SPEAK A POEM
TO POWER

LANGUAGE
A FUNDAMENTAL
HUMAN RIGHT
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SPEAK APOEM TO POWER

As, a major focus of the IB program curriculum is the development
of international-mindedness, which is the basis for understanding
national culture and accepting the culture of others, and by taking
advantage of the multicultural composition of the student
community, we sought to find out what the common field is of all
cultures, and we came up with the universal means of expression,
the language. Through the activity “Speak a poem to power’, we
proposed a revocation of “international madness” into “international-
mindedness”. Our grade 9 and 10 students discovered the poets of
their motherlands who defended Human Rights and introduced
them to MYP students, using PowerPoint presentations.



*Ana Bladiana— Romania

*[CevvnOnke oTig 25 Maptiou 1942, oTnv
Timocodpa, Poupavia. Twpa n Ava givar 77
eTWv. To TTpaypaTiko TNG évoua eivai Otilia
Valeria Coman. ‘Hrav emrnpeacpuévn amo
TOV TTATEPQ TNG TTOU MTaV OAOKAAOG Kal
IEp€ag. ‘Eypawe TO TTPWTO TNG Troinua otav
nrav 17 eTwv, 6Tav 0 TTATEPAG TNG TIYE OTN
QUAQKI), OTTOU £UEIVE YIa TTEVTE Xpovia. H
Ava ypawe deKaeTTA TOPOUG TToinoNg, &€
guAAoyég dokipiou kai Tpia BIAia
@avTagiag. Zouoe katd 1n SIdpKEIa TOU
KOMMOUVIOHOU Kal aywVIioTNKE yia Ta
avBpwTTIVa SIKAIWMATA Kal TNV EAeuBepia.
Ta moiuatd kai Ta Gpbpa TNg
aTTayopeUTNKAV atrd OAEG TIG POUPAVIKEG
€KO0O0EIG YUpw oTn 1980-90.

“A great poem

*Un Cal Tanar

» N-am reusit niciodata sa stiu pe ce lume
sunt.

«Incalecam un cal tanar si fericit ca si mine

+ i in galop ii simteam intre pulpe

*Inima zvacnind

+» Si inima mea zvacnea in galop neobosita,

»Fara sa observe ca intre timp

» Seaua mea se sprijinea

* Doar pe scheletul unui cal

« Care in viteza se dezmembra risipindu-se

*Si eu continuam sa calaresc

»Un cal tanar de aer

«Intr-un secol care nu mai era al meu.

* A Young Horse
I've never figured out what world | live in.

| rode on a horse as young and as happy as
I

When he galloped, | could feel his heartbeat
Against my thighs

And my heart pounded, unguenchable, with
the speed.

Everything flashing by, | didn’t even notice
That my saddle was resting

On the bones of a horse

That was rapidly falling to pieces on the trail
And that | was still riding

On a young horse made of air

In a century that wasn’t my own anymore.




*Maiden name: Charlotte Mary Mew

*November 15, 1869 (born),
Blossomsbury, London, Engla
(birthplace)

*March 24, 1928 aged 58 (died)
London, England, United kingdom
(death place)

The Cenotaph

Not yetwill those measureless fields be green again

Where only yesterday the wild sweet blood of wonderful youth was shed;

There is a grave whose earth must hold too long, too deep a stain,

Though for ever over it we may speak as proudly as we may tread.

But here, where the watchers by lonely hearths from the thrust of an inward sword have more siowly
bled

We shall build the Cenotaph: Victory, winged, with Peace, winged too, at the column's head.
And over the stairway, at the foot—oh! here, leave desolate, passionate hands to spread
Violets, roses, and laurel with the small sweet winkling country things

Speaking so wistfully of other Springs

From the littee gardens of ltle places where son or sweetheart was born and bred.

In splendid sleep, with a thousand brothers

To lovers—to mothers

Here, too, lies he:

Under the purple, the green, the red,

Itis all young life: it must break some women's hearts to see

Such a brave, gay coverlet to such a bed!

Only, when all is done and said,

God is not mocked and neither are the dead.

For this will stand in our Market-place—

Who'll sell, who'l buy

(Willyou or I Lie each to each with the better grace)?

While looking into every busy whore's and huckster's face

As they drive their bargains, is the Face

Of God: and some young, piteous, murdered face.

Aev Ba £xouv akdpn Ta TTpdoiva TESia TGN TTpdoIva

Exei Tou x0Bnke pévo xBeg 1o Aypio YAUKO aipa TG UTTEpoXNG veoAaiag.

YTapxel évag TaQog Tou OTToiou 1 yn TIPETTEI VO KPATAOE! TTaPa TTOAU Pakpy, TTOAU Babu Aeké,
Av kai yia TTavia, PTTopoUpe Vo MIACOULE TO0O TIEPAPAVE 600 PTTOPOUKE VO TIEPACOULE.
AMG €51, GTTOU OI TTAPATNENTES E PHOVOXIKEG ECTIEG ATTO TNV WBNOTN £VOG ECWTEPIKOU GTTABIOU EXO!
apBAuBEi apyotepa, Oa xTicoupe To Kéviatagp:

Nikn, @TepwTd, pe My Eiprivn, @TepWTé £TTIONG, 010 KEGAAI TNG OTAANG.

Kai révw a6 m okdAa, 1o T6d1-oh! €81, a@rioTE Ta aTEATIIOPEVT, TTABIOT PEVT XEPIO VO
egamAwBolv Violets,

TPIAVIGQUAAQ Kal BAPVES pe Ta pikpd YAk avaBoorivel TTpdypata oy UtraiBpo MiAwviag
T600 HeAayXOAIKG aTTd GAAEG TIYEG ATI6 TOUG HIKPOUG KATTOUG HIKPWV TOTIWV GTTOU YeWrBnKe Kal
YEWnBnKe yiog A ayarmn.

Ze uTTéPoxo UTTVO, e XINIGBES aBEPPIa

Ta Toug EPACTES - YIa TIG UNTEPEG.

Edw, etriong, Bpioketar: Katw atmé 1o poB, 1o TPacivo, To KOKKIVO,

Eivai 6An n veavikiy {wri:

TIPETTEI VO OTTACEI HEPIKEG KAPSIEG TWV YUVTIKWV IO Vet Bel

“"Eva 1600 yewaio, oHoQUAOPIAIKG KAAUPpa O€ £va

TéToI0 KPERATI

Movo, 6tav 6Aa yivovial kai Aéyovral,

O Oebg Bev xAeuadeTaikal OUTE Of VEKPOI.




* O Kopgoukiog Atav Kivé(og
@INGCOPOG Kal TTONITIKOG.
"evvABnke oto 551 11.X. KaI
TéBave 010 479 .X. H
@IAoco®ia Tou Kougpoukiou,
YVWOTH KAl WG
Kopgoukiaviopdg,
UTTOYPAUMICE TNV TTPOCWTTIK
Kal KuBepvnTikr NnOIKA. H 16éa
TOU €TTNPEQCE TTOANEG OXOAEG
ekeivn Tnv emmoxn. O
Kou@oukiog €ival akopa
ONUOPIAAG o€ OAO TOV KOO HO.

“A great poem )

c A—EFBAESHERT,

—EEZ {25 anfe B fih
F. A—ERBE AERTHEIRE
Bt R

* In the presence of a good
man, think all the time about
how you may learn to equal

him. In the presence of a bad
man turn your gaze within!




*evvABnKe oTnv Calamba oTig PIAITTTTIVEG,
oTig 19 louviou, 1861. MéBave otnv
Manila, Philippines, oTig 19 Aekepppiou
1896. ExTeAE0TNKE ATTO éva GURVOG TNG
TTUPOORECTIKAG TWV 1IBAYEVWV OTPATIWTWV
ME TNV KATNYOPIia TNG TTOANITIKAG
guvwpogaiag, TTapakivnan Kai e¢éyepon
evavTiov TNG loTravikng KuBEPvNONG oTIg
OINTTTTiVEG. ‘HTav £vag TTOAUOBIG,
TToINTAG, OOKIUIOYPAPOgG,
HUBIoTOPIOYPAPOG KAl EBVIKIOTNG,
€IBIKEUPEVOG OTNV ETTICTHMN KAl TIG TEXVEG.
Zwypaeile, Ekave YAUTITA, EUAOYAUTITA
K.a. Htav 0efaoTd6 wg BVIKOG Apwag
Tou AcoU Twv PiIAimrTivwy, Pambansang
Bayani.

Ala Juventud Filipina

Alza su tersa frente,

Juventud Filipina, en este dial
Luce resplandeciente

Tu rica gallardia,

Bella esperanza de la Patria Mia!
Vuela, genio grandioso,

¥ les infunde noble pensamiento,
Que lance vigoroso,

Mas rpido que el viento,

Su mente virgen al glorioso asiento.
Baja con la luz grata

De las artes y cienciasa la arena,
Juventud, y desata

La pesada cadena

Que tu genio poético encadena.

Ve que en la ardiente zona

Do moraron las sombras, el hispano
Esplendente corona,

Con pia sabia mano,

Ofrece al hijo de este suelo indiano.
Tu, que buscando subes,

En alas de tu ricafantasia,

Del Olimpo en las nubes

Tiernisima poesia

Mas sabrosa que néctar y ambrosfa.

Tu, de celeste acento,

Melodioso rival Filomena,

Que en variado concento

En la noche serena

Disipas del mortal la amarga pena.

Tu que la pena dura
Animas al impulso de tu mente,

Y la memoria pura.

Del genio refuigente

Eternizas con genio prepotente.

¥ tu, que el vario encanto

De Febo, amado del divino Apeles,
Y de natura el manto

Con mégicos pinceles

Trasladar al sencillo lienzo sueles.

Corred! que sacra lama
Del genio el lauro coronar espera,
Esparciendo la fama.

Con trompa pregonera

Elnombre del mortal por la ancha espera.

Dia, dia felice,

Filipinas gentil, para tu suelo!

Al Potente bendice

Que con amante anhelo

La ventura te envia y el consuelo.

To the Philippine Youth

Hold high the brow serene,

O youth, where now you stand;
Let the bright sheen

Of your grace be seen,

Fair hope of my fatherland!
Come now, thou genius grand,
And bring down inspiration;
With thy mighty hand,

Suifter than the wind's violation,
Raise the eager mind to higher station.
Come down with pleasing fight
Of artand science to the fight,
O youth, and there untie

The chains that heavy lie,
Your spirit free to biight.

See how in flaming zone

Amid the shadows thrown,
The Spaniarda holy hand

A crown's resplendent band
Proffers (o this Indian land.
Thou, who now wouldst rise
On wings of rich emprise,
Seeking from Olympian skies
Songs of sweetest strain,
Softer than ambrosial rain;

Thou, whose voice divine
Rivals Philomefs refrain
And vith varied line
Through the night benign
Frees mortality from pain;

Thou, who by sharp strife
Wakest thy mind to life;

And the memory bright

Of thy genius' light

Makest immortal inits strength;
Thou, who now wouldst rise
On wings of rich emprise,
Seeking from Olympian skies
Songs of sweetest strain,
Softer than ambrosial rain;

Thou, whose woice divine
Rivals Philomels refrain
And with varied line
Through the night benign
Frees mortality from pain;

Thou, who by sharp strife
Wakest thy mind to life;

And the memory bright

Of thy genius' light

Makest immortal inits strength;




* (Laozi was an ancient Chinese philosopher and
writer. He is the reputed author of the Tao Te Ching, the
founder of philosophical Taoism, and a deity in
religious Taoism and traditional Chinese religions. Li Yi
studied under the commercial capacity of Yin Shang and
Chen Chen, served as an official in the Zhou Shouzang
in the late Zhou Dynasty and a thinker in the Spring and
Autumn Period. Li Yongyou's works are widely regarded
as the Tao Te Ching. It is one of the classics of Taoism
and one of the world's most widely published texts.
A semi-legendary figure, Laozi was usually portrayed as
a 6th-century BC contemporary of Confucius, but some
modern historians consider him to have lived during
the Warring States period of the 4th century BC.A
central figure in Chinese culture, Laozi is claimed by
both the emperors of the Tang dynasty and modern
people of the Li surname as a founder of their lineage.
Laozi's work has been embraced by both various anti-
authoritarian movements and Chinese Legalism.

BBEXTmAZ, ERERSE, XT#HRF TAAt,
T, AEWZ, HERZ, BUBAEAH, #EW,
BMIER, RYRATEME ; PR ; B ; HHNE,
BUEAER. FE. &R

cBEAREXT, MXEMABHNDE EEMTFREBIEE
B, RFTHARZMEN, THEBEESMNINTENLR
HmmERASE, BUARAGVART, THEBHE
MNHREMAMEMILEENSE, BUABRALHERT,
M—ERKW ; BAHL/BFERT, H—EREXEXT, Hit,
EAFEAN, AUFREM ; FER, FUTSHEMST,
EARESR—, FAiTHEER AREGZR, FHINGE,
AHES ; ANRE, ANRRE, BEit, EAZRRERH
hin. B, TENEREE,

* He wants to govern the world, but he also has to use
coercive methods. | don't think he can achieve his goal.
The people of the world are sacred and cannot be ruled
by force against their will and nature. Otherwise, they
cannot be ruled by force. They cannot be ruled by force
against their will and nature. ; Strongly hold the world,
you will certainly lose the world. Therefore, the sage
does not act deliberately, so he will not fail; he does not
hold, so he will not be abandoned. People in the world
have different natures, there are advances and
followers, there are light boasts and rushes, some are
strong, some are weak and weak; some are settled and
some are in peril. Therefore, the sage should remove the
extreme, extravagant and excessive measures.




* Av BéAeig va Aéyeoal AvBpwTTOg
« dev Ba TTAWeIG OUTE OTIYUA V' aywvideoal yia TNV EIprvn
Kal yIa 7O diKIO.

« Leivaditis was born in 15 April 1922 + Oa BYEIC OTOUG BPOUOUG, Ba PWVEEEIS, Ta XeiAia Gou Bat « If you want to be called a man you'll never stop even for a

single moment to fight for peace and justice.

in Athens, Greece. His family originated * HATWOOUV aTT TIG PUVEG O )3 2 I O Sl ol Sty s (sl

from the region of Kontovazaina, * 10 TIpGOWTT6 GO Ba PATWGE! ATTS TiG OPaipeg — pa ouTe bloody from yelling, your face will get bioody from bullets,
in Peloponnese. He grow up in BApa Tiow. but not a stew behind. E ‘ : K
Metaxourgeio. He had four older siblings * K&Be kpauyr oou pia TETPIG aTa TEAUIO TWV ut not a Step benino. EVEry scream of yours 1S a roc

' . . J e T o . s thrown on the windows of war mongers.
three brothers and one s.'Ster' His father OnEl n ¢ . . « Every gesture of yours is like ruining injustice. And make
was a merchant and he lived a happy * KaBe xeipovopia oou oa va YKPEICeIg TNV adikia. no mistake:
childhood. He enrollc_—:‘d in the University of * ’KC“ T[p'éOEEE: KN §EXSXOTEI'§ oute S"”VP"']- . » Don't let yourself been carried away not for a single
Athens' Law school in 1940, but at the * ‘E101 Aiyo va Buun6eig Ta maidikd oou xpovia moment.
onset of the German occupation of * agiveig XINIGBeG TTaIdIG va KoppaTiGZovTal TNV Wpa TTou + By just relaxing awhile and recalling your childhood
Greece, in 1941, abandoned his studies TIai¢ouV avUTIOTITA OTIG TIOAITEIEG years, you left thousands of kids slaughtered, when
and joined the Resistance and * Hia aTiypn av KoITageig 1o nAioBaciAepa playing harmlessly in the cities.
the National Liberation Front's youth * aupio o1 GvBpwtror Ba xdvouvral oTn VOXTA TOU TIOAéHOU « If you perish just a moment looking at sunset, tomorrow
organisation EPON. After the liberation, in * €701 KOl OTAPOTACEIG MIA OTIYUI VA OVEIPEUTEIG people will be dying at the night of war.
1944, he continued to be politically active * eKaToppUpIa avBpwTTIva Gvelpa Ba yivouv oTAXTN KATW « If you stop for a moment to dream, then millions of human
in the Left, which led to his arrest. He was aTr' TIG OBidEG. dreams will turn to dust under the bombshells.
released in February 1945, after * Aev £xeIG KaIPO * You don’t have time, no time for yourself, if you want to
the Varkiza Agreement between the + Bev £XeI§ KaIPO VI TOV EQUTO Gou be called a man.
national government and the * av BéAeig va Aéyeoal AvBpwTTOG.
Left.Leivaditis died on 30 October 1988.




+30.06.1911—14.08.2004)

» He was a Polish poet, prose writer and
translator of Lithuanian origin and
subsequent American citizenship. His
World War Il-era sequence The World
is a collection of 20 "naive" poems. He
defected to the West in 1951, and his
nonfiction book "The Captive Mind"
(1953) is a classic of anti-Stalinism.
From 1961 to 1998 he was a professor
of Slavic Languages and Literatures at
the University of California, Berkeley. In
1980 he was awarded the Nobel Prize
in Literature.

*A great poem

» Konto

» Historia mojej gtupoty wypetnitaby wiele tomoéw.

« Niektorzy poswigciliby sie dziataniom przeciwko
Swiadomosci,

« Jak lot ¢émy, ktéra, gdyby wiedziata,

» Niemniej jednak dazytby do ptomienia Swiecy.

« Inni zajeliby si¢ sposobami uciszenia leku,

* Maty szept, ktory, choc jest ostrzezeniem, jest
ignorowany.

» Osobno poradzitbym sobie z satysfakcjg i duma,

« Czas, kiedy bytem wsrod ich zwolennikow

« Kto zwycigzyt, niczego nie podejrzewajac.

« Ale wszyscy mieliby jeden przedmiot, pragnienie,

* Gdybym tylko moja - ale nie, wcale nie; Niestety,

» Bytem napedzany, poniewaz chciatem byc¢ jak inni.

» Batam sie tego, co we mnie byto dzikie i
nieprzyzwoite.

« Historia mojej gtupoty nie zostanie napisana.

* Po pierwsze jest p6zno. A prawda jest
pracochtonna.

* Account
* The history of my stupidity would fill many volumes.

» Some would be devoted to acting against
consciousness,

« Like the flight of a moth which, had it known,

*Would have tended nevertheless toward the
candle’s flame.

« Others would deal with ways to silence anxiety,

* The little whisper which, though it is a warning, is
ignored.

| would deal separately with satisfaction and pride,
* The time when | was among their adherents

* Who strut victoriously, unsuspecting.

« But all of them would have one subject, desire,

« If only my own—but no, not at all; alas,

« | was driven because | wanted to be like others.

« | was afraid of what was wild and indecent in me.
* The history of my stupidity will not be written.

« For one thing, it's late. And the truth is laborious.




* He is a Greek poet who wrote the lyrics to the Olympic
Hymn. He was a central figure of the Greek
literary generation of the 1880s and one of the
cofounders of the so-called New Athenian School .

 Born in Patras, he received his primary and secondary
education in Mesolonghi. In 1877 he enrolled at the
School of Law, Economics and Political Sciences of
the University of Athens, but he soon abandoned his
studies.In 1880s, he worked as a journalist. He
published his first collection of verses, the "Songs of
My Fatherland”, in 1886. He held an administrative
post at the University of Athens between 1897 and
1926, and died during the German occupation of
Greece during World War II. His funeral was a major
event of the Greek resistance: the funerary poem
composed and recited by fellow poet Angelos
Sikelianos roused the mourners and culminated in an
angry demonstration of a 100,000 people against Nazi
occupation.

* Maudi, To EPIBOAI pou TTou Ba KANPOVOUROEIG,OTTWG TO BPEIG
K1 OTTWG TO OEIG VA PNV TO TTAPATACEIG.

o XZKAWe TO aK6pa Mo Babid kal PPALe TO IO OTEPEAKAI
TTAOUTIOE TN XAWPN TOU KaI TTAGTUVE TN YN TOU,KI AKAGOEUTO
OTToU PTTAEKETAI VO TO BEPYOAOYATEIG, KAl VA TOU PEPVEIG TO
vepd TO ayvo TnG Bpucopdvag,

Kl av ayaTrag T avBpwTriva ki 6aa dppwaTta Oev gival, pige
aylaopo Kal EOPKITE Ta EWTIKA, va @Uyouyv, Kail TN {wvravia
oTTEipe Tou Y’ 60a yepd, OpoadTa. [ive opyoTOPOG, PUTEUTHG,
diagevreuTng. Ki av gival ki épBouve xpovia digexTa, TTEGOUV
Kalpoi opyIopEévol, KI 600 TTOUAIG HICEWOUVE OKIQOpEVa, KI 60O
Sévpa yia TITToT’ dAAO e PeAGV TTaPE yia PETEPIIa, un
@oBnBeig To xahaous. Pwtia! Toekolpl! TpdRa, Eeoépuewé
TO, XEPOWOE TO TTEPIBOAI, KO’ TO,KaI XTIOE KAGTPO ATTGVOU TOU
KOl TAPTTOUPWOOU PECQ, YIa TTAAEUA, YIa JATWHA, VIO TNV
Kalvouplia yéwa T Ao TNV TTEPIUEVOUNE KI OAO KIVAE! yia VA
"pBEel, KI A0 CUVTPIUYI XGVETOI OTO YUPIOUO TWV KUKAWV.
®ravel pia 1déa va 0’ To TTEl, pia Id€a va o’ To TTIPOCTASE!,
Kopova 15¢a, 15éa oTTabi, TTou Ba €iv atrdvou atr’ 6Aa.

« Child the orchard passed to you that you will inherit

« the way you found and saw it, do not like that abandon
« Deeper and better plough it, give it a fence more solid
« enrich the flora and extend its soil and territory

< and where untrimmed, where branches tangle, you have to
trim those branches

< and water you must bring to it, the pure, of mother fountain
« and if you accept human beliefs for things that are not sickly
« blessed water pour on top of them and exorcize the ghostly
« liveliness sow into it, with what is strong and freshly

« Become a ploughman, a planter of life, a lord commander!

« And if leap years come upon us, times of rage befall us

« and those birds that disappear frightened and any trees too
« they're not worth for nothing else but to become war trenches
« Don't fear destruction.

« Fire, ax!

« Pull and uproot it, mow down the orchard, cut it all down

« And castle build on top of it and trench yourself inside it.

« For struggle, and for bloodying up, all for the coming day,

« which we forever await and forever starts approaching

« and like a wreck it's always lost in the turning of cycles

« Suffice an idea to tell you of it

* An idea to command you

« A crown idea, an idea sword, that will stand above every and
all!




A great poem

* Heka Hocum 1ole cpama no yenoto,

* CUHMNa oT 6u4a, cneaw OT TernoTo;

* HeKa CMOMEH II0TU OT AHW Ha No3op

* [la BUCHe KaT obrnak B Halwuii Kpbrosop;

* HeKa HU OTpuya UcTopiisiTa, Beka,

* Heka e TparmyHo UMEeTO HU; Heka

» benacuua crapa v HoBui baTak

* B MMHamoTo Halle bpnsT CBOSt Mpak;

* HeKa la H1 coyaT C npucMexu obuaHun

* CUyMNeHTe OKOBU W AMpUTE CTUAHU

* 110 BpaTa HU oLLe OT xomMoTa cTap;

* Heka Ta3 cBoboaa aa Hu 6bae aap!

* Heka. Ho Huii 3HaeM, Ye B HALWITO HEJABHO
* CBETM HELLIO HOBO, MMa HELLIO CMaBHo,

* L0 ropAo pasTynBa HawuTe rbpav

* 11 B HaC 4YyBCTBa CWIHW, ronemu nnoaw;

* 3aLOTO TaM Helae Ha BpbX NnaHuHaTa,

* Wwo HebeTo CUHLO Kpenu ¢ pameHaTa,

* U3AUra ce HsIKOW AMB, YYyTOBEH BPBX,

* MOKPUT C 6enu KOCTU U CbC KbPBaB MbX

* Ha 6e3CMbpTEH NOABUT MAMETHUK OTPOMEH;
« 3awoTo B BankaHa uma eanH CnoMeH,

* Ma e[iHO UMe, L0 BEYHO XM1BeW

* 11 B HaLITa UCTOPWA KaT nereHaa rpew,

* €JHO MMe HOBO, roMSIMO aHTUYHO,

» kaTo Tepmonunu[1l] cnaBHo, 6e3rpaHnyHO,
* Lo OTrOBOp AiaBa ¥ CMUBA CPaMbT,

* 11 Ha KkneBeTaTa cTpollaBa 3b6bT

« Shipka's militias

* Let's have more shame on our forehead,

« the ink of the scourge, the marks of the weight;
« let the memory of the days of shame be fierce
« to hang a cat cloud in our horizons;

« let us deny history, forever,

« let our name be tragic; let me

* Belasitsa old and new Batak

« in the past, ours has been flogging its darkness;
« let them make us offended with ridicule

« break the shackles and holes of shame

« down our neck from the yoke of old;

« let this freedom be our gift!

« Let's go. But we know that what is recent

» something new is lit, there is something glorious,
« that proudly throbs our breasts

« and in us feels strong, great fruits;

« because up there on the top of the mountain,

« that the sky is blue with the shoulders,

« rises some wild, sensual peak,

« covered with white bones and bloody moss

« the immortal feat of a huge monument;

« because there is one memory in the Balkans,

« there is one name that you live forever

- and why the story is a legend gray legend,

* anew name, great antique,

« such as Thermal Saws [1] glorious, endless

« that the shame is answered and washed away,
« and the slander breaks the tooth

« lvan Vazov, (born June 27, 1850,
Sopot, Bulg.—died Sept. 22, 1921,
Sofia). His poems, short stories,
novels, and plays are inspired by
patriotism and love of the Bulgarian
countryside and reflect the main
events in his country’s history.




* Mahmoud Darwish ( 1942-2008) yewnénke otnv
al birwa otnv l'aAiAaia, TTou ATav éva xwp1é oTnv
MoaAaioTivn TTOU KOTOKTABNKE KAl KATAGTPAPNKE
a1 10panAivég duvapelg. ‘E¢nae yia TToAAG
xpévia otnv MNapiol ka1 TN Bnputd emeidn dev Tou
EMTPATINKE va peivel otnv MaAaiaTivn. MiAnoe
TOAU yia Tnv KatdaTtaon otnv MNaAaioTivn
dlapéoou Twv TroinudaTtwy Tou. O Darwish éypawe

Tavw atéd 30 BiBAia yia TToIfuaTa Kai THPE
TOAAG BpafBeia, 6TTwg « Aavav KouAtoupar,
«EAeuBepia» kai 10 Bpafeio eiprvng «Aévivy.

“A great poem
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* by Mahmoud Darwish , (trsanlated by Saher HasHem)

« On this earth is something worth living for,
« April’s weather hesitates

» The smell of bread at dawn

« A woman'’s thoughts for men

« Eskhelio’s writings

* Love’s beginnings

* grass on a stone

» mothers standing on a thread of flute

« and invaders who are frightened of memories
« On this earth is something worth living for
* The end of September

* A lady leaving her forties with all its fruits
* The sun in a prison

« Clouds copying the shapes of creatures

*» The screams of the public heading towards their end and

smiling
« And the tyrants frightened of songs
* On this earth is something worth living for
* The land, mother of beginnings
» mother of ends
« It was called Palestine
* It became Palestine.
* My lady, | deserve you
* Because you are my lady
* | deserve to be alive.




* Mr. El Bahairy wrote the lyrics to the song ‘Balaha’,
performed by Ramy Essam, and released on 26 February
2018. The music video was posted on social media,
drawing over 3.7 million views. On 3 March, Mr. El
Behairy was arrested by National Security Police and
disappeared for a week before appearing to face charges
of terrorist affiliation, disseminating false news, abusing
social-media networks, blasphemy, contempt of religion,
and insulting the military. At the time of his appearance,
he showed signs of having been subjected to torture and

beating. Mr. El Behairy’s detention takes place against a
backdrop of restrictions to freedom of artistic and other
forms of expression and to the right to take part in cultural
life in the country.
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* A Letter from Tora Prison

* In the heart of this night

* | own nothing

* but my smile.

* | take my country in my arms

+ and talk to her

« about all the prisoners’ lives... out there
* beyond the prison’s borders,

* beyond the jailer’s grasp,

« and about man’s need... for his fellow man,
« about a dream

« that was licit

* and possible,

« about a burden

« that could be borne

« if everyone took part in it.




* Lee Sang-hwa was born May 22, 1901, in Daegu. He was

a Korean nationalist poet active in the resistance to
Japanese rule. Lee participated in the Samil (in Korean
samilis 3,1) Independence Movement of March 1, 1919
in Daegu, which sought to restore Korean sovereignty.
He then went to Japan, where he studied French
literature. In 1923 he returned to Korea and taught
English and French in a Daegu high school. In 1925, Lee
made a sudden and decisive break with this poetic world
about the reality of Japanese imperialismin Korea. Lee
began to write poems of resistance against colonial rule.

His reputation grew as a young promising poet after
composing the poem entitled 'Does spring come to these
stripped lands?' in 1926. In the early twenties he joined
the White Tide (Baekjo) circle along with Hong Sayong,

Park Jonghwa, and o and began his career in
poetry with the publication of the poems “Joy of the
Corrupt Age” (Malseui huitan), “Double Death” (ljungui
samang), and “Toward my bedchamber” (Naui chimsillo)
in the journal Torch (Geohwa). Yi died of cancer on April
25, 1943.
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* Does spring ever return to this land stolen?

* Does spring come to this land no more our own,

« to these forfeited fields?

+ Bathed in the sun | go as if in a dream along a lane

« that cuts across paddy-fields like parted hair

* to where the blue sky and the green field meet.

* Your mute heaven and silent fields,

* | do not feel | have come here on my own;

« tell me if | am driven by you or by some hidden force.

+ ....What am | looking for? Soul, my blind soul

« like children at play by the river,

+ answer me: where am | going?

* Filled with the odor of grass, compounded

« of green laughter and green sorrow,

« limping along, | walk all day, as if possessed by the
spring devil.

« for these are stolen fields, and our spring is stolen
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» He was a leader in the Civil Rights Movement, a drive to
get more equal treatment for all Americans, not just white
Americans. This speech was important in several ways: It
brought even greater attention to the Civil Rights
Movement, which had been going on for many years.

* Exw €va 6velpo OT1 pia gépa KABe KoIAada Ba gival wnAd,
kGBe AOPog Kal Bouvd Ba PelwBEi, oI aKaTépyaoTol XWPOl
Ba yivouv @avepoi kal ol aTpafég Ba yivouv guBeia kai n
06&a Tou Kupiou Ba atrokaAugBei kai 6Aa Ta odpka Ba
Ta Oouv padi. AuTh gival n eATTIdA pag.

* | have a dream that one day every valley shall be exalted,
every hill and mountain shall be made low, the rough
places will be made plain, and the crooked places will be
made straight, and the glory of the Lord shall be
revealed, and all flesh shall see it together. This is our
hope.




« Nizar Qabbani was a Syrian diplomat, poet and publisher.

He was born on March 21, 1923 in Damascus Syria. He
died on April 30, 1998 in London, United Kingdom. He
had lived in London since 1967 but the Syrian capital
remained a powerful presence in his poems. Qabbani
was a committed Arab nationalist and in recent years his

poetry and other writings, including essays and
journalism, had become more political. His writing also
often fused themes of romantic and political despair.
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» Without patriotism | met you after despair, as if | had met
you young people and every traveler will be repent one
day if the livelihood of safety and return and all the living
will fold and if long time and Taba as if the heart after
them strange if the memory of the parents who went
away and does not build you as creators lost.
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 l'ewnBnke oTn ZpUpvn 10 1900 Kai emRiwoe 10 1971 -
TIye yupvdoio otnv ABrva - até 1o 1918 wg 10 1924
£€¢noe aTo Mapiol - To 1931 KUKAOPOPNTE N TTPWTN
TToINTIKA GUAAOYA Tou pe TiTAO ZTpo@n - BPaBEUTNKE UE
NopTteA Aoyotexviag.
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T6G 0 AVOPWTTOG ATAV AYPAPHATOG: €iXe HABEI va

Yl

oTnv EAAGDO TwV NUEPWYV POG, N TIPOPOPIKN TTapadoan
TINyaivel okpId oTa Tepacpéva 6oo Kal n ypat . To
id10 ka1 n Toinon. Eival yia péva anuavtikd 1o yeyovog T
n Zoundia BéANCE va TINAOCEI Kal TOUTN TNV TToinon Kal 6An
TNV TToiNoN YeVIKd, akdun Kail 6Tav avaBpudel avaueoa o’
€va Aad treplopiopévo. Marti moTelw TTwg ToUToG O
oUyXpovog KOOHOG OTTouU (OUE, O TUPAWIOUEVOG aTTO TO

@bBo Kal TNV avnauyia, Tn xpeldgeTal Tnv oinon”

« “This man was illiterate; he had learned to write at the
age of thirty-five. But in today's Greece, oral tradition
goes as far as written. So is poetry. It is important to me
that Sweden wanted to honor both this poetry and all
poetry in general, even when it sprang up among a
limited people. Because | believe that this modern world

we live in, tired of fear and anxiety, needs poetry. ”




* O Ibrahim Abd al-Fattah Tugan ftav évag MaAaioTiviog
€BVIKIOTAG TTOINTAG TOU OTTOIOU TO £PYO CUCTIEIPWOE TOUG
ApaBeg Kata Tn dIdPKEIa TNG EGEYEPONG TOUG EVAVTIQ GTN
Bpetavikn €mBoAR. MeTd TV aTTOPOITNOT TOU UE TITUXIO
aTn Aoyotexvia, o Tugan epyaoTnKe wg KABNyNTAG
apapikig AoyoTexviag ato EBvikd MavemmoTtripio An-Najah

oto Nablus. To 1937 mravrpeUtnke Tn Zapia Abd al-Hadi
Kal gixav évav yio, Tov Ja'afar kai pia k6pn, Tov Ureib . O
Tugan utré@epe amd TTPoRAARpaTa oTopdyou Kab '6An Tn
SIGpKeIa TNG CwAG Tou Kal To 1941 éBave aTnv nAikia
TwV 36 ETWV OTTO TTETTTIKO €AKOG OTO YAAAIKO VOOOKOUEIO
NG lepoucaAip.
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* Mawtini

* The sword and the pen
* Not talking nor quarreling

* Are our symbols

* Our glory and covenant

» And a duty to fulfill it
*» Shake us

*» Our honor

* Is an honorable cause
* Araised flag

* O, your beauty

* In your eminence

« Victorious over your enemies

* My homeland
* My homeland




* Full name: Yevgeny Aleksandrovich Yevtushenko ° born
July 18, 1933, Zima, Irkutsk oblast, Russia, U.S.S.R.—
died April 1, 2017, Tulsa, Oklahoma, U.S. - A Soviet and
Russian poet - Poet and spokesperson for the younger
post-Stalin generation of Russian poets whose
internationally publicized demands for greater artistic
freedom and literature focused on esthetic rather than
political standards indicated an easing of Soviet influence
over artists in the late 1950s and 1960s. - He was born
into a family of Siberian peasants and had written his first
poem by the time he was ten years old. - He was also a
novelist, essayist, dramatist, screenwriter, publisher,
actor, editor and director of several films. - He was
married four times, to Bella Akhmadulina, Galina Sokol-
Lukonina, Jan Butler, and Maria Novikova, and he
fathered five sons
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* He Tonbko 3a CBO cTpaHy congathbl rMbnue Ty BOWHY, a
YTOGbI M0AN BCEN 38MIIM CMOKOMHO BUAETL CHbI MO,
Mop wenect nucTbeB n acpuw Tol cnuwpe, Hbto-Mopk, Tl
cnuwb, Mapwx. MycTe BamM OTBETAT BalLM CHbl, XOTAT
nmpycckve BoWHbI. [la, Mbl yMeeM BoeBaTb, HO HE XOTUM,
YTOGbI ONATL congaThbl Naganv B 600 Ha 3emnio
rpycTHytocBoto. CnpocuTe Bbl y MaTepen, cnpocute y
XKeHbl MO€eW, 1 Bbl TOrAA NOHSATb JOMKHbI, XOTAT

nMpYcCKue BOMHbI.

XoTATNM pycckue BoiHbI? CnpocuTe Bbl Y TULIWHBI HAA
LUMPbIO NaLleH v none i 1 y 6epea u Tononeii. Cnpocute
Bbl Y TEXCOMNAAT, YTO Nnog Gepesamu nexar, 1 nycTb Bam
CKaXyT WX CblH bl, XOTAT NWPYCCKME BOWHbI.

* Say, do the Russians want a war? -Go ask our land, then
ask once more That silence lingering in the air Above the
birch and poplar there. Beneath those trees lie soldier
lads Whose sons will answer for their dads. To add to
what you learned before, Say --Do the Russians want a
war?

Those soldiers died on every hand Not only for their own
dear land, But so the world at night could sleep And
never have to wake and weep. New York and Paris
spend their nights Asleep beneath the leaves and lights.
The answer's in their dreams, be sure. Say --Do the
Russians want a war?

Sure, we know how to fight a war, But wedon't want to
see once more The soldiers falling all around, Their
countryside a battleground. Ask those who give the
soldiers life Go ask my mother, ask my wife, Then you
will have to ask no more, Say --Do the Russians want a
war




