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For all aficionados of poetry & art






These candles, our bodies, see how they burn.
How many hours will they last — days, months, years?

One of the components of lasting art is a spirit flame within the created
that can ignite inspiration and hope, and survive time’s ways.

Hafiz Shirazi
(excerpt from “These Candles, Our Bodies”)







ANGELA: “Ladies and gentlemen: I am afraid my subject is rather an
exciting one and as I don’t like excitement, I shall approach it in a gentle,
timid, roundabout way”

[MAX BEERBOHM]

“But I love excitement”
[ANGELA PRALINI]

“The only thing that interests me is whatever cannot be thought—
whatever can be thought is too little for me”
[ANGELA PRALINI]

—Clarice Lispector
(excerpt from A Breath of Life)
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TRANSLATOR’S INTRODUCTION

NO!—I shalt not commence this Preface with some ‘treatise on the art of
translation,” or ‘acknowledging a (meta-)theory or two on the
methods/methodologies of translations,” or references to a few
‘philosophers and their philosophies on translation,’ or a reference or two to
some ‘manual on types of literary translations,” or citing a quotation or two
by some ‘famous or emerging literati on translation,” or ‘whining and
whinging about the complications and limitations of translation,” and blah-
blah-blah! ... If you’re interested in something like that, then please be my
guest and fish for a manuscript or two from the wide and deep ocean of such
a discourse. ... I’'m rather certain that you’re well familiar with the English
idiom: there’s plenty of fish (in the sea)!

Without beating around the bush, then: Lorette C. Luzajic happens to be
one of the most meticulously industrious and profoundly prolific artists and
poetesses in the contemporary Global Art & Literary Scene, whom I have
discovered, thoroughly read, and been inspired by in the recent times—three
odd years ago, to be precise! To me, the finest facet of her art is: being
chimerical—i.e. being a poetess-artist, which allows her work (story) to
incorporate both sides of the coin (the in/tangible aspects of the human
condition), you see; which, in turn, allows her reader to seamlessly migrate
from the world-of-imagination/imagery to the world-of-thought/word and
vice versa.

Luzajic’s poetica—besides being a full-course literary treat for all manner
of art and poetry connoisseurs and aspiring writers/poets/artists alike to
thoroughly savour—offers multiple insights into the workings of the human
psyche and human condition. Her poetic discourse is one-of-a-kind treasure
trove—an embodiment of a plethora of emotions, memories, anecdotes,
metaphors, narratives, musings, et cetera to decorate one’s personal-literary-
tavern with.

On this occasion, a collection of twenty-five pieces have been selected
from Luzajic’s three books of ekphrastic poetry/flash fiction i.e. Aspartame
(2016), Pretty Time Machine: Ekphrastic Prose Poetry (2020), and Winter
in June (2021) for the purpose of compiling this debut book of Urdu
translations. And while deciding on which pieces to work with, one of the
criteria that I have had to set for myself was: if the ekphrasis also resonated
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with me i.e. appealed to my emotional and rational side—both as a poet-
philosopher and human being. And all of the ekphrases included here did
rather neatly and nicely fit the said bill!

Now, one might be interested in posing the question: why would one feel
the need to render one Luzajic’s verse and prose accessible in another
language? In my case, the reasons behind opting to translate her into Urdu
are four-fold: 1) intellectual, 2) arts & literary arts, 3) philological, and 4)
proliferation of the translation culture in the East/South Asia. Well, an
extensive ‘thesis’ on the said reasons on another occasion now. Now, many
people across the world are, unfortunately, unaware that the noun s2,!/ Urdu
literally means a Caravan / O)sJS. In simple words, Urdu itself is a blend of
various Indo-European (Indo-Aryan) languages, such as, Farsi (Persian),
Sanskrit (Hindi), Turkish, Arabic, and English—i.e. [the language] itself is
a Chimaera. Therefore, to my poetic/artistic and philosophical mind
(consciousness), it makes perfect sense to translate one chimerical poetess-
artist into a language, which itself embraces and appreciates hybridity. At
this juncture, I would also like to bring to the attention of the reader that
these Urdu translations do not account for a ‘metaphrase,” or ‘literal
translation.’

I think, I’ve made it rather c/lear—in the shape and size of the preceding
few simple passages—as to why I decided to translate Luzajic’s ekphrastic
work into Urdu. And I can promise thee, translating her verse and prose has
been poetically/artistically/intellectually delightful and an exceptional
learning experience. And I am hopeful that this compilation of Urdu
translations of her vers libres, prose poems and flash fictions will also leave
an indelible signature on the hearts and minds of all manner of readers—
both in the English speaking and Urdu speaking worlds.

Well, maybe I should also rather briefly offer my two cents’ worth on the
subject of translation—to those, who are rather inclined to subscribe to the
notions, such as, ‘the essence of the original work of (literary) art is lost at
the hands of translation,” and various other such dicta/aphorisms, I have the
following to recommend: ‘essence’ and ‘originality’ are rather complex
matters and philosophical (meta-physical) in nature; and translation, more
often than not, functions as a device to further enhance the scope and
meaning of an original work; the tool of translation also works as an
intermediary and even renders the original work multidimensional, in many
cases, for example, literary art/poetry! Anyway, a comprehensive discourse
on the said perspectives on another occasion now.
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However, one interesting aspect of this translation—or my translation
method—on this occasion, is a rather deliberate omission of the ») / zair,
)/ zabar and (ix / paish in the Urdu script — the primary function of which
— besides enhancing the decorum of the letters and words — is to assist with
the stresses and overall pronunciation of the letters and words. ... But, [ am
afraid, I don’t have ample space at my disposal here to explicate my
subjective reasonings behind such an omission. Alas!

On a lighter note, then: for those, who are new to the terrain of ekphrasis,
or the art of ekphrasis, for that matter—‘ekphrasis’ is derived from the Greek
verb éxppdlerv (ekphrdzein), which means ‘to describe a piece of (visual)
art in words.” Well, that’s what a modern lexicon will have you believe. But
I promise thee, once you step inside the multi/superverse of ekphrasis, you’ll
find it to be far more vibrant than the mere dictionary definitions! ... Bon
voyage!

I feel utterly honoured to be the first literary translator to have ever
translated Luzajic’s ekphrastic work into another Indo-European language —
Urdu. And I would like to express my sincere ~ 5%/ Shukriya (gratitude)
to Luzajic for proposing to undertake this translation project and finding me
worthy of such a literary endeavour.

Bonne lecture!

—Saad Ali
Poet-Philosopher
Mar 10, 2023
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Book Madness
after Book Pile 26, by Ephraim Rubenstein (USA) contemporary

26



ENGLISH POEM

I went into the bookstore

I didn’t mean to, but I did

I saw all that I looked for

The volumes I had gotten rid

Of in a frenzied purge for space

For shelves that had some room for more
I bought them back, and at my place
Heaped piles further on the floor.
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URDU TRANSLATION
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TRANSLITERATION

Kitab Dewaangi

Main kitab-khane ke andar gai

Mera irada toh nahein tha, magar main gai

Main ne woh sab deekha jo main dhoonti thi
Kitabain jin sai main jaan churah chuki thi

Aur jagah banane ki deewangi mein

Shelves ke liye jin pe auron ke liye jagah thi

Main ne unhain dobara kharida, aur apne ghar mein
Farsh par aur zaida dhair laga deein.
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The Artist
after Piet Mondrian

30



ENGLISH POEM

You can tell he has heard you
coming up the back stairs

by the way he pauses,

the tension that

courses through him before
he continues

planting flowers with paint.
They are purple clouds before

Turning to petals under his brush.
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URDU TRANSLATION
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TRANSLITERATION

Musawar

Tum bata sakte ho uss ne tumhari aahat son le hai
pichli sirihoon se oper aate huwae

jis tarha se woh wagqfa leta hai,

kashidgi jo

uss ke ander se guzarti hai

paint ke saath phool bona

dobara jari rekhne se pehle.

Woh jamnie baadal hote hain

pankherioon mein badalne se pehle

uss ke brush ke niche.
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Untitled
after Untitled, Gray and Mauve, by Mark Rothko (USA, b. Latvia) 1969

34



ENGLISH POEM

You were chasing
ghosts,

sipping oysters and
gin down by the bay.
At the sandy coast,
suited simply in grey, |
never loved you more
than that day,

and night, bright

stars, dark shore.
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TRANSLITERATION

Bila-Unwaan

Tum picha kar rahe the
bhooton ka,

sadaf pitay huwe aur

gin khaleej per.

Raitile sahil per,

sirf surmaee suit mein malboos,
main ne tum se itna piyar kabhi nahi kiya
jitna uss din kiya,

aur raat,

roshan sitaray,

andheri sahil.
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Collage
after Collage, by Perrine Simon (France) contemporary
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ENGLISH POEM

so few words and
layers of old papers
a picture of a poem

39
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TRANSLITERATION

Collage

kitnay thoray alfaaz aur
puranay kagzaat ki tehain
aik nazam ki aik tasveer

41



Aspartame
after Ida Reading a Letter, by Vilhelm Hammershoi (Denmark) 1899

42



ENGLISH POEM

By the time I read your letter,
I had been emptied

of everything already.

The cumbersome pretenses
had been dusted,

the stains dissolved in vinegar,
the room swept bare.

I had so wanted you to

see the little Moroccan tea glasses
and the cross, cluttered with milagros,
brought back from Mexico.

But somehow this sentiment seemed saccharine,
a simulated sweetness

that left a strange taste on my tongue.
Earlier I"d hoped for you to find
Sinatra in my records, imagined you
would ask me to dance. I dreamed
you would roam my books,

that you would see all that I was

with a sweep of eyes and

fingers along their spines.

But in the fury of your absence,

I scrubbed everything from my home,
a purification of sorts,

a detox, a purge.

I wanted to be clean,

a blank slate,

empty with possibility.

Instead of just me

and my stupid little props.
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URDU TRANSLATION
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TRANSLITERATION

Aspartame

Jab tak main ne tumhara khat parha
main khali ho chukie thi

her cheiz se pehle hi.

Bhoojal dikhaway

jhar chukay thay,

daag sirke mein hal ho chuke thay,
kamra bilkul khali tha.

Main bohat chaati thi ke tum

chaaye ke woh Marrakshi bartan dekho

aur woh moojazoon se bhara cross

jo Mexico se laya gaya tha.

Magar kisi sabab yeh jazba sheerein dwaa sa tha,
ek nakli mithaas,

jo meri zuban par aik ajeeb zaika choar gaee.
Pehle mujhe umeed thi ke tum

mere records mein Sinatra dhoond lo ge, khayaal tha tum
mujhe raks karne ko kahoo ge. Mera khawab tha
tum meri kitaabain daikhoo ge,

ke tum daikhoo ge jo sab main thi

apni ankhoon ki harkat se aur

ungleeon se unki jildoon pe.

Mgar tumhari gair-mojoodgi ke ghuse mein,
main ne apne ghar se sub kuch kharoach diya,
ek tarha ki pakeezgi,

ek safayi, ek tahaarat.

Main saaf hona chaati thi,

ek khali takhtie,

imkaan ke liye khali.

Bajaae sirf mere

aur mere ahmaqaana sahaaroon ke.
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2.
Pretty Time Machine /
Opie (S Ty O ) a2






The Piano Man
after The Pianist, by Moshe Rynecki (Poland) c. 1930s

50



ENGLISH POEM

The first time you visited him at the hospital, there was a gray, thin man who
played at the piano. His hands were shaking, but his notes were pristine
white flames. By chance you and your friend are talking about those years
when you would see him like that, shuffling to the visitor station in ill-fitting
jeans and fuzzy slippers. The memory brings the musician to mind, but your
friend shakes his head when you ask if they stayed in touch. The piano player
is gone, he tells you. Infuriated by the voices in the treble bridge, he'd hurled
himself through that double paned window. Landed right on the doorstep of
the shop where they made the toffee twist donuts you'd bring with black tea.
You can still recall what the man sang. I'm sure that I could be a movie star
if I could get out of this place. ... The ragged edge of him quietly burned a
hole right through you. Sad, isn't it? your friend says, and you both know
what the other is thinking - how easily it might have been one of you,
instead, how hard you had both tried to abandon ship along the way. You
think about the piano man on the psych ward at Mount Sinai, how he might
not know that anyone had noticed his music, that anyone might notice him
missing. Or maybe he did. It wouldn't be enough. You tell your friend you
are bereft during the times that you lose touch with each other. Sometimes
it's like that: you are seized with a small and sudden panic over
circumstances you can't control. You think about the thin man, how he had
already been a ghost. His heart of glass, that pale blue flare.
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URDU TRANSLATION

Y sk

o L el D e e S s 5 8 Qi e il L o o
o= G e el s Galla (i Sl Ka 6 ) S o S
o) ol o )y S Il e 2 DL S Ul o) G 1Ll )
ST i gshy S Bl gl oty S Qlbhale (g8 _igSan (e illa
S e ol g S T s ey Sa (Sl p i
O o o U s (e (o8 a5 |l B ¢ o (Y (e (2 2l
s paddio s Vs Sl sl 0i b oo Sl es WS AS 5 Jea s
ras S 0l Ay S e dy g Qs 0. o Bl (o5« 2 S
S b 0 S3S My usas 53 S8 Sl ST om at
5 i Ot T G g e gl 1R (e b (S 1S el e
U et oy s 50 B S o ot o) i - e Sl il S la
Ly U s B Gl e 81 Ui |l (el Sl (e nS 0 s ge LS
ool b S E) e S S e 3 (e s S S eSS ol -
wsd S oWl (A8 e usisd @ sl ¢ = WS G |l Tl o SU
o Sl B SOl S8 e 05 S AS L Gl WS — L) s LS
osS ol T Soen e S Ola som nS Sgsisnal (S S IS S
30 i e 2O S el s Jilay sl (ae 3V (Saudi ) shae

O S8 S i L it g (e e (S ) S (S S8 5 Loy s
35 0 S o g il o LB L - Y (e Sl i S (S g pe e S
el ) 1S O5isd o i g s g uldl 5 AS g il S sy il 38
o SV ) i ol g b sl g Al any . o Uls 5 i
Aol g DR L 0 = Sl s sk Sl fdsie e )
S ol W s Sl (o o s S o s s 2 )b S el
i) Gl pade s oS il

52



TRANSLITERATION

Piano Bajanay Waala Aadmi

Jab tum pehli baar usay milnay haspataal gaye, tou wahaan aik surma'ee
dubla aadmi tha jo piano bajata tha. Us kay haath kaanp rahay thay, magar
uskay notes, khaalis safaid sholay thay. Ittefaaq se tum aur tumhara dost un
saalon ke baray me batain kar rahay hou, jab tum usay iss haalat me dekhtay
thay, ghalat naap ki patloon aur dhaagay kay reshon se dhaki chappal
pehnay, mulaqaat ki jagha par ghisat-tay huay aatay huay. Ye yaad us
moseeqaar ko tumharay zehn me laati hai, magar tumhara dost nafi mein sar
hilaata hai jab tum uss say poochtay hou keh kia wo raabtay me rahay ya
nahin. Piano bajanay waala wo shakhs ja chuka hai, wo tumhain batata hai.
Teen hisson walay pull se anay waali aawaazon ki wajha se ghussay mein
aa kar, usnay khud ko dou hisson waali khirki se baahir phenk dia. Seedha
us dokaan ki dehleez mein gira jahan wo toffee twist donuts banatay thay jo
tum chai k saath laatay thay. ... Tum abhi bhi yaad karsaktay hou jo woh
aadmi gaata tha: mujhe yaqgeen hai keh mein aik filmi sitara houta agar mein
is jagah se nikal paata. Uski bikharti hui hadd ne tumhain andar se jalaa kar
aik suraakh kar dia. Afsos naak, haina? tumhara dost kehta hai, aur tum dono
me se har koi jaanta hai key dusra kia soch raha hai: kitna asaan tha keh, tum
dono me se koi aik houta, bajaye uskay, kitni koshish ki tum dono ne keh
behri jahaaz rastay mein chor daitay. Tum Sinai Pahaar par nafsyaati ward
mein piano bajanay waalay aadmi k baaray mein sochtay hou, kaisay woh
na-aashna' houga keh kisi ne uski mauseeqi par shayad dehaan diya tha, keh
koi uski adum-mojoodgi ko shayad khaatir mein laaye. Ya shayad woh
jaanta tha. Yeh kaafi nahi houga. Tum apnay dost ko batatay hou key tum
udaas hojatay hou jab tum dono ka raabta mungata hou jaata hai. Baaz
auqaat yeh istarha hota hai: tum par un halaat ki choti aur ghair mutawaqa'ah
pareshani haavi hojaati hai, jin par tumhain ikhtiyaar nahin. Tum us dublay
aadmi ke baaray mein sochtay hou, kaisay woh pehlay se hi aik rooh tha. Us
ka sheeshay ka dil. Woh madham neeli roshni.
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Instant Loneliness

after Lake Superior Village, by Charles Comfort (The UK) 1937
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ENGLISH POEM

“I never had control of the devil in my soul, but somehow you never did
give up on me.” Leslie Pearl, as recorded by Charley Pride

When 1 was small and had not yet unfolded, Daddy sometimes played
Charley Pride records at the cottage. If the slanted wooden peak of roof was
pounded by rain, my sister and I piled under the chartreuse crochet and
listened to spinning Charley. With a sheepdog named Bozo, with guitars,
God, railroads, and saloons. Daddy couldn't know how my heart was
breaking. I teased apart those cowboy lyrics and landed flat on my face.
Sure, I was meant for Johnny Cash and he was meant for me, but Charley
was like a good friend and it hurt to hear him beg for love the way he did.
He was always asking forgiveness, but to my mind, he hadn't done anything
wrong. Something steep inside me understood his need for the road, his
obsession for performing and making music. It dawned on me then that if
someone wanted to love me some day, he'd have to accept without question
the things that were at the core of my being. I couldn't know what that
revelation meant from where I was, how on those rainy Charley Sundays, I
summoned to my path a long and lonely curse.
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TRANSLITERATION

Fori Tanhai

“Mujhe kabhi apni rooh mein mojud shaitaan par qabu nahin tha, magar kisi
na kisi tarha tum ne kabhi mujhe le kar haar nahin maani.” Leslie Pearl,
Charley Pride ka recaard.

Jab main choti thi, aur abhi puri tarha khuli nahin thi, Daddy baaz-auqaat us
aik-manzila chote se ghar mein, Charley Pride ke ganay lagatay thay. Agar
lakri ki tehri chat ki takon par barish barsti thi, tou meri behn aur main
chartreuse rang ke karoshiye ke neechay ikathay hojatay aur ghoomtay huay
Charlie ko suntay. Hamrah Bozo naami, bhairon ki rakhwaali karnay walay
kuttay, guitars, Khuda, rail ki patrion, aur maikhanon ke. Daddy nahin jantay
thay kaisay mera dil toot raha tha. Main ne ganay ke un charwahay walay
bol ko suljha liya, aur mun ke bal gir gai. Sach, main Johnny Cash k liye thi
aur wo meray liye tha, magar Charley aik achay dost ki tarha tha, aur jis
tarha wo mohabbat ke liye bheek mangta tha, usay mohabbat ke liye yun
bheek mangtay sunna takleef-deh tha. Woh hamesha maafi maangta rehta
tha, magar meri soch k mutabiq, usnay kuch ghalat nahin kia tha. Mujh mein
kuch shiddat, uss ki safar kerne ki zarurat samajh sakti thi, uss ka moseeqi
bajanay aur takhleeq kerne ka deewanapan. Yeh mujhe tab samajh aya ke
agar kabhi koi mujh se mohabbat karna chahay ga to usay un cheezon ko jo
meray wajood ka laazmi hissa hain, bila-sawal apnana paray ga. Main jis
mugqqam par thi, main nahi jaan sakti thi ke wo inkashaaf kia maani rekhta
tha, kaise un baarish waali Charley itwaaron ko, main ne apni raah pe aik
taweel aur tanha la’anat ko pukaar bulaya.
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Flamingos
after Storm Drain, by William Wray (USA) 2006
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ENGLISH POEM

The roads were rivers after the sky fell open, but I could still see your
flamingo light string blinking pink from across the way. When we were
children, we made our own Morse Code with a flashlight and cherry Jello,
and that's what I think of now, finding my way to you through the flood. I
know that my soaked sneakers are nothing, when whole houses are floating
out to sea on the islands hit hardest by the hurricanes, whole villages
swallowed by the sea. The gods must be crazy, or angry, or maybe it's just
the random tempest dance, chance churning, time turning, fate’s flickering
rhythms, and nothing more. I'm almost there, at your doorstep, when I
remember you've been gone for years. The balcony flamingos are a vestige
of someone else's story, different from ours, layered like palimpsest on top
of it, attached at the root and flowering of its own accord. They kept your
carnival birds, after all, and I was drawn back to them. All I knew in that
storm was how you were like a lighthouse.
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TRANSLITERATION

Laal Sar

Jab aasman khul kar baras chuka to sarkain darya ban chuki thein, mgar
main phir bhi tumbhari laal sar wali chamakti gulabi roshani ko uss par se
dekh sakti thi. Jab hum bachay the, to hum ne torch aur cherry jello se apna
Morse Code banaya tha, aur ab main iss sooch mein hon ke iss selaab mein
se tum tak apna rasta talaash karoon. Main janti hoon ke mere bhege huwe
joote kuch ahmiat nahein rkhte, jab pore ke pore ghar samundar mein beh
rahe hain unn jazeeroon pe jo tofanoon se sab se Zaida motaasar huwe hain,
pore ke pore gaoon samundar ne nigal liye hain. Yaqinaan khuda dewaane
hoon ge, ya naraaz, ya phir yeh sirf ek gair-munazam tofani rakas hai,
Bhawar kaatta imkan, badalta waqat, kismet ke tamtamaate taal, aur afshaan
hone ko kuch bhi nahein. Main takriban tumhare darwaze par phoonch jati
hoon jab mujhe yaad aata hai ke tum saloon phele ja chuke ho. Balcony ke
laal sar kisi aur ki khaani ka akas hain, hamaari khaani se mukhtalif, lehroon
mein chupi hui jaise ek musawada, ya jaroon se juri phool khilti. Beharhaal,
unhoon nai tumhere carnival ke parinde rakhe huwe the, aur main unki tarf
phir se khich gayi thi. Iss tofan mein mai sirf yehi janti thi ke tum kaise
mashal-e-rah the.
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Just Before It Rained
after When the Moon is on the Hill, by Mark W. O’Brien (Canada)
2015

62



ENGLISH POEM

There was something in the sky that afternoon, like a pinpoint pale sun in
the swirl of clouds. I'd never seen that kind of ice chip moon in summer. The
air was low and near, close to the truck, along with that strange kind of low
to the ground light that gets trapped under a pending storm. We had pulled
over to figure out where we'd gone wrong. You had a map spread out over
your spindly thighs, finger marking where you thought you were, but your
attention was outside your window. After a long time, you came back and
told me what I already knew, but had to hear from you. There's no cure this
time, you told me. That's what they said. There was a kind of detached relief
in your voice, about the news, about confessing it. I'm done like dinner,
Bobby McGee. The sky closes in. There are no blues like these ones, the
book’s last pages.
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TRANSLITERATION

Baarish Hone Se Zara Pehle

Uss dopher aasmaan mein kuch tha, jaise halke suraj ka nukta baadloon ke
chakar mein. Main ne kabhi bhi iss terhan ka birf ke tukre ki maanind chaand
mosam-e-garma mein nahein dekhaa tha. Hawa neechi aur kareeb thi, truck
ke nazdeek, hamrah uss ajeeb qism ki zameen ko takraati roshni ke, joh
gareeb-ul-wagowa tufaan mein phuns jati hai.

Hum ruk gye the maloom kerne ke liye ke hum ghalat kahan ho gye the.
Tum ne apni petle ranoon pe nagsha phelaya huwa tha, ungli uss nishaan per
jahan tum samajhte the ke tum the, magar tumhara dehaan tumhari kherki
se bahir tha.

Kafi dair ke baad, tum wapis aye aur mujhe bataya joh main pehle se janti
thi, magar tum se sunana tha. Iss martba koi ilaaj nahein hai, tum ne mujhe
bataya. Ye unhoon ne kaha. Tumhari aawaaz mein ik kism ka la-ta’loqi jaisa
sakoon tha, khaber ke bare mein, iss ka itraaf kerne ke bare mein. Main raat
ke khane ki terhan khatam ho gaya hoon, Bobby McGee.

Aasman nazdik aata jata hai. Iss terhan ki udasiyaan nahein hain, kitaab ke
aakhri safhe.
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January River
after Still Life With Two Lemons, Pieter Claesz (Belgium) 1629
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ENGLISH POEM

You didn't say much, so I did all the talking. Chattering about my library
books or the clues I'd found in the hollow of the dead tree that bridged the
creek with your yard. You would wash the dishes, I would dry, and then we
would have tea. Black, with a splash of citrus. I loved the flush of youth still
round on your leather cheeks, and I loved the old blue and white cups we
sipped from. While we waited for the water to boil, I would stand in the
corridor and get lost in the Dutch still lifes, reproductions framed in dirty
yellow gilt. Like the drapery in winter at the lighthouse, the paintings were
heavy and distant, but I was drawn to them. They all said there was more
buried in you than were gone in that winter river. I waded through the
cracking paint and grime to reach for a bruised apple or a pocket watch in
the fading light. I understood that the details of your silence were hidden
here, among ruddy crustaceans, skinned lemons, the thin curly rind, ribbon
as delicate as paper.
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TRANSLITERATION

Janvary Darya

Tum kuch ziada boltay nahin thay, is liye saari batain main hi karti thi. Apni
library ki kitaabon ke baaray mein ya un suraaghon ke baaray me baatain
kartay huay jo mujhe us murdah darakht ke khaali tanay me milay thay jo
nadi se tumharay sehn tak aik pul tha. Tum bartan dhotay, main unhain
khushk karti, aur phir ham chai peetay. Kaali, leemun ki aik ch-heent ke
saath. Mujhe muhabbat thi jawani ki uss surkhi se jo abhi tak tumharay
gaalon ke chamray par ab tak gol thi, aur mujhe muhabbat thi un purani neeli
aur safaid piyaleeon se jin se hum chuskiyan bhartay thay. Jab ham paani ko
josh aanay ka intezaar kar rahay hotay thay, tab main rah-daari mein khari
ho jati aur un jamid-zindagi Dutch tasaaveer mein kho jaati, jo sonay ke rang
charhay zard frame mein naqal theen. Woh tasaveer udaas aur be-gaanah
thein, sardion mein roshni ke minaar ke pardon ki tarha, magar main un ki
taraf k'hinchee chali jaati thi. Woh sab kehti theen keh jo kuch uss sard darya
mein beh chuka tha, uss se ziada tum mein dafan tha. Main aik daaghi saib,
ya bujhti roshni mein aik jaibi ghari tak, ukhartay paint aur gard mein se
guzar kar ponchi. Main samajh sakti thi ke tumhaari kamoshi ki tafseelaat
yahan chupi theen, beech in khol walay surkh aabi janwaron, chilay huay
leemuon, usu kham-daar bareek chilkay, kaghaz jaisi nazuk resham ki patti
ke.
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Guernica
after Guernica, by Pablo Picasso (Spain) 1937

70



ENGLISH POEM

We are almost too tired after The Prado to find Picasso, but we find him. We
drag our heels through the clean white corridors, we file past the dollops and
the drips, the cubists and collages, come face to face with the magnitude of
everything, in black and white. As a painter, I’'m a pilgrim. Horse hooves
are pounding down the wall. Here is the heartbeat of history. What is this
man, human, who so wants war?
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TRANSLITERATION

Guernica

Hum takrebaan bohat thake hote hain Prado dekhne ke baad Picasso dhondte
hue, magar hum ussy dhoond lete hain. Hum apni ehreyaan ghseette hain
saaf safaid rastoon se, hum dollops aur drips, cubists aur collages se ghuzarte
hain, her cheez ki shidat ka samna karte hain, kale aur safaid mein. Ik painter
hone ke nate se, main ik hajan hoon. Ghore ke khor dewaar ko toor rahe
hain. Ye hai khaani ki dil ki dharkan. Ye kaya cheez hai, insaan, jo jung ka
bohat khwaashaan hai?
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The Writer
after Empire of Light series, by Rene Magritte (Belgium) 1950s
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ENGLISH POEM

A few years ago, a writer friend I loved was sick with cancer and I was
looking after him. When I took him to the hospice, he packed nothing but a
hand-drawn card from Ofelia, and left this note addressed to his landlords,
taped to the stove: "I am going to a nice place to die. When I am finished
with that welcome task, a trusted colleague of mine will enter the premises
to take care of my belongings and tidy up for you. Please do not mistake my
literary papers and classical records for trash and put them out on the curb."”
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TRANSLITERATION

Kuch saal pehle, aik musanif dost, jis se main payar karti thi, cancer ki
bemari mein mubtala tha aur main uski timardari kar rhi thi. Jab main usse
hospice chornae gae to uss ne kuch samaan nahein baandha siwaye Ofelia
ke hath se banaye hue card ke aur ye note apne malik-makan ke liye choolae
se tape ke saath chipka ke choar diya: “main aik achi jage marne ke liye ja
raha hoon. Jab main is khush-aaind kam se farigh ho jaon ga to mera aik
bohat bharose-mand saathi is jage se mera saara samaan le jae ga aur
tumbhare liye safaei bhe kar de ga. Meharbani farma kar mere aadbi muqalaat
aur classical records ko galti se bhi radi na samajh lena aur bahir sarak ke
kinare na rakh dena.”
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Black and Blue
after Sunset on the Seine at Lavacourt, Winter Effect, by Claude Monet
(France) 1880
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ENGLISH POEM

The beach turned an impossible pink and silver mirror, resisting for just a
few more minutes the shadows swallowing the day. A coolness spread
across the water, stopping lazily to whisper at my throat and fingertips. |
fumbled in my bag for a shawl, drew it across my shoulders. I kept on
walking. This same water can turn black, or blaze bright blue in the sun. In
winter it will freeze crystal white and turn into a glacier for miles. It can be
the murky green of old apothecary bottles, or red and orange to match
October on its northmost shores. But tonight it is baby blue and pink as a
ballet slipper. The night descends softly, light echoing until it’s gone, moon
painted into sky.
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TRANSLITERATION

Siyah aur Nila

Sahil-e-samundar ek na-mumkin gulabi aur chaandni rang ka aaeena ban
gaya, who chand mazeed gharyoon ke liye unn andheroon ko roak raha tha
jo din ko nigal rahe the. Ek khunki pani par chaa gayi aur dhere se mere gale
aur ungleoon ke siroon par sargoshi kerne ke liye rukein. Main ne apne thele
ko tatool kar chaadar nikali, aur apne khandoon par phela li. Main chalti
rahi.

Yehi pani, suraaj tale, siyah ya chamakte huwe tikhe nile rang mein badal
sakta hai. Sard mosaam mein yeh bilwar ki tarah jam kar miloon lamba todah
ban jaaye ga. Iss ke shumali sahil dwaa ki poraani botaloon ki tarah gehre
sabaz, ya October ki tarah surkh aur naaranji rang ke bhi ho sakte hain. Likan
aaj ki raat yeh choote ballet rakas ke jotoon ki tarah halki nili aur gulabi hai.
Raat shahistagi se chaati hai, Roshni goonjte huwe jab tak ke gayab na ho
jaaye, chaand aasman mein naksh ho jaaye.
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Gypsy Bisque
after White Soup Bowl, by Anne Vallayer-Coster (France) 1771
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ENGLISH POEM

The warm soil scent of fresh tomatoes takes me to your funeral. It was late
August, and my mother's garden was overflowing. Baseball tomatoes,
perfectly round, heaped in bushels. Pancake tomatoes, broad and flat as fava
beans. Lumpy tomatoes, splitting, spilling pulpy seed stuffing, sewn back
together by sun and rain.

You showed me how to make gypsy soup: it was nothing but flour and
tomatoes, with a lot of paprika and a little bit of meat or butter. You'll never
go hungry, you said, stirring Serbia tenderly with a long wooden spoon. We
added cashews, and cracked black pepper, with poetic license.

If only I knew what I was getting myself into, I think, but then, I think, I did.
I was in trouble the moment I sat down at your table. You slid the tureen,
the loaf, towards me, the wedge of fat for the bread, the small dish spilling
caraway. You looked at me straight on, then blew on the soup to tame its
boil, but still I dove headlong into that burning ring of fire.
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TRANSLITERATION

Khana Badoosh Saalan

Tazay timataron ki garam mitti ki khushbu mujhe tumharay janazay tak le
jati hai. Tab August ka akhir tha, aur meri maa ka baagh umad raha tha.
Gaind jaisay timatar, bilkul gol, wazan ke hisaab se dhair lagaye gaye.
Parathay jaisay timatar, moti phaliyon ki tarha baray aur chiptay huay. Dalon
waalay timatar, toottay, bikhartay huay gooday waalay beej, sooraj aur
baarish se sil kar wapis ikathay huay huay.

Tum ne mujhe khanabadosh saalan banana sikhaya: wo aatay, timatar, bohat
si surkh mirch aur thoray se gosht ya makhan ke ilawa kuch nahin tha. Serbia
ko lakri ke lambay chamach se aahistagi se ghumaatay huay, tum ne kaha,
tum kabhi bhooki nahin raho gi. Ham ne kaaju aur kutti hui kaali mirch,
shayarana ijazat se shaamil kiye.

Kaash mujhe pata hota keh mein khud ko kis cheez mein mulavis kar rahi
thi, mein sochti hun, magar phir, mein sochti hun, mein jaanti thi. Jis lamhay
mein tumhare maiz par baithi thi, main museebat mein ghir chuki thi. Tum
ne meri taraf saalan ka donga, roti sirkaaye, dabal-roti ke liye makhan, kaala
zeera girati hui choti katori. Tum ne seedha meri taraf dekha, phir saalan pe
phoonk maar kar uska ubaal sanmbhala, magar main ne us jaltay huay aag
ke garhay mein sar ke bal chalang laga di.

85



The Beachcomber
for Pat Moffatt
after Van, by William Wray (USA) contemporary
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ENGLISH POEM

Your rusty old van, not much life left in it. Us finding our way to the yard
sales of the Beach rich. That's what Saturdays were for. On deck, old blues,
or maybe Seger, maybe Steve Earle. Your flannel plaid shirts, your red and
silver curls. A smattering of orange freckles under the eyes and on the back
of your worn hands. An ever-lit cigarette, that grand moustache. You talked
to me about Van Gogh, a hero no one guessed unless they knew you. It was
all you wanted, as an artist: your life's work chasing that blue and yellow
impasto and light. After hunting for vintage catalogues I could collage, for
discarded paint-boxes for you to wrest back to life, we would find a bar as
far away as we could get, towards the water treatment plant and the end of
the line. Cold beer and suicide wings. I couldn't have known that you would
soon jump, erase the space between the risen bluffs and the great lake below,
but I had an inkling. You drank hard. Said the drinker in you had never left
Thunder Bay. What could I say to you? The shit I'd downed was even harder.
For all those trinkets that we found combing the Woodbine beaches, I don't
have a thing from you. Sometimes you'd give me a kind of awkward fatherly
pat on the shoulder and call me buddy. If I felt a kind of sadness there, at the
very core of my being, I pushed it aside, brushed right by that inexplicable
longing to write your name out in the sand.
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TRANSLITERATION

Beachcomber

Tumhari zang-aalood purani van, uss mein kuch ziada jaan baki nahein rahi
thi. Hum beach ke amir logoon ke gharoon mein lagi sale tak apna raasta
talaash kerte huwe. Hafte ke din issy liye hote the. Deyorhi mein, purane
blues, ya shayad Seger, shayad Steve Earle. Tumbhari falalain ki tukrioon
waali qameez, tumhare surkh aur chandi ghunghrele ball. Tumhare khasta
haal hatoon ke peeche aur ankhoon ke neeche thore se narunji til. Aik
hameesha jalne waali cigarette, woh shaandar moonch. Tum ne mujh se van
Gogh ke bare mein baat ki, aik hero jise koi na pehchaan saka jab tuk unhoon
ne tumhain jaante na the. Tum ye he chahte the, aik musawar hone ke nate:
tumbhari zindagi ka kaam neele aur peele rangoon ki gaarhi teh aur roshni ka
ta’aqub karte huwe. Poorani fehristain dhoondne ke baad main collage bana
paati thi, paint ke zaiya kiye huwe daboon ke liye tumhare liye zindagi mein
lotne ke kushti ke liye, hum bar dhoondte jitna door ho sakti thi paani saaf
kerne waale plant aur railway line ke ikhtataam ki jaanib. Thundi beer aur
khud-kush punkh. Mujhe maloom nahein ho sakta tha ke tum jald hi
chalaang lagane waale ho ge, khari chatanoon aur neeche azeem jheel ke
dermiaan khalaa khatam kerne waale ho ge, magar mujhe shuba tha. Tum
kafi ziada pite the. Tumhare ander ka sharaabi kabhi Thunder Bay choar ker
gaya nahein tha. Main tumhain kia keh sekti thi? Jo cheez main ne pi huwi
thi woh to aur bhi ziada sakth thi. Inn sare kakeer zaiwaraat mein se jo hum
ne Woodbine beaches per aawaara gardi kerte huwe dhoonde the, tumhare
diye huwoon mein se mere pas kuch bhi nahein hai. Kabhi kabar tum aik
ajeeb qism ki waalid-e-mohtram waali thupki mere kandhe per dete aur
mujhe doost kehte. Agar mujhe wahaan aik qism ki afsurdagi mehsoos hoti
thi, mere wajood ke merkaz mein, main ne usse rafaa ker diya tha, halka sa
choote huwe uss na-qaabil-e-bayaan chaah ko jo mujhe tumhara naam reet
mein likhne ke liye thi.
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The Last Time I Showed Up at Midnight
after The Last Time I Showed Up at Midnight, by Lorette C. Luzajic
(Canada) 2014
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ENGLISH POEM

The last time I showed up at midnight, you had blown out all the candles
and the only sound in the smoke was the laboured humming and tumble of
the ice machine. The whisky was open but pushed aside. I tipped some into
an espresso cup and took my medicine. The humidity had an aura of its own,
pressing the small of my back and my neck like an intense and patient lover.
I fumbled for ice but only thin shells fell to my hands. There was a low pulse
of jazz, so faint I knew it was the ghost of last night’s music gone. The stars
were almost wiped invisible by the saltwater in the air, but I could still see
a few blinking faintly and far. I thought about leaving a note before I
disappeared forever, but I knew you’d know I’d been there
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TRANSLITERATION

Aakhri Dafa Jab Main Aadhi Raat Mein Ayi Thi

Aakhri dafa jab main aadhi raat mein ayi thi, tum sab mombatyaan bhuja
chuke thy, aur dhoon mein sirf ice machine ki gungunati mehnat kush
aawaaz aa rehi thi. Whisky khuli thi magar aik terf peri thi. Main na kuch
espresso cup mein dali aur apni dawai kha li. Habas ka apna hi aik guman
tha, meri gardan aur kamer ko duba reha tha aik sabir aur kere a’shiq ki
terha. Main ne pagal pan ki hud tuk berf ki talaash ki magar sirf petle khol
hi mere hatoon mein aye. Jazz halka-halka chal reha tha, itna dheme ke
mujhe ma’loom tha ke ye pichli raat ki khatam hui mosiki ka bhoot tha.
Huwa mein namkeen paani ki waje se sitaare taqriban poochida hi the,
magar main phir bhi kuch door madham sitaare deikh sakti thi. Hamesha ke
liye gayab hone se pehle main ne aik note choar ker jane ke bare mein
soocha, magar mujhe pata tha ke tumhein ma’loom ho jae ga ke main wahan
ayi thi.
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The Portrait Artist
after Nude in the Mirror, by Marie Laurencin (France) 1916
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ENGLISH POEM

All of the artist’s black-haired beauties look just like her. She convinces you
that she wears big floppy bows, ruffles piled high on hats and a swan’s neck.
That her pupils are dark saucers staining the whole of her eyes. Happiness
is a paintsplotch dove and a blue lap dog. Wisdom is a lute, a mirror, an open
book.
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TRANSLITERATION

Shabiha Saaz

Musawar ki sari kali baaloon waali mahilaain bilkul ussi ki terha dikhti hain.
Woh tumbhein kaahil ker leti hai ke woh beri latakti hui bows, lehraate huwe
laces topioon per unchi ikathe kiye huwe aur aik hanas ki gardan pehnti hai.
Ke uss ki putliyaan kali pirchiyaan hain, uss ki ankhoon ko sara daghe huwe.
Khushi aik paint ke daagh jaisi faakhta aur aik nila paaltu kuta hai. Hikmat
aik bean, aik aaina, aik khuli kitaab hai.
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The Thief
after Spanish Curiosity Shop, by William Merritt Chase (USA) 1883

100



ENGLISH POEM

It was all the little trinkets he brought for you, all the things you didn’t know
you wanted. Each one a surprise you couldn’t have guessed. There was the
orange blossom water from North Africa, sweet and sunny on your skin, and
lapis pigment powder for your paintings. An antique sleigh bell, a dragon of
red jade. You learned to make love in the same spirit, curious, sensual, with
a wide appreciation for beauty. Saw how real value was in the details, in the
magic of a place, or in a mystery. Long after you were happily married to
someone else, you ran into a mutual acquaintance, who said your once
paramour was still bribing women with stolen baubles. You may have
suspected as much then, but even now it doesn’t change much for you. He
gave you the world and showed you how to look closely. There are different
ways to love, you think, different kinds of gifts.
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TRANSLITERATION

Chor

Baat sari un chote zaiwaraat ki thi jo woh tumhare liye laya, woh sab
cheezain jin ka tumhein pata nahein tha tumhein chaheyain thein. Her aik ek
hairat agaiz cheez jis ka tum andaza nahein laga sakti thi. A’rq-e-narungi tha
Shumali Africa se, jild pe metha aur garam, aur tumhari paintings ke liye
pisa huwa sang-e-ba’ood. Aik qadeem silya ghanti, aik laal yashab se bana
huwa dragon. Tum ne issy joher mein piyar kerna sekha, tajassus bhere, aur
khubsurti ko wasee andaaz mein sarhate huwe. Dekha ke tafselaat mein kitni
qader thi, kisi aik jagah ke jaado mein, ya kisi aik raaz mein. Bohat a’rse ke
ba’ad jab tum kisi aur ke saath khushgawaar shaadi-shudah zindagi baser
ker rehi thi, tum aik bahmi wagqif-kar se mili, jis ne kha ke tumhara aik dafa
ka a’shiq abhi bhi auratoon ko chori shudah zaiwaraat ke saath rishwatain
de reha tha. Itna andesha toh tumhein uss waqat bhi tha, magar abhi bhi
tumhein kuch zaida ferq nahein perta. Uss ne tumhein dunya di aur nazdeek
bini seekhaie. Piyar kerne ke mukhtalif tereqe hote hain, tum sochte ho,
mukhtalif eqsaam ke tahaaif.
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Cages
after Woman with a Birdcage, by Jozsef Rippl-Ronai (Hungary) 1892
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ENGLISH POEM

“I’m holding a lot of power,” a friend told me once, and her silver tumble of
curls as she cocked her head left a poem forever in my mind. I stirred my
tea, waiting patiently for revelation. “I can feel the vibrations, the energy
deep in the earth,” she said. I hated to kill the mood, but I had to. “I think
we all can,” I said gently. “This café is right on top of the subway.” I pictured
her in a velvet gown the colour of dried blood, wading in the sea, the picture
of who she wanted to be. Her hands and face were moon pale. She was
carrying a birdcage like a lantern.
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TRANSLITERATION

Pinjre

“Mere paas bohat tagat hai”, aik doost ne mujhe aik dafa bataya, aur uss ke
baaloon ke chaandni lachoon ne mere zehein mein hamesha ke liye aik
nazam choor di. Main ne apni chaaye hilaayi, inkishaaf ke liye sabr se
intizaar karte huwe. “Main thartharaahatain mehsoos ker sekti hoon, twaanyi
zameen ki gehraayi mein”, uss ne kaha. Main mezaaj khraab kerna nahein
chahti thi, magar mujhe kerna hi para. “Mera kheyaal hai hum sab ker sakte
hain”, Main ne aahista se kaha. “Ye cafe subway ke sidha oper hai”. Main
ne ussy makhmal gaaoon mein tasawaar kiya, khushk khoon ka rung,
samander mein ghoomta huwa, woh tasawaar jo woh banna chahti thi. Uss
ke haath aur chehra chaand ki maanind zard the. Woh pinjra aise le ker phir
rehi thi ke jaise laaltain ho.
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white
after Figures in a Landscape, by Bertram Brooker (Canada) 1931
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ENGLISH POEM

marshmallows / the salt sands of bolivia / swan lake matinee / ski bunnies /
magritte’s bells / the holy spirit / antarctica / white gold / birch groves /
vintage fox shrug / michael’s glove / yuki-onago / beluga / milk of magnesia
/ pinprick stars/ virgen blanca (our lady of the snows) / alba de satigny / lily
of the valley / simon cowell’s teeth / fior di latte gelato / a dozen eggs /
Bernini / spider mums / carnations / round slice of moon / glass chess/
wonder bread / cemetery markers / marilyn / marilyn’s famous dress / ice
storms / jackie’s pearls / and coco’s / sweet little lies / volterra’s vases / a
christmas dream / the sacrificial lamb / white chocolate / winter on the
prairies / silky underwear / diana’s wedding gown/ conflict free diamonds /
dostoevsky in st. petersburg / cocaine blues / glenn gould’s piano keys /
créme fraiche / one of malevich’s compositions / nights in white satin / baby
powder / rice pudding / casper / ursus maritimus / sunbleached bones / little
fluffy clouds
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TRANSLITERATION

Safaid

marshmallows / bolivia ki namkeen rait / hans jheel sehpehr tamasha / skiing
kerti khawateen / margeret ki ghuntiyaan / ruh al-qudus / antarctica / safaid
sona / sunder ke baaghaat / lumeri ki khaal se bani purani jacket / michael
ka dastana / yuki-onago / beluga / magnesia ka doodh / sui se kiye surakhon
jaise sitaare / kunwari blanca (hamari lady of the snows) / satigny ki alba /
waadi ki kunwal / simon cowell ke daandt/ khalis gelato / derjan ande /
bernini / spider mums / gol chaand ka tukra/ sheshe ka shatranj / wonder
bread / qabrastaan ke nishanaat / marilyn / marilyn ka mashoor libaas /
berfani tufaan / jackie ke moti / aur coco ke / methey chotey jhoot / volterra
ke phool daan / christmas ka khawaab / qurbani ka baqraa / safaid chocolate
/ washe’e ghas ke medanoon mein mosam-e-sarma / moliam jangiya / diana
ka shadi walla joraa / tanaza’y se paak herey / saint peterborough mein
dostoevsky / cocaine blues / glenn gould ki piano ki keys / taaza malaye /
malevich ki takhliqaat mein se aik takhleeq / nights in white satin / bachoon
ke liye buraada / kheer / casper / polar bear / suraj ki tapish se rung khoi hui
hadiyaan / chotey naram-o-molaim baadal
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Salt
after Untitled (Blue and Grey), by Mark Rothko (USA, b. Latvia) 1963
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ENGLISH POEM

In the dream, you have wandered into the sea. You walk on the waves as if
on blue-white sands of salt in Bolivia, as if on glass stairs. You disappear
into the crease where the horizon slips into the underworld, reappear
sleeping beside a rusty anchor and the remains of a rowboat. The moon
bends to your face, waits until your eyes flutter open to see sirens swimming
away. A strange lady on a fish-net ladder stands in wait, and disappears at
the moment you see her. You will eventually awaken, find your way home.
But you will forever after long for the ocean. The blue will always keep you,
it will feed you, it will be your most tender lover.
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TRANSLITERATION

Namak

Khawaab mein, tum samander mein chale gaye ho. Tum lehroon pe aise
chalte ho ke jaise nili-safaid namak ki rait per Bolivia mein, ke jaise sheshe
ki porioon per. Tum silwat mein gayab ho jaite ho jahan oufaq a’lam-e-
berzukh mein phisl jata hai, dobara zahir hote ho zang-aalood anker aur aik
khusti ke bakiaat ke bazo mein sote huwe. Chaand tumhare chehre per jhukta
hai, intizaar kerta hai ke jab tuk tumhari ankhein khul na jayain jal pariyon
ko door terte dekhne ke liye. Aik ajnabi aurat machle pakerne ke jaal wali
sirhi per intizaar mein kheri hai, aur gayab ho jati hai jaise hi tum uss ko
dekhte ho. Tum aakhir kar jaag jao ge, ghar ka resta pa lo ge. Magar tum
hamesha ke liye samander ki cha mein reho ge. Aasman hamesha tumhein
berqaraar rekhe ga, woh tumhein khilaye ga, woh tumhara sab se nerm dil
premi ho ga.
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The Pink Café
after Pink Café, by Fikret Mualla (Turkey) 1958
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ENGLISH POEM

I didn’t know what you were talking about, but you kept talking anyways.
That’s how you were, yappy and persistent. You had to get it out. I could
have been more patient, if you’d shown some restraint. I was restless while
you hung your heart out to dry, stifled some yawns, snuck a peek at my
phone to see if anyone else was looking for me. Still, I stayed, and no one
else did. I tell myself that counts for something when I turn everything over
in my head about that night.
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TRANSLITERATION

Gulabi Café

Mujhe pata nahein tha ke tum kia baatain ker rehe the magar tum bolte rehe
behr-haal. Tum aise hi the, baatooni aur mustakil mizaaj. Tumhein laazami
kehna hi perta tha. Main aur sabir ho sekti thi, agar tum thora aur momaaniat
pasand hote. Main bechain thi jab ke tum tanqid ker rehe the, kuch
jamaayaan rokein, mere phone mein chori se jhanka ye ma’loom kerne ke
liye ke kahein koi mujhe dhoond to nahein reha tha. Phir bhi main ruki, aur
koi nahein ruka. Main apne aap ko bataati hon ke ye kuch to ma’ni rekhta
hai jab main apne demaagh mein sab kuch uss raat ke baare mein sochti hon.
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Night Flight
after Tammuz, by Mordechai Ardon (Israel) 1962
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ENGLISH POEM

Imagine, we were half bird. Our flight is fleeting, yes, but still we sometimes
slipped into the sky. You are new to this world and don’t know the half of
it. Even so, you show us the way. How to slay the dragons, how to turn the
page. We gnaw on plastic poultry legs and rubbery bananas and you fake
punch a random price into a toy cash register, hold your grubby paw out for
my pocketful of coins. I wouldn’t have wished the world on you, but here
you are. You have arrived, starry eyed and surprised. You have a blue-green
bike and a matching bow in your hair. You love cucumbers and mangos and
the frilliest pajamas. Every word is a victory and you’re starting to string
them together. We were dancing in our sock feet in your toy room, stripes
and polka dots a blur in your swirl. If only we had more ice cream, you say
when I pull out the goodnight story. You stall for time before lights out and
I guess it’s the same for all of us. Lord, just one more year, just one more
day, just one more hour. But soon you are drifting through the clouds and I
watch sleep soften your small face. The moon is your witness, I think,
kissing you where she does on your dimple. I cover you in a thin sheet, watch
your shifting shoulders, small wings dark as earth.
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TRANSLITERATION

Raat ki Parwaaz

Tasawar kero, hum aadhe parinde hote. Hamari uraan a’arzi hai, han, magar
phir bhi hum kabhi kabar aasmaan mein khisak jate. Tum iss dunya mein
nyi ho aur iss ke bare mein kuch nahein janti. Phir bhi, tum hamain raasta
dikhati ho. Dragons ko kaise marna hai, safah kaise palatna hai. Hum plastic
se bani tangoon aur rubri keyloon pe chuk marte hain aur tum kheloonoon
waale cash register mein aik farzi qimat derj kerne ka dikhaawa kerti ho,
meri bheri hui jaib se sikoon ke liye apna ganda panjah aage kerti ho. Main
tumhein dunya ki dua na deti, magar tum yahan ho. Tum aa chuke ho, pur-
umeed aur hairat-zada. Tumhare pas nili-sabz cycle hai aur baaloon mein
milti-julti boo. Tumhein khere aur aam aur plait-daar pajame bohat pasand
hain. Har lafz aik fatah hai aur tum ne unhein ikhte jorna shuru ker dia hai.
Hum tumhare kheloonoon waale kamre mein mooze pehne naach rehe the,
stripes aur polka dots, tumhare ghoomne mein aik anaari pan. Jab mein raat
ko soone ke liye kahaani nikalti hon to tum kehti ho ke sirf agar hamare pas
aur ziaada ice cream hoti. Tum thora aur waqat ghuzarti ho batyaan band
hone se pehle aur mere khayaal mein hum sab bhi aisa hi kerte hain. “Ay
Khudawand! Bas aik aur saal, bas aik aur din, bas aik aur ghanta!” Magar
jeld hi tum baadloon mein tehr rehi hoti ho aur main tumhara neend se nerm
huwa chota sa chehreh dekhti hoon. Chaand tumhara gawaah hai, main
sochti hoon, tumhein choomte huwe jahan woh tumhein boosa deti hai
tumhare dimple par. Main tum par patli chaadar ourhti hoon, tumhare
kerwatein lete kandhoon ko dekhti hoon, chote per zameen ki terha siyah.
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The Skeleton Flower
after Skeleton Flower, by Navaz DCruz, date and origin not known
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ENGLISH POEM

He is telling us about the woman with a thousand umbrellas. How her halls
are lined with a garden of brollies, chevron, checkers, damask and chintz.
She disappears when the clouds come close, dissipating into vapor, into the
thin air. She collects umbrellas to prevent her own vanishing. She is shy to
shower in front of him, he says, turning to glass in the mist, invisible in
mizzle. She is transparent when she cries. You can see right through her,
like a window. It took some getting used to, he acknowledges, loving a girl
who almost isn’t there. Slippery when wet. She told him from the start the
origin of her mystery- she was conceived in a grove of Diphylleia Grays. He
explains: Diphylleia Grays are a woodland blossom, tiny and white. They
transform to clear when watered, whether by hand or by dew. They look like
crystal against the backdrop of leaves, so they are often called skeleton
flowers. During the monsoons he grows lonely, he admits, but he is
enchanted again and again by her strange and beautiful blooms. Look, he
says, showing us a photograph of translucent efflorescence. See how her
petals turn to rain.
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TRANSLITERATION

Dhaanche Jaisa Phool

Woh humain bata reha hai hazaar chatriyoon waali a’urat ke baare mein.
Kaise uss ke dewaan-khane saje huwe hain dasti chatriyoon, shyoran,
checkers, Damashqi Talwar aur chintz se. Woh gaayab ho jati hai jab baadal
nazdeek aate hain, bukhaaraat mein munteshir ho jate hain, hawaa mein.
Woh chatriyaan jam’a kerti hai apne gaayab hone ki roak-tham ke liye. Woh
uss ke saamne nhaane se sharmati hai, woh kehta hai, dhondh mein sheshe
ki turf murte huwe, bonda-bandi mein pochidah. Woh shafaaf hoti hai jab
woh roti hai. Tum uss mein se dekh sakte ho, kherki ki terha. Kuch waqt
darkar tha, woh manta hai, aise larki se piyaar kerne mein jis ka taqriban
wajood na ho. Dili zameen par phislaahat hoti hai. Uss ne usse shuruh se
apne raaz ki ibtidaa ke bare mein bataya tha. Uss ke hamal ka a’'mal
Diphylleia Grays ke baaghaat mein huwa tha. Woh wazaahat kerta hai:
Diphylleia Grays junglaat mein khilte hain, chote aur safaid. Woh saaf-o-
shafaaf ho jate hain paani dene par, haat se ya ooss se. Woh saaf-o-shafaaf
dikhte hain patoon ke pas-e-manzar mein, iss liye unhein aksar dhaanche
jaise phool kaha jata hai. Baarishoon waale moosam mein woh akila pan
mehsoos kerta hai, woh manta hai, magar uss par bar-bar jaadooe asar ho
jata hai uss ke ajeeb andaaz aur khubsurti se khilne par. Dekho, woh kehta
hai, humain aik tasweer dekhate howe saaf-o-shafaaf phool ki. Dekho kaise
iss ki pankhriyaan baarish mein tabdil ho jati hain.
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Winter in June
after Profile, Eye and Star, by Jean Cocteau (France) 1963
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ENGLISH POEM

He is talking about glaciers and the widest skies in the world, about a place
called Gondwana that hasn’t existed for two hundred million years. In June,
the deep of winter, the moon is eternal and the sun does not rise. You
imagine night horses with ice in their manes, galloping across snow-capped
mountains. Where would you be if you weren’t here? Maybe there, a little
farther north, where Malbec flows from the limestone and men like this one
dance the tango. You were too practical to run after him when you had the
chance, didn’t try to tame him into staying. You chose to set down roots, in
the Northern hemisphere where the cold comes in January, without looking
back. Found a man you can depend on, who still makes your heart race to
this day, and you are happy. Still, as glasses clink and voices murmur, as
guests choose carefully between Viognier and Pinot Noir, or Stilton and
Gruyere, as your small audience takes in an arrangement of your pictures,
you feel a strange sensation of thaw. It has been a few years since your
southbound friend has made it home to one of your exhibitions; it has been
nearly twenty since you slept together. Patrons are asking questions about
your palette, about the meaning of the signs in your impasto. But you are
somewhere else, just for the moment, in the crispy porch frost of a
November dusk, melting, Coldplay on repeat, tumbling atop those so small
hips, crushing them like winter birds.
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TRANSLITERATION

June Mein Mosam-e-Sarma

Woh dunya mein barf ke todoon aur wasee tareen asmanoon ki baatain ker
raha hai, aik jagha ki jis ka nam Gondwana hai jo ke so-lakh saaloon se
wajood mein hi nahein hai. June mein mosam-e-sarma ki shidat, chaand
abdi hota hai aur suraj tulu nahein hota. Tum raat ke ghoroon ka tasawar
karte ho jin ke baal barf se laday hon, barf se dahle chatanoon mein dhorte
howe. Tum kahan hote ager yahan na hote? Shahid wahan, thora aur oper,
janoob mein, jahan Malbec limestone se behta hai aur iss tarha ke mard
tango naach naachte hain. Tum bohat zaida hakikat pasand thi ke uss ke
peeche bhagti jab tumhare paas moqa tha, usse rukne ke liye
sudhara nahein. Tum nein apni jarain shumali alakae mein bona pasand kein
Jahan sardi January mein aati hai, bagair pechae deekhe. Woh mard dhonda
jis pe tum aitimaad ker sako, woh jo tumhare dil ki dharkan ko taez ker deta
ho, aur tum khush ho. Abhi bhi, jab glasses takra rahe hain aur awaazain
khoser phoser ker rahi hain, jab mehmaan beri ehtiaat se Viognier aur Pinot
Noir ya Stilton aur Gruyere ke dermiaan chunaaoo ker rahe hain, jab
tumhare thore se saameein tumhari tasaaveer ki terteeb se mehzooz ho rahe
hain, tumhain phegalne ka aik ajeeb ehsaas mehsoos hota hai. Kuch saal
beet chuke hain jab tumhara janoob mein basnaec wala dost tumhari
kisi nomaaish mein ghar aya ho, beis saal beet chuke hain jab tum donoon
aakhri dafa hum-bister hoay thae. Sirparast tumhare palette ke baare mein
sawaal ker rahe hain, tumhare impasto mein nishanaat ke bare mein. Magar
tumhara dehaan kahein aur hai, fakt aik lamhe ke liye, November ki sham
porch ki kurkuri thand mein, phegalti, Coldplay dobara-dobara, un intehaai
choote kolhoon pe tamtamate, mosam-e-sarma ke parindoon ki terha
kochalte howe.
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I made myself into a poet because it was the first thing I really loved. It was an
act of will. ... Who did I think the poet was. A talking dog. Who felt her lips
with her fingertips & wrote that down. You see the page for me has terrific
dimension. I can go into the white & I do. The lines are designs for something
real, how much space around the slender bars I bend and shape in the name of
my world. A comma is a little fish, a dash sort of a raft. ... The page is the sky.

... [was the poem. ... I was the pipes of god, me this structure in eternity. Enter
it

—Eileen Myles
(excerpt from The Poet)






NOTES
(numbered by pages)

vii: Epigram
Cited from: Ladinsky, D. (trans.) (2011), A Year with Hafiz: Daily
Contemplations, Penguin: London, New York, p. 53.

ix: Epigram
Cited from: Lispector, C., Lorenz, J. (trans.), Moser, S. (ed.) (2014), 4
Breath of Life, Penguin: London, New York, p. 97.

xvi: The 52! (Urdu) Language

Some philologists and etymologists (in the Indo-Aryan/Indo-European
language systems) have also associated the nouns %31 / Lashkar, ~3,, /
Rekhta, 3/ Sammar with the noun 52! / Urdu, which mean: ‘soldiery,’
‘rough mixture,” and ‘mixed fruit basket,” respectively.

The origins of the Urdu language can be traced back to the 12t-13t
century (Common Era). It’s an extension of the Perso-Arabic writing system
and has the same alphabet as the Persian/Arabic language. Urdu is also
referred to as a Romantic language, or the language of poets.

Currently, it is spoken by over 230 million people worldwide, including:
1) people in South Asia, and 2) Urdu speaking diaspora situated in the
Americas, Australasia, Africa, Europe, and Middle East. Urdu also happens
to be the Lingua Franca of Pakistan—alongside English, which also
happens to be the Official language of the State.

108: “white”

My response, “black”, to Luzajic’s “white” was also nominated for the Best
of the Net. The ekphrases can be read at The Ekphrastic Review via:
https://www.ekphrastic.net/the-ekphrastic-review/black-by-saad-ali

133: Epigram

Cited from: Jeremy Noel-Tod (ed.) (2019), The Penguin Book of the Prose
Poem: From Baudelaire to Anne Carson, Penguin: London, New York, p.
133.
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About
Lorette C. Luzajic

Lorette C. Luzajic is an award-winning mixed media artist whose collage
paintings have been shown in galleries, museums, restaurants, nightclubs,
banks, cafes, hotels, laundromats, billboards, reality TV, a magazine ad, on
movie sets, on textbook covers, in poetry books, and more. She has been a
jury member for the Boynes International Artist Awards out of Australia,
and for the City of Barrie Art Awards. Her work has been collected at home
in Canada, and in 40 or more countries around the world: the USA, France,
Italy, Belgium, Germany, Tunisia, Peru, Mexico, Isracl, Estonia, Saudi
Arabia, South Africa, the Netherlands, England, Austria, Scotland, Japan,
Australia, Ireland, Finland, Argentina, India, China, Qatar, and beyond.

Lorette is also a widely-published writer, whose prose poetry and flash
fiction have appeared in several hundred literary journals in print and online.
She is the founder and editor of The Ekphrastic Review — a journal devoted
entirely to creative writing inspired by art. She teaches ekphrastic writing,
art appreciation, and mixed media art in person and online.

To know more about her and her work, please visit her website:
https://www.mixedupmedia.ca and https://www.ekphrastic.net.




Books BY Lorette C. Luzajic

Poetry and Small Fictions

The Astronaut’s Wife: Poems of Eros and Thanatos Solace
The Lords of George Street
Solace
Aspartame
Pretty Time Machine
Winter in June
The Neon Rosary
The Rope Artist



About
Saad Ali

Saad Ali (b. 1980 CE. in Okara, Pakistan) is an existential philosopher, poet,
and literary translator. He has been brought up in Pakistan and the UK. He
earned his BSc and MSc in Management from University of Leicester, UK.
By profession, he is an Educationist, Management Consultant, and Personal
& Professional Development Mentor. He is a regular contributor to The
Ekphrastic Review — a premier journal for the ekphrastic verse and prose.
His work has been nominated for Best of the Net Anthology. His work (after
Amin Rehman) has been showcased at an art exhibition, Bleeding Borders,
in Alberta, Canada.

Ali possesses a broader worldview, which is a result of his exposures and
experiences — gained from living in a variety of cultural settings such as
Asia, Europe, Middle East, and Australasia. The cogs of Ali’s existential
machinery are oiled by the muses of arts. The main components of his
poetica and poetic discourse include: contemplation and satire. Some of his
influences include: Vayasa, Homer, Ovid, Bastami, Rumi, Hafiz, Nietzsche,
Freud, Jung, and Tagore — to name a few.

Ali is fond of travelling by train and exploring cities/towns on foot. He
enjoys learning different languages. In particular, he appreciates the Persian,
Greek, and Chinese cuisines. At the end of a long day, he prefers to unwind
with classic/psychedelic rock music.

To know more about him and his work, please visit his website
https://www.saadalipoetry.com, or his Facebook Author Page at

https://www.facebook.com/owlofpines.




Books BY Saad Ali

Poetry

Ephemeral Echoes
Metamorphoses: Poetic Discourses
Ekphrases: Book One
PROSE POEMS: Biblio Alpha
Owl Of Pines: Sunyata
Ephemeral Echoes — Twenty Twenty-One Edition



Praise for
Lorette C. Luzajic

“These small fictions launch themselves with a hiss, like individual
fireworks, away from the artworks that bred them, and explode in a
sweeping panorama across mind-sky, heart-sky, in tumbling, shimmering
cascades of grief, puzzlement, dark humor and — fleetingly, dazzlingly —joy.
Like the afterimage of a luminous fireworks display, the stories in The Rope
Artist will blaze bright at the backs of the eyes long after you close its
cover.”

—Brent Terry
Poet / Author of The Body Electric; 21*" Century Autoimmune Blues

"Every time I turn the page I'm surprised by the urgency, the insight, the
craft...a strong, haunting voice any contemporary writer must reckon with."

—Darrell Epp
Poet / Author of After Hours; Mechanical Monkeys, Sinners Dance

“Each piece feels like a snapshot of an intense emotional moment in the
human psyche. The moments signify a scattering of faith, and of back-
breaking emotional burdens, but like her stories, Lorette’s characters
transform, moving from ethereal loss of self to resurrection and recognition
of true self.”

—Riham Adly
Author of Love is Make Believe






Praise for
Saad Ali

“The fundamental existential matters constitute the warp and woof of Saad’s
verse. His poems are the philosophic utterances of a being aware of the
advances in knowledge, particularly in the domains of science and
technology, metaphysics and philosophy, history as well as sociology. He
takes up themes of God, nature, man, time and space, the self and
nothingness, objectivity and subjectivity, permanence and transience and of
faith and reason without blinking. ... Saad’s poetry is the song of a never-
ceasing struggle to discover a ‘brave new world’ despite all the travails and
tribulations which that struggle entails.”

—Ejaz Rahim (MA in English)

Sitara-i-Imtiaz for Literature, Poet / Author of That Frolicsome Mosquito, Our Universe

"Saad Ali is erudite and widely knowledgeable. His work has a distinctly
metaphysical aura about it. Moreover, his writing is warm and humane,
clearly capturing the essence of what it is to be human. His poetry takes the
reader by the throat and shakes him/her. His voice is not one that will be
ignored."

—Prof. Dr. Lloyd A. Jacobs (MD)

Surgeon, Poet / Author of The Last Flight Out: New and Selected Poems

"Saad has acquired a trenchant wit, a keen observation and a prolific pen to
bring to readers some absorbing, exciting and vibrant lines to make poetry a
stimulating dose for the readers. He has seen more in life than his age,
therefore there is a great panorama and more potency in his expression and
narrative. His is certainly a voice worth a welcome."

—Farooq Malik (MA in English)

Associate Prof. in English Literature, Poet / Author of Marital Muddle
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