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The vision for Manchester UNESCO City of Literature is to create
an innovative, distinctive, equitable, globally connected city of
reading and writing. We want Manchester to be a city where diverse
voices are celebrated, creative talent and industries are nurtured
and where literary activity changes lives. We will do this by uniting
the collective strength and voice of writers and over 30 literary

organisations.
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The Slemani UNESCO City of Literature exists to celebrate and
support literary creation in Slemani and its surrounding regions as
well as to bring that literature to the wider world and bring that

world to Slemani, forging global and creative partnerships.
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INTRODUCTION

This projectis remarkable for the communitiesit created and brought
together. In 2019, Slemani, a Kurdish city in the semi-autonomous
Kurdish region of Iraq, joined the UNESCO Creative Cities Network
(UCCN). Within the network, the city immediately found new
partners with whom to celebrate and explore the city’s rich literary
heritage. Together, Slemani and Manchester, another UCCN city of
literature, applied for funding from the British Council to produce
this anthology showcasing our two cities’ literary identities over
two centuries. Within each city, we convened panels of academics
and writers who selected the poets and poems for translation. We
had a team of translators working from English to Kurdish, Darya
and Renwar, and a team of translators working from Kurdish to
English, led by Halo and myself, supported by Pshtewan, Jiyar, and
Mohammed: our Kurdish-language copyeditors. We had UNESCO
City of Literature staff in both Manchester and Slemani keeping
everything organized and moving forward. And this to say nothing
of the community of poets the anthology brings together, which
spans continents, centuries, languages, and genders. I'm honored to
be a small part of the community behind this book.

For the vast majority of the poets included, this anthology
marks the first time they have been translated into Kurdish or
English. The English poets Kurdish readers will meet are formative to

the Mancunian identity, many at the cutting edge of contemporary



discourse on equality, socioeconomic friction, and race. The Kurdish
poets English readers will meet articulate the evolution of mysticism,
nationalism, and the strange continuity of displacement Kurds have
endured for the past two hundred years. Each poem in the anthology
manages to be both impossibly specific to the conditions and life in
its respective city and impossibly universal to the human experience.
The more we see others, the more clearly we can see ourselves and
that’s what the impossible act of translation offers us: a glimpse out
of our language, land, and moment, a way to see a wider world, a

way to help our own world hold more, a way to see ourselves grow.

Alana Marie Levinson-LaBrosse

Marshall, California
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On Selection: Manchester

Manchester is a city forever reinventing itself, celebrating its radical
heritage whilst also looking forward. Amongst the city’s many
achievements, Manchester has given the world the modern urban
city, the cooperative movement, the women’s vote and the first
public lending library.

The growth of Manchester in the 19th century was driven
by rapid industrialisation which also created social and economic
challenges. Our selection of historical poetry looks at very particular
moments in this period with a focus on the struggle for rights,
freedoms and free expression that we thought would resonate with
Kurdish readers.

In 1819 a peaceful protest by 60,000 marchers was brutally
suppressed in the city centre; newspapers called it Peterloo, and
it was famously documented by the great English Romantic
poet, Shelley. In 1865, Lancashire mill workers and Manchester
shopkeepers suffered during the ‘Cotton Famine’ in support of the
anti-slavery movement in North America. This period of hardship
saw an outpouring of popular ballads and poems in journals and
newspapers, often anonymous. At the beginning of the 20th century,
the Suffragette movement began in Manchester and the Irish poet
Eva Gore-Booth was a committed activist in the city at the time,

working to secure the vote for women and for women’s rights in

industry.



Today, Manchester is a beacon for poetry. Two of our
internationally celebrated poets, Lemn Sissay and Jackie Kay, are
Chancellors of universities, Manchester and Salford respectively.
Manchester Metropolitan University is the home of Carol Ann
Duffy who was the UK Poet Laureate between 2009 and 2019.

And Manchester’s contemporary poets continue the city’s
radical tradition. In a city undergoing regeneration and renewal, the
fight for inclusion and equality continues in new and different ways.
We have endeavoured to represent some of the diverse voices writing
against this backdrop and to showcase their varied perspectives,
styles and approaches. Our thanks to the poets for their enthusiastic
support for this anthology. We hope their work brings you joy,

surprise and inspiration.

John McAuliffe, Centre for New Writing, University of Manchester
Becky Swain, Manchester Poetry Library, Manchester Metropolitan
University

Ivan Wadeson, Manchester City of Literature
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On Selection: Slemani

In 1784, the city of Slemani was founded alongside its centers for
knowledge, specifically a new school in the city’s center that housed
a large library, managed by Sheikh Marif Noedyi, a great Kurdish
poet and mystic. He tended to the school as well as to the many
students from various regions who visited the library to copy down
favorite passages from sought after books. Sheikh Marif Nodeyi
wrote over 50 books, the majority of which addressed the religious,
rhetorical, and mystical sciences. Sadly, he wrote in Persian, as it was
the official language of authorities and intellectuals at the time. Just a
few decades later, three poets known to us as Nali, Salim, and Kurdi
would found Kurdish Classical poetry and cause Sorani to take its
place as a language of high art, inspiring other Kurdish writers and
readers. Though the Baban Principality collapsed during this same
period, these poets turned to their poetry to describe, in their mother
tongue, the devastation of their city.

But cities continually renew and grow. In 1919, the city
welcomed its first printing house, which published the Peshkawtin
newspaper. In 1922, a second newspaper was established, The Call
for Kurdistan. From that time onward, intellectuals could reach
wide audiences; while all the city’s intellectuals from every era have
found their own voice and courage, there are several in particular
who devised new ways to promote and protect art and literature,

revitalizing Kurdish poetry in Slemani, notably Piramerd, Goran,

20



Sheikh Nuri, Sheikh Salih, and Rashid Najib. Many key members
of Rwanga and Rahand, two major, twentieth-century Kurdish
literary movements, came from Slemani. And what’s more: the
city’s poets and intellectuals consistently represented and took the
side of the people, in protest and demonstration, standing against
oppression, backwardness, and persecution. As just one example:
at the beginning of the twentieth century, it was poets who first
demanded women’s freedom. Men and women, they said, were two
wings of the same bird. And who can fly with only one wing freed?
We selected the poets in this book to showcase the great
color and variety that emerge from this city, that manifest in the
poetry of this city. Some, like Mahwi, are mystical and thoughtful.
Some, more national, like Nali. Modern Kurdish poetry brims with
discussions of love and freedom as well as women’s voices, such an

essential component of the city’s image today.

Prof. Dr. Dilshad Ali, University of Slemani

Dr. Ahamad Mira, University of Halabja

Aram Sdiq, Founder, Publisher, and Director of Rahand Center for
Printing and Publishing

Prof. Bushra Kasnazani, University of Slemani
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TRANSLATOR'S NOTE
(Kurdish to English): Halo Fariq

“Translating a poem is like kissing your lover through thick glass.”
Sherko Bekas
1940-2013

Many Kurdish academics and much of the Kurdish reading
population believe translation kills verse, that these poems are
meaningful only in their original language. Given the many
challenges of translating classical Kurdish poetry, their concerns
are understandable. Classical Kurdish poets, though committed to
Kurdish as a literary language, were aware of and drew into their
poetry Arabic, Turkish, and Persian. Not only that, but they also
wrote in rhymed and metered verse, and the forms they used are
integral, as all poetic forms are, to their content. But the identity
or value of Kurdish classical poems cannot be abbreviated or
compressed into their more formal elements; they cover and contain
wider horizons, addressing topics such as Islamic philosophy,
Sufism, mysticism, pluralism, modernization, nationalism, nature,
and the universal questions of humanity. Poetry in the classical era
was one of the primary ways to spread ideas, conduct society-wide
conversations, and keep Kurdish history. If we allow the linguistic
and formal complexity of these poems to prevent us from translating

them, our talented poets—poets like Nali, Mahwi, and Mawlawi,
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who are the equal of Hafiz, Khayyam, Rumi, and even Basho and
Kabir—will remain unknown to the world. The only reason the
world knows Rumi and not Mahwi is that someone had the courage
to translate the “untranslatable.” After translating almost two
dozen books into and out of Kurdish, I would argue that every text
is translatable, though some texts have not yet met their translator.
So, the poem loses its meter; its meaning and beauty remain.

It has been a great pleasure to translate the poems in this
volume, which helped me travel through the nineteenth century
to the present, through different voices, images, speech patterns,
allegories, and structures. I hope English-language readers are
able to take a similar journey in reading the poems that I took in
translating them. I hope English-language readers will enjoy getting

to know the poets and land I love.

Halo Fariq
Slemani 2021
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TRANSLATOR'S NOTE
(English to Kurdish): Darya Najim and

Renwar Najim

We met through this project, becoming friends as we translated
these poems. As co-translators, we discussed our experiences with
literary translation only to find how similar they were: we find in
translation what we cannot find in other forms of literary work. We
take work from one culture, one language, to our own. But what is
“our own” culture? Language? This is where we battle with our own
relationships to culture, language, poetry; this is where we battle
with ourselves.

Although we did not choose these poems, the translation of
the collection feels as close to us as other poetry translations we have
done in the past. We learned to love each poem for how it deals with
experiences—sexism, racism, discrimination, poverty, war—we
have lived in different ways. These universal concepts are as integral
to the poems as they are integral to our understanding of who we are
as persons of color in Europe, as members of a minority in Iraq, and
finally as individual people.

We enjoyed the translation process, but struggled as well.
These poems reference history and culture specific to the city of
Manchester, which present a particular challenge: how could we
make these poems both accurate and beautiful in Kurdish? And, of
course, each of our translations represents only one possible way to

interpret each poem.
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Although translating poetry is part of who we are—this is the
only way we know how to live: in translation, sometimes on paper—
that process is not the whole experience, which culminates in the
finished product: the people who read the work and the experience

they have. All of that together makes our work whole.

Darya Najim

Renwar Najim
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My Body Is Not Yours
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Nali

[l sacrifice myself]

Nali

For Salim

[ sacrifice myself for the dust you leave behind, you fine breeze,

you messenger entirely familiar with the city near Sharazur.

Your kindness is hidden in the moving air, a friend.

You, zephyr, carry good news from a niche of omnipresence.

You have the temperament of a lover’s wet, warm tears:

the storm of sight, the heart’s spark: the tandoor’s heat.

At one time, fresh, you fan the heart.

At one time, a forge, you pique the pride.

He obliterates my peace remembering your scent:

the northern dust, the southern hurricane, the western wind.

It’s all burned: the porch, my patience, my insides.

Nothing is left except at the corner of prayer and patience.

[ am the sigh’s company, the tear’s stirrup.

Have mercy on the sigh and the tear. Stand. Courage.

34



My Body Is Not Yours

Like my sighs, run until the land, the street of the lover.

Like my tears, flow as the waters of Shiwasur.

In that water, wash the tensions of the earth away.

Savor the reunion: you clean, water the cleanser.

Then go on until you reach Sarchinar Spring,

its waters full of pomegranate and sycamore, roses and fennel.

A source like the sun, at once in a hundred places, a bright

eruption, pure light from a stone, a geode.

Or it is the reflection of the sky as

its stars fall in meteoric light?

Or it is the abundant fonts of the knowledgeable,

the spring of light that consumed the burning bush?

I said, It's my own two eyes! If Bakrajo’s tears

were sharp, fruitless, warm, salty, and red.
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Nali

Don’t go to Khak w Khol’s amber desert

until you've passed through Slemani’s lands.

[t is the garden of gardens. Stay for a time.

Bathe in the musk of young boys’ scalps, virgins’ hair.

Its land is laced with amber, its timber worth agarwood,

its stones taxable jewels, its streams light.

its evenings all mornings, its seasons all spring,

its dust all rosewater, its steam all incense.

It’s a flat, warm city, in a finely tilled plane.

To ward off the evil eye, they call it The City of Sharazur.

Such are its people: all people of knowledge.

They string necklaces yet supervise affairs.

Observe every stone, every tree, every alley.

Ask questions, make inspections, high and low.

Has the psyche of Sersheqam Bridge collapsed?

Has the body of Pirmesur’s tree grown frail and fallen?

Is the standard bearer Sheikh Habas still well-dressed

or is he now naked, homeless and haggard?
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My Body Is Not Yours

Do people still gather around Kani Ba?

Or has the turmoil of Resurrection Day shattered it all?

Is Seywan still green and smooth as the dome of Saturn?

Or has it become a celestial circle of graves?

Does Kani Askan still belong to the deer?

Or has it become a field for wolves and their howling?

Is Awdar Stream still crying with love?

Or has it become a dry Sufi, distant from truth?

[ wonder: does the Tanjaro still roar? Does it run clear?

Or is it captive to the land, silted?

Look closely at the grass inside the khanaqa.

Do deer roam or are tame beasts tied up?

[s the flowers’ greenery misty as the lines on a lover’s face?

Or is it dry straw, rough as the beard of Kaka Sur?

[s its heart brightened by dear ones?
Or full of hell’s hulking figures?

Do they clasp hands as elm and cedar?

Or have unlucky, bent-neck Sufis begun to circle?
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Nali

Check on the green trees of the madrasa:

Are the leaves’ edges healthy? Or dying?

The full pool where my sight lives,

Has it become silted like Shiwasur Stream?

[s the courtyard’s edge still a place

For play? Or ground for scorn?

Rest an eye on what was flush grass,

where my eyes once shone: is it soft or coarse?
By God, is the fages’ plain and its surroundings still full as on
Judgment Day?

Or has it become desolate as what Salm and Tur left behind?

Give my greetings, scented with rose-water, to my room.

What is left? What is gone from the porch, the niche, the room?

[s that lovers’ grotto now full of strangers?

Still galloping with lovers? Or do snakes and ants gallop?

My mouth is like the crescent moon. I am thin as imagination.

Do I fall on anyone’s tongue? Cross anyone’s heart?
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My Body Is Not Yours

Explaining this exile, an illness, this burning migration,

the heart might become water and pass through the eyes.

Should I even ask to come back from this liminal place

or had I better stand still until Mt. Sur bellows?

Make her understand in secret, “Oh, stone-hearted lover,

Nali, longing, sends you his greetings from afar ...”
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Salim

[I sacrifice my body]

Salim
For Nali

[ sacrifice my body for your whisper, oh morning wind,

you, the messenger ready for every dangerous road.

You inflame beauty: the moon-like heart thieves.

Oh, you comb the hair of white-bodied beauties.

You sweep the homes of dear ones in sanctum.

Servant of spring’s green carpet in the plains.

In the early morning’s sleep, your breath sweeps

through pitch black hair, across faces like the moon

From your breeze rains the honey of the tamarisk tree

which swayed in the bosom of the sugar cane.

When you roam the face of the heart thief, you, a breeze

tremble in her hair, reaching from her head to her waist.

Without your breath, when will the bloom’s mouth begin to smile?

If not for you, the garden tree wouldn't fruit.
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You revive the plants of the world.

Nursed by you, trees grew tall and blanket flowers stretched out.

Your mouth is the water of life for the fire of depression.

You rouse the flame from the firepit.

The distress is so great, my heart so constricted.

Come morning, my breath fogs and displaces the clouds.

Be steadfast, swiftly attempt what I ask.

Go as a messenger and again come back a messenger.

My letter goes to the lands of Sham, toward Nali.

Every word gives news of the city’s situation.

Apparently, he asked his devoted friends

about those from the city, each resident, one by one.

Since the governor was forcefully deposed

no face has reflected true art.
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Salim

When the Ottoman sun rose over the land,

thirsty grasses burned, every puddle dried up.

They no longer desire kebab, the city’s desperate people,

only liver, sliced up and fried in the fire of sadness.

In these Ottoman times, I see mouths move wider

to cry and sigh, than they ever did to grin.

Saywan is full of the oppressed, high and low.

[ see only graves of grief everywhere I look.

Ottoman Turks have taken up place in and out of the khanaqa

with no knowledge of the knowledgeable disciple’s place.

The pool is full, same as his eyes, but

the water has clouded, as have hearts of heroes.

The field where disciples gathered in leisure

belongs now to the Ottomans, same as the inferno’s depths.

My heart burns for Sarchinar Stream.

Its source is muddied as eyes gone blind.

This winter, Sheikh Habas wore threadbare clothes.

Ottomans are such ill-fate they hurt even the holy.
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Pirmesur’s tree stoops like an old man.

Shivering consumes it, head to toe.

The Turks, brutes, took branches from it and bashed

every headstone, the fortresses of the dead.

It’s like an eye without sorrow, Shiwi Awdar:

his eyes struggle to squeeze a single drop out.

Back then Kani Askan belonged to the deer.

Now, full of Ottoman sounds and colors, it belongs to the asses.

Today, the place we played is clogged with looters

from that field. From nowhere, someone sings, “Watch out.”

The incoherent Turks don’t hunt thieves at midnight,

they are thieves, harvesting blessings like fire.

The city is filled with injustice, a place filled with mourning.

A place full of uproar, a country full of fight,

its rooftop full of scorpions, its walls full of snakes,

its mazes full of looters and its desert full of dangers.

My heart won't let me tell you what has become of your room.

Spiders’ webs make the only curtain, inside or out.
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Salim

No voice comes from its window except the whine of an owl.

But for the trails of ants, there are no more paths.

For God'’s sake, tell the majesty of Nali, I beg him,

When Slemani is so, walk past.

Salim is bone tired from being alone. Let Nali not tire so.

I live this, but he shouldn’t waste his blood in sadness.

This land has no system without the proper owner.

If you intend to travel here, don't.
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Adam O'Riodan

Manchester

Adam O'Riordan

Queen of the cotton cities,
nightly I piece you back into existence:

the frayed bridal train your chimneys lay
and the warped applause-track of Victorian rain.

You're the blackened lung whose depths I plumb,
the million windows and the smoke-occluded sun.

A girl steps from a door and her cotton-flecked shawl
is the first snow on a turf-plot back in Mayo.

You're the globing of the world, a litany of cities
cast and re-made in your image: Osaka, Orizaba, Gabrovo.

Your warehouses bloated by curious needs:
butter, shellfish, cloth blocks, bleach.

Your urchins, little merchants hawking Lucifers and besoms
to set a small flame guttering in a wet-brick basement:

in straw and wood shavings, a mother’s lullabies
bear their freight of love and typhus.

In the small hours I remake you and remake you,
until you grow faint as a footfall on a fever ward

and [ wake from my imagination’s gas-lit parlour.
Whatever [ seek to have or hold or harbour

is pure curio — a wreath of feathers, seashells
or human hair: a taxidermist’s diorama.
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Adam O'Riodan

The Act of Falling
(an excerpt)

Adam O'Riordan
IV Derby Day

Boaters, top hats,
frock coats, the crowd

swell like a shoal

against the barrier,
pushing the breath

from the chest

of the youngest
among them as

they strain to see

their favourites
round the corner,

the kings colours
blurring somewhere in

the brute grace and

thunder of bloodstock.
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No one notices the lady,
pushing courteously

through the crowd

like a governess
who has lost
sight of her child.

V Impact

Out on the turf,
the pack bearing down,

she unrolls her flag.

The music hall slapstick
of her attempt to wrap

it about the horse,

then the impact and

its after-image —

My Body Is Not Yours

the three of them falling -

her skull’s muffled crack

a tray of ice broken

open in the Royal Enclosure.



Adam O'Riodan

Before her world goes black
she sees her straw hat

blow out along the course,

a bobbing speck
of horse, rider-less

in the middle distance,

its blood pumping a message
from haunch to forelock,

an imperative she understands:
telling it to cross the line

at whatever cost,

to cross the line alone if you must.
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Shamshad Khan

Manchester Snow

Shamshad Khan

I. street by street

can I get into your dreams

the way you get into mine?

a see-through glass ball
filled with a handful of water and glitter

I shake the ball in the future

will I dream you or will you dream me?

I get to know myself better

every time you answer
and every time my mind goes blank

Manchester everything I love about you now

I loved about you then

fake gothic promises

straight talking red bricks
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choose me they said choose me

and [ did

you were honest

openly pretending to be what you weren’t

not as big as London

you mocked me

close enough to Leeds

let’s see if a rose can change colour

if she comes

let’s see if she can leave

II grafitti

[ cannot take my eyes off you

I cannot look directly at you
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Shamshad Khan

pavement slabs

flooded gutters

my mind falls

my heart writes

so I can see what I am saying

or what you are trying to tell me

over new bridges

beside dark water

in the shade of Victorian buildings
[ catch the 192

Romanian, Irish, Iranian, African Mancunians

slip sliding condensation and conversations

on the top deck

youngsters rearranging the English language

messages on the roofs of bus shelters

a bottle, a boot, a dandelion shoot

on an ordinary street

something is looking for you
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III the city’s quiz

Like all the others
what I thought I came for

and what I end up doing here

don’t exactly match

once you've re-directed me

you start questioning my motives

the poet’s purpose in a city?

[ don’t know the answer so [ point

keep pointing you say

go there and stay there until you are given a reason to move

I've wandered from land mark to land mark

proudly pointing visitors to their destinations

stumbling across old haunts

[ point at the ghost of my self

why a poet?
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you ask me seemingly simple questions

that I find impossible to answer

[ try pointing
you don’t bat an eye lid

your most valued experience as a poet?

[ remember a very long night

all daylight and ink

why did you come here?

you chuckle at my silence

and point to the door

IV. calling you home

[ have recited poetry between

the explosions of fireworks

had my words swept away

from the microphone by the wind

performing in a different place

being heard by strangers ears
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[ am more playful

[ don't act quite myself

I break habits

realising how much of being is pretending

when [ am away from you

[ talk about you

people see you in me

[ like what they see

I miss you

[ write about you

when I get back

come on [ say

let’s change some of these old routines

it can be fun

pretending to be real
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V. getting tagged

what you read to me when my eyes were falling closed

what we read in unison

what I took down from low shelves

what I reached for

what you read by heart

what I unintentionally overheard

in everything that reached my ears

[ heard you

like a book I can read from when you are not there

[ read at my pace

your silent voice

spray painted on my internal wall

VI rapid eye movements

you dreamed of me

when I was walking the streets of Leeds
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[ heard your name but other than that

you hardly existed for me

[ can’t imagine myself

not having met you

you have shaped my relationship

with glitter filled skies

you have made me accept

the people who left us

in your grey streets

[ found my home

what I did not notice when we met

is a familiar inconvenience now

grains of pollution

crystallising into six sided perfections

a damp hat that will not let me forget

why it rains
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VII another loft conversion

Manchester where do you see yourself in twenty years?

don’t answer straight away

let your mind drop into my heart

let blood mix with light

answer after you've decided

that you'll stay
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Eva Gore-Booth

The City
Eva Gore-Booth

On through the iron day each stone-bound square
The soul of the green grass entombid hides,
The buried spirit of the Wise and Fair.

Imprisoned in the earth’s heart still abides.

Then evening passes cool hands o’er the town,
Making a dream, against the conquering skies,
Of giant Labour-houses that crush down

The buried spirit of the Fair and Wise.

As prisoners count the ray of sunshine
dear That filters dimly through their prison bars;
So my heart burns to feel the twilight near,

And the far presence of the inviolate stars.

Then does the Spirit of the Wise and Fair
Break from her sepulchre and walk the town,
The iron bonds are loosened everywhere.

No pavement gray can crush the green grass down.
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Eva Gore-Booth

The Anti-Suffragist
Eva Gore-Booth

The princess in her world-old tower pined
A prisoner, brazen-caged, without a gleam
Of sunlight, or a windowful of wind;

She lived but in a long lamp-lighted dream.

They brought her forth at last when she was old;
The sunlight on her blanched hair was shed
Too late to turn its silver into gold.

“Ah, shield me from this brazen glare!” she said.
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Nazand Bagixani

My Body Is Not Yours

Nazand Bagixani

White ground
filled with green lines,

my body gently turning blue.

Quickly the lines become borders:
the border between me and dreams,

the border between me and pleasure.

At the beginning, my mother

arrived innocently. As she

placed me in the hands of a wizard, she
said, “May God'’s praise be hers always.”
In my south, a red river flowed.

One night, in front of the window

of childhood, a whisper wafted past.
The whisper of a hand in song

on the body of naked shores

in the damp sand.

A garden became green.

A melody wakened and aroused them.
Then they decided to cut off my fingers.

In my east, a red sea flowed.
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While a happy breeze
blew through my hair,
my face turned on,

my gaze filled with light,

a spring of dew was born.
With a symphony in the air,
then wide awake,

they decided to cut off my lips.

In my west, a red tide flowed.

After that, a soldier came into my garden.

He took the flowers of my white chamomile and
felled my seasons.

Then they began to talk. They said,

“The fault is hers.”

They placed me in the hands of an old man

who poured clawing darkness over my youth.

A red ocean erupts in my north.

At 12 years old, I have become a widow.

Grown,

I learn to reconcile with myself.

An autumn field full of the wind’s lines.
My body becomes my own.

Then, right in the middle,

I plant a sapling,

freedom’s sapling,

but I was one and them: all.
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Sherko Bekas

Women

Sherko Bekas

You are not one day,

but the whole year!

You are not

one word, one book,

one lamp, one painting or

one drawing.

If you are absent for one minute,
the clock’s heart will stop,

the house will go blind,

the infant grass will die,

the street will weep,

the birds will mourn,

the poem itself will collapse.

You alone are wind and rain,
the boiling blood of summer,

the dark hair of autumn evenings,
a flake of love’s snow.

If not you,

who?

You are life ...
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Sherko Bekas

The Cemetery of Lanterns
(an excerpt)

Sherko Bekas

Topzawa® ...

the first stronghold of death’s tribes,

the sharp-voiced first broadcast of a pitch-black, iron-winged
butterfly.

Topzawa ... a plain of the fear of fears,

a prologue to the idea of God as powerless

before the brutes of Baghdad,

ablaze from the questions of the displaced,

a receptionist at the gates of hell.

Topzawa ...

a map to the sinuous maze of mirage and fog

The world grovelled:

the street groveled, the mountain groveled, water groveled,
nature groveled.

A transport truck, two, two thousand,

and from there, the red migration, the long migration:
path upon path, caravan upon caravan

carries the snow’s breath,

the moon’s light,

the smile within the crib,

5- Topzawa: a place outside Kirkuk used for the internment and slaughter of Kurds
during Anfal, Saddam Hussein’s genocidal campaign.
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both lawk and heyran,

and after all, a wind aflame

took them one by one

and dropped them into the deepest hell ...
Here, the light is weak,

weak, so weak.

[t has been thrown into the belly of a tank,
blindfolded.

Here, freedom is captive,

captive, completely captive.

On the brink of death,

tied to a short fuse,

it has been thrown into an ammo box...
Here, a breeze is forbidden

to grow up and finally

become a gale force wind ...
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Sherko Bekas

The Story of a Candleholder
Sherko Bekas

There was a candleholder ... turquoise
in a white room of a black-eyed girl
waiting for a candle

with wallflowers in her hair ... on the shelf beside the girl
facing the door, standing,

the candleholder was,

like the girl, alone and,

like the girl, in love.

Night came and went.

The candle didn’t come, didn’t appear.
One afternoon, limping and sorrowful,
the news came:

“The candle was ambushed in the night,
killed by the stone’s hand.”

That same season,

the house wouldn'’t give the girl away to love.
One winter night,

as snow and wind wandered in and
out of the room,

the girl set a fire and

the candleholder on its shelf

jumped into her arms and

together

they burned ...
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Sherko Bekas

Answer

Sherko Bekas

After Halabja suffocated,

[ wrote a long complaint to God.
In front of everyone

[ read it to a tree.

The tree wept.

On one side, a bird, a postman,
said, “Ok, who will deliver it?

If you're looking to me,

[ can’t reach God’s throne.”

Late that night,

my angelic poem, dressed for mourning,
said, “Don’t worry.

[ will take it to the heights

of the atmosphere.

But I can’t promise

He will receive the letter Himself.
You know the Great God

Who can see Him?”

I said, “Thank you. Fly.”

My angelic inspiration flew
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with my complaint.

The next day, it was returned.
God’s fourth secretary down,
by the name of Obaid,

at the bottom

of the very same complaint,
had written to me in Arabic:
“Idiot, make it Arabic.

No one here knows Kurdish.

No one will take that to God.”
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Sherko Bekas

Poor Books
Sherko Bekas

In the archive of the library of the last Kaiser,
all the poor, hungry books ... began to move.
They rebelled from their row.

They gathered on a single shelf

and put their paper heads

together ...

Every nook and cranny of the big library trembled
at the earthquake of protest.

They raised their leader, a short bald book

on their shoulders

and shouted,

“We demand to be seen by farms and rivers.
We demand to be read by factories,

to be given to the pine trees and the sun.”

On the other side, on the high shelves,

all the potbellied, bourgeois books started shooting.
Hundreds of bare naked books

bathed in their own sentences’ blood,

but the attack continued

until the last high shelf invaded and

the flag of green and red words

sighed and shook ...
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Hafsah Aneela Bashir

[ Cant Breathe
Hafsah Aneela Bashir

Did Fanon know, so many years ago

that this world would be ablaze with fire

When he stated, ‘we revolt simply because,

for many reasons, we can no longer breathe’

Did he know that the bones

of the people of colour like gunpowder

would ignite skies garnering places like Ferguson,
Missouri, Manhattan, New York, Washington and Boston
together in peaceful protests chanting,

Tcan’t breathe’?

Could he have known the last words each young black man
would whisper,

Micheal Brown, eighteen, saying,

‘Stop shooting, I don’t have a gun!’?

Could he have heard Trayvon Martin, seventeen, say,
‘What you following me for?’ before Zimmerman’s nine-
millimetre pistol went off?

Did Fanon hear the echo of fifty bullets blast twenty-three-
year-old Sean Bell

As he told his best friend he loved him too?

Did he hear Kendrid Mcdade, nineteen, ask the officers, ‘why
did you shoot me?’ on the back of a lie that he was armed?

Or could he have known that a police officer would
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accidently pull out his gun instead of a Taser

and shoot Oscar Grant, twenty-two, in the back,

and later,

Would he have known that Jon Crawford’s mother would hear
her twenty-two-year-old son screaming,

‘It’s not real! on the phone - shot for holding a pellet gun in
Walmart, Ohio?

Or Amidou Diallo, a shy twenty-three-year-old brother shot
Forty-one times for pulling out a wallet?

Did he hear seven-year-old girl, Aiyana Stanley-Jones, in Detroit,
shot on her sofa when she said...?

She was sleeping...

We are bleeding

Deadly policies of anti-black racism.

See, they say Eric Garner was a big man,
Asthmatic.

And that’s why the chokehold killed him.

Bullshit.

They say he was selling untaxed cigarettes
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and that’s why

they’re justified

for the seatbelt hold
that caused him to say,
eleven times,

‘Tcan’t breathe.’

Like Middle Passage swallowed souls

In oceans deep,

these streets have swallowed yours,

but we keep memories alive - our children will feel your
presence,

mothers will make sure they soak up your essence

and demand the change your demise must inspire,

or we lose hope and they gain

And nothing will change.

We are breathing.

Our existence is not just the earth

nor the streets, the barrels of guns or the deceased.
Our earth is our minds.

Where we find, where we find, where we find —

Our healing.

We will not become those who hurt us
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will not become those who fear us
not become those who deny us
Defy us, revile us

Change is coming.

BREATHE.
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Louise Wallwein

Rise

Louise Wallwein

Rise in this city an ocean of colours music and smells

Rise from the streets, full of different twist and turns

Rise when we clash

Rise when we stray from our path

Rise when we mess up

Rise and then fix up

Rise when we get lost in a world full of choices

Rise in a forest of mistakes

We raise our youth to know which road to take

Rise like the drama we all have in common

Where once smoke rose now hope rises

Rise like the Awakening light

Rising like a pukka name wished for in the freely shining stars
Rising like each unique promise

Rise like a wish for a better world

Rise like a promise plucked from behind a clouds ear

Rise like a nebula of possibility

Rise like a boiling hot melting pot

Rise like an outbreak of rainbows

Rise when people buzz off of your tunes and rave like there’s no

tomorrow
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Kajal Ahmad

No
Kajal Ahmad

A wild horse inside me gallops

and neighs in the breeze.

What good is it? For women today

is a stone age. I wish my eyes

could make it end, no need

to explode, to burst

into laughter, tears. It’s simple

to find melody in a glance, dance
while still, sing in symbols, but speech
is heavy, a nest of tongues, no shelter
for egg and fledgling. The snake

in my throat has come to feast.

Ah, how I resent our mothers. The female
partridge knows her sex, but our girls,
our women don’t. It will take

my mother to act as my father.
Mother-Father, tell me what

to say. What’s said in the streets

beheads me. Father, without

my consent you brought me into

your world of mustache and hookah,
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father, baba.

My land rejects me in the womb.
Even as contractions press my head,
you prepare to bury me alive, day
after day, you erase me. No.
Forever, No. After all this

death, I remain.

In the room of my mother’s belly
live coals fill me—

my poetry is fire, my breath

is fire, my affection, Zoroastrian.
When [ get older, they will

pour soil on my wounds:

my blood will be soil.

Women and Kurdistan:

how similar we are, how
strange. | can’t separate

myself from Kurdistan:

we're soil and soil, fire and fire,
water and water, how heavy

it is. In destruction’s wake
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we look alike. Burning

gathers us, wounds gather us,
conscience gathers us, frailty

and suffering and madness gather us.

Why are we one in No?

[ and my Kurdistan, how heavy,

we can’t come together as one.

Windows are paned with all

that’s left unsaid, windows on windows.
Now [ am filled with speech and worry
and worry. Torture fills me up, lip to lip.
One by one, I'll open you, windows

of what’s unsaid, windows on windows.

1. Against What's Against

Flowers are made to live

with thorns: how my heart burns

for those flowers. Shade was forced

to wed the sun: my heart burns

for the shade. A marauder cloaked in pitch
black night won't let the luminous

girl be. My heart burns.

If you were a flower, you'd suffer
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no thorn. If you were shade
you'd divorce the sun, and if

you were light you would be.

2. Politics of Roosters

Outside it sings:

a rooster on a clothesline.

No one listens to the call

to prayer. A man’s voice

empties a clip of curses.

The rooster sings. Another clip.
The rooster sings and sings.
How dumb he is. Why doesn’t he
go back to sleep? So

say [, the chicken.

3. Fading

My lunacy is not sudden or random.
One morning, my Hama Dok said
“You're the most beautiful among
the mad.” I clapped with laughter
for that little moment. Hunger

and thirst and agony flow out.

The mirror of my body is obscured
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by dust from deserts, politics, country.
I'm fading into madness, but [ don’t
say, “‘How am I beautiful, Hama Dok?”

Fading away: how is that beauty?

4. The Insanity of Existence

[ die for Kurdistan. Its patriots won't
let it be my Kurdistan. In a land

of men, under a sky of men, under

a God of men, how did this No

grow to my height? Where are

the winged branches, leaves, and roots
of this blind tree, this No tree

of mine? [ am flooded with No: this

is the rain of conscience and season

of loathing. Come. Welcome.

A carnival of corpses, women and girls,
unleash their ululation to welcome

the last gasp of reticence.

In a stone age, No

is a ray and a miracle.
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From here on, I am the smallest
among you, a prophet not chosen

by God, a surprise

to my mother, to a conjurer,

to a homeland, a people.

Stone me now

then no one will doubt my prophecy.
Put down stepping-stones

for questioning believers

to follow my path.

[ waited for my father to wed
my mother. [ waited to be born.
[ was my own midwife. [ bit

my own umbilical cord.

From here on,  am an ocean

of refusal, a birthplace

of complaint. [ am this

year’s season of discord. Together
take refuge under my abundant hair,

succor at my fertile breast.
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Kajal Ahmad

Red Flower
Kajal Ahmad

I was a red flower at your arrival,
a spring of sunrise,
itself a red flower,
but at the fall of your setting, I took off
that adored colour.
I will not wear it again
till the last season,

till the returning of the spring in which I see you.

I can’t turn the red
on one more untimely evening

the red of a lover’s bloody, gushing color.

My heart will no longer let
me be the red poppy

of my yesterdays, tomorrows, and today.

My heart will no longer let

me love you:

the morning glory of an impossible dawn,
the breathing of the sunrise,

a far hope.
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Goran

The Bloody Flower

Goran

Boy: “Look! There’s a party and dancing in that house.
Listen! Hear the zurna, drum, and flute!

Yellow and red, women and men, mingle, raucous.

There, only the jingling of your hayasa is missing!

For God’s sake, hurry, let’s go join hands.

With loving desire, we'll dance together.”

Girl: “Without flowers for my hair, a red handful, a yellow one,
I won’t come to the party, I won’t come dance.”

Boy: “Girl, for the sake of—the sake of your beauty,

girl, for the sake of a half glance on your way to the spring,
its autumn, leaves rain from the trees. Gardens are naked.
Why find flowers? Your curved lip blossoms.”

Girl: “Without flowers for my hair, a red handful, a yellow one,
I won’t come to the party, I won’t come dance.

Had you given your heart to me, whole-heartedly,

you’d have brought two handfuls from the prince’s gardens.”
Boy (leaves, murmuring this song):

“The prince’s gardens are across the river

surrounded by the prince’s men.

If I go, the road will close over me.

If I don’t, my light-eyed beauty will spurn me.”

(Slowly, slowly, the village gets farther away.)
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Boy: “I searched the prince’s gardens, up and down,

[ found yellow, which I picked, but not red.

So, will you come to the party and dance?”

Girl: “I won't, my hair still needs a handful of red!”
Boy (unbuttoning his collar):

“Would you like the open wound of my heart instead?”
Girl: “Oh, God! Did the prince’s men shoot you?

Lay your head in my lap a while;

Let me weep for the heart, the flower [ lost!”
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Kurdistan
Goran

Kurdistan! My place! My abiding place,

Your valleys, peaks, and hills: my teachers.
My breath fills with the scent of your highland winds,
my lips are fluent with your melting snows,
my sight knows well your golden silver,

the gold that rests on afternoon snow;

my ear has learned how you rumble and roar
when capped by snow and shod in grass;

my tongue bloomed with your pretty words,
words of your mountain’s songs,

of your hearth’s stories,

of your children’s lullabies.

The blood in my veins boils,

heated, I know, by the force of love!

Your love, oh my mother, you of my blood,
raised me from my father’s back

and will raise my son and grandson

so long as a single Kurd lives in the high mountains.

Kurdistan! Though the world is distant to you,
your valley and forest, empty and lonely,
though you are far from civilization, from new life,

from nights bright and full of melodies,
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full of laughter and full of waking,

full of wandering and full of gathering,

though you are far from city days,

days of meandering, strolling,

days of science, of beautiful art, of books

and newspapers, statues and their squares,

days of sustenance for spirit and body,

days of women and bright gardens!

Though you are far from all this beauty,

there is another beauty you own, Kurdistan:

a beauty God’s artistic hand and

not the artist’s drew!

A beauty that winter, spring, summer, fall

never ages, never.

The beauty of severe mountains, deep, still valleys,
high peaks, sleek ascents, tight channels,

green meadows, babbling brooks, and dense forests,
villages in the foothills,

spirits in caves, fish in clear pools,

vibrant birds, and intricate butterflies!

Yes, if someday

both these beauties converge on you,



Goran

you will be a paradise,

mountain’s peak to wide plains.

But Kurdistan, Kurdistan, beautiful Kurdistan!
Even if Goran’s wish doesn’t soon come true

my hands aren't tied. The shade of an old oak tree
will satisfy my desires, my will,

before the yellow sun has peaked,

while birds chirp above you,

while a shepherd calls with his flute, “Oh, scarf askew!” to
some women, in yellow and red, among their cattle.
But if [ can see with my own two eyes

your hope come to fruition,

then, Kurdistan, beautiful Kurdistan,

I'll be drawn to dance with the songs of life itself.
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Dervish Abdulla

Goran

With sallow cast hand and faint shimshal, dervish,

[ waited on a basta brimming with grief and mourning.

Looking at you, I saw a monument to a backbreaking age,

Your fate, the nest of the nightingale’s sorrow.

Yes, it’s clear: simple nations value those who create

like the moon’s reflection in a muddy pool,

but wise nations give the comfortable throne and great crown

to one like you who has mastered the shimshal’s every opening,

who makes dawn weep and speak with magical, mythical melody!

Brother dervish! [ know you wander, homeless, for your living,

that desperation drives you to beg a bite from scoundrels,

that with your death, your snarling ney, you suffocate the
amateur’s ears,

but what can we do about the black luck of some luminaries

who, like wind-caught seeds must flower on hard stone?

If the universe hadn't tied your life to this time,

God knows which throne your hem might brush up against.

You didn’t study in a school, not one letter, no master took your
hand.

Your own genius taught you your shimshal,

every song’s rhythm, elongated and staccato,

your artistic fingertips, your skill captured each one.
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I've heard so much music that clamors of foreign souls
my Kurdish constitution has crumbled. Dervish Abdulla,
[ beg you for a lawk, ai ai, or heyran, for our national sense
to wash through my muted, bleak psyche like a wave.

By God, you soothe my soul more than Beethoven,

So, Dervish, please, help my hapless soul.
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Dilan

For Poldi
Dilan

Sing for me with a trembling lip,

a lip redder than the apple’s skin,

of the heart’s tango,
the one that brings us both to a boil.

The son of an oppressed nation,

my voice reaches pitiful few people.

The son of the Kurdish nation,
the Beasts of War intend

to grind me up like meat

to clear my country for grazing.

The son of a remote nation,

in a new world of red flowers

the red eyes of war intend to

subject me to their peace plan:

pile the bones and corpses,

ease the work of eagles and vultures.

148



My Body Is Not Yours

[ sang for you a blonde.

[ told you of the red poppies,

how happily they grow

with the blood of sacrifice,

how they face the vibrant violets

in their bright veils,

and you sang for me with a trembling lip,

a lip redder than the apple’s skin.

You said, “We, who saw war blazing,

who rotted together under the earth,

we won't start the fire.

”

We won't take it up the wind-caught mountain.”

So, the hand of beauty and art,

the hand of music and the generous friend,

joined hands with the nations

and with the birds, we sing of peace.

And so [ sang you “Newroz,”

an old song of nation and clan.
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Now again that heart song

brings me to a rousing boil.

[ sing for you, you hear me;

may recognition guard every road.

With one voice, one melody, we’ll

make the mountains and plains take flight.

Let us call out, “Peace, peace to the nations,”

and let the mountains echo.



My Body Is Not Yours

waldy g
ollia

ol soya) ey &y o 5
giw S o iU sl

d> slgl s ((3456)) yawa)

& Ve 2

L...d95 ogaiiily gbyJ ¢ yiuio

guoapij Jab )95 Lo
lwas aBa yioas 4ioo

2)95 Sogaiai \S)95 io

) 9 Cwod a alle Wb

yaid (GJ9ee) ¢ cubgs a gasy
L.yoga) & wasisy g

1992 SAUa5 )95 o
299w Jo5 p el s> o

yaub S)9w 9o awly il
yab ailay gy b

cui:)lq.ﬁuytjc_,jeiqa

aiblg 9 dJ> ¢ & wlyyas



Dilan

JB 38 saiway Jig o wo
dU salgs 55 guls oy

GU)ed soliied a gé
iloold ¢ 5% sabab

Siai 99) saibgaiog 03)5 S99,
&ioy 9lbioy U luga o

ol soyal a pig OY b
giw S o 5IU sl

@2)5 )b saol 1y

) Bl ) Jaogs @y

U Ghiadh a gyl
18U Jas yaw abayl
)yaied ¢ Lilga Liwoo ...y

ecuil wiwd> ¢ (Buwdo) iwo>

oVab Liwo>s gl aidiaji
ao Jadal guai (Libb)

)39r9a) 9 oq Sog gluio
398 9 Jad ¢S Ihes



My Body Is Not Yours

d> 5 o)ligea lg
des ¢ dbgra yaw aildoai

& &) Cligh el 031 w0

! 5) Gilgawl gl

ol Sy ay Sios> Sy ey b

)|9)cg aigai; Ua ¢ Cubos

dJab & bl iU : il

..dJa’d 00> ogaily &io>

153



Keisha Thompson

Algebra
Keisha Thompson

Glossary
~Nand

" because
a2+b2=c?

I thought I knew what this meant
leaning back on my chair cocky

in the classroom obsessed with

getting the right answer without
looking for the truth "." this school
system has a way of twisting things

up like Rubik’s cubes. Tells you about
algebra without explaining that it is
Arabic - a word plucked from a foreign
land meaning “the reunion of broken

things.”

Algebra is the alchemy of the unknown -

it means that a can stand for anything.

How I would give anything to go back

to my classroom arm raised like
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Einstein’s fringe to ask if a can stand
for abolition of transatlantic slavery?
Or the aggressive abstraction that
makes history teachers speak only

of 1807, Wilberforce " the House of
Commons? They do not ask us to
“show our working out to get full
Marks” " we might mention

Harriet Tubman or Nanny of the
Maroons or the Haitian Revolution.
Full marks need us to reference

a moment when Wilberforce argued
that slaves are property in order to
set them free. Some sugar sweet
hypocrisy turned my ancestors into
outdated machines so hapless slave
masters could reap redundancy fees.
The inconvenience of a black human
spirit led to the biggest bail-out this

country has ever seen.

a could stand for Aviva - just one of

the many companies we used today kick-
started with slave money. a could

stand for Abraham Lincoln who was

not pro-black, just pro-economic
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efficiency. Let’s compensate then
colonize the slaves - free enough
to afford their own poverty. This is
the true meaning of algebra -

“the reunion of broken things”.

b could stand for Black Panthers
bottled up " brought to you by
Beyoncé. [ don’t have an issue
with her tribute per se but why
should a Superbowl break be

a classroom today? Why do |
need a pop artist to validate my

body, my skin, my story, my past?

b could stand for the Brazilian
beauty queen too black to be
broadcast. b could stand for a
Burger King meal served to an
assassin with a backdrop of
burning black churches. b could
stand for Bernie Grant, Brixton
Riots, bleach creams that attempt
to make my race more invisible
than it already is. I'm just trying to

teach you some algebra —
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“the reunion of broken things”.

[ suppose that ¢ could stand for
colonialism, capitalism, credo
colourlessness, consumerism,
coercion, cultural castrato. All

I know is this curriculum is a
caesarean section of mass
destruction. It will reach into your
womb * snatch you from your

roots, unless you are prepared.

a2+b2=c?

If you do the etymology on
Pythagoras, you could argue that

his name translates to “destruction
is a marketplace”. Pretty fitting since
we know this theorem to be named
after a Greek man despite it being
used by the Egyptian civilization to
build the pyramids. It was used by the
Babylonians before Pythagoras was
getting his ask kicked by Euclid. So
why is it named after him with no

mention of its heritage? Yes he wrote



Keisha Thompson

the proof " I thank him for it but once
again black intelligence is uncredited —
algebra is these bruised knees, a black
child come archaeologist, a diaspora of

truth, a reunion of broken things.

¢ could stand for children scribbling
confused calculations in confines of

the Cartesian coordinate pages.

Filling each little square with just one
digit, out of context, rehearsing their
own limits. But [ think ¢ should stand for
critique " creativity " curiosity to find

the unknown. Seek out the erasure.
Question the missing footnotes in these
textbooks " when you do, all these things
will actually start to add up.
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Percy Byssche Shelly

The Masque of Anarchy

(an excerpt)

Percy Bysshe Shelley

‘And if then the tyrants dare
Let them ride among you there,
Slash, and stab, and maim, and hew,--

What they like, that let them do.

“With folded arms and steady eyes,
And little fear, and less surprise,
Look upon them as they slay

Till their rage has died away.

“Then they will return with shame
To the place from which they came,
And the blood thus shed will speak
In hot blushes on their cheek.

‘Every woman in the land
Will point at them as they stand--
They will hardly dare to greet

Their acquaintance in the street.
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*And the bold, true warriors
Who have hugged Danger in wars
Will turn to those who would be free,

Ashamed of such base company.

“And that slaughter to the Nation
Shall steam up like inspiration,
Eloquent, oracular;

A volcano heard afar.

‘And these words shall then become
Like Oppression’s thundered doom
Ringing through each heart and brain,

Heard again -- again -- again--

“Rise like Lions after slumber

In unvanquishable number--

Shake your chains to earth like dew
Which in sleep had fallen on you--

Ye are many -- they are few.’
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Baxtiyar Ali

A Dictators Will to Children
Baxtiyar Ali

Grow up, climb the minbar, declare murderous fatwas on these
times: quickly.

Eat springs while green, birds as they burn, and gods with all their
light,

kiss the axe that caught blood, the tongue caught by the hook, lips
caught by plague.

Grow up, rush the battlefields emptied of their warriors, take up

the broken helmets of those hells, fill the earth with gardens of
gunpowder: hurry.

Hurry: raise your hearts against the future’s distant missiles.

Clear your throat for the parrots that will nest within your voice.

Empty out your head for the dictators tomorrow brings.

Quick: ready your boots for the stars you will conquer.

Quick: start a fire for the words that must burn.

Hurry: grab the keys to hell.

Hurry to seize the guns of the hunters being devoured by their prey.

Take eagles for their eyes, nights for the blood on their fangs, hurry:

turn from all gibla, blame each victim, break your ablution with

death, rush to fill any space with death, rush to cut short the story

of dew, to pull down the stars, to fly off the merry-go-round, let go

and catch birds by horseback, fashion suns whose rays shine only

under your claws, make moons lit by your candles, create stars you
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can simply blow out, rush to change the taste of water, rush to flip

pigeons in flight, hone your drunkenness so it slaughters the barkeep.

Lust after the nests that haven'’t yet their eggs.

Lust after the honey still within the stamen.

Lust after the stars night hasn’t yet revealed.

Lust after the compliments that haven't yet the scent of letters.

Lust after the wars belonging to nations not yet born.

Lust after the honours the sky has yet to forbid.

Don’t lift your teeth from the apple until it denies the garden, don't

lift your teeth from the nightingale until she betrays the morning,

when you take flight, don’t land until you pass through the storm’s

heart, wage war one night, ravage one island, lust after one breast:

these are the coward’s doctrine ... know this: in the farthest flung

seashell, there is a pearl for you, in the most distant of women,

there is a night made for you, in the smallest raisin, a taste that

belongs to you, in each peacock, a feather that belongs to you, rush

to legislate the upending of the night, it’s time you saw the far side
of the moon ...

[t’s time you played on the cold side of the sun.
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Baxtiyar Ali

A Murderer and a Martyr
Bakhtyar Ali

Oh, you fool.

[ died for every beauty, you for every nothingness.

[ returned from the far side of every intimacy, you from the far side
of every absurdity.

Every painting you hang still isn’t a flower’s scent, which you have
lost.

Any praise still isn't a butterfly, which you will not see.

Thousands of angels cradle your ache, and this still isn’t a girl’s
glance, which has slipped through your hands.

Thousands of gardens salve your wounds, and this still isn’t the sin
of a kiss, which you will not taste.

Even if you reach hundreds of paradises, it isn’t picking a fig from
the highest branch, which you will not reach.

Enter hundreds of rivers, it still isn’t swimming in a pool teeming
with fish, a pool you'll never dive into.

Tomorrow, spit on your aches and return,

spit on the scars from your enemy’s dagger and return,

die small (like a human) amid the smiling eucalyptus ... it is more

beautiful.
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O, friend, are you so naive ... you think your death (when
nightingales die in the end, why die for them?) adorns the meadow?
Oh friend, look and see, after your death, life is just as it was. Oh

friend, look and weep, after your return, death is just as it was.
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John Ash

Smoke
John Ash

It was late in the year

and forests were burning a long way off,

the day the smoke arrived, almost unperceived.
It came as a ghost, as many ghosts,

visible in the mouths of tunnels.

Now that your neighbour is dead,
you recall casual greetings on the stairs,
snatches of show tunes in corridors,

and you look down into that well -

that well of uncertain light and air — and see an absence
which neither snow nor corrosive rain efface,
and the absence returns your glance, it follows like a cur

extending its tongue of smoke toward your hand.

The smoke enters the lamplight and the bed.
The eyes are clouded, the eyes are abolished,
and the ears that drank in the old arias of desire.

Venice is diminished, and Rome,

their bells dulled, their restaurants emptied;

in Manhattan the towers shrink from the sky;
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all places and all scenes become the less observed,

the less heard, the less loved.

In a city of burnt throats there can never be
enough sweet water to start the songs
and if you would dance, you must dance to the memory

of that lighted window the dusk carried off,

those hands preparing the evening meal,
skeletal hands fumbling among
the bottles of useless prophylactics,

those limbs and mouths, smoke we daily breathe.

But don’t vanish, don’t take the path to the river.
It is cold there and lonely,
and the sky is a burnt page. Stay —

you and you others. If we are not to become
a dispersed people of smoke,

the monument that is us must be built soon.
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John Ash

My Death III
John Ash

[ think of you as a calm businessman
with a prospectus and a taste for music

that is at once witty and dignified.

Certainly, there is nothing about you
that pertains to the Gothic,

which the Victorians ruined for all time -

Blackened walls
Of childhood O Manchester...

In the end, it couldn’t be so bad
to be part of a landscape —
hewn stone sunning itself, ash

under a tree of the same name,
but there are still some reasons

for delay, if that is possible.
My death be patient.

180



My Body Is Not Yours

Il g wisja

o 1L 4
vuligga
ogaoa’dos &J U yela LAJ)ablogaw Sog
lagwdo & Sijia 9 Sayaoliol ay

Oalgaba pas ¢ ghgiauwd pad )bSaa ad

i 09y Soy)bal Siub ard (Sub
109adyiod iloj a ogaiiiwaui) ad
-5y gbolad aluoas  glday)§isud ad

wBoglyablaiio) o)lgu>

wyaimailo ¢ \_,j|:io Y EY-T1T)

o ph 395 b Jawgs o

- Glbgw Aiiaoss al ay Sibay ad
Uiqf.oqjéa 093y ailhos s¢a ghublls o)
9l gloaaa 124))l> pjal

yas Slad)Bss Wita cYay
.l @goydal aodi yabai .eigasdles ¢

Ay ail}i)sequiy ¢o oy



Hamdi

[A lover unconscious]

Hamdi

A lover unconscious is aware.

A creature aware is unconscious.

Notice: has anyone been given both wealth and wisdom?

God’s wisdom, perfection, is absent, the universe partial.

I was freed of my heart, which her ringlets and bright face then
trapped,

and like dust trapped by flame, my heart was content.

If I don’t get drunk on this wine, I won’t get drunk on wine again.

Her ruby lips, oh bartender, broke your business.

What do I care for the inner sanctum if the beloved forgets me?

The glory of moonfaced love suffices for the rapt lover.

Brother, why do these rivals hold such spite for me?

As if she is a witness in court and I stand accused.
So, what does her mouth resemble this time, that mouth that

sometimes,

Like meaning, the pearl in the sea of my thoughts, disappears?
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Listen to this knowledge, know-it-all: don’t speak of lovers’ work.

You can’t bind the limbs of the lion of life with myths and magic.

The servant of the curtained mind is necessary.

Whether he reaches Layla or not, Majnun is cheerful.

If every one of my pores were a mouth and each hair a tongue,

I would thank the one who made Hamdi’s heart mad.
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Hamdi

[The morning]
Hamdi

The morning won’t smile until the homeless night cries its heart
out.

The rose won’t bloom until the morning’s nightingale cries itself
breathless.

They won't fruit, the trees of the world’s gardens, until all is one,

one temper, one moment, one mouth, until the branches can cry no

more.
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Hamdi

[“Oh, wine seller,’]

Hamdi

“Oh, wine seller,” I asked, “why sell wine for silver and gold?
Wine: that shining, sincere clarity, that wise, conscious soul.”
He told me, “Clear out the old sense, what people say,

”

that he’s a profound scholar if his glass is full, his mind empty.’
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Hamdi

[I delight more]
Hamdi

I delight more in being drunk than sober, though
in these ruins, the sober is drunker than the drunkard.
How strange, to face the ruins of existence:

the fuller his glass, the emptier he is.
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Rosie Garland

‘Something in the Water
Rosie Garland

She falls as rain.

Nourishes slow, sure and stubborn earth;
perfect for revolution to root,

grow hardy and withstand hungry winter.
Chill clay: unshakable harbour for odd women
who hold up half this cloudburst sky;
raised on a diet of nothing, plates empty
unless we roll up sleeves and sweat.

Torn from getting off our knees,

back strong from the schooling

in how hard that is to do.

Mouth strong from saying no. No more.

She falls this rain.

She is persistent, bolshy and sarcastic.
Writes soaking stories on slate roofs,

lifts us to the attic to eavesdrop her secrets,
translate her pattering Morse,

decode the truths she whispers,

pass the tales from sister to brother.

She falls as rain

into hands cupped to receive her.
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Quenches the ink of Gaskell, Bronte,
Delaney, Duffy, Engels, Turing, Winterson, Kay.
Nurtures dragon tongues to howl

rebel words that speak against the easy grain.

She falls as rain.
Sweeps her torrential swirl of petticoats,
shakes the heavens with diamond lightning,

roars storms loud enough to drown out hate.

She falls as rain.
Teaches patience of the long game, long-haul, long way round.
Patience to pass through granite without destruction

in a peaceful occupation of the planet.

She falls as rain

on all who choose to step from gutter into light,
and like the struggle, she is never done.

Patient as ocean and with the ocean

we wax and wane. Fall and rise. Fall and rise again.



Rosie Garland

Rise as fountains.
Cast sky hooks into storm clouds,

reel in the rainbow and plant its pot of gold

in every backyard, every street.
Stretch the bow and shelter the city
with the sky conjuring every colour.
This purple, white and green city
stained with Peterloo crimson,

the black and gold of worker bees
steeped in grime and honey.
Sweetness with a tart sting

hard fought for, hard won.

Strength

to be knocked down.

Strength to get back up again, again.

Strength not in adversity but in resistance.

We are built-this-proud, fought-for-this-proud,
we stand-together-proud.

Net us: we pour through the spaces,

chain us: we freeze and crack shackles,

jail us: we melt through bars and under doors.
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Shout triumphs, honour wounds.

Flex muscle built from standing up for rights.

Take up space. Break silence, break the peace,
scrawl gobby ink across the page,

rock the sand-banked boat, haul anchor and set sail

off the safe and narrow, off the dotted line,

out of the margins into a new geography.
Manchester music in all its clanging cacophony
of can-do, will-do,

screw-you-if-you-say-we-can't-do.

Why blunt a keen edge in lazy silk

when we can march in mighty cotton?

Spit on hands, leap off pedestals, stick out necks and elbows,
and stride the streets, shoulder to shoulder.

Roll up umbrellas, peel back hoods,

tip up chins and let her wash us dirty,

gift us with grit in the oyster,

burst into peacock pearls.
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Elizabeth Gaskell

Sketches Among the Poor No |
(an excerpt)

Elizabeth Gaskell

[t was a pleasant place, that early home!

The brook went singing by, leaving its foam
Among the flags and blue forget-me-not;

And in a nook, above that shelter’d spot,

For ages stood a gnarled hawthorn-tree;

And if you pass’d in spring-time, you might see
The knotted trunk all coronal’d with flowers,
That every breeze shook down in fragrant showers;
The earnest bees in odorous cells did lie,
Hymning their thanks with murmuring melody;
The evening sun shone brightly on the green,
And seem’d to linger on the lonely scene.

And, if to others Mary’s early nest

Show’d poor and homely, to her loving breast

A charm lay hidden in the very stains

Which time and weather left; the old dim panes,
The grey rough moss, the house-leek, you might see
Were chronicled in childhood’s memory;

And in her dreams she wander’d far and wide
Among the hills, her sister at her side--

That sister slept beneath a grassy tomb

Ere time had robbed her of her first sweet bloom.

0 Sleep! thou bringest back our childhood’s heart,
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Ere yet the dew exhale, the hope depart;

Thou callest up the lost ones, sorrow’d o’er

Till sorrow’s self hath lost her tearful power;
Thine is the fairy-land, where shadows dwell,
Evoked in dreams by some strange hidden spell.
But Day and Waking have their dreams, O Sleep,
When Hope and Memory their fond watches keep;
And such o’er Mary held supremest sway,

When kindly labours task’d her hands all day.
Employ’d her hands, her thoughts roam’d far and free,
Till sense call'd down to calm reality.

A few short weeks, and then, unbound the chains
Which held her to another’s woes or pains,
Farewell to dusky streets and shrouded skies,

Her treasur’d home should bless her yearning eyes,
And fair as in the days of childish glee

Each grassy nook and wooded haunt should be.
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Dlawar Qaradaghi

Father, open the window
a word remains in my heart
[ must speak ... !

Dlawar Qaradaghi

For Damun

An evening will come.
Someone will ring the doorbell.
By the heartbeat,

[ will assume it is my son.

An evening will come.
Someone will ring the doorbell.
I will tease him and ask,

“Who are you, dear friend, who is there?”
He will quietly answer,

with deep sorrow,

faintly,

“Father, open the door, it’s me.
It is me,

me.”

With deeper sorrow,

he will persist

“It’s me, it’s me, someone,

me, a guest,

a traveler,
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E
R. ”

An evening will come.

My son will come back as a lover.
He will take off his coat

and say,

“O, father,

what a heavy rain outside.

O, father, [ was almost
swallowed by the storm.

O, father, [ was nearly
kidnapped

and carried far, far away

by my umbrella.

O, father ... O, father,

before I came home,

a thousand times my heart broke,
a thousand times I fell ill,

a thousand dwarves crossed my path.

O, father,

205



Dlawar Qaradaghi

how tight my heart is,

what fear fills me,

what trembling runs along my nerves.
O, father,

how I love to cry,

how I love to start dancing.

Father ... where is the music

of your own piano?

The blind man, I mean,

the one with a picture of the ocean
over his heart.

O, play the record

of that melancholic dwarf of Qajar,
the record that made you

and your rainy generation

grow old.

Come, father, a gentle poem.

A poem

like a sudden breath of wind
through the night’s sleepy forest,
like two lovely pears

sitting for a picture,

like that winter’s evening

the road once again

took you home
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with your broken heart
and you didn'’t sleep all night,

until I found my feet for the first time.

Father, smell me, father,

see what [ smell like.

Boiling love

or a basin of black basil?

O, how warm I have become.
Father, touch me.

You tell me:

am [ warmer

than the homeland’s embrace?
Am [ happier

than the pomegranate?

Am [ more crowded

than my childhood,

the one I left to the neighborhoods?

Father, you tell me

am I

lonelier than love?

Am [ more melancholy than unripe almonds?
Am I in more of a hurry than death?

Does my heart beat faster

than the daf?
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Father, you know

there’s a rattle in my throat.
It is almost without reason
bringing me trembling to poetry.
It is almost without reason
bringing me to tears.

It is almost without reason
putting me in prayer’s trance.
It is almost without reason
putting me in mind to reveal
strange things!

Father, do you know

there is a voice in my ear

like an ocean

calling from afar,

calling

to give me the strength

to risk traveling,

a roaring rival

encouraging me

to learn bad habits,

a whispering enemy

who wants to fill my head with doubt,
who wants me to go

where color goes pale,

a muttering stranger
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who wants, as is her wont,

to read my palm,

who wants her own way:

to spell my childhood

with the melody of my enemy,
who wants to pick a fight with me,
to surround me

in imagination’s alleyways,

in front of her own home,
who wants to break me

in front of Marjan,

who wants to cheat me

in the myth’s four ways.

Father ... Father,

close the curtains.

Help me cry.

Help me warm up.

Encourage me ... to narrate a thing
full of snow, silence,

and pulsing heart.

Tell me

where is this story’s beginning and
where its end?

Tell me, father,

which wind do I follow
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to get back to being lost?
Tell me:

these alleys

reach which edge?
Which destruction?

Tell me, father,

how to fill

the universal void
between

two good mornings,
between

the first two sitting together in the bus,
between

drinking coffees?

Tell me:

when [ decide

to say what’s in my heart
how to deny it,

when not to hesitate, when
not to fall and shatter.
Tell me:

how can I

stand in pieces?

How can 1

not become dirt?

How canl
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not become fog?
How canl

not become wind?
How can],

father,

withstand a century
under the rain
alone?

An evening will come.
Someone will ring the doorbell.
By the beating heart

[ will assume it is my son.

I will tease him and ask,

“Who are you, dear friend,
who is there?”

With deep sorrow,

he will say

“Father, it’s me,

your son.

Father, [ am in a hurry,

a great hurry.

Someone is waiting for me
outside

in the rain.

[ came

to say goodbye and

must leave right away.”
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Dlawar Qaradaghi

Poets™ Alley
Dlawar Qaradaghi

The world is sunny.

In front of my window, my shadow,

in the sunlight,

a bird in black clothes perched on a snowy branch.

Sleepy, I stand by the window.

On the porch, my mother tends the boiling samovar,

pulling tea across the sugar cube behind her teeth and murmuring
to herself.

In the dawn,

Zuleikha lays the laundry out on the roof.

A line of fresh footprints

stretches to the front door,

footprints of someone ... who went somewhere in a dream.
Maybe they belong to the landlord

upstairs

who packed a bag late at night

and began a long journey

or maybe just went for a short walk down the alley.

They might also be the footprints

of my own intentions to travel.
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The world is sunny.

[ would like to drink a very sweet tea

then pack a bag and sit in the back of a truck.
[ feel ... My heart is terribly happy.

[ murmur a prayer.

God, may this be true!

In this house, I was a happy boy.

They were lovely, the dreams I had in this house.
They were kind, the rays of sun

that came in as a bouquet.

And how could I forget the polite birds

who knew [ was a poet

and would chirp with respect

when [ came home into the courtyard.

In this alley I had good neighbors,
kind neighbors.

All of them ... except a few
understood poetry ... specifically Nali’s.
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All of their children ... except a few
their school copybooks were full of
Ten out of ten! and

Very good! ... Excellent!

Let me say this, too,

in this same alley I had a friend

whose name was Yusif.

He lacked for nothing,

but he was lonely, like a vase.

He was a good poet, but

now and again would paint and had such pretty handwriting.
Late one autumn

someone kidnapped him, his family’s only child,
killed him and left him for dead in some distant place.
One evening, Yusif, dead, on his own two feet

showed up back at home and said, in tears,

“Oh, mother ... 'm in so much pain

Bury me!”

The world is sunny.

My heart is terribly happy.

[ would like, before I grab my bag,
to say goodbye, and leave,
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to tell my mother the dream I had last night
But no ... it’s useless.

My mother has always thought,

ever since I was a child,

that most nights ... [ packed a bag

and left, sleepwalking!
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Lazo Azad

The Man Who Subdues Me With a Kiss
Lazo Azad

Evening comes;

he comes:

black trousers,

black coat,

black shirt, and

a pair of black eyes.

In the distance, one can see his sorrow.
In the distance, his damp eyes glisten,
his hair unkempt,

his footsteps like a drunk’s.

Before the first kiss,

the first embrace,

the first proposal,

he falls to one knee before me

saying, “Miss, these questions haunt me:
will you marry me or poetry?

Me or the rain?

Me or the moonlight?”
He just keeps talkinggg g g.

On the evening of the first snow fall,

with the first winds of anger,
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the first downpour of despair,

he comes.

“Miss,” he says,
“sell me the moisture of your lips.
Give me the light of your eyes.

Fashion an amulet for me from a strand of your hair.”

One evening he comes and unsheathes his daggers.
He comes and bares his wounds to me,

his chest full of fury,

his teeth clenching his cigarette,

his glasses soaked, weeping.

He says,
“Your kisses taste of pears.
Your smiles kidnap me,

not to mention your tears.”

Black trousers,
black coat,
black shirt, and
two red eyes,
growing distant,

fading away and evaporating in the fog.
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Evening comes;

he comes:

a smirk on his lips.

Like a sigh,

he enters my room and

opens my chest of drawers,
murmuring to himself then saying,
“I am looking for what

has kept my hands from me,

has hid my kisses from me.”

[ pour myself onto my bed and,
in a girl’s voice,

charged with want,

I say,

“Come.

Come yourself.

Take them all back.

Take them all away from me.
Subdue them all and keep them.”
He just

keeps talkingggg g.
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Dike Omeje

Pen-Ultimate
Dike Omeje

This may be the last time that I try 2 shine on darkened
shores

This may be my last find in the gold mines that define the
cause

This may be the last time that my feet will ever touch
these floors

This my be my last rhyme in the shallow end of

metaphors

This may be my last try 2 right the wrongs with verbal tools

This may be my last pitch in the game that makes then
breaks its rules

This may be my last flight through skies of individuality

Or the bite that rips the fingers off the hand that thinks

it's feeding me

This may be my last shot in the darkness of hypocrisy

The last watch that I keep b4 I give up waiting patiently

The last watch I try 2 tie 2 hold the weak seams of
democracy

The last time that I lie b4 I turn and face you, honestly

This may be our first fight if you have 2 raise your voice 2 me

This may be our last night so pull your body close 2 me
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This may be the melody that puts all raging minds at ease
This could be the remedy, the cure 4 every known disease
Trust is; what it is is what’s meant 2 be
What you get is what you see
What you miss is what is left of me
Devoid of poetry
But what is left is what you always see
So what you see is what you get
What is left without the poetry
Is the me ['ve never met
This may be the last line of defence 2 save my dignity
May be my last try 2 harness and hold an audience 4
poetry
This may be the first time or the last time that you
notice me
May be the last time that I climb on 2 the fence and
sit, indifferently
This maybe my last gift 2 a god that always wants 4
more
This may be my last prayer, the first time ['ve really
prayed b4
This may be my last breath or the breath that ['ve

been waiting 4
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This may be my first death... or the first time that I've
killed b4

This may be my last rave b4 I leave behind a tortured
youth

This may be my last shave b4 [ grow in 2 an old recluse

This may be the last time that I clench my fist around
a pen

This may be the last time that [ write

...B4 I write again...
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Mahwi

[He asks]
Mahwi

He asks: why when I arrived was your heart absent?

When the sun rises, the dew must rise, absent.

What a lover, to gaze at those eyes, unflinching.

No one drinks in this bar without the guard giving way.

They ask: and chemistry? Is serving mankind, but sincerely.

Abu Talib served no less than Abu Bakir.

By name, we are men, but there are men among men.

By name, sadly, it’s all dawn, whether true or false.

A novice asked a gnostic about the slaughterhouse and butcher.

With his witness finger, he pointed to the courthouse and jury.

The truth teller gave us the ocean, “I am Truth,” so my verses swim

Killing me was acceptable, now it is required.
Recklessness is a shame, Mahwi, and the heart God’s throne.

Yours has become a temple with no idolater, a church with no

priest.
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Mahwi

[Those enthroned today]
Mahwi

Those enthroned today, surrounded by ululating creatures,

will be corpses tomorrow, surrounded by shrieking creatures.

Tomorrow will cut and cut them down. Had they faith,

they would not be so eager for this world, these creatures.

The antichrist takes shape in the thought of knowledge’s people.

Some follow it in herds, these creatures.

The full world is so tempting for a devil like the Devil.

He shelters in sly whispers and holds sway over creatures.

Your curtained face riots with a hundred doomsdays.

For once, take the veil off. See the earthquake of creatures.

We thought this life was water, but it was only a mirage.

All drown though they swim in drought, these creatures.

In the market universe, everyone’s shop hours last his lifetime.

Jewels for shit, Mahwi, this is the behavior of creatures.
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Gerry Potter

The Erosion
Gerry Potter

Sea in/out,

cycles n’ roundabouts

revolutions peaceful pass.

Nature got it right,

anarchy and calm are where it’s at,

what it’s always been,

filling fish with plastic’s a greedy bitch.
The Erosion’s us,

we wither ‘n’ whittle,

architects of splintered goods.

We've wintered every summer with pollution;
fortunate breathe,

unlucky choke.

There’s this bloke thinks climate change
is hot money,

struck gold on a car-crashed Barrier Reef.
He’s The Erosion,

the end, insane, eye on the dollar

and promotion.

When the commotion’s a storm,

there’s beauty.

Yeah, a roof blows off, but the sky lights up,

ring-pulls are murdering whales.
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Black Friday January sales into the apocalypse,
Disneyland sunsets,

one wing'd or not,

bets are on when the bees are gone.

Nature may occasionally rip up trees,

but we burn them to make plastic packaging for fruit.
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Gerry Potter

Tomorrow Cometh
Gerry Potter

There’s a comfy sofa,

monochrome shaped in yesterday.
Before the seventies,

before glam,

before tripping became compulsory.
I'm on it watching

telly,

shift workers.

Waiting baited breath and spine tight
for pocket money.

I can hear it outside,

the hum,

throb,

rattling clatters of industry.
Rumbling thunders

without dark clouds,

rain.

It feels inside,

sat with me,

sofa’d,

comfy.
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Later I'll stand by its braziers,
spark spit fire-cracking,
escaping,

listening to jokes I've heard before.
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Katherine Horrex

Lapwings in Fallowfield
Katherine Horrex

Lapwings in Fallowfield
They sit with the road’s oily
tang in their nares,

their bodies like helmets in grass.

Younger ones look like soil
upon snow and nest

in the adults’ thick feathers.
My sister and I at somebody’s

wedding, when we hid

under somebody’s dress.
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Katherine Horrex

Brexit
Katherine Horrex

The city has been stamped with leaves
and is a mail bag, waiting to be posted somewhere.
Houses, on a hillside, stacked like letters

spilling over so the wind can almost snatch them.

Its streets are grit filled markings on a shoe sole
cambering uneasily at the heel
and worn into themselves like grafted skin.

The tarmac has a greasy sheen.

Only people’s backs, hunched towards shopping,
confirm life happens here, wrapped in cagoules,
people personable as tents zipped shut,

canvas for the rain to write upon.

They lean into windows lit like oilseed

believe they’re holding something by its horns.

Their houses ache like letters that leave something bad unsaid.

But now the whole world knows their thoughts.

Theirs was only the stale and temporary discretion
of booths at a polling station.
Houses on the hillside turn to banners

filling with the wind, which will not take them far.
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Piramerd

[Newroz]
Piramerd

It’s new year’s day. Newroz has come again:

the old, worthy Kurdish celebration of joy.

Until last year, our flowering hope was wilted

new spring’s fair flower was only the blood of the young.
[t was that red that brought morning’s good news

from the Kurd'’s high horizons to nations far and wide.
[t was Newroz that put a fire in their liver, so

the young went lovingly to welcome death.

Now, the sun rises from the state’s high mountain.

The blood of martyrs reflects the twilight.

Now, new in the history of this nation,

every girl’s breast is a battle shield.

No need to moan and weep over our homeland’s martyrs.

They live forever, those who live in the nation’s heart.
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Piramerd

An Eloquent Kurd

Piramerd

Come morning, [ woke to gaze on new fallen snow

Slemani wore the silvery veil of the Queen of Sheba.

[ had been waiting on a snowfall as if on good news.

My hair may be snow, but I still love to throw snowballs.

Once, I made a snow lion and rode him bareback.

He stood in the shade, so stayed, frozen, until summer.

See how beautiful Goizha Mountain is in her white clothing?

Her white more charming than the sky’s blue.

They say heaven’s angels are clothed white as snow.

Our angel is sublime, so why aren’t we past sin?

Each snowflake carries an angel of God.

Angels have come among us, so the riots and tumult.

Now, the sky clears, the sun shines down on Glazarda Mountain

and on that snow, the sunlight makes God’s diamonds.
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On white cheeks, golden jewels glitter:
her yellow hair suits her, the fairy on Mount Qaf

The snow lays on the roof like white milk.

Lined branches and tree limbs catch at the heart.

The ice damming the eaves is the silver chokers of a Kurdish girl.

The ice is a mirror, why even compare two such similar things?

Winter grief stiffens the hair of elderly women.

Spring returns, and the ancient trees find new heights.
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Piramerd

Me and the Stars

Piramerd

By night, the high stars shine. They're

wretched, like me, without peace or rest.

After years, we know each other’s sleepless nights well.
Scoundrels, come nightfall, our heads find no pillow.

[ am up and down, lost, ill-fated. They,

like the nomadic Kurdish tribes, wander the sky.

By night, the grass drinks their tears.

By day, steam rises from my watering eyes.

Last night, near dawn, they wept over me.

They saw me distraught, between friends and enemies.
['ve never seen such sincerity as in

their tears for me which I mistook as dew.

[ asked the wind, “Why do they consume sorrow?
Unlike us, they live so near God’s house.”

They answered in dew on a leaf:

"The sparks of your evil caught the sky on fire.

Then, the northern Kurds cried out, their breath

»
Blew smoke our way, so we weep.
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Anonymous

The Cotton Famine®
Christmas, 1862

Anonymous

England! thy Christmas mirth is mixed with tears,
While pinching penury and want despoil

Ten thousand homes, where dwelt thy sons of toil;
Gone are thrifty fruits of struggling years.
Against the brighter past, thy doubts and fears
See future clouds that darken like a foil;

Yet seeds of joy find root in sorrow’s soil;

To Faith and Hope the coming dawn appears.
Endure and trust, while Charity divine

Thy hungry feeds, and clothes thy shiv’ring poor;
Then, when the day of peace again shall shine
With golden gladness o’er yon western shore,

A nobler thrice bless’d commerce shall be thine,

Stain’d with the guilt of slavery no more.

8- Poems from Lancashire Cotton Famine of 1861-65

These poems were largely sourced from newspapers - local, regional, and national
- based in Lancashire, around the UK, and America.

The Cotton Famine was caused by the Union blockade of Confederate exports
of cotton during the American Civil War, and many of the poems address this
international aspect of a regional crisis.
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Anonymous

A Droylsden Shopkeepers LLament
Anonymous’

When working ceased and times went bad
Folks had no cash to spend;
I trusted out what stock I had,

In hopes that times would mend.

For years I'd worked and struggled hard,
A little cash to save,

I'd sailed through every trying storm,
And battled every wave.

But now, alas! where is my stock —
Where is my little bark?
“Tis lost, ‘tis shivered on a rock,

And all around is dark.

And who shall save the little crew —
My children and my wife?

Must we all starve, and bid adieu
Unto the storms of life?

9- Poems from Lancashire Cotton Famine of 1861-65

These poems were largely sourced from newspapers - local, regional, and national
- based in Lancashire, around the UK, and America.

The Cotton Famine was caused by the Union blockade of Confederate exports
of cotton during the American Civil War, and many of the poems address this
international aspect of a regional crisis.
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[ through the darkness now can spy
A lifeboat near at hand;
But O! alas it doth deny

A passage to the land.

Away, away, it slowly speeds,
Nor hears a neighbour’s cry;
To serve a foreign tradesman’s needs

“Twill pass a neighbour by.

O! thou unfeeling lifeboat crew -
O! ruthless Droylsden gents!
Each Droylsden shopkeeper ye screw,

And more than one laments.
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Anwar Qadir Mohammed

The Poets Fate
Anwar Qadir Mohammed

It was a night of thick spring grass.

Heavy rain came and went.

The street lamp

trembled in the dark and the downpour.

Fear, like a fall wind,

shook the tree’s courage

and pulled the door from its hinges.

The night was no night.

The bloom clawed at his own cheeks.

The tree set his heights ablaze.

Fate threw the journal of his life into the fires of hell.
At the horizon’s edge, violets made a halo.

His brother, Hope, became water flushing down the whirlpool.
The flower’s morning dew,

the evening’s blue sky

would not come to his spirit’s broken window.
Neither the late-night song

nor the distant melody from the shimshal’s throat
disturbed the world’s quiet.

They barraged him with bullets.

They blindfolded him with a black cloud.

They abandoned him to resounding gunshots.
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They carved a bloody cross into his stone chest.
A tall apple tree, he was friends with the wind.
They were the planet’s sonatas that night.

They were dear friends and they were with one another.

In that fitful migration,

he was among knights,

he was the storyteller of truth, goodness, love and beauty.
The day the storm turned on him,

trees and stones wept,

earth and sky pulled against history’s sludge.

He was not silent.

What flared and gushed in his head

spilled into his pen, then his notebook.

He was not quiet ... he was not hushed.
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Anwar Qadir Mohammed

Love and Daggers
Anwar Qadir Muhammad

for Dariush

There comes the gentle tapping of rain and lovers’ weeping.
You've come from so far away,

leading the caravan of storms on a white horse,

coming through the settling smoke of our scorched plain.
You sing a red hure

and rouse the city’s heart!

Is that the clanking chains of clouds around the stars” hands and
feet

in this dark night?

Or the moan of a poet burned by love?

Or the spark of a bright lamp in a prisoner’s eyes,

that cracks the walls and seeps into the city?

It is the sweet sound of your love song,

falling flake by flake to whiten

this incinerated country of soul ...

When have we not been hungry?

When have we not been thirsty?

When have we not been in love with red rain?

Our mud home, in that strange alley,

Had laid down to rest its head on its elbows,
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Its walls nostalgic with poetry.

There, we came to life,

Our mother would tap, tap, tap like rain
at night to lull us to sleep.

We grew up hungry,

some nights hunger drunk,

we fell in love with bread, flowers, girls, God and burning ...

When have we not been hungry?

There comes the gentle tapping of rain and lovers’ songs.
My heart and the city street are niches for flowers,
to welcome you, darling!
When will you come, so we can
chirp and sing and say, We're nearing the season of bread,
the rains of daffodils and roses.
If you came and saw
the pure heart of a poet run through by a dagger,
his wounds pouring out leftist poems,
would you say to him,
-Dear friend! You look sad and
your smile is a sunset dripping into the yellow sea

of muted afternoons.

After nights of desire, want, and loneliness, where did you

lay your mountain head? In the lap of which pale morning

horizon?
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Anwar Qadir Mohammed

Sunlight, Moonlight
Anwar Qadir Muhammed

for my Grandfather, Mullah Qadir Sufi

Your mosque’s lantern,

the lines of your library’s books, like rays of light,

took my hands and led me to the main road of Mawlawi’s city.
The luster of your universal study

guided me through night snows

and taught me the Sura, “Am I not your Lord?”

The scent of your library

introduced me to daffodils’ eyes and daybreak’s breast.

The “I” you named

whose heart’s cloudless sky has filled with your sunlight, moonlight,
what could I care for barking hallways or icy city streets?
How can I gulp down cheap wine with the clouds and their
shadows?

The “I” who followed your face as a sun

how do I share secrets with the lantern thieves?

The “I” who drank the last drop from your wine glass

how would this world not be ruins to me?

The “I” who keeps your eagle eyes

before my own

how would I descend from the sky’s heights

to befriend the corpse birds, the vulture and the raven?
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The “I” who swore on your black bound Quran
with the smell of milk still on my mouth,

how can my golden heart rust?

Your hand, constantly raised against injustice,
raised me to follow the truth,

taught me to worship the truth,

the morning’s resounding call to prayer,

the evening’s lonely devotion, and

the teardrops fallen on your white beard,
which became the mountain’s melody, blending with the roaring
Sirwan River,

the litanies of truth’s followers and those who keep passion’s vigil.

[ saw: my father

rubbed his eyes

with the bloody shirt of Joseph

and you told him: Mullah,

do you not yet understand

the secret and flame of revelation

or did you know these were Jacob’s tears
dripping from the throne,

his screams shaking the house,

the brothers mired in mud

while Joseph’s face became a land of lanterns
and sent Zuleikha’s gentle heart into mad flight and

spring and migration returned to Canaan.
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Michael Symmons Roberts

Great Northern Diver
Michael Symmons Roberts

Mancunia at night looks like embers from above,
but hold the dive and it reassembles, cools,

coalesces into districts, flyovers, a motherboard,

now stadiums like unblinking eyes,
car lots set out as piano keys, parks with lake wounds,

counter-flow of arteries in red and white,

the bass clef curves of cul de sacs
in outlying estates, then factories with starting guns

of smoke that sting and make you squint,

now you can pick out individual cars, nags’ heads
down in dark fields, glow of dressed shop windows,

drunks on their tightrope walk home,

black poplars’ ragged tops, roof tiles, kerbstones,
air that drops from ice to cloud to everything a city

cooks at once until the road meets you
face-to-face, down and under, slower, denser

and the clay arrests you, holds you as a pulse for good,

so what keeps this city alive is you.
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Michael Symmons Roberts

[ Shake Out My Coat
Michael Symmons Roberts

because I cannot sleep and this unsteady
moon has lured me out with promises

to light one final act for me.

Filthy sky-black pea-coat,
[ shrug it from my shoulders, grip the collar,

and begin to shake it out.

The stars cannot give second thought
to such a slight shift in the world’s array
but still they flinch with each down-draught.

The backyard breeze, coaxed into mimicry,
awakens fallen leaves from cherries, acers,

laurels, limes, a silvered cloud of tree.

a crack of pylons at the edge of town.
Within an hour, it will be lifting flags

in empty cities you and I have never seen.

[ curse myself for waiting days to do this,
given all the places we have been

- turbid rivers, search lit walls,
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dry fields sown with thorns and minds -
no wonder it shakes out so many

splinters, dog hairs, baggage-tags, such rain.

And given all those half-forgotten places,
it is scant surprised that — look! -

my cloth, unfurled, is twice the size.

I had no sense it was so bunched and hemmed,
but now it opens into trench coat, cloak,

black wedding-train, tarpaulin, tent,

and still the dross flies from its folds.
[ am a vignette: man-in-silent-yard-sees-light,

or sings-of-where-he’s-been-and-what-he-almost-knows.
O moon, have a heart, my arms agony,

[ cannot stop for fear that when I do,

my old coat will no longer be a fit for me.
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Katan Xadimi

Flying Without Wings
Katan Xadimi

I pleaded with my mother for a pair of wings
She said, “You come from me,
so you have to wander the wide world barefoot.”
I said, “I don’t want bracelets, earrings, or necklaces,
just wings to fly with, to journey with.”
My mother said, smiling, “Like our neighbor’s tame pigeons
even wings will not take you far from these rooftops.”
[ said, “I want wings.”
My mother, kneading dough in the rain, said
as if telling a neighborhood woman,
“If you go, you'll still be right here. Our bags always have holes.
[ reached the border’s farthest frontiers.
I saw all those girls
standing in their ashen dresses
crying, saying,
We wandered the whole world and still we are right here,
Here... in pools of blood and tears,
the cities all red,
the seas all salty.
At the border, a friend of mine

auctioned off her love, her laughter, her past."!

11- This line is by Saba Halabjai
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A lady poet traveled through the misfortune of a fallen leaf."

A woman knelt in front of some bags,

saying, “No smuggler can rescue these stories.”

[ was mid-journey.

[ came upon cities dressed in warmth, cities sunk in snow,

villages calling out with life and ruins that had slept for how many
years,

streets that embraced golden leaves, gardens with grinning fruit,

thirsty deserts, plains whose hearts were splashed green,

endlessly winding, narrow paths.

[ wanted, with the rusty map in my mind,

to find the city I'd lost.

Only a handful of it, ashes, was left in my soul,

only a faded image in my memory.

A woman once shouted after me,

Hey! You! Are you traveling or a gypsy?

You dropped these threadbare hours and

rusted days.

[ picked them up and did not thank her.

A child ran after me, “Miss, miss! Are these shards of glass yours?

They're falling out of your shoulder bag.

12- This line is by Rozh Halabjai
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Without giving him a smile,

one by one, I picked up the tears.

In a dark alley, filled with days of garbage,

full of closed doors,

a strange voice chased me,

called after me,

“You! Girl! Shadi! Shoxan!"”

His hands were full of bloody bullets.

He said, “You dropped these.”

[ picked up the bullets,

saying, “God, why can’t I lose these?”

A voice, panting, followed me,

“Oh, broken-hearted lover,

oh, Du’a', come take back these bloody clothes.
Wherever you go, take them with you.”

They put an armful of tattered clothes

from the stoning into my bag.

[ shouted, “I want to go and leave this bag behind!”

They all laughed.

My mother said, “You can’t travel without a bag.”

I said, “Mom, here, day after day, [ become more of a stranger.
[ have lost all the scents

that could take me back to the breath of a dewy flower at sunset.

Mom, I am more of a stranger than the laborer who knows

13- Names of two of the poet’s childhood friends.
14- Du’a was a 17-year-old Iraqi girl of the Yazidi faith who was stoned to death in
northern Iraq in early April 2007, the victim of an honor killing.
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nothing of this city’s language,

who sees only its garbage.

[ wander after a city I have only a black and white photo of.
[ want to go back

and find Husni" in an alley of Ashaba Spi'®

and give her a floral dress

and say, “Husni, come be a friend to my loneliness.
Now, I can read the language of your rage.”

[ want to go back to the schoolyard

among the girls with the red ribbons

and take the broom from Siwail"’

and say, “Come, let me sweep the school with you.”
[ want to go back

and sift through the city’s

dumpsters, one by one,

asking after Wahab'®

saying, “Where are you? 'm not afraid of you anymore,
now that I know the royal meals you sought.”

[ cross street after street

No one can sing the melody of my sorrows

[ go to Fatana and together

we sing, “The heart suffers from love’s affliction.”

Fatana laughs and says,

15- Husni: a marginalized woman who walked in the bazaar naked.

16- Ashaba Spi: an old section in the bazaar.

17- Swail: a marginalized girl who worked as a caretaker in a primary school in
Sarchinar.

18- Wahab: a marginalized boy always eating out of the dumpster
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“You're the only woman who comes and smokes these cigarettes of
mine.”

[ say, “Fatana, look,

how vibrant the world is for you while the sky above me,

like your cigarette smoke, is dark

and a lifetime, like our songs, is short and smells strange.”

And there my daughter’s voice startled me... she called out to me,

“Mom... mom, I want a pair of wings.”

[ said, “But you come from me,

so you have to wander the wide world barefoot.

She said, “I don’t want bracelets, earrings, or necklaces,

just wings to fly with, to journey with.”

[ said, laughing, “Like our neighbors tamed pigeons

even wings will not take you far from these rooftops.”

She said, “... | want wings.”

I said, “You can't travel without a bag.”
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Tales from this side of a window ... behind

a locked door
Katan Xadimi

A strange soul comes to you and

tells its story as a refugee

of loitering at the city’s post office

waiting for an open letter.

Before the letter’s in hand

the entire city has read it.

[ have walked these silent sidewalks so often

so foreign ... in tumult ... these shaken streets

I'm as strange as a soul far from life ... from sight ... from an un-
ruly joke

from a grown person ... from everything

[ am a woman grafted with child

A boy whose fantasies cut sharply through the sky, like birds.
His hands never reach the garden’s color,

but he always catches the scent of the garden’s morning breeze.
His hands will not reach the spring,

but still bear the scent of the sea.

A boy who doesn’t know to murmur a song for life,

but ... has become a symphony for my soul.
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Such time I've offered to the ticking of his heart’s clock

less so to the wall’s broken clocks

yet more to the clock within the traveler’s bag

and still less to the ticking seconds that spell out day and night and

the PasSIng SEASOIS .. ..euvtureureieiieiie ittt ettt et e ee e

And who will report the news that this house has become a mirage

Who will read the white notice boards
of lively death

Life forme.......and you.......... what was it
but tending a garden endlessly overcome by fall

with no fruit, no harvest season

For ten years, my pen has wept ......

Sung.......

Danced........

Raved..........

But no one could walk over to this side of his words

From the other side, behind a locked door, locked window,

they listen to time shatter.
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They can’t, my boy, can’t

find his home address, which has become a mirage on the munici-
pal map.

What sports network

discusses the competition between us and the days?
What... gardener ... sees this garden’s disease?

Covers the story

of the young, fallen fruit?

What zoom lens can

capture and show the crowds an image of a murdered soul?
What website understands the evaporating woman

who with the morning rain returns to her kitchen

or discusses spring, how rapidly, its hair all tangled,

it passes by our window, how we will not see it again

In this sanctum of yours and mine,

on this side of this locked door,

[ call on God
[say.........
God...... these keys, now and again, hide them from us.

God ... how do these windows speak?

God ... see how these curtains shiver with fever?
How long will sadness stalk

this room in this coat?

God ... if you send death
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let him take a picture of us:

two lovers on the wing of a single destination
for after me, “the language of his fingers

will be lost,”

and after him,

“the language of my tears.”
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Bachtyar Al1(1966-) is one of the most prominent contemporary
authors and poets from Iraqi Kurdistan. He has written over 40
books of fiction, poetry, and criticism, including 12 novels, and has
been translated into Kurmanji Kurdish, Persian, Arabic, German,
[talian, French, English, and other languages. In 2017, he was
awarded the Nelly Sachs Prize, the first author writing in a non-
European language to do so. In 2005, the Ministry of Culture of
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Kaj al Ahmad (1967-), a contemporary Kurdish poet and
journalist, was born in Kirkuk, a contested city in Iraq. Known for
the show Dijebaw on Kurdsat, she began writing poetry in 1986. Her
poems, known for being “fierce” and “sensual,” have been translated
into Arabic, Persian, Turkish, Norwegian, and English. The English-
language Handful of Salt (The Word Works), a translated collection
of her poetry, was published in 2016.
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John Ash (1948 - 2019) was an expatriate British poet and writer.

His lifelong interest in Byzantium (especially its architecture) was a
major theme which ran through his poetry, fiction and travel writing,

along with family, friends and the three major cities he has lived in.

Ash was born in Manchester, England in 1948, the son of
schoolteachers. With a brief break to attend the University of
Birmingham (B.A. 1969) and to take a post-graduation year in
Cyprus, he remained in the city of his birth until 1985.

Moving to New York City in 1985, Ash became associated with the
New York School of poets and formed a strong and lasting friendship
with its leading proponent, John Ashbery. After stints teaching at the
University of lowa and the University of California, Berkeley, he

moved to Istanbul in 1996.
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Lazo Azad (1985-) was born in Slemani. She left Kurdistan in
2000 and finished elementary and high school in Sweden. She

has a Bachelors Degree in Social Science and a Masters Degree in
Youth and Community. She now lives with her daughter Ophelia
in the United Kingdom. She is the Co-founder and former Director
of the Mexek Project in Birmingham and a member of the Kanga

Management team.
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Hafsah Aneela Bashir is a Manchester-based poet,
playwright and performer originally from East London. Founder
and co-director of Outside The Frame Arts, she is passionate about
championing voices outside the mainstream. Winner of the Jerwood
Compton Poetry Fellowship 2019, she was writer-in-residence
with Manchester Literature Festival, is an Associate Artist with
The Poetry Exchange, an Associate Artist with Oldham Coliseum
Theatre and a Supported Artist at Royal Exchange Theatre. Her
debut poetry collection The Celox And The Clot is published by
Burning Eye Books.
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Nazand Begikhani (1964-) was born in Kurdistan beside the
Zagros Mountains. She is a contemporary Kurdish/British writer,
and poet as well as a leading academic researcher into gender-based
violence and an active human rights advocate. She is an honorary
Senior Research Fellow at the University of Bristol's Centre for
Gender and Violence Research, has been awarded the Vincent
Wright Chair 2019-2020, and works as a visiting professor at

Sciences Po School for International Affairs, Paris.
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Sherko Bekas (1940-2013) published over forty books and
served as the founding chair for Sardam, a major publishing house
in Iraqi Kurdistan. In his twenties, he joined the Peshmerga and
fought the Baathist regime. Under severe political pressure, he
sought asylum in Sweden from 1987 to 1992. His poems have been
translated into Arabic, Swedish, Danish, Dutch, Italian, French, and
English.
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Eva Gore-Booth (1870 -1926) was an Irish poet and
dramatist, and a committed suffragist, social worker and labour
activist. The daughter of Anglo-Irish landowners, Gore-Booth was
born in 1870 in County Sligo into a life of privilege. The private
education she received helped spawn her independent thinking and
creative self-expression. Gore-Booth’s poetry, especially such later
works as The One and the Many and The Egyptian Pillar, include

themes of social change and sexual liberation.

Gore-Booth became a leading voice in the suffragist movement,
especially after they moving to the industrial city of Manchester.
There she helped female factory workers organize and fight for better
working conditions. In 1900 Gore-Booth became a leading figure
of the Manchester Trade Union Council, which was enormously

influential in the formation of dozens of other female unions.
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Dilan (1927-1990) His father, Ahmed Dilan was a poetry enthusiast
and a maqam specialist, apart from Kurdish he was fluent in Persian
and Arabic, he played a key role in his son’s love for poetry and
maqgam. Dilan went to Xalidiye Primary School, before completing
secondary school, his father became ill; family responsibilities fell
on his shoulder and he had no choice but to leave school and work.
He was offered a job at the local tobacco company as a Clerk. The
first poem Dilan wrote was in 1948, at a festival, he recited the poem
to the famous Kurdish nationalist poet Faiq Bekas, father to Sherko
Bekas. In 1948, Dilan and his brother, Qadir Dilan, a musician, met
with Piramerd in Mewlewi street, the aging philosopher took out his
cigarette packet and wrote the Newroz poem on it before handing it
over to them, he then asked if they could write a melody for the poem
and if Dilan himself could sing it when Newroz arrives. It didn't take
long before Qadir Dilan wrote the timeless Newroz melody with
Dilan being the first artist to sing it on 21 March 1948. Today all

over the cities of Kurdistan the song is played when Newroz arrives.
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Rosie Garland writes long and short-form fiction, poetry and
sings with post-punk band The March Violets. She also performs
twisted cabaret as Rosie Lugosi the Vampire Queen. With a passion
for language nurtured by libraries, she started out in spoken word,
garnering praise from Apples and Snakes as ‘one of the country’s
finest performance poets’. She has six published poetry collections

and three published novels.
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Elizabeth Gaskell (1810 -1865), often referred to as Mrs
Gaskell, was an English novelist, biographer and short story writer.
Her novels offer a detailed portrait of the lives of many strata of
Victorian society, including the very poor. Her work is of interest
to social historians as well as readers of literature. Her first novel,
Mary Barton, was published in 1848. Other notable works include
The Life of Charlotte Bronté, 1857, the first biography of Charlotte
Bronté; and the novels Cranford (1851-53), North and South
(1854-55), and Wives and Daughters (1865).
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Abdulla Goran (1904-1962) received his education in the
local schools of Kirkuk and became a teacher in the same city.
He took part in radical political and social causes in the 1930s
and was frequently arrested until the 14 July Revolution in 1958.
He worked years creating a single Kurdish literary language by
merging two Kurdish dialects: Kurmanji and Sorani. He was also a

skilled translator, bringing texts from English, French, Persian, and

Turkish into Kurdish.
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Hamdi was born Ahmed Fatah Beg Haji Ibrahim Beg Mahmood
Beg of Sahebqran (1876/8-1936) in Sulaimani. As a poet, he was
born into a lineage of poets: Kurdi was his father’s uncle and Salim
was his father’s cousin. After a lifetime in and out of government
positions, Hamdi withdrew from all public life in 1926 and died
in 1936 of a heart attack. This means he witnessed, as many other
poets of his generation, the division of Kurdistan into four parts, the

“cruelty, the catastrophe” of WWL
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Katherine Horrex has worked as a processing clerk in a bank,
a mail sorter, a book reviewer, an assistant editor, and a proof
reader of forms filled out by mystery shoppers. She now runs a
small business making and selling ceramics, online and at markets.
Her poems have appeared in PN Review, Poetry London, the TLS,
and others. Horrex’s northern English background (born in Hull,
living in Manchester) infuses her writing with images of industrial
presence and decline, and an awareness of the social and political
implications of both. Her debut full length collection Growlery is
published by Carcanet (2020).
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Shamshad Khan is a poet and resilience coach. She has
written for page, stage and performance. Her work explores themes
including human rights, love, power and identity. Shamshad’s
poetry collection “Megalomaniac” is published by Salt Publishing
(2007) and has been the set text on the English degree at Lancaster

University.
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Mahwi (1830/6-1904/9) was born Mullah Mahmood Mullah
Osman Balkhi and began his studies at age seven. He journeyed to
Baghdad as a student to be taught by Mufti Zahawi, Jamil al-Zahawi’s
father, who gave Mahwi his ijjaza. In 1859, fully credentialed,
he started serving as a mullah in the Gaylani Mosque. Mahwi
performed the hajj in 1883 and returned to Istanbul to visit Sultan
Abdul-Hamid. Sultan Abdul-Hamid held Mahwi in high regard,
who received a salary of 20 gold lira for his service to the poor and
both permission and funds to build a khanaqa in Sulaimani. When
Mahwi came back to Sulaimani, he built his khanaqa and taught
there until his death.
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Anwar Qadir Mohammed a poet, translator and professor
was born in 1947 in Arbat Sulaimani. He has many researches
about literature and literary criticism. Now he retired and lives in

Sulaimani.
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Nali, born Khidr Ahmed Shawaisi Mikayali (1797/1800-1855/6),
Nali grew up in Khak w Khol village, on the Sharazur plain of
Sulaimani. As a student, he travelled across villages and cities—
primarily Sanandaj, Mahabad, Qaradagh, Halabja, and Sulaimani—
seeking religious education until he received his ijaza. In 1830, he left
Sulaimani to perform the hajj. Returning from Mecca, he traveled
through Shaam, a province that at the time included modern Syria,
Lebanon, Jordan, Israel/Palestine, and parts of southern Turkey.
Here, in 1834, he wrote his letter to Salim, a poem that would become
famous, asking his dear friend whether he should continue home to
Sulaimani since the city had fallen to the Ottomans. Salim warned
Nali away. Nali, heeding his warning, traveled instead to Istanbul in
1835 to join Ahmed Pasha, the exiled and final prince of the Babans.

Nali died in Istanbul and was buried there.
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Diké Omeje (1972-2007)

Award winning Mancunian poet Dike Omeje first took to the
stage in 1995 and immediately earned high praise for his poetry
performances. He was an active member of Commonword’s
identity writing group, inspiring and encouraging his colleagues.
Dike published two anthologies of his poems and through his work
in schools, colleges and prisons he encouraged expression through
creative writing. Dike was an accomplished performer and poetry
slam champion. He has been described as “a talent that comes round
only once in a decade” and “A smooth mix of passion, intensity, and
a sprinkling of humour with a metaphysical ‘eye in the storm’ of life”.
He regularly appeared on BBC Radio, performed as part of Black
History Month at Manchester Art Gallery and shared the stage with

greats such as Benjamin Zephaniah and Linton Kwesi Johnson.
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Adam O’Riordan was born in 1982. He read English at Oxford
and in 2008 became Poet-in-Residence at The Wordsworth Trust,
the Centre for British Romanticism.

His first collection of poems In the Flesh won a Somerset Maugham
Award and his second A Herring Famine was followed by a highly

acclaimed collection of short stories The Burning Ground.
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Piramerd was born Tofiq Beg Mahmood Agha Hamz-agha
in Goizha, Sulaimani, 1867. Beyond being an accomplished poet,
Piramerd was also an editor, publisher, and translator. As an
editor and publisher, Piramerd opened his own printing house and
released 1015 issues of Zheen, a newspaper and literary outlet. As
a writer and translator, he collected and translated proverbs from
all over Kurdistan as well as brought poetry and narrative epics
from Gorani and Kurmanji into Sorani. Shortly before his death in
Sulaimani, in 1950, he wrote, “Today it is Thursday, January 26, 1950
(Gregorian)—exactly 25 years after we established our newspaper. A
quarter-century, by God, that’s too much. In Iraq, who has walked
the road of even one decade of newspaper work? Only this 85-year-

old man. I who am 60 years older than the newspaper.”
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Gerry Potter is a poet, playwright, director, actor, and both
creator and destroyer of his alter ego, the infamous gingham diva
Chloe Poems. A favourite son of Manchester and his hometown
Liverpool, he trained at Everyman Youth Theatre and National
Museums Liverpool lists him among the city’s leading LGBTQ+
icons. His writing is often informed by working class and socialist
principles and discusses masculinity, family, identity and human

rights.
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Dlawar Qaradaghi wasborn in Sulimaniin 1963. He graduated
from Baghdad Fine Arts College in 1986. He is the father of two sons
‘Damun’ and ‘Nali’. He published his first poetry book in 1992. He
has published 13 poetry books, 42 translated books, and five books

for children.
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Michael Symmons Roberts was born in 1963 in Preston,
Lancashire, UK. His poetry has won the Forward Prize, the Costa
Poetry Prize and the Whitbread Poetry Award, and been shortlisted
for the Griffin International Poetry Prize and the T.S. Eliot Prize. He
has published two novels, and is Professor of Poetry at Manchester

Metropolitan University.
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Salim, born Abdurrahman Beg Mohammed Beg Qarajahanam
Ahmed Beg Sahebqran (1800/5-1856/69), his first pen name was
Bimar, or Wounded. A man who likely battled with depression and
other illnesses, he took on a physician who recommended that he
change his name to Salim, or Healthful. He started his education
in the mosque, but did not wish to reach certification. Instead, he
devoted himself to poetry. The fall of the Baban principality scarred
him. After Ottomans occupied the city, he would often escape to
Sanandaj and Tehran. Salim and Kurdi, two of the three “Pillars of
the Babans,” were cousins; their fathers were brothers. Though both
lived out their lives in Sulaimani, their village of origin, Sahebqran,
is in Iran. Salim is buried in Sulaimani, beside Kurdi, his cousin and

fellow poet.
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Percy Bysshe Shelley (1792 -1822) was one of the major
English Romantic poets. A radical in his poetry as well as in his
political and social views, Shelley did not achieve fame during his
lifetime, but recognition of his achievements in poetry grew steadily
following his death and he became an important influence on
subsequent generations of poets including Browning, Swinburne,
Hardy and Yeats.

The Masque of Anarchy (or The Mask of Anarchy) is a British
political poem written in 1819 following the Peterloo Massacre in
Manchester that year. In Shelley’s call for freedom, it is perhaps the
first modern statement of the principle of nonviolent resistance. The
poem was not published during Shelley’s lifetime and did not appear
in printuntil 1832 when published by Edward Moxonin London with
a preface by Leigh Hunt who withheld it from publication because
he “thought that the public at large had not become sufficiently
discerning to do justice to the sincerity and kind-heartedness of the
spirit that walked in this flaming robe of verse”. The poem has 372

lines, largely in four-line quatrains.
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Keisha Thompson is a Manchester based writer, performance
artist and producer. Keisha is Senior Manager of Children, Young
People and Learning at Arts Council England, chair of radical arts
funding body, Future’s Venture Foundation, a MOBO x London
Theatre Consortium Fellow and a member of Greater Manchester
Cultural and Heritage Group, and recipient of The Arts Foundation
Theatre Makers Award 2021.

She is currently working with commissioners Eclipse Theatre, York
Theatre Royal and Pilot Theatre to stage new play, The Bell Curves.
The script was made in development with Box of Tricks.

She is also working with Fuel Theatre and Alan Lane (Slung Low) to
create new children’s show, Izzy, BOSSS & Fractal.

In August 2020, she released a new mini album, Ephemera, in
collaboration with Tom “Werkha” Leah and featuring riveting
cellist, Abel Selaocoe.

In 2020, she finished touring award-winning solo show, Man on
the Moon. Her debut book, Lunar, features her poetry and the show
script. Whilst Moonwhile is a poetic mini album featuring music
from the show.

She has supported artists such as Kae Tempest, Hollie McNish, The
Last Poets, Saul Williams, Amiri Baraka and has performed in Brave
New Voices festivals 2008 & 2009. Her work has been presented at
venues high profile venues and platforms such as Tate Modern, Blue

Dot Festival and the British Council Showcase in Edinburgh.
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Louise Wallwein is an accomplished poet first finding acclaim
for her one-woman show on the wing of a WW11 Shackleton
aircraft, when she was commissioned by Ric Michael at Manchester
Poetry Festival.

She has held many residencies in the UK and internationally
including Poet in Residence of Queensland and Writer in Residence
at the University of Manitoba Winnipeg, Canada.

In schools, with care leavers, in libraries , in prisons, youth clubs,
mother and baby groups, sure start centres, Pupil Referral Units,
recovery units, homeless projects, in communities regenerating, in
communities after riots, Louise has worked tirelessly to make poetry
with everyone. Using poetry as a powerful tool for community

cohesion and for pleasure.
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Katan Xadimi (1975-) was born in Hawraman. She has been
working as a journalist, poet and fiction writer for 25 years. She has
published two book of poetry: My Mother’s Kashkul and When a
Lady Poet Dies.
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ABOUT THE TRANSLATORS

Savan Abdulrahman Ahmed is the editor-in-chief
at DidiMn, a Kurdish cultural website. She is currently a
Research Assistant on an LSE research project on the roots
of masculinity. As a literary translator, she has worked with
Kashkul and in consultation with the director of Zheen
Archive to select and translate Piramerd’s selected prose and
poetry into English. Ahmed has an accounting degree from the
Administration and Economics department at the University
of Sulaimani in the Kurdistan Region of Iraq. She is also the
founder of Tema Group for education and research where she
supervised research on abortion as a moral act and a woman’s
freedom to choose. Her translated works have appeared in,
M—Dash, Mask Magazine and The Militant. Her book-length
works include Translation: An Act More Than Changing
Words (DidiMn) Universalities in a Neoliberal World (May68
Youth Group).
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Halo Fariq has translated seventeen books between Kurdish and
English, from novels, poetry, short stories, and articles to movies
of all genres for local and international newspapers, magazines,
websites, and movie theaters. His latest works are Yoko Ogawa’s
The Memory Police and Roz Mohammed’s Between Two Rivers,
forthcoming in November and December respectively. He is also the
Language Coordinator on the TED Website, having translated and
reviewed more than 140 talks. For two years, he has volunteered in
the Hiwa Hospital for Kids with Cancer. He also serves as a three-
star Captain in the Kurdish fighting forces; he will be promoted to
Major next March.
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Alana Marie Levinson-LaBrosse is an Assistant Professor
in the English department at the American University of Iraq,
Sulaimani (AUIS), where she founded the department in 2011. She
earned her PhD in Kurdish Studies at the University of Exeter,
specializing in nineteenth century poetry. A poet, writer, and
translator, her work has appeared in Poetry Daily, World Literature
Today, Modern Poetry in Translation, Words Without Borders,
and The Iowa Review; book-length works include Kajal Ahmed’s
Handful of Salt (The Word Works, 2016) and Abdulla Pashew’s
Dictionary of Midnight (Phoneme Media, 2019). She currently
serves as the Founding Director of Kashkul, the center for arts
and culture at AUIS, and as a board member for Zheen Archive.
With Shene Mohammed, she is preparing an anthology of Classical
Kurdish poetry to be published by Phoneme Media in 2023.
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Shene Mohammed is an MFA candidate in Literary
Translation atthe University of lowa. She hasworked asa Translator
and Assistant Director at Kashkul. She has worked closely with
Kashkul’s Founding Director, Alana Marie Levinson-LaBrosse, to
bring fifteen major Kurdish classical poets of the nineteenth century
into English. She serves as a Managing Editor for Exchanges
Journal of Literary Translation. Her writing has appeared in World
Literature Today, M—Dash, Modern Poetry in Translation, Balinde
and Chirok.
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Mewan Nahro holds a BA in International Studies from the
American University of Iraq, Sulaimani (AUIS) and an MA in Public
Administration - Management of Governance Networks from
Erasmus University of Rotterdam. Originally from Erbil, Nahro
spent significant amount of her childhood in the Netherlands.
She advocates for Kurdistan and women’s rights and began
translating Ahmad because she sees her own values resonating in
Ahmad’s poetry. In addition to poetry and human rights, she has
a passion for business. She was Program Manager at Five One
Labs, an organization that supports small and medium businesses
in conflicted areas. Later, she co-founded her own business called
Koerdische Kleding to design and ship Kurdish clothes worldwide
to spread Kurdish culture. In addition, she is currently employed as

a Strategic Projects Coordination at AsiaCell.
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Darya Najim is a literary translator based in Stockholm.
She holds a masters degree in Middle Eastern Studies from Lund
University. Her translations include “Kurdish Women’s Stories,” and
“A Handful of Salt,” a poetry collection by Kajal Ahmed, a project
focusing on gendered experiences in the Kurdistan region of, also
the topic of her masters’ dissertation. This is her first publication

that takes a poetry collection from English to Kurdish.
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Renwar Najim is an English Language and Literature graduate
from the University of Human Development (UHD). He has been
working in Kurdish media for over ten years. As a journalist and
editor, he has worked for several renowned Kurdish media outlets.
He has also worked as a Kurdish editor for AUIS’s Center for
Gender and Development Studies (CGDS). He is currently doing
his Master’s degree in Peace and Conflict Studies, a joint program
offered by the University of Kent in the United Kingdom, and the
Philipps-Universitit Marburg in Germany.
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A LIST OF CONTRIBUTORS
for the Kurdish to English translations

(alphabetical by last name)

Note: where no Kurdish-language Copy Editor is listed, the co-

translators performed that role.

“Love and Daggers”

Translators

Kurdish-language Copy Editor

“Sunlight, Moonlight”

Translators

“The Poet’s Fate”

Translators

Kurdish-language Copy Editor

“A Dictator’s Will to Children”

Translators

Kurdish-language Copy Editor

378

Anwar Qadir Muhammed
Halo Fariq and Alana
Marie Levinson-LaBrosse

Pshtiwan Kamal Babakir

Anwar Qadir Muhammed
Pshtiwan Kamal Babakir,
Halo Farig, and Alana

Marie Levinson-LaBrosse

Anwar Qadir Muhammed
Halo Fariq and Alana
Marie Levinson-LaBrosse

Pshtiwan Kamal Babakir

Bakhtiyar Ali
Halo Fariq and Alana
Marie Levinson-LaBrosse

Pshtiwan Kamal Babakir
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“A Killer and a Martyr”

Translators

“The Bloody Flower”

Translators

“Dervish Abdulla”

Translators

Kurdish-language Copy Editor

“Kurdistan”

Translators

Kurdish-language Copy Editor

“For Poldi”

Translators

Kurdish-language Copy Editor

“Father, Open the Window”

Translators

379

Bakhtiyar Ali
Halo Fariq and Alana

Marie Levinson-LaBrosse

Abdulla Goran
Halo Fariq and Alana

Marie Levinson-LaBrosse

Abdulla Goran
Halo Fariq and Alana
Marie Levinson-LaBrosse

Jiyvar Homer

Abdulla Goran
Halo Fariq and Alana

Marie Levinson-LaBrosse

Shene Mohammed

Dilan
Halo Fariq and Alana

Marie Levinson-LaBrosse
Pshtewan Kamal Babakir

Dlawar Qaradaghi
Pshtewan Kamal Babakir,
Halo Fariq, and Alana

Marie Levinson-LaBrosse



“Poets’ Alley”

Translators

»

“(If the drunkennes of a lover]

Translators

Kurdish-language Copy Editor

“[I delight more]”

Translators

Kurdish-language Copy Editor

»

“[The morning]

Translators

Kurdish-language Copy Editor

“[“Oh, wine seller,]”

Translators

Kurdish-language Copy Editor

380

Dlawar Qaradaghi
Pshtiwan Kamal Babakir,
Halo Farig, and Alana

Marie Levinson-LaBrosse

Hamdi
Halo Fariq and Alana
Marie Levinson-LaBrosse

Pshtiwan Kamal Babakir

Hamdi
Halo Fariq and Alana

Marie Levinson-LaBrosse

Mohammed Fatih

Hamdi
Halo Fariq and Alana

Marie Levinson-LaBrosse

Mohammed Fatih

Hamdi
Halo Fariq and Alana

Marie Levinson-LaBrosse

Mohammed Fatih



My Body Is Not Yours

“NO»

Translators

Kajal Ahmad
Darya Abdul-Karim Ali
Najm, Barbara Goldberg,

Mewan Nahro Said Sofi, and Alana Marie

“Red Flower”

Translators

“Tales from the other side

of a window behind a locked door”

Translators

Kurdish-language Copy Editor

“Flying Without Wings”

Translators

Kurdish-language Copy Editor

Levinson-LaBrosse

Kajal Ahmad
Darya Abdul-Karim Ali

Najm, Mewan Nahro Said
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Sofi, and Alana

Marie Levinson-LaBrosse

Katan Xadimi

Halo Fariq and Alana
Marie Levinson-LaBrosse

Pshtiwan Kamal Babakir

Katan Xadimi
Halo Fariq and Alana
Marie Levinson-LaBrosse

Pshtiwan Kamal Babakir



“The man who subdues me
with a kiss”

Translators

“[Those enthroned today]”

Translators

Kurdish-language Copy Editor

“[He asks]”

Translators

Kurdish-language Copy Editor

“[I sacrifice myself]”

Translators

Lazo Azad

Halo Fariq and Alana

Marie Levinson-LaBrosse

Mahwi
Savan Abdulrahman and
Alana Marie Levinson-

LaBrosse

Mohammed Fatih

Mahwi
Halo Fariq and Alana

Marie Levinson-LaBrosse

Mohammed Fatih

Nali

Alana Marie Levinson-

LaBrosse and Shene Mohammed

Kurdish-language Copy Editor

“My Body is Not Yours”

Translators
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Jiyvar Homer

Nazand Bagixani
Halo Fariq and Alana

Marie Levinson-LaBrosse
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“Me and the Stars”

Translators

“Newroz”

Translators

Kurdish-language Copy Editor

“An Eloquent Kurd”

Translators

Kurdish-language Copy Editor

“[I sacrifice my body]”

Translators

Kurdish-language Copy Editor
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Piramerd
Savan Abdulrahman, Halo
Fariq, and Alana Marie

Levinson-LaBrosse

Piramerd

Savan Abdulrahman,
Alana Marie Levinson-
LaBrosse, and

Shene Mohammed

Jiyvar Homer

Piramerd
Halo Fariq and Alana
Marie Levinson-LaBrosse

Lazha Taha

Salim

Savan Abdulrahman,
Alana Marie Levinson-
LaBrosse, and

Shene Mohammed

Jiyvar Homer



“Answer”

Translators

Kurdish-language Copy Editor

“The Cemetery of Lanterns”
(an excerpt from
a book-length poem)

Translators

“Poor Books”
Translator

Kurdish-language Copy Editor

“The Story of a Candleholder”
Translator

Kurdish-language Copy Editor

“Women”
Translator

Kurdish-language Copy Editor
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Sherko Bekas
Halo Fariq and Alana

Marie Levinson-LaBrosse

Jiyvar Homer

Sherko Bekas

Halo Fariq and Alana

Marie Levinson-LaBrosse

Sherko Bekas
Halo Fariq
Alana Marie Levinson-

LaBrosse

Sherko Bekas
Halo Fariq
Alana Marie Levinson-

LaBrosse

Sherko Bekas
Halo Fariq
Alana Marie Levinson-

LaBrosse
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Literature is the mirror between human communities past and present. Kurds, possessing hundreds
of thousands of original texts, have documented their history, life, experience, worldview, thought,
contemplation, imagination, love, pain, and refuge in their literature. This anthology provides space for
selected sages, authors, and texts of the last two hundred years to gather, celebrating centuries of Kurdish
literature from Slemani. These birds blend with those from beloved Manchester and that vibrant flock
reflects the friendship and communication between us and the world at large. Consider each page of this
anthology a message from a nation longing for hope, life, progress, sublime literature, a future, and to find
in in the world mutual complementary humanity.

Haval Abubakr

Slemani Governor

)yadoajaca b saliwi 9 gwly eia) .gl0)les yawal ado)lid JSaiweid yawal .opciib s)Lib yailwailo
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Manchester is a city of poetry. It is inscribed into our city pavements, found on building walls, and it is
displayed in bus and train stations. Poetry is found in our universities, in our communities and is performed
in cafes, bars, libraries, book shops, museums and faith centres across the city. Manchester City Council
believes that poetry, literature, arts and culture are vital to our sense of identity and to our creative
economy. I commend this anthology to readers and hope you find in it an honest, moving and inspirational

introduction to our city and our poets.

CllIr Luthfur Rahman,
Deputy Leader,
Manchester City Council
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