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Jak Cie Widza, Tak Cie Pisza - how you are seen is how you
will be written about - But she is paradoxically similar and opposite-
Alicja Maria Kuberska, a mystic poetess with magic wand, a sorceress
of word brew, a prestidigitator with bewitching smiles, a conjurer of
magical poems, a wizard vexed with word illusions, a Juggler of
emotional lows and highs, a thumaturgist and a trauma healer with
dexterity. Pen and Quill made her way to the nomination desk of
push card prize twice. She won many awards and a medal by the

Polish Ministry of Culture and National Heritage (2021).
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1. Prescription for a Poem

It is not easy to write a poem.

You have to gather your thoughts,

swirling quickly like snowflakes during a blizzard;

catch them before they melt and disappear into oblivion;
to add later the fever of feelings and the strength of emotions.
Decorate your sentences with your dreams, collected
from the silver dust of falling stars.

You can also

pick out melancholy,

longing from the bottom of the lake

and hang it on eyelashes to shine with tears;
then collect the wet haze of sadness,
shimmering like drops of dew on calamus;
add the grayness of November's landscape;
season it with a bit of bitterness and regret.

Or you can

capture the laughter, suspended by an echo
between high mountain peaks;

catch the merry words in the net of butterflies,
carried by the warm breath of the wind;

turn the rainbow over to add a smile to the sky,
sprinkle it with a touch of humor and joy.

Finally, crazy metaphors must be released.

Let them draw colors from the imagination.

The poem would acquire a transparent lightness,
and like a soap bubble, rise above everyday life.
Allow it to fly off in an unknown direction.

S



1. 58&85 s00tHHE

8% TooH &0 BOE 2%

S00& wStSted FiHTard &Y

0% Hrs® DE) BBIHEY) &L Ferod
E0A Srahodings’Hs Hegsiard

88 grare Bl 6635?%) 2erd) O
TP SEE 8 Kool 860D

TR R 2653‘3@55 008800

DERS e DEDE

D DY) B0k B ©[H0E)HS™
28erh ) E0BHo JoEdBet IerEdd

8Q)E Swzegod® Doy Baw

Berdod IE)R Dol HBNF) VB Hoddes
S50 LPdH 08 DES &)Tge

o)) B, HEyErd) 8o,

Soe a&?oéqugs S EPo88%

Eﬁa&ﬁ%&é DBE 3o éocﬁ?s E3RdeE (DB
T HNBe B 330 IroBBRY)
2EstE Dense S’ dnf Sorel B

Qoh8 {’363262@5?0313 OB DB
T8 5o $5BRR) wdomrd) Hddo Dow.

DIEE ?5051‘5‘350@5 ©OOSe0E é@ggwé)
&3P0 Jopen B

B8 KoBB0H%0N0H béé@é BB
BendHold Qe ender 3Hod EDBo
TR SOV BODHA HENLE-

deskeskskk



2. Rainy Sonata

Sudden gusts of wind

tap rhythmically against the window.
Raindrops jangle on the glass.

The downpour composes a sonata.

It records transparent notes

on the invisible staves.

Single sounds join together

to create the thundering chords.

Cold drops vibrate in music,

Antarctic glaciers crumble,

the geysers of hot springs steam,
rivers flow down to an allegro rhythm.

Water, as the Eternal Wanderer,
will never know peace.
It will continue roaming
between steam and ice.

Yesterday it was an ocean.
Today it is a lake.
Tomorrow it will be a tear.
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3. It's just the wind

It's Just the Wind

Wind flows as a long melody among the trees
and rustles resonantly with the accords of leaves,
scatters the shadows of flying birds,

arranges moving collages in the sky

and chases a herd of clouds.

It ripples the surface of the lake with a gust
and steals the smooth face from the water.
Later, it paints wide circles in grayness,
shakes off a few dry twigs

and plays a tune with a willow pipe.

Somewhere in the distance, echoes
sing in the canyon with rain drops
-repeat the chorus of the song.
Come back! I miss you.

Where are you my darling?

Fkkk
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4. Spring Is Coming

It's time to wake up

the sleeping trees in orchards,

open the hives and welcome the bees,
invite the first flowers to the concert.

The hard-working insects

with golden wings

will play a wedding march in the sky.
They will make a mating flight

in honor of the queen.

A quiet buzzing will fill the space,
the air will smell like honey
and the wind will chant the song.

A new life is coming.
The fertile summer is coming.
The autumn harvest is coming.
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5. Kites

let kites fly high

above paint-colored spots

on the blue background of the sky
and touch the whirling clouds

let their long tails outline
magic signs and mysterious spells
to revive a forgotten time

we will feel like children
let's have joy and laughter again,
charm of a carefree moment and the wind

Fkkk K
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6. The Sun

When the night ends,

the show begins on the scene of the sky.
The wind opens curtains, made of clouds
-heavy and folded like Baroque draperies.
Birds begin to sing treble

and proclaim the arrival of the light.

Darkness disappears

and the night flies away on its black wings.

The gray of the morning slowly gains pearly shades,
and pink cloudlets lead the way on the blue sky

for an oncoming solar chariot.

Fkkk K
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7. Spring over the Lake

The sun strokes the black furrows

of ploughed fields with warmer and longer rays.
The soil bulges with greenness and fecundity.
Spring flows from the depths of the lake

and releases it from a dream of winter white.
The ice flows shuttered,

and clean water could be seen.

The willows lean over the plate of the lake.
They comb and braid their hair with the wind.
The trees look at the world, mirrored in water.
The keys of wild geese come from far away.
The long signs on the sky pave the way

to their nests, hidden in the reeds.

Buds open up and the first flowers bloom.

The waves of the lake hum a song about a new life.
The mystery of rebirth begins.
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8. A Flower Garden

Mother spread a carpet on the fertile ground
by the damp ribbon of a stream,

woven of many shapes and colors

on the canvas of the sun's golden rays.

In seeds and rhizomes, it stores

the memory of the beauty of the past years.

In the morning,

the eyes of flowers, moistened by the dew,
intensely flash with all colors

like small pieces of stained glass

in church windows.

The evening subtly paints the landscape over
with an interplay of light and shadows,

and adds a shade of gray.

The garden abides by the laws of nature,
its heart beating to the pace of the seasons.
Both subject themselves to the will of man,
and independently,

variable in its unbridled beauty,

constantly evade the reign of the creator
-the gardener.
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9. The Sunflower

Grown slender,

tall and handsome

on the strong green stalk,
reaching up to the sky

like the Greek statue of Atlas,
holding the clouds heavy
with rain...

In love with the gold of the sun's rays,
reflected in his crown of petals,

he stands straight,

face turned up and smiling ...

In late autumn, the sun fades,
and so did his love.

The sunflower's heavy head
bends down.

Black seeds fall to the ground
like bitter tears . . .
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10. The Song of the Night

On a warm June night,

gentle wafts of air

tangle into the tulle curtains.

Invited by the open window,

a sweet scent of blooming lilacs emerges.

Among white jasmine flowers,

a modest nightingale weaves its nest,
adorns the night with a song of love.
Loud shrills reach the stars.

On the clear black firmament,
starry constellations spill out.

The Moon casts a silvery sheen
upon the sleeping garden flowers.

Tiny musical notes sprinkle the Earth.
On the stave as in a diary

they inscribe the charm of the night,
and a nocturne is born.
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11. The Way

Along the sandy paths,

the sunny summer was strolling
-barefoot and laughing.

It was listening to the buzzing of the bees
and the song of the larks

falling from the sky.

It stroked the rich fields of wheats

with its hands.

In the age of clover wreaths,
[ was a fair-haired princess
in a ball dress made of cotton.

The wind - my best friend,

raised clouds of golden dust,

swirled in a dance with bird feathers.
It hung high in the clouds,

like colorful kites,

dreams of long journeys.

Careless longings came true
-the paths turned into a highway.
[ have gone far and forever.
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12. An Evening on the Market Square

The hour called "eight pm" comes,

it ends the noisy life.

The evening sweeps the rush and turmoil.
The long shadows of houses,

like the arms of a clock, close time.

One chapter of the city life has ended.
It's time for another episode.

The glass fountain starts dancing.
Each sound has a different color

as it reaches to different heights.

The sound of water is united with music.
The heat of hot granite

is relieved by the cold water.

Stress and fever of being

are absorbed by tiny drops.
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13. Contrary to Nature

The dead, dry dragonfly in a glass case
froze stiff in its last fluttering of wings.
Wind did not break its transparent body,
colors unfaded by the sun.

Perished young in the bloom of its beauty,
it exists against nature

-destined for immortality.

FkK K

14. Autumn

Autumn wraps the meadows with
a white shawl, woven from the mists.
The dew sprinkles the red blades of the grass.

Migratory birds fly away
and draw the treble clefs on the sky.
Forests and sleepy gardens are silent.

The wind plays with leaves

and puts on the ground a rustling carpet.
It steals red beads from rowans.

The earth, tired of the summer heat,
falls into a colorful dream.

Feskeskeskk
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15. Autumn Love

You kissed me.

[ felt a bittersweet taste in my mouth.

I closed my eyes.

In my imagination, I saw the park.

Do you remember?

You said, we were like two trees in autumn.

Look,

naive, youthful thoughts flew off

-frivolous, migratory birds.

The first chill chased them.

Their joyous trill,

glorifying a perfect love, rang out.

Delusions fell to the ground like leaves,

rotting and turning to dust.

We are firmly rooted in the soil of everyday life.
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16. Autumn Melancholy

Melancholy returned home in November

and she started to live in all the rooms.

She placed a dim light in the windows

and scattered the seeds of sorrow on the threshold.

In the evenings, she summons ghosts and memories.
Her relatives resurrect from old photos

and they tell forgotten stories and anecdotes.

Their lives take again timid blushes.

Look, she announces to all her friends,

laughing pumpkins and cascades of rustling candies
do not match my interior decorations at all.

I don't open my door to the bunches of impish kids.

Fk K
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17. A Welcomed Sadness

You entered uninvited

through the closed door.

The tight windows and the thick walls
did not stop you.

You appeared out of nowhere

and settled everywhere.

As a thick layer,

you spread out on the carpet.

You immediately nestled comfortably
in every corner.

Later, you sat down in an armchair
to mix the bitterness of coffee with tears.

In the evening,

you curled up on the couch

and froze motionless.

Only a draft flipped listlessly
through the pages of favorite books.

In eyes filled with melancholy,

the emptiness grew.

The last signs of a smile

disappeared on the pale face.
Worries bent the figure to the ground.

The silence sounded like an intrusive small bell.

Even the phone was silent
as if it had forgotten
about the existence of good news.

Take what's yours and go away.

Feskeskekek
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18. All Saints' Day

The night frost strips the cemetery trees.

The colorful, damp rug rustles underfoot.

It rises and falls. The soft murmur of falling leaves
says prayers for all who are absent.

The flames of the candles flicker and sway in the wind,
illuminating the barely visible path to heaven.

Today, you can only meet halfway ...

in your memories and in rosary beads.

The good-looking chrysanthemums are love confessions.
Instead of words,

they use the colors and the fragility of petals.

They decorate granite slabs and graves with crosses,
on which, time slowly blurs the traces of memory.

A marble angel is sitting and crying on a small grave.
The morning dew hangs tears on his stone eyes.

He is silent, and sadness flashes in big drops.

The angel is filled with remorse. He did not guard...
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19. Merry Christmas!

Christmas balls shine on the postcard.
Poinsettia spreads out the petals like a star.
It is a reminder of an event in Bethlehem.

Golden letters twist among the ornaments
And bring news to the world:
-Happy December!

[ don't understand why December
Has to be happy or unhappy.
It is the same as the other months.

I do not wish anyone
A happy June
Or a successful November.

[ am sending wishes to my friends
And I call their holidays by their names
-Diwali, Bid Mubarak, Rosh Hashanah.

Maybe world peace comes from
Respect, knowledge and tolerance.
Merry Christmas!
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20. In the Sewer

The first star blinked in the winter sky.

An open cast-iron sewer hatch

invited it into the warm interior.

The choir of black crows

perched on the naked tree branches,

loudly croaked out the first carol of the evening.

Burning candle stubs

and the light of a torch brightened the darkness.
A small crucifix hangs on the wall,

with a broken figurine of Christ,

found among the refuse in a dump.

A crippled carving did not fit in an elegant interior.

Next to the cans, bought for beggar's alms,
on a makeshift table made of crates,

like a wafer, lies a dry slice of white bread.
God's mercy, like the Star of Bethlehem,
shines in December.

Each year, at the joyous time of Christmas,
memories of the family house return.

Baby Jesus, crying and shivering in the cold manger,
extends his small hand to bless all paupers.
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21. Breakdown

Every day,

[ was offered the cascades of red hearts and smiles.
A soft fluff of words,

full of appreciation and admiration, laid at my feet.
Hundreds of sweet compliments,

like sticky syrup, fed my growing ego.

The failure of the Internet

cut off the connection with this beautiful world.
Nonentity absorbed

digital flowers and sentences about great friendships.
A huge crowd of indifferent people went past by me.

The book with my face was closed,
and I returned to the real world.

[ left the land of mirage

-built on a great desert of feelings.
Now I choose one fragrant rose
instead of a fleeting bouquet.

]
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22. Hope

Hope like a fragile boat

is floating on the sea.

All adversities and rippled waves

jolt overboard

and pour in as a cold stream.

It seems,

I will die in the darkness of the storm,
strangled by the roar of the wind

and the powerful clouds.

Hope orders, waiting

for an end of bad times,

to collapse the sails

and look for a safe harbor.

The sun always rises after the rain
over the rainbow's umbrella.

I darn the torn canvas,

fix the hole of my boat.

Moving on to another cruise,

[ must forget about the gales.
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23. The Lonely Island

I often dream of the sea.
It is black and foamy.

The wind herds the waves
with a whistling whip.

They, like mad horses, rush to the shore,
trample the fragile boats, throw them to the beach.

It's war between water and earth,
between death and life.

[ stand alone on a piece of land.
I can escape nowhere.
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24. A Woman's Hand Bag

A Woman's Handbag

The guardian of female privacy
hides inside a few ordinary things
and some magic.

One can find in it:

a shimmering silver portrait of the holder
and the redness of her lips;
handkerchiefs delicate as fog,

soaked with her tears of joy and sadness;
a notebook with white sheets,

like angel wings,

full of life, prose and some poetry;

loose cards with culinary recipes

about how to cook dinner out of nothing;
tiny coins, buzzing like golden bees,
ready to support the smiles of the poor;
keys to the house

and to the heart of the beloved, and

a phone in a colorful case.

The woman's handbag contains
a few items
and the whole world of the owner.
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24. Mystical Topaz

A stone full of magic,
poetry and unexpected reflections ...

At dawn,

it discreetly steals the beauty of daylight,
illuminating the grayness with streaks of pale pink.
It has the freshness of the morning

and the innocence of a child's sleep.

At noon,

it leads along a narrow path

to the Garden of Eden

-full of the richness of blue, lush green
and the scent of red flowers with petals,
as passionate as the lips of a girl in love.

The stone sprinkles

gold particles with each move.

It sparkles like a happy laugh, full of giggles,
and it has the vigor of droplets,

carried by the waters of the stream.

In the evening,

it takes on dark colors of melancholy.

Such jewels

arc the women - sorceresses,
who constantly wander
between the earth and heaven
They rise to the clouds

to sing together with the angels
and fall to the ground

to sell their soul to the devil

for a little love.

S

54



25. 305 )s)oatio

LeB)8 axyoerio owe LolBEE
80, @8 etsben...

&05S, @8 PR

DHE ooy, S8 5589

TodHcho Bw, BEHerd) s
(B8 Erepsso, HRFD G wsrahES0

GgHR, IS ©od
IR (x‘,w‘gézﬁ(‘éoés%
99, DY) Borben, JBE Hro¥
HOSeen, (HHSE HES Do EHer

3goeKo Séazﬁwéé:o&

P FEerod (08 E5OEEESe
éo@ecﬁéé@é Sreo, Sodoen
B B Hodde B8, Sdw

JchHoseerd, ©h H:odonod
DBy Swodd HT°en
NN T By

é&té rePsee Elaly BEE

So(@rden, e5eaeISAO
80 DXL BIESrSS” EOR
J0 H8 88 ©BHord
508 (D 8%o.

Feskeskskk

55



26. The Dream of Home

[ know well all the metamorphosis of this house.
The new aesthetics took off its rich ornaments.
Renovations deprived

the subtle beauty of Art Deco.

Entangled by grapes,

it lies dormant for years in the shadow of lindens.

Stone stairs buckled

under the weight of many feet.

After the rain, in the mirror of a puddle,

the sky is reflected.

The brass door handle, in the shape of a dragon,
guards happiness,

and the oak door

guards the admittance of strangers.

| sometimes dream of my happy childhood, wander
along corridors and elegant lounges, visit the attic filled
with memories. I listen to the rustling of fans and
dresses with bustle.

Not so long ago,

the age of refined ladies passed.

Distant relatives

smile from old photographs.

I walk along a thin thread, woven by time.
[ have a key to a non-existent door.
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27. The Heart of a House

I take a small surface,
fasten a solid lock onto the door
and say with pride "it is my new home".

[ live there a few years.
Walls absorb sounds and thoughts,
a small fortress guards my privacy.

Memories settle as dust on the shelves
-some favorite books,
trinkets from distant journeys.

[ buy or throw away items.
Dresses in the closet change fashions,
but I still say "my home".

[ move out
and give my keys to other people.
'Silence says goodbye indifferently.

]
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28. The Death of a Home

At the edge of a village,

an abandoned wooden cottage grows into the earth,
bowed with the burden of cares,

like a little old woman.

The curious rain peeks in

through the hole in the roof.

It waters the slender birches, planted
by the wind inside the room.

In the windows,

remnants of curtains compete

with the thick threads of spider webs.
The moon and the sun

take turns looking at their reflections
in the broken window panes.

Wild raspberries entwine the walls
with a thicket of green arms.
Tall Hollyhocks blush in red among rusty grasses.

Single pickets

outline the grounds of the old garden.
Lush weeds overrule the fertile soil.
Each year, the rotten apple tree

bears bitter-tasting fruit

and enormous walnut

spreads - great fingers full of shade.

A once-modest Linden sapling
transformed into an enormous tree,
and golden bees quietly hum

a song of sweet flowers.

Industrious black ants slowly
give the home back to nature.
They carry it piece by piece
straight to heaven.
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29. A Hundred-year-old Floor

New people live in the old house.
They settled down and believe
they became a part of the landscape.

The view from the window passed.

After a widely spreading lime tree,

only a dry stump remained.

Bee choirs in the yellow brilliance of flowers trailed off.
The wind dispersed the scent of the May lilacs.

White phlox disappeared from the garden.

The walls are bare, the bricks blush.

The grapevine does not peep through the windows.

It won't offer its sweet berries to the green leaves.

[ see the changes.

They erase the traces of the former owners.
In different colours, the walls blossom,

A new door has been installed.

Only time, locked in the oak floor,
screeches the same.
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30. Departure

[ helped you

to pack your things into a suitcase.

Stuff scattered carelessly,

entangled in your arrivals and departures.
Expected days have passed.

The day before yesterday

turned into today

with the date of the sentence

printed on the ticket.

Gradually, the traces of your stay

began to disappear.

The fragrance of your perfume faded.
The last sheet dropped from the calendar.

In our minds, there is the autumn solstice
and consent to the inevitable parting.
Emptiness as winter haunts the cold.
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31. A Conversation with My Son

Twenty years of memories divide us.
We are running in different directions
from the point called the present.
The colors of the past

are blurred in the future.

There is a lot going on in your world

-milk has more to do with a carton than with a cow.
You do not repair things

and interpersonal relationships.

See - mountains of rubbish

and human loneliness grow.

You do not have time to talk.

The speed of exchange of thoughts
depends on the pace of writing.

You express indignation with large letters.
Colorful emoticons

replace your facial expressions.

Take a look at old parents.

You will receive the warmth of hugging.
We will not wait forever,

time will separate us.

Hurry up

-I'm worried that dinner will get cold.
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32. A Letter to My Father
Dear Dad!

[ do not have much from you

-almost nothing is left.

Only a few things are hidden

somewhere in the house.

The wooden hangers in our wardrobes
have forgotten long time ago.

The leather shoes went far into the world.

There are no more documents and business cards
with sweeping signatures, on which letters
climbed sharply up.

They were falling down.

They, like steel bridges, tied the edges of pages
but now, they flew away somewhere.

Everything went away and disappeared.

A few faithful items stayed with me.

They whisper about you from time to time.
Dad, visit me in my dreams, please.

Do not tell me you are busy now...
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33. The Widow

She stayed alone,
like an expensive cup
without a saucer.

Nobody

supported and protected her,
and she could not give

her warmth to anyone.

She is still beautiful,
but lonely.
She does not fit the set.
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34. Niobe

They say, she is insensitive.
Standing stiffly,

she appears indifferent,
suspended in time,

like a spider on a thread.

She is neither shouting nor crying.
Silence surrounds her,

and she is cold like a stone.

Niobe knows
how it is to be a fossilized pillar.
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35. Borders

The wide-open window invites

fresh air and the inquisitive eyes of passers-by .
into the apartment.

A warm wind throws inside

a handful of petals, torn from an apple tree.

It brings in the aroma

of blooming flowers from the backyard garden.
In the room,

a joyful chirping can be heard

and the loud laughter of children,

playing with a colorful ball.

They call you an autistic child,
and you are here alone.

You live in a closed cube block,

in an always empty and quiet space.

In your world,

a touch hurts and sounds are audible.

A soundproof glass separates you

from the voice of another human being.

You paint on it with your fingers and leave a trace.
It is your way of trying to contact.

It is difficult to escape
from the sealed trap of one's own mind.
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36. A Child with Autism

We are in the same room,

but we are staying in two different worlds.
An invisible border separates us

-the eyes do not get through it

and words turn into silence.

Your look penetrates objects,

goes far beyond the room.

Every image is blurred in your thoughts.

[ disappear and become transparent like air.
[ hope you guess

that I'm sitting next to you.

You are looking intensely at the whirling bug
and waving nervously with your hands,

as if you would like to fly over

the rainbow bridge of fantasy.

There you try to find a shelter

on your lonely island

where all your mind's entrusted secrets

are guarded.

[ smile again and give you a colorful toy.

You avoid my touch,

and with a cry, retract your hand quickly.

[ want to pass over the barrier of our mutual pain,
free you from a dimension filled with loneliness,

in which there is no place for another human being.
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37. A Modern Banknote in the Museum

[ saw a banknote inside a glass case.
Its wings spread like an exotic butterfly.
Still living and breathing, yet a part of history already.

Hear the rustling of false promises and lies.
See the thirty silver pieces of the treacherous Judas.
Feel the foul smell of insatiable greed.

But look at the opposite, consider the other side.
It can build a house, bake the daily bread,
bend mercifully over poverty and disease,
breathe life into art and promote wisdom.

The amazing power of a piece of paper ...
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38. A Bank Story

Lady Fortune winked her eye slyly

as if at the unfashionably shabby bag.

She slipped an envelope with a check.

A huge sum fell out from the horn of plenty.

The old hunchback woman entered the bank.
Her face was like a brown autumn leaf,

scarred by the sun and the wind.

Her work-worn hands spoke about her drudgery.

The modest figure seemed strange

on the background of marble and crystal chandeliers.
She looked like a small poppy flower,

lost in an exquisite rose garden.

The voices of workers were discreetly silent,
and smiles appeared on their faces.

The door to another world opened widely
and invited her to a luxurious life.

She gave away her unfulfilled dream to her family,
and she shared her money fairly.

She did not need the glamour of belated luck.
Happiness of her children was all she wanted now.
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39. Falls

I can see

people at the foot of the mountain
and those ones at its top.

They have other desires and thoughts.
An entire mountain

of incomprehension separates them.

I notice,

almost everyone wants to go higher
-beyond the borders of forests and fields,
and climb the rocks.

And if it works ...

-lean the ladder against the clouds,
lose sight of Earth

and be the only winner of this race.

People forget that

falls from the summit
take place in loneliness
and are very painful.

S

82



39. DHedSaeen

Jo By

DG aFTre I (e

23 BpTrokng) 00

D50 Bo%en w&bSben 36

a8 2 Do H IHO 6

3% Koo

B8 a8t 28 dBresihto
EHen erersy e

8o KJ%@ 3688rosto

8 $8K HIT...
DaneB JFY Ao
807 SPSTPRNK

P® DBEBDBTND

(Desen HoBQDPEL
3PBo LoD HEI ?’gé’é&)
2.0808508° KHEme
ePBe 22BN K.

L

83



40. The Blue Planet

[ had this image of our beautiful planet in my mind.
This blue gem shone in the darkness of the universe.
It was a wonderful cradle of plants, animals, people,
and was described as a paradise in ancient stories.

[ woke up terrified when this happy dream ended.

The green lungs of the Amazon had shrunk

and the world suffered from shortness of breath.

The vast ocean waters were covered with a thick layer of plastic,
and the genetically modified plants did not pour seeds onto the soil.

[ asked a man:

"Do you know what it will be tomorrow?

Did you forget who you are and where you come from?
Why did you abandon your mother - Earth?"

You keep talking about money, profits, prosperity.
You draw the bars and worry about future incomes,
Instead of a dot at the end of your long lecture,

I saw one horrible word - death.
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41. The Homeless

Some of them chose a homeless freedom,
set instinctively to survive their life for today.
They knew all the dark secrets of the city.

In the evenings, they fell like birds onto the park benches
to spend the night in the company of stars.

In the morning,

they left the baggage of old newspapers and wandered on.

It is never too late or too early.
The days are too similar to be afraid of anything.

Those of us who live hastily and sanitarily,

pass by them with revulsion and a feeling of superiority.
With dignity, we tote around stereotypes

and the day's routine.

We hurry along other paths of life.
Sometimes, we collide - we stop our contemplations
over the diversity of human stories.
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42, A Story About a Difficult Love

We create parallel worlds,
fence them off
and put up invisible walls.

We set patterns

of beauty, success and happiness
and we build hierarchies.

Later, we climb up this wall

to look down on the others.

It's easy to feel self-esteem
-there is always somebody
worse than we are.

It is not difficult to sort people.
The dividing line can be different:
the black - the white,

the fat - the slim,

the ugly - the pretty,

the poor - the rich.

We have little tolerance.

Even on the paintings of Jesus Christ,
he is a slender young man

with blonde hair and blue eyes.

It is hard to imagine him

as a dark-skinned Semite

with a humped nose.

Recently, a peculiar Jew
has moved to our neighborhood.
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He wanders around
and wants to save the world.
People mock him and say he is crazy.

Someone spray-painted the star of David
on the door of his house,
broke his windows with stones.

He was seen a few days ago

when he was talking to a black beggar.
He hugged and comforted her,

wiped tears from her cheeks.

They found the gate to their worlds
and they went over the walls.
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43. A Homeless Cat

I observe a homeless cat.

Distrust is hidden in his green eyes,
fear can be seen in the spiked fur,
and his paws are always ready to run.

Fate is unkind to him.

It has given him a common coat.
People do not admire him,

and nobody looks into the cat's soul.

Always hungry and scared,

wandering through the surrounding backyards,
he peeks in the urban garbage.

Sometimes he catches a mouse.

There is no chance of soft pillows,

the abundance of meat and warm milk.

He does not know the caressing touch of a hand
and the voice of one calling him gently - kitty, kitty

Sometimes he visits the homeless;

they understand each other without words.
Food for a small companion of misery

is waiting in the rusty bowl of tin.
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44. A Sense of Security

At dawn,

the cat slipped through the open window softly,

and almost without a sound.

She jumped down from the windowsill

and hid under a chair, curled up into a little ball.

The night's adventures were captured in her green eyes.

In dreams, the uncertainty of last night returned.
Fear doomed her to wander over fences and roofs,
out of the reach of furiously barking dogs

and powerful beasts, speeding down the city streets.
She also did not trust the people in a constant rush.

A man's white shirt, draped over the chair,

moved slightly to the rhythm of the wind's breath.

It quietly purred a kitty-lullaby, and tucked her in to sleep
with long arms in the empty sleeves.
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45. A Life Sold

The employment agent promised large incomes.
She dreamed about the work of a waitress.

She wanted to be a maid in a hotel, too,

or a well-paid model in a colorful magazine.

Nobody knew her real name.

She called herself "Lena" with a foreign accent.

A beautiful girl, similar to the one by Sandro Botticelli
as she stood at the side of a busy, asphalt road.

Her eyes reflected clouds and tears.

The breeze of passing trucks were combing her long hair.
In a bright and short dress, she looked like a flower,
thrown carelessly on the gray, muddy ground.

Her reflection vanished in the mirrors of passing cars.
Another girl took her place in the pimp's wallet.

She died on foreign soil, not mourned by her relatives.
Sometimes the gust of wind whispers her name.

Despair and longing inhabit her family home.
They open a letterbox with trembling hands,
dream to hear a familiar melody on the phone
and listen for steps beyond the door.
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46. my angel

forgive the wounded feet

you walk with me

through the wilderness

the thorns of sins tear at your robes

you protect against

the mud of evil words

and mean deeds

you fight against perverse thoughts

thank you for your faithful persistence
for showing me the way in darkness
and sometimes lending me your wings
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47. Let There Be Peace

[ saw a ruined city.

Love burned at the stake.

Hatred set the fire.

Its stinging tongues annihilated goodness,
and mercy disappeared like a smoke.

The ashes of hopes and dreams fell down;
they turned into gray dust.

Nothing was left but the pain

and suffering of the survivors.

Fear lived in the ruins of abandoned houses.
Despair played on the cello a whining melody,
or maybe it was just the wind

which howled and whirled.

It blew away along the empty streets,

the paper tears of torn books

It opened widely the mutilated doors,

leading to nowhere.

Silence - the companion of death, muted the com-
plaints in dead mouths. Delicate and fragile human
bodies returned to the ground and turned to dust. The
grass healed the wounds -the deep craters, left by
bombs; compassionate rains washed them gently.

The moon, like an enormous pendulum,

told time and measured disappearances.

From time to time, it played a well-known tune...
"Let there be peace."
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48. A Poem for Peace

[ will build a bridge, made of sentences And [ will
fasten it with positive thoughts.

[ will use the words "warmth" and "understanding".
Later, [ will add my mother's prayers.

[ will replace the lies of war's propaganda With stanzas
about friendship and love.

Next, [ will paint the precise words
"Kindness" and "tolerance".

Strangers will be connected firmly
With rivets of powerful emotions.

A poem for peace, stronger than steel,
[s free and immortal.
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49. War in the Middle East

Memories like grains of sand,
during a storm in the desert,
swirl violently in the mind.
They hit hard, hurt badly.

The eyes wander around a desolate city.
I remember, a school was there,

and next to it, a library and a flower shop.
Huge cavities in the ground gape instead,
surrounded by charred tree stumps.

Silence spills in a wide stream

over empty streets and ashes,

settling like dust on broken glass.

Birds fly away, absent inhabitants fall silent,

the wind wails among the ruins and then,

as an echo, the whistle of falling bombs returns.

In a surviving building without a wall,

as if on a great theatrical stage of life,

an old man sits alone, reading a book.

Hunger and fear drove neighbors away.

He did not run, and became a guardian of hope.

Poor people suffer and die.
Politicians speak beautifully of peace,
democracy, and human rights.
Greedy businessmen count profits
from the trade of weapons.

Vampires hover over oil fields,
swabbing the last drops of black blood
from the tormented desert land.
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50. Distant Happiness

Happiness needs very little space
-a house with a family, a garden
and several adjacent streets are enough.

It likes to sleep in the shade of trees,
wrap itself in the aroma of flowers,
talk to bees about the hardships of life
and echo birds in their singing.

It floats in the aromas of baking,
hides in a piece of fresh bread
and bubbles in a cup of milk.

Sometimes it picks ripe apples in the orchard,
spits cherry seeds at a distance,

peeps into the pots in the kitchen,

stirs a spoon on a plate with some soup.

It laughs loudly or giggles softly,
dances and jumps up and down,
humming favorite songs.

From time to time, it flies Kites,
plays football with children,
hugs its favorite teddy bear

at bedtime.

In a refugee camp,
in the crowded tents,
there is no place for happiness.

Stubborn - it returns in dreams,
and like an echo,

reminds it of the good times.
The longing calls for a return
to its homeland . . .
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51. What For?

Time spilled out of the leaky hourglass.
Centuries, like sand dunes,

Flooded across memories.

People forgot about powerful empires.
Ancient gods,

With cruel hearts and a thirst for blood,
Disappeared into the darkness of history.

Little is left to modern times,

Only the ruins of buildings and several artifacts.
Ruined stone tablets whisper

About bloody wars and past triumphs,

About the conquests of powerful rulers

And the rulers themselves.

Tears, suffering, wars,

Futile sacrifices, death, and pain. ..

What are they all for?

[ pour quartz particles between my fingers,
They fall to the ground

With a soft humming sound.

Gusts of wind spread golden dust.

I realize that

[ am a witness to passing away.

A symbolic gesture

Connects the past with the present.
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52. Today, on TV

There are ongoing battles

on the great chessboard of the world.
Mighty figures fight for

influence, power and wealth.

They jump very high above others

and boast "checkmate".

Pawns are lost and chessboard fields
become emptier and emptier.

Nobody is moved by the fate of the victims.
They are invisible from a distant perspective.

Today, [ saw nothing new on television.

Someone raved about the singing woman with a beard,
and | saw a movie about the lives of famous celebrities.
The news showed who was divorced and why.

In an illusory paradise, there is no place for suffering.
Poverty and despair are not photogenic.

People look indifferently at each other.

There is no sympathy in their dead eyes,
their numb mouths repeat hard phrases

and stone hearts do not know empathy.

Icy hands forgot how to serve a slice of bread
to starving children.
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53. Earth Without Angels

Angels are afraid of the noise.

When they are frightened,

they crouch their guardian wings

and run away like a flock of pigeons

-as far as possible from war and suffering.
The tears in the shape of transparent feathers
are left on the cheeks.

Under the weight of bombs, the air bends.
Death follows the trail of bullets,

windows cry with sharp pieces of glass

in ruined houses.

The wounds in the wall bleed

in suffocating dust.

Burned doors lead to nowhere.

God's guardians

did not protect the children,

and they have no chance to grow up.

Souls, yanked brutally, flew to heaven

and abandoned those small bodies.

In their blank eyes, there is a silent complaint
why did you do this to us?
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54. The Tears of Nigeria

Where are the speakers

who proclaim fiery words of indignation?
Where are the politicians

who issue moving condolences?

Where are the journalists

who howl "genocide'"?

Where are the priests of all religions
who pray for the dead?

Where are you, humans?

Where?

The contemporary world resembles a cup,
filled to the brim

with hypocrisy, duplicity and mendacity.

[ blame you for the sin of mute indifference.

Nigeria is crying with tears of blood,
soaking the mass graves
of her children.
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55. Tolerance

I do not lay claim to the yellow flowers
That have their petals gilded by the sun
Or to the cornflowers that are blue, not red.

Sometimes I wonder and ask:
"What would I look like, who would I be,
If I were born in another time and place?"

[ know there are things and beings
That will never change.

The world is diverse,

And I appreciate this hue exceedingly.
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56. The Genetic Roulette

We are created in the image and likeness of nature.
We fit in as small pieces,

a mosaic in the surrounding reality,

adapting ourselves in colors and shapes.

The blue eyes of Scandinavians reflect

the cold waters of post-glacial lakes.

Desert sands sift through the brown eyes of Arabs.
Green fields and forests bloom

in the eyes of Central-Europeans.

The various skin colours

shield us from the sun rays,

but our blood is always the colour of bright red.
People are united by the need of love,
understanding of the otherness.

Life presents an infinite choice of offers.
Capriciously and unpredictably,

it likes te beauty of a perfect symmetry.
From tie pool of genes, it chooses

the next variation of the human.
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57. Metamorphosis

[ dyed my hair black.
Colored contact lenses
made my eyes brown.
Instant tanning lotion
made my skin olive-hued.

The mirror reflects a dark-skinned,
ravishing brunette beauty.

The blue-eyed,

pale-skinned blonde has vanished.
I can see the same person.
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58. The Song of Sita

O Bhumi, Mother Earth,

Let me return to your womb!

[ will turn into a grain of sand.

[ will rest from the cruelty of the world.

[ want to fall asleep and forget about
Words that bite insidiously like vipers,
Full of venom and poison,

Filled with false accusations.

Mother, absorb all my tears!

Let them flow in your streams.

Then hope will revive again in my heart
And give me the strength

To survive the bad times.

Oh, Bhumi, Mother Earth,

Take me in

And hide me among your flowers.

In return, [ will give you my yearning

And dreams that the birds will sing about.
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59. In the Daily Newspaper

Today, in the newspaper there was a long article
About a cruelly murdered woman.

The note, at the bottom of the page, mentioned
The destroyed Kurdish city.

Death has a different number of verses.

It was not profitable to lower the price of milk.

It was better to pour the white sea into bare land.
Worthy enough to buy a few tanks and planes,
The defense industry is driving the economy.

The word "suffering" does not exist in accounting.

In Palestine, the bombs destroyed a school.

In the photo, a group of children, like a flock of birds,
Sit outside on wooden benches.

The door to education was smashed.

A ruined childhood has sad eyes.

They wrote about whom to love and whom to hate.
You do not have to think and ask "why".

Everything is decided and very simple.

When indifference grins,

War's turmoil lurks behind our door.
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60. The White Dove

Someone hanged a dead bird

on the bough of a withered tree.

Feathers fell like a white shroud

for the tufts of grass and the plastic garbage.

[ don't know who did it, nor why,

why the pigeon's wind was stolen from its wings.

"What a sad allegory",

[ thought; "Here is humanity and Earth.
Our poisoned planet is dying of thirst
And we string up peace."
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61. Stigmatized by Hatred

They declare the glory of death loudly
and walk in puddles of blood.
Wrapped in bands of dynamite,

they believe that

they will soar to the gates of paradise.

Someone persuaded them

that contempt for life is sacred.
They depart,

assisted by the brutally murdered,
burdened with tears like a curse.

God separates
victims from executioners.
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62. Shoes

A mountain of shoes

in various styles and sizes

-for males, females, children .. .

They wandered

around European capitals

and the narrow streets of Polish towns.

They left their former life
to meet in Auschwitz,
and enter infinity.
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63. Women of the World

The 8th of March is International Women's Day.
Internet portals are pretty and nice,

full of flowers, compliments and red hearts.
For free, just "copy and paste".

A married woman was stoned in a village.
She fell in love with another man.
She forgot that she had an owner.
Her husband threw the first stone.

The world is silent.

A young girl was hanged in a big city.

She deserved to die; her eyes were beautiful.
A crowd of men surrounded and raped her.
She asked for it.

The world is silent.

A child did not survive her wedding night.
The girl died; it happens.

All was in accordance with the law.

The old man paid well for a virgin.

The world is silent.
Schoolgirls were kidnapped and sold.
Slaves have their price.

The sexual toys have become cheaper lately,
the law of demand and supply works.
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The world is silent.

In the villages of bachelors, there are no women.
Dowry is expensive, abortion is cheap.

All female embryos were removed.

Each family wants a son.

The world is silent.

He gave her a rose in the morning

and a bruise under the eye in the evening.

It was her fault, she deserved to be punished
-the soup was too salty.
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64. Eros

The first gods emerged from nonexistence.
Gaia covered her nakedness

with the veil of greenery.

Uranus dressed himself

with clouds, flowing across the sky.

The winged Eros

was given a bow, and quivers with arrows.

The God of love released a few arrows

and breathed life sparks.

This beautiful young man,

an inseparable companion of Aphrodite,

possessed a bitter and sweet power to hurt human hearts.

When Eros smiles and releases the golden arrow,
the girl unravels the braid for her lover,

puts flowers in her hair.

She can, like a feather,

swirl high above the cloudlets.

When Eros frowns and chooses the iron arrow,
unbridled lust and brutal strength

awake in a boy's mind.

The girl's hair falls to the ground,

fear is born in her eyes.

Mighty Eros,

break your iron arrows

and use only the gold ones.

Let the girls wait eagerly for their beloveds,
sing songs and write poems

about the glorious and eternal love.
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65. A Little Girl

Until yesterday, she believed in fairy tales.
Elves were hidden among the rose bushes,
And she looked for a good fairy,

Ensconced in the thicket of the flowering trees.

In that world,
She painted a rainbow on soap bubbles,
And she thought that good always wins over evil.

Don't cry, stupid.
He is a rich man and you won't have a bad time
-mother hissed in her ear like the snake in paradise.

She was afraid of this old man with a tenacious look,
Who spun threads like a huge spider To trap her in a
cocoon of his big fingers.

At night, a desperate scream shattered the silence.
The white dress transformed into blood-red.
An orphaned teddy bear cried in her family home.
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66. Dolls

The beautiful woman with sad eyes
burned like a doll made of rags.

The newspaper provided a brief note
about the next, unfortunate accident.
The cruel goddess Kali

threw sparks on her sari.

She was not Rukmini for her Krishna,
and did not have the smile of Lakshmi.
She could not be the mother

of a thousand sons.

She left her gold bracelets,
lighter than greed.
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67. Only Boys

She ripened as a sweet fruit,

Inherited her father's beautiful eyes

And the slender silhouette of the mother.
She would be a beautiful woman.

She did not understand why she had to die.
There were no words in her world,

Such as tradition, dowry, abortion.

The mother's tears failed to protect her.

Maybe one day, the world will be perfect.
Only little boys will walk

On the streets of Calcutta or Beijing.

It is said, girls are unnecessary.
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68. The Testimony

[ am sorry.

It's my fault that I'm a woman.
[ have breasts and hips,

and wear dresses, sKirts.

[ forgot

that men have eyes.

I dressed provocatively,

and launched their imagination.

[ was wrong.

I thought I was a human,

and had a right to independence.

It was a mistake to dream about a career.

[ do not remember

why [ went out alone on the street
and why I rode a bus.

Demons lurk everywhere.

Rape and humiliation . . .

[ told my story,

but no one understands me.
I am only a woman.

Sorry.
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69. A Wedding Photo

A crystal candelabrum shed light on the living room.
A photo in an expensive frame flashed on the wall.
A gold ring, a pass to happiness, flared

on the slender finger of a doe-eyed girl.

She paid no heed to her mother's warnings.

Blind love made her see advantages in disadvantages,
and mistake morbid jealousy for great love.

She daydreamed for quite a long time.

The first time, he hit her when she called her friend.
Their shared childhood did not justify the guilt.

The walls of the house absorbed the screams; the rug, tears.
More and more apology-bouquets faded in the vases.

They did not make a modest nest for great affection.
They built a golden palace with strong bars.

An apparently successful marriage created two truths
-private for themselves, official for observers.

The wedding photo was for a memory of their
last happy day they spent together.

It resembled a dried leaf, hanging

on the branch of a tree that died long ago.
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70. without a dialogue

enamored with the hue of my eyes
you can't reach my mind's depth
deaf to quiet protests

you put words in my mouth

bogged down in the trap of guesses

we are lost in the dissonance of feelings
dreams out of tune sound false

our desires pass by indifferently

the seeming closeness separates us
entangled in meaningless sentences
we become increasingly distant
love dies with no right to appeal
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71. An Epidemic

The virus stopped the world.
Time passed forward.
It surrounded reality.

All the doors were slammed shut.
The gates of hell opened.

Death painted

Horror in human eyes.

It covered all faces with masks.

A new era has begun.

Nothing will be as it used to be.
Will man be an enemy

Or a brother to man?
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72. The Virus

The virus began to rule the world.
Within a few days, it changed reality.
It locked people in cages

and gave the planet to nature.

Paris lost its charm.

Lovers disappeared from the tiny cafes.
The boulevards on the Seine are deserted
and the last love confessions have passed.

Water in the Roman di Trevi Fountain
rustles monotonously and quietly.

The splash of coins is no longer heard.

The time of dreams of a quick return is over.

A tired New York

dimmed its advertising glow on skyscrapers.
The heart of the city beats slower,

and silence spreads like fog along the streets.

On the Australian coast,

ocean waves caress sandy beaches.

They blurred the last traces of human feet,
but left birds' tracks and a few feathers.
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There is no crowd at Mumbai markets.

The wind blew the smells from street kitchens.
There were not enough sellers and customers,
fear told them to hide in homes.

Mother Earth is resting.

She mended the ozone hole.

She repairs the losses caused by humanity,
and leaves a message for man.

"You are not my ruler, only a guest.

You can live in peace with me or leave.
The world will continue without you,
perfect in its beauty and harmony."
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73. 2020

The sky cracked.

The rider of the Apocalypse
set out to Earth.

Horse hooves crumbled
human pride and insolence.

Terrified people

locked themselves in their homes.
There are no fingerprints

on shopping carts.

Smiles on their faces

are hidden under masks.

Old values are gone.

With power, beauty and money,
one cannot get oxygen.

The idea of humanitarianism
broke down

when people lacked respirators.

An invisible enemy

is lurking in the breath,
in the touch of the hand.
It hides in tears.

Kisses and touches

are deadly weapons.
During the epidemic,
the act of supreme love
is not visiting

old parents.
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74. The Return of Everyday Life

It will be fine again,

and the world will regain its brilliance.
Time will go on,

bad hours will pass

-these ones filled with fear,

the suffering and tears.

One day, death will forget

to sharpen its scythe.

Joy will return home

to bloom on the faces.

Sadness and fear

will settle in memories like a bit of dust;
only sometimes,

they will echo in nightmares

or will be recalled in stories

about the long days of horror.
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75. A Contemporary Man

He stands on top of a heap of plastic garbage

And gasps every sip of air with difficulty.

He puts a mask on his face and he is afraid to breathe.
Earth's green lungs stop producing oxygen.

He looks with hope into the endless black of the cosmos
In search of a planet, beautiful like a blue gem.

In vain, he wants to escape from his family home

To abandon old problems and his own mistakes.

He still believes in the power of money.

So, he is caught in a trap made of delusions.

He forgot that not everything can be bought.

A drop of clean water and fresh air are priceless.
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76. Nirvana

Emptiness and relief...
I do feel nearly anything.
[s this nirvana?

A swarm of intrusive thoughts flow,
which, like small insects,

are squeezed into everywhere.

I do not have hopes, fears or joy.

The dead stars shine above me,
and the moon's phase is repeated every month.
[ hit the principles of passing time.

[ am a part of nature,
and change with its cycles.
[ observe the metamorphosis of space.

[ am hanging on a thin thread of life.
When it breaks,

[ will leave in an unknown direction.
[ will know the definition of dying.
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77. Your Name

You said:

"A man - it sounds proud",
and you mean

Einstein, Mozart or Raffaello.

Later, you added:

"A man - it sounds terrible",
and you mean

Hitler, Stalin or Pol Pot.

Now, you must choose.
You have to decide

if your name makes people
smile or cry.
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78. The Digital Pharaoh

(In honor of Mohamed Zakaria Soltan)

Bits and bytes swirled, fueled with colours,

and settled like droplets of rain on a piece of white paper.
Ancient gods of Egypt returned from the past.

The silhouettes of the powerful pharaohs emerged
from the shadows,

and the ancient world was born again of nothingness.

Anubis did not guard the fugitives from the Canyon Fields.
The beautiful Hathor showed them the way

to the present day,

and she opened the sealed gates of time.

The sons of Osiris came to Earth on Ra's papyrus boat.
Geb smiled happily at the sight of the reborn children.

Wise Thoth, as always, helped humanity.

He collected moments, lost in desert sands,

and he called vivid images from his memory.

Faded colors became clear, blossoming brightly.
Expressive lines sketched the shapes of the former rulers.
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79. The Ascension of the Blessed

(In honor of Jerome Bosch)

Man, leave everything

and go up towards the light.

Five stone circles separate you from the goal.
There, you can meet those who left earlier.

The longing, interwoven with memories
like a thin thread, connects this world
and the time of the dead.

They are waiting for you.

You have no meetings marked in your calendar.
Important affairs are scattered over the atoms.
Take just a few steps and overcome the steep path.
Eternity will open its gate for you.
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80. I Want My Poetry to ...

[ want to wrap my thoughts into words

and imprison them in time,

like a filigree insect body

in a transparent amber nugget.

Then, in the act of creation,

the fleeting feelings

will breathe and decorate them

with a shimmering silver dew of tears,

full of emotions,

or paint a rainbow-colored smile in the heart.

Sometimes in a stanza, like in a thunderstorm,

a voice full of indignation will speak,

when evil, injustice and harm veil kindness.

The thunder of angry sentences,

like a powerful lightning, striking consciences,

and casting out black clouds, brightens the darkness.
There must come a time of purification

to let the sun shine in the sky again.

Those who do not believe in the power of the word
claim that the voice of one man means nothing.
They forget that the flame

of new ideas ignites a spark

and is able to burn the old world.

From the ashes of the former reality,

the present one is hatching,

like an ancient Phoenix.

It spreads its powerful wings

and flies away with a loud noise to other lands.
Newborn views cannot be Killed,

imprisoned or stopped.
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81. After the Frost

[ wander alone in the autumn park,

and the paths lead me increasingly

towards winter.

The trees have turned their rich palette of colours
into a mossy nudity of twisted branches.

The air is empty without the birds' chirping
and the joyful chatter of children at play.
The traces of the swans' feathers
disappeared from the pond.

Kisses of lovers hide deeply in my memory.

Winds whistle on lifeless grasses

and break the dry branches with a wailing groan.

Moisture spreads a glassy shroud onto the ground,
and hibernation - a mirror image of death, enters.

[ notice the melancholic charm of passing away
in the eternal cycle of seasons.

I learn from the fallen leaves,

twisted like ancient scrolls

and crumbling in the gray.

Footsteps sound loudly in the silence

of frozen gravel, cracking on the path.

The loud croaking of the flying crow flock

points my thoughts in the direction of next spring.
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wod 5Ered (Master Poems in English-5)

S0 &arS (Master Poems in English-6)

Qowe-a»xr (Master Poems in English-7)

DOB(EED Hensd (Master Poems in English-8)

908 &roed & e DX5T) (Master Poems in English-9)
reord HEyen (Master Poems in English-10)

8% HRre 8o (Master Poems in English-11)

2.8 Soghace (Master Poems in English-12)

&% etiy¥ Azren (ChristuAdbhutaGeethalu)

&<y $89% o66* (The Path of Christ)

@90 HoAso - Chamber Music - James Joyce

Legp8 OB - The Mystic Mariner- Madan Gandhi
FS88rH - Sataroopa- A.K. Khanna

RS JBDG 810 - Basudeb Chakraborti

avrso@é‘s ffoeero - Fighting the Flames- Dr. Jernail S. Anand
3o e - Rippling Moonbeams- Lily Swarn

B Seedore (Leyla Isik Poetry)

Translations (From Telugu to English)

© ©® NS oA W~

—_ .
—_ O

—_
N

13.

The Great Battle (Suprasanna) - frosoecho - 8°3e DETERSs EDE0
The Tree of Fire (AnumandlaBhoomaiah) - efyigo - &hrdnaly D&
The Poems of Kuppam (Seeta Ram) - )0 d8en - deroed 8980
We Need a Language (Sudhakar) - &»&r &8 grl s°ard - $958 de)S &gesb
The Broken Grammar (Sudhakar) - &588 axggteeo - £ NS b
The Voice of Telangana (Madiraju Ranga Rao) - 8vorres o - drtioees Sorroe)
Fire and Ice (Rama Chandramouli) - oo So[E5s5°® 80

This is no Streaking (Stories - K.K. Menon) - 8.8, &$8 &gev

The Pool of Blood (Naveen) - 88 ssardo - @oxddly 38 S

. Varavara Rao Poetry - &8:580°9) 8280
. The Enraged Voice- Ravi Maruth - (6% &80 - 89 &rthé 880
. ToWhomsoever it may concern -Prasen - 2568 583 a68 - 528 80

Bouquet of Telugu Songs and Poems - @é’btg Beord Hregen, arte

Books translated into Multiple Languages
The Casket of Vermilion- English - Dr. Lanka Siva Rama Prasad

The Casket of Vermilion -Telugu - Dr. Lanka Siva Rama Prasad
The Casket of Vermilion -Telugu - aP&r0 S5moesodiy, oSSTmess

181



iii. The Casket of Vermilion - Urdu- JawaidNaseem
iv. The Casket of Vermilion - Punjabi- Prof. Joginder Singh Jogi
v. The Casket of Vermilion - Malayalam - Sarala Ram Kamal
vi. The Casket of Vermilion- Marathi- Narayana Mudgalkar, Neelima Mudgalkar
vii. The Casket of Vermilion - German - Sabine Stigimayr, Aprilia Zank
viii. The Casket of Vermilion - Polish - Alicja Kubreska
ix. The Casket of Vermilion - Philippines- Eden.S. Trinidad
X. The Casket of Vermilion - Chinese- Tian yu
xi. OchrowaSzkatutka - Polish - Alicja Kubreska
2. Trident- English, Telugu, ltalian, Urdu
3. The Legend of Lady Yang Guifei- English, Telugu, Malayalam, Mandarin

VIIl. New Books

1. Sorhdorhe SHeesfsdensen (Maria Miraglia's Colourful Butterflies)
2. oot HBRS Stoare (Alicja Maria Kuberska's After the Frost)

3. TrEren

4. Boorreasdn

He won many awards nationally and internationally-
He is the recipient of

1. T.S. Eliot award- 2017,

Global poet Award - CANADA-WIN - 2017,

Life time achievement Award - Ghana- 2017,
Kibatek medal -Turkey - 2017

Rauel international Award - 2017

Poet Laureate Award - Delhi - 2017
SahitiRajahamsa award - Vizag - 2017

Poet Laureate-Kazakhstan - 2017

Pentasi-B Life Time Achievement Award-2017

10. Naji Naaman Poet Laureate Award - Lebanon -2018
11. Poet Laureate Award - China - 2019

12. Sophy Chen - Award - China - 2019

13. Master of Metaphor and Trans Creative Surgery- 2019 and many more....

He was the host, sponsor of World poetree Festival- 2017 under
the banner of Pentasi-B India World Poetry Festival. Attended many
International Poetry Festivals in India and abroad- China, Morocco,
Ghana, Singapore, Australia, Greece, Poland, Italy, and Philippines
as guest of honor.

More than hundred books are available in his free website-

www.anuvaadham.com
www.prosetry.in
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(AFTER THE FROST)

)

Jak Cie Widza, Tak Cie Pisza - how you are seen is
how you will be written about -
But she is paradoxically similar and opposite
Alicja Maria Kuberska, a mystic poetess with magic ward,
a sorceress of word brew, a prestidigitator with bewitching
smiles, a conjurer of magical poems, a wizard vexed
with word illusions, a Juggler of emotional lows and heights,
a thumaturgist and a trauma healer with dexterity.
Pen and Quill who made her way to the nomination
desk of push card prize twice. She won many awards
and a medal by the Polish Ministry of Culture and
National Heritage (2021).

JnoE &S D0 (2017) BEBD S HFro DODTHD
BOKTP D EDa® Hoseoren Moments (Geren) 2018,
(Not) My Poem (5°th) ar 82850 2021¢F,

B0 After the Frost (2022) &sgoar S&sore
(20830-8e0D) DEEO)ED)D.

508 &%, 598 BN, BoH) D, 5%) 00’ e
DN, HHGeN OV 1), 8D EDS50
Benrh PESS oY), VOO DeHBPE0 DERNYD.

G50 ©05° Bd0eaDaR0
Dr. LANKA SIVA RAMA PRASAD



