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145Featured Guest
  Maja Milojković 

Maja Milojković was born in Zaječar, Serbia. She is the 
deputy editor at "Sfairos" publishing house in Belgrade, 
Serbia.  She is the vice-president of the association "Rtanj 
and Mesečev poetski krug".  She is the author of 2 books: 
"The Circle of the Moon" and "Trees of Desire"She is the 
editor of the International Anthology "Rtanjski 
stihopevi"One of the founders of the poetry club "Area Felix" 
from Zaječar, Serbia and the editor of an international 
magazine for creative literature and culture "Area Felix"



146A Poem About War
  Maja Milojković 

War doesn’t come with a song

nor with the steps of a parade.

It slips in quietly,

like a shadow behind a closed 
door.

The land becomes a number.

A man becomes a dot.

A name disappears in a report.

In the evening, the wind brings 
smoke

and sounds that don’t belong to 
the night.

It’s not only the child who cries—

the house cries, the river cries,

the walls cry, trained to 
remember.

The sky watches,

but does not intervene.

In the trenches, there is no justice,

no questions.

Only orders,

and silence after the explosion.

Some write history,

others lie beneath it.

War does not ask who you are,

nor what you dreamed of.

It erases everything that 
resembles a human,

and leaves an empty space

where a heart used to be.
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Rosso come la veste della gitana

    Delizia Caiazzo

Rosso come la veste della gitana,
la veste girandole di fuoco,
brucia l’orizzonte statico.
Un geroglifico di seta
che il vento decifra a fatica.
Ogni vortice è un enigma,
un sigillo di sangue
sul finir del giorno.
Gli occhi della gitana, pozzi di 
altrove,
scardinano le serrature 
dell’anima.
La sua danza inquietante
è un alfabeto di ardore e voluttà,
un morso di luce nel fianco opaco 
del tempo.
Risveglia dal sonno la carne,
l’ardore del cuore sopito nel 
deserto,
la geometria feroce dell’istinto.
È l’energia della vita e,
come il rosso della veste,
incide il suo nome
.

sul vuoto.
Red as the gypsy's dress,
the spinning dress of fire,
it burns the static horizon.
A hieroglyph of silk
that the wind struggles to 
decipher.
Every vortex is an enigma,
a seal of blood
at day's end.
The gypsy's eyes, wells of 
elsewhere,
break open the locks of the soul.
Her unsettling dance
is an alphabet of ardor and 
ecstasy,
a bite of light in the opaque flank 
of time.
It awakens the flesh from sleep,
the heart's fervor dormant in the 
desert,
the fierce geometry of instinct.
It is the energy of life and,
like the red of the dress,
carves its name
on the void.
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                                                                  Ma Yongbo

War doesn’t come with a song

nor with the steps of a parade.

It slips in quietly,

like a shadow behind a closed 
door.

The land becomes a number.

A man becomes a dot.

A name disappears in a report.

In the evening, the wind brings 
smoke

and sounds that don’t belong to 
the night.

It’s not only the child who cries—

the house cries, the river cries,

the walls cry, trained to 
remember.

The sky watches,

but does not intervene.

In the trenches, there is no justice,

no questions.

Only orders,

and silence after the explosion.

Some write history,

others lie beneath it.

War does not ask who you are,

nor what you dreamed of.

It erases everything that 
resembles a human,

and leaves an empty space

where a heart used to be.



149      Definition of Poetry
Shikdar Mohammed Kibriah / Bangladesh

Stephane Mallarme said poetry is the word. It does not mean 
any of the compositions that are composed with words may be 
poetry. It's actually not a literally acceptable statement rather it 
is significantly more indicative that is, in fact, contemplative. 
Before placing my opinion, I would like to present here some 
definitions of poetry by some famous poets briefly.

According to P. B. Shelley's 1821 essay, A Defence of Poetry , in 
which the essence of poetry is articulated like that of poetry is 
indeed something divine. It is at once the centre and 
circumference of knowledge that comprehends all science and 
to which all science must be referred. It is at the same the root 
and blossom of all other systems of thought. It is that from 
which all spring, and that which adorns all and that which, if 
blighted, denies the fruit and the seed, and withholds from the 
barren world the nourishment and the succession of the scions 
of the tree of life. It is the perfect and consummate surface and 
bloom of all things; it is as the odour and the colour of the rose 
to the texture of the elements which compose it, as the form and 
splendour of unfaded beauty to the secrets of anatomy and 
corruption. In a general sense he said poetry may be defined to 
be the expression of the imagination. Poetry is connate with the 
origin of man. It is a mirror which makes beautiful that which is 
distorted. Poetry is a sword of lightning, ever unsheathed, which 
consumes the scabbard that would contain it. He mentioned 
that high poetry is infinite; it is as the first acorn, which 
contained all oaks potentially.
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Robert Frost defined poetry as an emotion has found its thought 
and the thought has found words. Salvatore Quasimodo said 
that poetry  is  the revelation of a feeling that the poet believes 
to be interior and personal which the reader recognizes as his 
own. Edgar Allan Poe depicted  poetry as the rhythmical 
creation of beauty. He remarked Its sole arbiter is taste. With the 
intellect or with the conscience, it has only collateral relations. 
Unless incidentally, it has no concern whatever either with duty 
or with truth. Mary Oliver said, "Poetry isn’t a profession, it’s a way 
of life. It’s an empty basket; you put your life into it and make 
something out of that." T.S. Eliot defined poetry as not a turning 
loose of emotion, but an escape from emotion; it is not the 
expression of personality, but an escape from personality. But, of 
course, only those who have personality and emotions know 
what it means to want to escape from these things.

William Wordsworth explained poetry in its defining that it is the 
spontaneous overflow of powerful feelings: it takes its origin 
from emotion recollected in tranquillity: the emotion is 
contemplated till, by a species of reaction, the tranquillity 
gradually disappears, and an emotion, kindred to that which 
was before the subject of contemplation, is gradually produced, 
and does itself actually exist in the mind. Matthew Arnold said 
that poetry is at bottom a criticism of life; that the greatness of a 
poet lies in his powerful and beautiful application of ideas to life 
— to the question: How to live. Kahlil Gibran mentioned poetry as 
a deal of joy and pain and wonder, with a dash of the dictionary
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. William Hazlitt explained that the light of poetry is not only a 
direct but also a reflected light, that, while it shows us the object, 
throws a sparkling radiance on all around it: the flame of the 
passions, communicated to the imagination, reveals to us, as 
with a flash of lightning, the inmost recesses of thought, and 
penetrates our whole being. Poetry puts a spirit of life and 
motion into the universe. It describes the flowing, not the fixed. It 
does not define the limits of sense, or analyze the distinctions of 
the understanding, but signifies the excess of the imagination 
beyond the actual or ordinary impression of any object or 
feeling. Theodore Roethke believed a poem is a holy thing — and 
good poem is the poem, even a short time after being written, 
seems no miracle; unwritten, it seems something beyond the 
capacity of the gods. Some other poets wanted to define poetry 
as what is deeply felt and is essentially unsayable.

Now we see some splendid definitions from Carl Sandburg’s 
“Tentative (First Model) :

1. that silence with definite intentions of echoes, syllables, wave 
lengths.

2. Poetry is an art practised with the terribly plastic material of 
human language.

3. Poetry is the report of a nuance between two moments, 
when people say, ‘Listen!’ and ‘Did you see it’ ‘Did you hear it? 
What was it ?’

4. Poetry is the tracing of the trajectories of a finite sound to the 
infinite points of its echoes.

5. Poetry is a sequence of dots and dashes, spelling depths, 
crypts, cross-lights, and moon wisps.
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6. Poetry is a puppet-show, where riders of skyrockets and 
divers of sea fathoms gossip about the sixth sense and the 
fourth dimension.

7. Poetry is a plan for a slit in the face of a bronze fountain 
goat and the path of fresh drinking water .

8. Poetry is a slipknot tightened around a time-beat of one 
thought, two thoughts, and a last interweaving thought there 
is not yet a number for .

9. Poetry is an echo asking a shadow dancer to be a partner .
10. Poetry is the journal of a sea animal living on land, wanting 

to fly the air.

Certainly poetry is a wordy project. Poetry reveals itself with 
words. But how? Artistically. The nature of art is aesthetical that 
is naturally soulful and romantic. In this connection I'd like to 
quote here an amazing definition of poetry given by Dr. Jernail 
Sing Anand from India, a renowned philosopher poet in the 
contemporary world. He says, " Poetry is a romance with words ".

Finally, poetry is naturally an aesthetic feeling that is revealed 
through the words. But how does this feeling emerge? We 
obviously know that as a subjective soul we perceive sensitive 
data from the natural objects that are intellectually analyzed, 
classified and related in our mind to realize them. But, for a vivid 
and deep understanding of the inherent truth of reality, we 
utmost need an introspective and finally intuitive look into it. 
When we are satisfied that we have touched it insightfully, we 
get moved with its reality that may be joyous, tragic, pathetic, 
apathetic or sympathetic. If we can depict it through words 
justly, poetry emerges.
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From the study of the distinctive definitions given by the famous 
poets stated above and considering the nature and scope of 
the poetry I want to define poetry that ,
"poetry is an insightful essence of aesthetic feeling which is both 
intellectually and soulfully combination of perception, 
introspection and intuition and warded more meaningfully than 
that of its outward appearance and which is an impression of its 
reality ."



154      Death in search of live
Ahmed Sulieman Abakar / Sudan

At the northwestern end of the border, the shadows of oblique spinal shrubs
embraced the winding sand dunes, he managed to guess time, and he must
continue the walk of six miles until it reaches the nearest oasis in that arid
desert. He wiped the sweaty sweat over his face with the sleeves of his worn
shirt, drops of sweat infiltrated to his eyes and mouth. He spitted anger, cursed
those who are enraged in their spacious houses and luxury cars for their
imminent insult to everyone who stands in the face of the leader who is cold
and insisted on abusing everyone who says (no) in an amazing way that he has
envied on it. About four in the afternoon, the sun is still incendiary, he tried to
avoid its temperature, the feelings of the brutality and pain haunted him, he
was late for the appointment that he dealt with his comrades for the trip, and
they preceded him. He felt his gut is wrinkled from hunger, his food and water
ran out, his throat became dry from the severity of thirst, his shadow seemed
to be more long, and given the sand dunes leading to the oasis -which is
supposed to be at a distance of the time - the way has appeared to him like the
twentiest mantle that its tail fades on the horizon that is full of hot herbs.

He missed the road and went astray, he looked around him at various
directions, the place around him seemed still as if it was covering the bound
noon nap! He extended his lips, launched a whistle; a moan got out of them,
he turned back for a while, staring at the dunes; He saw nothing but
emptiness! He returned to his previous position again, he felt with just
pleasure when he saw a snake suddenly protruding and disappeared in the dry
weeds; In any case, there is a life in this closer place!
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He walked a few steps, walking made him so tired, he fell to the
ground, he began looking without seeing and manufacturing without
hearing, remembering the scene of the burial of his relatives and
loved ones who were swallowed by the graves, he took a handful of
dirt in his hand, put it in his other one, it scattered from his fingers,
returned to the ground again.

The sun's rays are still bright over the dunes, and the temperature has
become less severe until thirst is no longer thirsty for him despite his
dry throat, he got up after he put forth, he walked with more severe
steps as an animal forcing him to walk. He began to go ascending the
edge of a thickness of the sand, reaching the top of that dune, looking
throughout the eyesight, there is nothing but a group of spinal bushes
that showed itself more long and mysterious as if it wanted to confirm
its existence before the sunset. His heart melted, his drains trembled,
knelt on the sand, realized that he had faced starvation and thirsty. He
dug with his remaining power a hole in the height of the dune,
stretching in it, putting his identity as a witness to his grave.



156Sudanese Heritage Tools
Ahmed Sulieman Abakar / Sudan

1. Al-Suweiba: is a storehouse built of

mud and haulm. It is used to store grain

like sorghum and millet.

2. Al-Dabanga: is a storehouse built of

mud. It is used to store grain like

sorghum and millet.

Nation's heritage is defined as its cultural stockpile, and each nation has its
own culture that distinguishes it from other nations, and has its own unique
entity, which has been refined and arranged, over successive periods of times,
in which different circumstances prevailed, each with its own approach to life,
which differs in many of its components The legacy of any nation is considered
the safe steering of its civilized and immediate path and its past which is based
on it in the aspiration to progress and development and at the same time it
represents its approach in its present which is consolidating its pillars in
building its accompaniment to others contemporary nations.

So for the importance of the civilizational construction of the national Heritage,
I have showed in this article a part of the Sudanese material culture
represented in some tools of agriculture as following:
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3. Al-Matoora: is a storehouse dug in
the ground and built of mud and
haulm. It is used to store grains like
sorghum and millet.

4. Al-Qusayba: is a storehouse made
of clay. It is used to store dates.

5. Al-Mouhrath:(plow) is a tool made
of rods, which farmers use to plow the
land by pulling it with bulls.

6. Al-Hahaya: is a pergola made of
wood and reeds. It is used for sitting
on by a person who puts in front of
him a piece of iron for hitting it, with
the aim of expelling the bird from the
crop.
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7. AlTaqah: is a circle paved on the
ground by mud and haulm, in which
spikes of sorghum or millet are
collected for thrashing.

8. AlReika: is a bowl made of fronds. It
is used to collect spikes of sorghum or
millet for thrashing.

9. Al-Modgaga: is a tool made of wood.
It is used to thrash grains such as
sorghum

10. El-Dara’aya: is a tool made from
wood to scatter grain like sorghum and
millet in the air to clean it.
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11. Al-Malut: is a small tool made of a
stick and a piece of iron. It is used to
clean the field from parasitic herbs.

12. Al-Kadankah: is a tool made
of a stick and a piece of iron. It is
used to weed the parasitic herbs
that stuck to the ground.



160The Literary Representation of the 
“Kaltal Minor” legend by Kuziyeva Shahrizoda

Abstract: The article discusses the famous monuments of 

ancient Khorezm, including the "Kalta Minor" tower. It discusses the 

connection of the poem "The Tale of Kalta Minor" by one of the 

Khorezm artists, Jumaboy Matyakubov, created based on popular 

legends, with social life and literature.

Keywords: minor, legend, architect, monuments, envy, 

literature, slander.

Annotatsiya: Maqolada qadim tarixga ega Xorazmning 

mashhur obidalari, jumladan “Kalta minor” minorasi haqida fikr 

yuritiladi. Xalq orasida tarqalgan rivoyatlar asosida yaratilgan 

xorazmlik ijodkorlardan biri Jumaboy Matyoqubovning “Kalta 

minor qissasi” she’rining ijtimoiy hayot va adabiyot bilan aloqasi 

haqida so‘z boradi. 

Kalit so‘zlar: kalta minor, afsona, me’mor, obidalar, hasad, 

adabiyot, tuhmat.

Абстрактный: В статье рассматриваются знаменитые памятники

Хорезма с древней историей, в том числе башня «Кальта Минор».

Обсуждается связь поэмы «Калта минор» Джумабоя Матёкубова, одного

из создателей Хорезма, основанной на народных повествованиях, с

общественной жизнью и литературой.
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Ключевые слова: краткий минор, миф, архитектор, памятники, зависть,
литература, клевета.

The position of every nation in the world is defined by its rich historical
heritage, customs, traditions, values, and the literature that reflects the spirit of
the entire people. In this sense, both history and literature serve as the mirror
of a nation, carrying the essence of its values and narrating its past.

Our homeland is home to numerous historical monuments and museums that
speak of the distant past. One of the most striking examples is the ancient land of
Khorezm, a region that continues to astonish the world with its grandeur and
cultural depth. As the philosopher-poet of Khorezm, Matnazar Abdulhakim, so
vividly stated:

If you dig into Khorezm,
Rivers will emerge from the depths.
If you dig into Khorezm,
Worlds will rise from beneath the ground.
[1, p. 89]

As the poet emphasizes, Khorezm has not lost a fragment of its deep meaning and
majestic historical significance to this day. When we speak of Khorezm, we
inevitably refer to Khiva – its crown jewel, embodying the unique color and
essence of Khorezm and standing as a living witness to its past events. Khiva is
adorned with numerous monuments, including the Ichan Qala and Dishan Qala
complexes, the Islam Khodja Minaret, Kalta Minor, and the Chil Avliyo Minaret,
among others. [2, p. 25]
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Each monument, each towering minaret, possesses a history of its own. In this
context, the poem "The Story of Kalta Minor" by the Khorezmian poet Jumaboy
Matyoqubov, inspired by legends surrounding the construction of Kalta Minor,
serves as a fascinating subject of analysis. Through this poetic narrative, we gain
insight into the mysterious "secrets" that the minaret has preserved in its heart
across the centuries.

According to legend, the famous Kalta Minor, located in Khiva, was left unfinished
due to the unexpected flight of its architect. As a result, the minaret remained in
its incomplete form, which is how it stands to this day. Inspired by this legend, the
poet writes:

The Khan's order thundered: Build me a minaret,
One so tall that Persia could be seen from its peak!
The sovereign’s decree left no room for delay,
Work began at once – each moment was precious…
[3, p. 5]

It is well known that rulers of every era have aspired to leave a lasting legacy –
especially through the construction of monumental architecture – so that their
names might be preserved in the chronicles of history and remembered by future
generations. In line with this desire, the Khan’s minaret was to be so tall and
magnificent that one standing at its very top could see all the way to Persia, thus
spreading the minaret’s fame across the world.

In response to the Khan’s decree, the entire land was mobilized, and skilled
architects began to sketch the blueprint of the envisioned tower.
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The monument rose, and at its base,
Rumors grew as quickly as the walls.
As if regret lived deep in desire,
Dark and light forces fought for control…

– The Emir of Bukhara is sly, a devil!
They say he has secretly captured… just look, the architect!

Is this truly our Khan’s minaret? Or,
Will the Emir build a taller tower to outshine it?

At this point, a gifted architect was recruited to work on the Kalta Minor. He
approached the project with exceptional care and refined taste, so much so that
even envy followed in his wake. As the poet suggests, just as the minaret itself
was rising, so too were the rumors circulating among the people.

Word spread that “The Emir of Bukhara is very cunning and may have abducted
our architect. He might compel him to build an even more beautiful and imposing
minaret than ours. Just as our Khan is preparing to boast about this structure, the
Emir will rise to fame with a monument of even greater splendor.”

– What more is there to say? Such fate is treacherous,
A danger even to kings and crowns!

Let this remain unspoken – but it’s said

That the hunchbacked architect dared compete for the princess!
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The poet also alludes to one of the most insidious human flaws – envy, a vice
capable of corrupting even the purest heart, soul, and conscience. Indeed, no
matter how noble one’s nature may be at birth, over the years, the darkness of
envy – the root of many evils – often takes root, leading to slander and unjust
accusations against the innocent. In this case, too, the talented architect is
subjected to a terrible slander, accused of having a forbidden affair with the
princess.

The architect trembled, suddenly alert,
For on a brick, he saw these words engraved:
“Master, be warned – once the minaret is done,
So too ends your life – this is the Khan’s will!”

At this point, the poet warns readers that the architect’s fate is in grave danger.
History shows us that it was not uncommon for Khans and kings to execute their
architects upon completion of grand constructions. This was done to ensure that
the brilliance of these architects remained exclusive to their court, preventing
rival rulers from employing their skills. The poet, drawing from these historical
precedents, masterfully weaves this tragic motif into the narrative of his poem.

Later in the poem, the truth behind the legend of Kalta Minor is addressed:

Suddenly, the construction stopped one day,
And none dared to speak of the architect again.
Thus gossip hit its mark, and rumor took root,
Half-built, Kalta Minor was left in vain!

Had it been completed, not only Persia,
But perhaps the whole world could be seen from its top!
But alas, the Khan could not see,
What lay within a simple man’s heart.
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Here, the poet affirms the enduring legend that surrounds Kalta Minor – one that
is still passed from tongue to tongue among the people. Indeed, the minaret
appears incomplete. Through these poetic lines, the poet offers a reflection: envy
and slander not only hinder the rise of great talents but often lead to their
untimely demise. If the architect had been honored and protected, if he had not
been slandered and falsely accused, the resulting monument might not only have
dominated the Persian horizon but stood as a symbol of global grandeur.

And so the monument remained as it was,
Some claimed it was unfinished, others said complete.
In one chapter of the great book of the world,
Khiva’s turquoise minaret lives on to this day.
It stands just the same, proud and majestic,
Still a source of poems and legends alike.

As I see it, this headless minaret,
Is the very statue of slandered Khans.

Khorezm has long been a cradle of science and enlightenment, the homeland of
divine talents, great architects, and wise scholars. The Kalta Minor, the subject of
our discourse, was constructed by such a gifted architect – a descendant of those
revered sages and saints. Though legend has it the tower was never completed, it
has lost none of its symbolic or cultural value. When people across the world
hear “Khiva,” the image of Kalta Minor immediately comes to mind. This alone
proves the architect’s exceptional, inimitable genius; his grand vision has
withstood the test of time and remains ever-relevant.

As the poet closes his verse, he compresses the entire philosophical message into
a final, striking line: this “headless minaret” is a monument to slandered rulers.
The poet implies that if a person lacks independent thought, if they heed only the
malicious words of others, they eventually become “headless” themselves – 
bereft of reason or conviction. Such individuals risk becoming passive tools in the
hands of others, losing their identity, forsaking their values, their history, and even
their humanity.
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In conclusion, history is the foundation upon which the future is built. To truly 
understand it, one must cherish the values, customs, monuments, and sacred 
sites of our people – and ensure they are transmitted to future generations intact. 
This is a sacred duty for every Uzbek who proudly declares, “I am Uzbek!” Such 
historical events, legends, and myths reach readers through literature. The skill 
with which a writer renders these truths is a mark of artistic mastery. For indeed, 
the past reveals itself only to those who approach it with reverence.
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167      Voice of History
Iroda Bakhronova / Uzbakistan

The dark veil of night covers the sky, inviting one's heart to a 
diverse world. The human heart is so delicate that sometimes, 
instead of resting, it wants to travel to the mountains. I don't 
know, maybe this pearl of my soul finds rest from it. My heart is 
in the distant past, and my hand is ready to write a letter with a 
pen. As I write a letter, it seems as if a figure, like a ray of light, 
has come to life in front of me from the mountains. This is Siddiqi 
Ajzi, a poet with a special talent, both a teacher and a translator, 
from whose pen golden lines flow. My great grandfather, whose 
nature makes the mountains tremble! As I write a letter to you, it 
seems as if I am right in front of you right now, and the unique 
masterpieces you have written and your talent immerse me in 
an ocean of wonder and excitement. With this thousand and 
one excitement, I began to recognize your rare works, which are 
filled with high meaning and content. Your contribution to the 
path of spirituality and enlightenment, or the fact that you 
opened a new school in the village of Halvoyi near the city after 
returning to Samarkand and took up an honorable profession, is 
an example for today. Your students studied and were found not 
only in this school, but also in the school of life. Your 
achievements in the field of translation have their place not only 
in our country, but also in world literature. Your translation of Leo 
Tolstoy's stories, the fables of the great fable writer Krylov, and 
Gogol's short story "The Overcoat" into Uzbek and Tajik is 
commendable. Your textbooks, poetry collections "Ayn ul-adab" 
("Fountain of Manners"), "Ganjinai hikmat" ("Treasure of 
Wisdom"), and epics such as "Mir'oti ibrat" ("Window of Lesson") 
and "Anjumani arvoh" ("Assembly of Ghosts"), 
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which are created from your poetic gems, are still alive. As you 
emphasized in the epic "Mir'oti ibrat", no nation has a future 
without science, state, language, and law, and a nation that has 
not acquired these four things is doomed to destruction. Indeed, 
you are distinguished by your deeply philosophical poems, your 
socio-political observations, and your Fuzuli and Bedilona style. 
You are truly a poet imbued with the love and pain of the nation. 
When your nation shed tears, you shed tears too, and when you 
are offended by someone, you are offended by them for not 
caring about the plight of the nation.As they say, "A garden is a 
garden from good," you have given us a flower called spirituality 
in the garden of literature. How much respect and honor can we 
show you! As I end my letter in the throes of such feelings, I have 
not even noticed that the morning has dawned. The veil of 
darkness is slowly receding, giving way to the sun. Our 
enlightened Jadids were, as it were, the sun leading the people 
from the darkness of ignorance to the path of enlightenment. 
Perhaps this is why their works and names remain in our hearts 
forever. After all, the legacy of the great Jadids will last for 
centuries.



—
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