
Gina Valdes
(Mexico, 1943–)

Where You From?

Soy de aquí
y soy de allá
from here
and from there
born in L.A.
del otro lado
y de éste
crecí en L.A.
y en Ensenada
my mouth
still tastes
of naranjas
con chile
soy del sur
y del norte
crecí zurda
y norteada
cruzando fron
teras crossing
San Andreas
Tartamuda
Y mareada
where you from?
soy de aquí
y soy de allá
I didn’t build
this border
that halts me
the word fron
tera splits
on my tongue

https://girlgriot.wordpress.com/2008/04/22/where-you-from/


NâzimHikmet
(Turkey, 1902-1963)

Things I Didn’t Know I Loved

it's 1962March 28th
I'm sitting by the window on the Prague-Berlin train
night is falling
I never knew I liked
night descending like a tired bird on a smoky wet plain
I don't like
comparing nightfall to a tired bird

I didn't know I loved the earth
can someone who hasn't worked the earth love it
I've never worked the earth
it must be my only Platonic love

and here I've loved rivers all this time
whether motionless like this they curl skirting the hills
European hills crowned with chateaus
or whether stretched out flat as far as the eye can see
I know you can't wash in the same river even once
I know the river will bring new lights you'll never see
I know we live slightly longer than a horse but not nearly as long as a crow
I know this has troubled people before

and will trouble those after me
I know all this has been said a thousand times before

and will be said after me

I didn't know I loved the sky
cloudy or clear
the blue vault Andrei studied on his back at Borodino
in prison I translated both volumes ofWar and Peace into Turkish
I hear voices
not from the blue vault but from the yard
the guards are beating someone again
I didn't know I loved trees
bare beeches near Moscow in Peredelkino
they come upon me in winter noble and modest
beeches are Russian the way poplars are Turkish

https://poets.org/poem/things-i-didnt-know-i-loved


"the poplars of Izmir
losing their leaves. . .
they call me The Knife. . .

lover like a young tree. . .
I blow stately mansions sky-high"
in the Ilgaz woods in 1920 I tied an embroidered linen handkerchief

to a pine bough for luck

I never knew I loved roads
even the asphalt kind
Vera's behind the wheel we're driving fromMoscow to the Crimea

Koktebele
formerly "Goktepé ili" in Turkish

the two of us inside a closed box
the world flows past on both sides distant and mute
I was never so close to anyone in my life
bandits stopped me on the red road between Bolu and Geredé

when I was eighteen
apart frommy life I didn't have anything in the wagon they could take
and at eighteen our lives are what we value least
I've written this somewhere before
wading through a dark muddy street I'm going to the shadow play
Ramazan night
a paper lantern leading the way
maybe nothing like this ever happened
maybe I read it somewhere an eight-year-old boy

going to the shadow play
Ramazan night in Istanbul holding his grandfather's hand
his grandfather has on a fez and is wearing the fur coat

with a sable collar over his robe
and there's a lantern in the servant's hand
and I can't contain myself for joy

flowers come to mind for some reason
poppies cactuses jonquils
in the jonquil garden in Kadikoy Istanbul I kissed Marika
fresh almonds on her breath
I was seventeen
my heart on a swing touched the sky
I didn't know I loved flowers
friends sent me three red carnations in prison



I just remembered the stars
I love them too
whether I'm floored watching them from below
or whether I'm flying at their side

I have some questions for the cosmonauts
were the stars much bigger
did they look like huge jewels on black velvet

or apricots on orange
did you feel proud to get closer to the stars
I saw color photos of the cosmos inOgonekmagazine now don't
be upset comrades but nonfigurative shall we say or abstract
well some of them looked just like such paintings which is to
say they were terribly figurative and concrete

my heart was in my mouth looking at them
they are our endless desire to grasp things
seeing them I could even think of death and not feel at all sad
I never knew I loved the cosmos

snow flashes in front of my eyes
both heavy wet steady snow and the dry whirling kind
I didn't know I liked snow

I never knew I loved the sun
even when setting cherry-red as now
in Istanbul too it sometimes sets in postcard colors
but you aren't about to paint it that way
I didn't know I loved the sea

except the Sea of Azov
or howmuch

I didn't know I loved clouds
whether I'm under or up above them
whether they look like giants or shaggy white beasts

moonlight the falsest the most languid the most petit-bourgeois
strikes me
I like it

I didn't know I liked rain
whether it falls like a fine net or splatters against the glass my
heart leaves me tangled up in a net or trapped inside a drop



and takes off for uncharted countries I didn't know I loved
rain but why did I suddenly discover all these passions sitting
by the window on the Prague-Berlin train

is it because I lit my sixth cigarette
one alone could kill me
is it because I'm half dead from thinking about someone back inMoscow
her hair straw-blond eyelashes blue

the train plunges on through the pitch-black night
I never knew I liked the night pitch-black
sparks fly from the engine
I didn't know I loved sparks
I didn't know I loved so many things and I had to wait until sixty
to find it out sitting by the window on the Prague-Berlin train
watching the world disappear as if on a journey of no return

19 April 1962
Moscow



Anna Akhmatova
(Russia, 1889-1966)

A Land Not Mine

A land not mine, still
forever memorable,
the waters of its ocean
chill and fresh.

Sand on the bottom whiter than chalk,
and the air drunk, like wine,
late sun lays bare
the rosy limbs of the pinetrees.

Sunset in the ethereal waves:
I cannot tell if the day
is ending, or the world, or if
the secret of secrets is inside me again.

Translated from the Russian by Jane Kenyon

https://www.poetry-chaikhana.com/Poets/A/AkhmatovaAnn/Alandnotmine/index.html


Pablo Neruda
(Chile, 1904-1973)

The United Fruit Company

When the trumpet sounded
everything was prepared on earth,
and Jehovah gave the world
to Coca-Cola Inc., Anaconda,
FordMotors, and other corporations.
The United Fruit Company
reserved for itself the most juicy
piece, the central coast of my world,
the delicate waist of America.

It rebaptized these countries
Banana Republics,
and over the sleeping dead,
over the unquiet heroes
who won greatness,
liberty, and banners,
it established an opera buffa:
it abolished free will,
gave out imperial crowns,
encouraged envy, attracted
the dictatorship of flies:
Trujillo flies, Tachos flies
Carias flies, Martinez flies,
Ubico flies, flies sticky with
submissive blood and marmalade,
drunken flies that buzz over
the tombs of the people,
circus flies, wise flies
expert at tyranny.

With the bloodthirsty flies
came the Fruit Company,
amassed coffee and fruit
in ships which put to sea like
overloaded trays with the treasures
from our sunken lands.

https://immigrationhistory.org/wp-content/uploads/2019/01/PabloNeruda.pdf


Meanwhile the Indians fall
into the sugared depths of the
harbors and are buried in the
morning mists;
a corpse rolls, a thing without
name, a discarded number,
a bunch of rotten fruit
thrown on the garbage heap.

Translated from the Spanish byMacWilliams



DunyaMikhail
(Iraq, 1965–)

The War Works Hard

Howmagnificent the war is!
How eager
and efficient!
Early in the morning
it wakes up the sirens
and dispatches ambulances
to various places
swings corpses through the air
rolls stretchers to the wounded
summons rain
from the eyes of mothers
digs into the earth
dislodging many things
from under the ruins...
Some are lifeless and glistening
others are pale and still throbbing...
It produces the most questions
in the minds of children
entertains the gods
by shooting fireworks and missiles
into the sky
sows mines in the fields
and reaps punctures and blisters
urges families to emigrate
stands beside the clergymen
as they curse the devil
(poor devil, he remains
with one hand in the searing fire)...
The war continues working, day and night.
It inspires tyrants
to deliver long speeches
awards medals to generals
and themes to poets
it contributes to the industry
of artificial limbs
provides food for flies

https://poets.org/poem/war-works-hard


adds pages to the history books
achieves equality
between killer and killed
teaches lovers to write letters
accustoms young women to waiting
fills the newspapers
with articles and pictures
builds new houses
for the orphans
invigorates the coffinmakers
gives grave diggers
a pat on the back
and paints a smile on the leader's face.
It works with unparalleled diligence!
Yet no one gives it
a word of praise.

Translated from the Arabic by ElizabethWinslow



Kazuko Shiraishi
(Japan, 1931–)

Regarding the Future the Donkey

Regarding the future the donkey contemplates after this century
What sort of century will come then

How will the donkey's ears be useful
Will poetry be peacefully prosperous or
Hang on to the ears of hell panting burning fiercely the fire of energy that
Rides the rising air current

Gods ease the discontent of those who call themselves absolute
Buddha closed his eyes a little while ago
I am not sleeping I am contemplating
The sculptor says every time he gets drowsy
And he wakes up without fail by looking at a beautiful woman
And screams that Flowers bloom in this world but
The donkey opens a hole in the ant hill looking
Everyone plugs their ears reading their own sutras inside many layered enclosures
Gradually becoming ants gradually becoming soil
Begins to hear a god like voice from somewhere
Saying what is called the future is
Not yet loaded onto your back

Translated by Samuel Grolmes and Yumiko Tsumura

https://poets.org/poem/regarding-future-donkey


Ladan Osman (Somalia)

Sun to God (Gaza, 2021)

A boy recovers trinkets
from his rubbled home.
I glint and glimmer
the objects he seeks.
My love drawing thirst,
my love a fatigue.
He fills his bucket.
He takes stock,
his small smile another sun
on a cluster of plastic roses.
A man says: You’ll get new toys.
You don’t need those.
This child is resurrecting.
Do not interrupt this work.
I want to roar but their ears
can never attune to my voice.
The boy cries and the man asks:
Why are you crying?
God will recompense it all.
The boy cries more.
I shine on himmore.
I hurry to dry his tears
but the lines they leave
testify against us both, Lord.
Many and many times,
I have lit the way to oblivion.
Many and many times,
I was tied from vengeance.
Always and always
we wait for you
to raise the walls again,
place beloveds back inside,
to refill the cratered earth,
return the orchards,
to call back the ghosts,
quiet the echoes,
to recompense it all.

https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poetrymagazine/poems/158567/sun-to-god-gaza-2021


Zhang Er
(China, 1960–)

from Cross River . Pick Lotus

9

How to describe sea
To someone who’s never seen it?

He lives to ninety-nine, he wants it, to see it
To walk on its glass surface, to blow the seven trumpets.

At this joyous moment gigantic angel wings
Write prophecy all over the sky. How can I tell him

About sea storms, the choking waves
These things, right and wrong, that happen between us?

The prophecy he can’t read is the world, tears
That become sea, sea that dries to salt.

On the brink of imagination, he’s walking
Faster than us, a shadow white as our rumpled sheets.

Lick clean the moist forehead, the indescribable saltiness of the body
Building exercises that take the whole afternoon.

Resist the current, the waist laden with water sustains
A thousand years of sediment. The love that can’t be contained.

He drifts downstream, pursues
Nothing. He enters the sea before us.

Translated from the Chinese by Rachel Levitsky

https://poetryinvoice.ca/read/poems/cross-river-pick-lotus


Agha Shahid Ali
(India, 1949-2001)

Snowmen

My ancestor, a man
of Himalayan snow,
came to Kashmir from Samarkand,
carrying a bag
of whale bones:
heirlooms from sea funerals.
His skeleton
carved from glaciers, his breath
arctic,
he froze women in his embrace.
His wife thawed into stony water,
her old age a clear
evaporation.

This heirloom,
his skeleton under my skin, passed
from son to grandson,
generations of snowmen on my back.
They tap every year on my window,
their voices hushed to ice.

No, they won’t let me out of winter,
and I’ve promised myself,
even if I’m the last snowman,
that I’ll ride into spring
on their melting shoulders.

https://www.poetryfoundation.org/poems/50985/snowmen


CzeslawMilosz
(Poland, 1911-2004)

A Gift

A day so happy.
Fog lifted early, I worked in the garden.
Hummingbirds were stopping over honeysuckle flowers.
There was no thing on earth I wanted to possess.
I knew no one worth my envying him.
Whatever evil I had suffered, I forgot.
To think that once I was the same man did not embarrass me.
In my body I felt no pain.
When straightening up, I saw the blue sea and sails.

Translated from the Polish by the author.

https://www.ronnowpoetry.com/contents/milosz/Gift.html

