outdoors. 
Li Bai likes drinking,
Where there is wine, there is home.

(5) A blessing in disguise.
No weal without woe.
It's not worthwhile for neighbors to have conflicts over a wall.
better is a neighbor that is near than a brother far off.

(6) Travel around the world, 
Carry only simple bags.
Shuttle through the bustling downtown.
Enjoy the natural scenery.
Been away from hometown for a long time. 
A falling leaf  returns to the roots.
Invite several friends. 
Drink a toast together.

(7) Casually is better than deliberately.
Mature experience trauma.
Cultivate one's morality in early years. 
Everything is fine in later years. 
Play with flowers and plants in leisure time.
Friends help each other. 
Present rose to others with fragrance lingering at hand.

(8) Respect real talent and learning.
Refuse to put on airs. 
Water lilies group painting by Monet. 
Romantic music from Chopin/MCID 4897 >>BDC 
T*
[<002D005E>18.t Td
[((5) A b)10 (lessing in disguo/or4C0003005800540e-1Dn8) 9(InshSF2D 4897(oup2 (eral fr A b)om Clang (en-UStt7DMC 
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Au Bout du Chemin
J’ai rencontré la liberté
Elle n’avait rien à raconter
La violence du silence
De ces hommes qui pensent
Chargés d’indifférence
Etouffait leur conscience…
J’ai regardé la vérité
Entre des mots blessés
Des enfants qui pleurent
Des enfants qui meurent
Des femmes sans voix
Les bras en croix
Au nom du Fils ou du Père
La paix et non la guerre
Des mots qu’on enterre
Sans un regard en arrière
Aujourd’hui comme hier
Il reste encore demain
Peut-être un matin
Pour trouver le soleil
De l’autre côté du ciel
Là où la vie sans mémoire
Peut rencontrer l’espoir
Au bout du chemin…

Yanick Maxi 

Translation from French on next page

At the End of the Road
At the end of the road
I met freedom
It stood still
With no tales to tell
Silence and violence
Loaded with indifference
Walked fiercely
Shutting down
Voices and conscience
I walked down
The valley of truth
Amidst wounded words
Children weeping
Children dying
Men, women in tears
Arms outstretched
Kneeling in the name
Of the Son and the Father
Calling for peace not war
Words with no echo
Words buried
Deep in the wind
Whispers and cries
Ghosts floating
Without a backward glance
At the end of the road
Perhaps there’ll be a day
A day just like today
Perhaps tomorrow
Perhaps a new dawn
Where hope will rise again
Perhaps a new dayying
Men, women in r women ij
T*<7d2F005E0049005C00500051004D005B004Cn ij
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To My Beloved David
Have you touched the blooming life in springtime
Or breathed in the overwhelming smell of  earth after the first rain
Or experienced the ecstasy of  a bird on its first flight
Have you felt the freedom of  whales crossing the open seas
Or followed the angels in their descend to the heavens
Have you soared with the eagles above the highest peaks
Or succumbed to gravity in a waterfall
All those cannot compare to the ecstasy of  the first kiss you gave me on that night….

Zeina Iyamah 

Reminiscing






