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The dairy
Of an Autumnal Saturday

(...) Autumn’s very cheerful
Along with Salvador Dali (...)
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(...) I am the high-speed train
Carrying young birds.

The sea’s herd

Renders the sky a dome

While time is an orange o’clock
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I can put a grain of water

On a rope

Taking sips of coffee

From a hasty cup

I might come across your corpse

But you can’t see ...!
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I make winter in the morning
But rainless I stay.

I smoke a cloud in the evening
But in vain, still no rain.

My coat is within the reach

Though no sky is mine...
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The begotten of this flood
Iam
Still I can’t rain...!!
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My steps are not enough

I sometimes find no directions
In my mind

Nor does a tree blossom

In my heart.
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As if I sent God to my path
I'lock the wall’s gate

With scream.
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Shall I proceed milling the wind
Blowing in there?

Should I sow the tobacco of night
Dwelling in my lungs?

I might be a heaven

Whose light I can’t see
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I am a tree
Which chose the wrong
Option

Not to recall its birds
In the school’s playground
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Deep in me
There’s a little sea
In my eyes it flows
And never does it grow
It secretly slips
Into a boundless ocean
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With one dolphin
And a broken trunk of mine
T ascend
Into
Life...
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A slight shade

Keeps my head safe
Before it turns to besiege
Weaved with gust.

No one hears me but the garden
Ashamed of its birds...
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Some newborn thing
I am bringing back
To an old evening
Fading away

From me...
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The ether slaps my cheeks
Not to let me
Remember...
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Thus, like always,
I watch the wild wind
Heaving me to rose petals
Like three corpses in haste...
The fishtail flaps
It slightly flaps
To set me free...
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I wish I were late for me
Just a single minute away!
If only I had confessed to my decay
Contemplating
The minute...
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O little child
What is the time?
For time was high enough
Not to let me be the tree...!!
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“Here [ am”
In left handed words
Flourishing elsewhere
Afar from my barren
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Did you notice me?
I shall await nothing...!
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I’ve been the Autumn
In Rabat’s Avenue
Before I was given birth to
By my mother
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I paint myself

With colorful chalks
In the forest...

My friend, the tree,
Wraps its hair

In my grandma’s white kerchief.
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She crosses the sidewalk
In the backstage of the stars’ tunnel...
Away in her amusing solitude

She seeks my departure...
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Out of the nest
The pigeon kicks its eggs
I feel them in my palms,
With no scream,
I dance asleep.

After an hour and a half,
As usual,
I regain my head...
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The bird in the veranda
Awakes me
In this hot breeze.
Outside its forest
The sea salt sinks
In a dreamy sleepwear...
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The infant on the way

Is a morning

Whose steps are made of charm

While misfortune echoes

In the middle of the night;

The child was on the run after his prolonged head
Seeking a new birth

The way I do...

oS HRae,

6000 ST,

038 othirben Hol@ dgzee.
CSJESCSQ)QO (ESIIARVIGTARN o

@g@@’é.

DY DONREJ0ETD S (5&6» %6@055
&8 addo &%o

3 TD Qsore-.....

30



Gl i
b go And
Jea¥) i Jlaxall
el 8 a8l
JEY e
2l ae
o OHaAl Ay i

It is mid-night

I am wearing my shade,
Dead already,

I stand in the mirror

Or, at least, I dance with a gate...

Hand in hand,

I keep turning along with a hank...
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RS In my palms
It seeks its usual refuge
Y Before the storm attunes its rage,
\ Now and then,
) I pillow a willow
That doesn’t babble much
Not to make me ride
My steps
A
W
A
Y
08T’

08 6(EchHo Sootnod

&ard T eI e‘égof)oééééﬁ

ORPEIPE

RS @e’ijz?)e%g BoEHEod.

nfefalnfiNvilvlatal

I T e @'055 B IPDome SoRoHE...

32



gl
Cplall LG (Jm Px

Wl sl
Sl e
¥
|3l

I’ve opened an eye
In my palm.
The fishers’ nets collide
I get a brother
I become addicted to Me
On the way
And, thus,
We never leave the sheathing!
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I don’t know how to build

A shade with colors...

I can’t see why new creatures
Invade an edge

On the verge of rising up...

Another eye is scorching me.
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An open eye
Is messing around the trees
But can never
Take over
The leaves of an oak...
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I am a yellowish leaf

Logging a single soul.
I never seek a throne;
Nor do I embrace

Any branch...
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I hand my mail like
A daily shoe

To a coachman
Who left my shadow

Hung on a microphone...
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Alone in a little café

I contemplate my face...

In the fifth heaven station

The waiter is in his descent

If only he could stay, there, a little more

To let me regain the place...
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Walls have congregated around me
Here I am with the third chair.

This evening is never high time

For me to fade away...
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From the window of the classroom...

I pull myself to the front table.
I give me a doll

A schoolbag

A coat

And I smile to the board...
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Autumn is flooded by the gate.
I heard it through the window
I'locked my heart

But it’s stolen into my head.

Amr* can now see me lucidly.

* The name of the poet’s father.
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“Here I am”
Says the travelling bag

“Twenty-one years old I am”
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“Who can steal this autumn from me? *’
Inquires the giant tree

Inviting birds to the gate

With a whistle.

My years are charming”

" Just put your hand on the leaf

And you can behold me every morning”
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I have nails in my palm
To hand to every dream of mine

Waiting for the evening... (...)
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The dairy
Of an Autumnal Sunday

(...) Autumn is unfortunate
Along with Van Gogh (...)
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(...) I am the high-speed train.

Giving up this dream flashes in my brain
Stepping away like the last

Samurai...

I portion the rest out evenly.

I grow feathers in my skin...
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I watch the gate

From my laughter, in fire, I set the clay
Iery...

This wing _ the traveler’s gift _

Is so firm

Enough to reach the painting’s term
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This bleeding

Is a tombstone,

A nickname
Bringing me back to

My twenty-one descendants...
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On the neighboring cemetery,
In front of the owl, I confess
That sinking is

A motion I am defeated against...
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My face takes refuge in my shade...
On a Sunday morning
Hardly enough to dwell
A flock of lavender
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It came playing with the sun...
Waving with the kerchief

Few seconds early...
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I hear myself in this blue
Now and again.

Scarce is my rain.

The door 1s knocked

Before it opens halfway.
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passes by
The old tavern...
Drunkard
& Boisterous
o Ascending
8 High...
& High...
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I will step away
Armed with no ax
Guided by no mind
I fool with oaks
Though I cannot heave a single leaf...

Shall the tree overthrow me?
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I now think of a box
that squeezes the roses in yellow
Never to wither...

I think of a sculpture
To wound the wind
On an edge whose ceiling

Never bears suicide in mind...
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I mind drying fog
With a sheet of an old hearsay.

I consider congregating drizzle in a painting
That sells mint.

I wish I could sharpen a tight coat.
With a broom I should sweep my dirt...

P00 SKod Eﬁéoés
88BEPO BTN
[
DOTH Wiy DFos®
ey DXPRTR) SOHEPBIETND
5 i 8% éc‘ﬁ)?ﬁa?ﬂagéaé)é)sf&éa
& DHGHS [ASESVOIRN éeéz)csszéaéaé)a&zéa.

57



When I and myself are gathered...
My hand is yours.

Would you seize me

That my playground

Be much spacious.
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We eye the frog
Drawing a handful of light
While the old willow
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I might mimic the wind

Only to dance with you.

I shall face my collapse

Just to be like you...
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Exactly like a blind shadow
I take the cup
And never look back...

I drink the town in a sip
And never turn my head...

No one’s stolen my toy...
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I might come across
My barren pages.
I have no other name
This Avenue is nobody...
I am about to get chafed
In my spaces...
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The oak woodland is only
A step away.

Says an infant
Overlooking the universe.
Shall the leaf come down?
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O you path!

My winds never hate their echo.
They are practicing

LIFE ...!
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Leave the way to its fate.
Trace your traverse
That I would doze

In the
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Like trees waiting afar
For yesterday

To spit me
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I tow my shadow...

In my palms I stay still
Breaking the leaf
Before the sea

With a little sunset
That has crossed

Speechless rocks...
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I will beget you
All the stars I can afford...
But my sunset is welcome no more
By sagging...
I have no project
To brush my waters on...
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I have no red snow
To paint...
Time is a ravenous playground

For my next gallivanting...
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Together with Me
I will go away now.
Before everyone
I leave my bleeding
I burn every life
Giving an ear to Me...
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Thus I see my face
Behind my face...
Its shape in an oak space
While my head is a fancy

Resting under the canes...
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I must get a circle
Enough to drown the little fish.
There must be a defect

When dancing
Two kisses to sunRISE...
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Salt can accommodate
No more than
One
Night...
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O shepherd!

I do not desire Me...

My back has no umbrellas
For it is high time for me
To be a tree...

Strange it is!!

For I am on the sidewalk...
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I am the autumn
The offspring of that mountain
All I still have is a light curl
And a cold way to maintain...

3 BBEYEH0

® HBEBH 3HPHD
BOS® TR
D) &orTre ee,

75



Ll o ull Ul
sl ) e Ly

S VSRRV gTEY
e liall 1 ‘),.ud

I am the unfortunate
About to leave my dance
To a different Path...

To a distinct Winter...
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I am fit for being
An infant who can never

Contain their funeral...!

RE @65ﬁ§on°3 €TI0
g ©odiEcheots
HENETS H1FeHew.. !

€

77



aY e
LAl
LAl

& el

fifpa oSe o

O Sunday!

I am autumn...

I am the fall...

Here I am screaming...
Crying...

Have you got my CALL?
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Oiiliall Lalalf My heart beats are collapsing...!
Sl (e The old willow
Hasn’t wiped my face...
I am tickling its womb
With tales made of crAcks.
I'save the grasses form bumming
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A highland dwells my head
A scarecrow too

I clean it away

But, in vain,

It never dies
(0]
U
T...
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I am the fall
My red shoes tied
To my shadow...
I didn’t hear my voice
In the oak wood.
Nor was my name
20, & QQ@%@ Among the listed drowned...
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Who shall heave me if I

COLLAPSE
Th yellowish leaf is playing its melancholic tune.
The wind is aspirating the air.

The stroke retreats after an hour...
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You are with me...
Autumn is my companion.!
Keep in mind
We are peeling the wind
I wrap the dusk
So you can come in...
DD & oD

BELHBY T H0

o058

S50 MO FBenrre Heoymo

S dogrg HEBJ HESEE
D8 &8 $Pyod......

83



In my paternal home
My bicycle is drunk
Staring at me...

My hands are driving me to you...
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I don’t desire Me
O shepherd...

My back has no shade
For me, it is high time to be a TREE
That T
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On Saturday...

As usual,

My grandma is on the door threshold.
While seagulls come flocking

From their far schools....
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On the page of the old Sun
She is painting my grandfather’s turban
Waiting for the tree...

Waiting for the breeze....
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My fragrance
Is an autumnal statute
My fragrance
Drills the Sun’s tree
Predating the wind
T $8%80 With a fading wound
$55)8 0. While rain takes away my decay (...)
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Oulaya Drissi El Bouzaidi

Oulaya Elldrissi EIBouzaidi is a Moroccan poet and a
member of the Union of the Moroccan writers. Among her works are:
- “A bar and if the wine reaches it” (2009) Dar Tawhidi Publications. -
“A long-winged air” in arabic in 2014, Dar Tawhidi Publication and in
English in 2017, Edilivre Publications and - “Shadows falling upwards”
in 2015.

Oulaya Drissi El Bouzaidi believes language is a bridge, not a border.
She writes poetry in a universal tone that everyone would easily
perceive.

A Long-winged Breath is a new literary adventure that deserves being
articulated in every possible language.

Postal address :

Oulaya Elidrissi EIBouzaidi, Resistance Street Rabat 10000 Morocco.
Phone 00212661533069 E-mail: Oulaya.00@hotmail.com

Translator (English)

Youssef Elharrak has a BA in English language
and literature from Abdelmalik Essaadi University
& & \ (Tetouan, Morocco). He published a collection of

"' | short stories in Arabic (The Waiting Rooms, 2012),
| as well as many poems and articles in various
B 4l Moroccan, Arab and international newspapers and
magazines. He translated various collections of poems and short
stories and worked as a translator and proofreader for many years.
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Dr. LANKA SIVA RAMA PRASAD

M.B.B.S; M.S. GENERAL SURGERY

M.Ch. CARDIOTHORACIC SURGERY

Fellow in VASCULAR SURGERY

Post graduate Diplomate in Human Rights

Post graduate Diplomate in Television Production

Cell animation Specialist- Heart Animation Academy
Computer Animation Specialist- Pentafour- Chennai
Web Engineer and Web Designer- Web City- Hyderabad
Fellow of Indo- Asian Poetry Society

Founder of Writer's Corner / Srijana Lokam

Columnist - Andhra Jyothi (Nivedana)

Founder of Waves (Warangal Aids Voluntary Educational Society)

Poetry (Telugu)

1
2
3
4
5.
6.
7
8
9.
1

0.

Alchemy

Vaana Mabbula Kanthi Khadgam

Tea Kappulo Toofan

Tangeti Junnu

Karakatakam (Cancer)

Oka Sarassu — Aneka Hamsalu (Psychiatry)
Marana Saasanam

Sri Lalitha Sahasranama Stotram

Kuyyo — Morro Satakam

Bhairava Satakam

Poetry (English)

11.
12.
13.
14.

15.
16.
17.
18.
19.
20.
. The Poet that launched a thousand poems
22.
23.

21

Shades

The Twilight Zone

My Poem is My Birth Certificate

The Pendulum Clock, The Gramophone,
The Typewriter and The Pen

The Vigilance Whistle!

How to Cook a Delicious Poem
Windows and Apples

The Guerdon of Poesy

The Haste Land

Bees Need No Invitation When Flowers Bloom...

Walking with My Moon
Reflections
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Stories, Novels, Essays... (Telugu)

24. Katti Anchupai (Noir Stories)

25. Chupke — Chupke (Woman diseases)
26. Akshararchana

27. Deepa Nirvana Gandham (Death)
28. Swapna Sastram (Dreams-1)

29. Kalalu-Peeda Kalalu (Dreams-2)
30. Satyanveshanalo (Novel)

31. Sankya Sastram (Numerology)
32. Dr. Jayadev Cartoons (Cartoons)
33. Kathalu — kavitalu

34. Genome (Biotechnology Novel)

Stories, Novels, Essays (English)

35. In Search of Truth (Novel)
36. How to be happy (Philosophy)
37. Bouquet of Telugu Songs and Poems

Translations (English to Telugu)

38. lliad (Homer)

39. Odyssey (Homer)

40. Epic Cycle (Homer)

41. Three Greek Tragedies

42. The Poems of Sappho

43. Aeneid (Virgil)

44. Pilgrim’s Progress (John Bunyan)
45. Paradise Lost (John Milton)

46. Paradise Regained (John Milton)
47. Divine Comedy (Dante)

48. Faust (Goethe)

49. World Famous Stories

50. Namdeo Dhasal Poetry

51. William Blake Poetry

52. Emily Dickinson Poetry — Part |
53. Emily Dickinson Poetry — Part I
54. Emily Dickinson Poetry — Part lll
55. Emily Dickinson Poetry — Part IV
56. Emily Dickinson Poetry — PartV
57. Russian Poetry

58. Jalapatam (Eighteen English Poets)
59. Dabbu Manishi (Money Poetry)
60. Santi Yuddham (War-Peace)

61. Christu Adbhuta Geethalu

62. The Path of Christ
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. Silappadikaram

. Manimekhala

. Sangam Poetry

. Conference of Birds (Attar)

. Masnavi - Part 1

. Masnavi - Part 2

. Masnavi - Part 3

. Masnavi - Part 4

. Masnavi - Part 5

. Masnavi - Part 6

. Madhusala (Edward Fitzgerald)

. Sougandhika (Master Poems in English-1)

. Toorpu Padamara (Master Poems in English-2)

. Prema Kurisina Velalo... (Master Poems in English-3)
. Vallu Mugguru (Master Poems in English-4)

. Alanati Kothagali (Master Poems in English-5)

. Manchu Toofan (Master Poems in English-6)

. Endaa — Vaana (Master Poems in English-7)

. Pillanagrovi Pipupu (Master Poems in English-8)
. Naalugu Dikkulu (Master Poems in English-9)

. Allanta Doorana Aa Paata Vinavacche (Master Poems in English-10)
. Divya Vastrala Kosam (Master Poems in English-11)
. Oka Madhusala (Master Poems in English-12)

. The Axion Esti (Odysseus Elytis)

. Love & Death (Frederico Garcio Lorca)

. Ten Thousand Lines (Edwin Cordevilla)

. Century of Love (Roula Pollard)

. Pablo Neruda Poetry

. Mexican Poetry

. Inanna (Queen of Heaven and Earth)

. Sataroopa (A.K. Khanna)

. Aamani (Master Poems in English-13)

. Kotha Deepalu (Master Poems in English-14)

VI Translations (From Telugu, Hindi to English)

96.
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100.
101.
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105.

Bhagavatam (Potana)

Soundarya Lahari (Sankaracharya)

Modern Bhagavadgita

Samparayam (Suprasanna)

The Tree of Fire (Anumandla Bhoomaiah)

The Poems of Kuppam (Seeta Ram)

We Need a Language (T.W. Sudhakar)

The Broken Grammer (T.W. Sudhakar)

The Voice of Telangana (Madiraju Ranga Rao)
Fire and Ice (Rama Chandramouli)
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123.

124.
125.
126.
127.
128.

The Tears of Bliss

This is no Streaking (Stories — K.K. Menon)

The Pool of Blood (Novel — Ampasayya Naveen)
Madhusala (Harivamsa Roy Bacchan)

Journey to Manasa Sarovar (English poetry)

. Smooth Hands- Sosonjan A. Khan- (Bilingual)
112.
113.
114.
115.
116.
117.
118.
119.
120.
121.
122.

Dancing Winds- Maria Miraglia (Bilingual)

Moments- Alicja Kubreska (Bilingual)

Tayouan Pai Pai- Yaw-Chin Fang(Bilingual)

The World of Extinct Lamps- Izabela Zubko (Tri lingual)
Pearls of Wisdom- Pramila Khadun- (Bilingual)

The Wind my lover- Ade C. Manila-(Bilingual)

The Mystic Mariner- Madan Gandhi (Bilingual)

Ten Color Rainbow - The Poems from Poland (Bilingual)
The True Meaning of Life - Rashid Pelpuo

The Wind My Lover - Ade C. (Bilingual)

Jak Ziemia Po Pierwszym Deszezu - The Poems from Poland (Bilingual)
Prima Ballerina Roberta Di Laura

The Casket of Vermilion (English Poetry)

Barefoot to Arcadia - Aprilia Zank (Bilingual)

Lets be one in The One - George Onsy (Bilingual)
Riding the Tide - Ashok Bhargava (Bilingual)

The Collected poems of Dr. LSR Prasad

New ones- to be released

129.
130.
131.
132.
133.
134.
135.
136.
137.
138.
139.
140.
141.

The Epic of Gilgamesh

Krzysztof Kokot - Around the Haiku

Renata Cygan - | am a troubadour

Sergio Camellini - The Planet of Pink Clouds
Kumkum Bharine

Oulaya Drissi El Bouzaidi - A Long-winged Breath
Agnieszka Jarzebowska - The Fifth Season

The Making of Mahatma

Juliusz Erazm Bolek - The Secrets of life - A Calendar in verse
The Songs of Annamayya

Basudeb Chakraborti Poetry

Poland Poetry - As Clear as the Sun

Nazi Naaman Poetry
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@ membér’of the Un' n of the Moroccan writers.

falling upwards™in 2015,

Oulaya Drissi El Bouzaidi believes language is a
bridge, not a border. She writes poetry in a universal
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