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Juan de Dios Garcia’s poems “Calle del aire,” “Cala cortina (Nocturno),” and “Avenida de

América” were highly revised and published in Canto fenicio in 2022 by Chaman Ediciones.

The copyright for the poems of Antonia Pozzi belongs to the Carlo Cattaneo and Giulio Preti
International Insubric Center for Philosophy, Epistemology, Cognitive Sciences and the History
of Science and Technology of the University of Insubria, depositary and owner of the whole

Archive and Library of Antonia Pozzi.

For AzonaL’s mission statement or to submit poetry in translation visit

http://www.azonaltranslation.com.
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¢x2l a5 (Abboud Aljabiri) is a poet and translator who was born in Najaf, Iraq in 1963. He

emigrated to Jordan in 1993, where he remains today. He has published more than five books.

Muntather Alsawad was educated in his home country of Iraq, where he studied literary
criticism and published articles and poems in Arabic. Since arriving in the US, he has devoted
himself to translating Iraqi poetry into English, as well as writing English language poetry of his
own. He lives in Portland, Maine and works at the Portland Museum of Art. His translations

have appeared in Asymptote, Samovar, MAYDAY, Last Stanza Poetry Journal, and others.

H &%) (Bdi Juyi) (772 - 846) was a government official during the Tang Dynasty. He used poetry
to bring attention to government corruption and the plight of the lower class, but toned down

his rhetoric in his later life after spending time in exile for his outspokenness.

@2 13 (Rolla Barraq) was born in Mosul in 1985. In 2018, her poetry collection, L dwas W
(“What Has Arrived from It”), won the competition of The General Union for the Literaries and
Writers in Iraq. She has a PhD in Arabic literature and lives in Mosul, where she is leader of a

poetry club.

Tom Bennett is an English teacher living in London, originally from South Wales. His poems
have appeared in Reed Magazine, Ink Sweat & Tears, and Crossways. His short stories have

appeared in Litro and Pushing Out The Boat.

Bui Minh Quéc (b. October 3, 1940) is a Vietnamese poet, writer, and journalist. At the age of
18, he became famous in North Vietnam for his poem “Lén mién Tay” (“Up to the West”), which
was incorporated into high school curricula and inspired generations of young Vietnamese to
rebuild the war-ravaged northwestern highlands of Vietnam. He is also known for “Bai tho vé
hanh phic” (A Poem on Happiness”), written about his first wife, the writer and journalist
Duong Thi Xuan Quy, who was killed in action in 1969. His love poem to her, “Cé khi nao” (“Has
It Ever”), was voted one of the 100 best Vietnamese poems of the 20th century. After
reunification in 1975, Bui served as Vice Chairman and Editor-in-Chief of the Journal of Qudng
Homeland in Pa Nang, Quang Nam until 1985 when he founded the newspaper Lang Biang in Pa
Lat, LAm Dong. As a renowned critic and dissident of the Communist Party, he was removed
from his positions and expelled in 1989 for mobilizing writers and artists to demand freedom of
speech, freedom of the press, and freedom of publishing. For his continued activities, he was
placed under house arrest twice from 1997 - 1999 and from 2002 - 2004.

Fernando A. Buyser (May 30, 1879 - November 16, 1946) was born in Merida, Leyte and grew up
in Baybay, Southern Leyte in the Eastern Visayas region in the Philippines. He was a bishop of



the nationalist Iglesia Filipina Independiente (Philippine Independent Catholic Church), war
veteran of two Philippine Revolutions against the Spanish Empire and the United States, and
poet, short story writer, translator, playwright, and essayist in both Spanish and Binisaya. Apart
from Basahon sa mga Balak (“Poetry Reader,” Cebu: Mabini Press, 1936), his other major works
include Kasingkasing sa Magbabalak (“Heart of the Poet,” 1938), Kasakit ug Kalipay (“Sorrow and
Joy,” 1940), and Balangaw (“Rainbow,” 1941). As an anthologist and publisher, he produced Mga
Awit sa Kabukiran (“Mountain Songs,” Cebu: Liberty Press, 1911) and founded the pre-World War
I periodicals Yutang Natawhan (“Motherland”) and Ang Salampati (“The Dove”). A writer who
trod between the Romanticist-Didactic and Realist-Nationalistic literary traditions, he is best

known for inventing the Binisaya sonnet, the sonanoy.

Born in 1920, Cho Ji Hoon is a canonical poet of modern Korea and a renowned scholar of
Korean aesthetics. His poetry is written in a modernist free-verse form, rooted in the literary
Sijo that began in the 12th century; it has the intense local flavors and is imbued with the
sounds, smells and colors of pre-industrial Korea. Cho Ji Hoon’s first poem appeared in the
literary magazine MoonJang in 1939. In 1946, his poetry appeared in the collection % % 3
(“Cheongnok Jip”) along with the works of Park Mokwohl and Pak Doo Zin. The three were
known as “Cheongnokpa,” or the “Green Deer Poets.” A professor of Korean language and
literature at Korea University for 20 years, Cho Ji Hoon served as the president of the Korean
cultural society affiliated with the university and president of the The Society of Korean Poets.
He received numerous literary awards and published five poetry collections, as well as many

books related to Korean literature and culture. He died in 1968.

Ji#< (Ch’otti) (1786 - 1866) was a Korean Buddhist monk given a traditional Confucian
education, making him a uniquely trained scholar of his period. Ch’otii is considered one of the

first pre-eminent experts on the subject of green tea in Korea.

Jeffrey Clapp has published poems, stories, and translations in North American Review, Arkansas
Review, The Dalhousie Review, Sycamore Review, and many others. He is a past recipient of the
Daniel Morin Poetry Prize from the University of New Hampshire and the Indiana Fiction Prize
from Purdue University. He is an avid student of American guitar and has presented several
times at the Delta Blues Symposium at Arkansas State University. He lives in South Portland,

Maine.

A prolific and multifaceted writer and scholar, Luis Alberto de Cuenca possesses one of Spain’s
most distinctive poetic voices. As a self-described “pop poet,” he explores the expressive
resources of the conversational register by making use of a variety of materials: comic books,

cartoons, Hollywood movies, slang, urban culture. Perhaps more than any of his contemporaries,



Cuenca has been a major influence on younger Spanish poets. In 2015 he received the Premio
Nacional de Poesia for his book, Cuaderno de vacaciones (“Vacation Notebook”). From 1996 to
2000 he was the Director of Spain’s national library and in 2021 won the prestigious Premio

Internacional de Poesia Federico Garcia Lorca.

Maria Cyranowicz (b. 1974) is a Polish poet, literary critic, teacher, and editor. In 1999 she
received the prestigious Ludwik Fryde Award for Young Critics. Associated with the
avant-garde writing practices known as neolingwizm, she has authored five books: neutralizacje
(“neutralizations,” Biblioteka Frondy, 1997), i magii nacja (“and magic nation,” Zielona Sowa,
2001), pigty element to fiksja (“the fifth element is a fixation,” Staromiejski Dom Kultury, 2004),
psychodelicje (“psychedelic,” Staromiejski Dom Kultury, 2006), and den.presja (“day.pressure,”
Fundacja Mammal, 2009), from which the three translated poems included in this issue come.
She has co-edited two anthologies: Gada !Zabic? Pa)n(tologia neolingwizmu (“Talking !Kill? The
Pa)n(tology of Neoling,” Staromiejski Dom Kultury, 2005) with Pawel Koziot and Solistki:
Antologia poezji kobiet (1989 — 2009) (“Soloists: An Anthology of Women’s Poetry (1989 - 2009),”
Staromiejski Dom Kultury, 2009) with Joanna Mueller and Justyna Radczyriska. She is a co-editor
and contributor to the art/literary magazines Meble (now defunct) and Wakat/Notoria. Her new
poems have recently appeared in Strefa wolna: Wiersze przeciwko nienawisci i homofobii (“Free
Zone: Poems against Hate and Homophobia,” Outside the Box, 2019), Dezorientacje: Antologia
polskiej literatury queer edited by Alessandro Amenta, Tomasz Kalisciak, and Blazej Warkocki
(“Disorientations: An Anthology of Polish Queer Literature,” Wydawnictwo Krytyki Politycznej,
2021), and the anthology Swiat sie wiecznie zaczyna: Antologia Juliana Przybosia edited by Uta
Przybos (“The World Begins Forever: Julian Przybos's Anthology,” WBPiCAK, 2022). Her poetry
has been translated into English, Spanish, and Hungarian. Her new collection of poems

machinacje (“machinations”) is forthcoming in 2023. She lives in Warsaw.

Alton Melvar M. Dapanas is Asymptote’s editor-at-large for the Philippines. They’re the author

of Towards a Theory on City Boys: Prose Poems (UK: Newcomer Press, 2021), assistant nonfiction

editor at Panorama: The Journal of Travel, Place, and Nature and Atlas & Alice Literary Magazine, and
former editorial reader at Creative Nonfiction. Their works of translation from the ceuvre of

Stefani J. Alvarez appeared in Modern Poetry in Translation (England), Asymptote (Taiwan), Rusted
Radishes (Lebanon), Tolka (Ireland), and were anthologized in the Oxford A Tr jon;

and from ancient Binisaya texts in Reliquiae: Journal of Landscape, Nature, and Mythology

(Scotland). Their critical essay on Fernando A. Buyser can be read here. They currently translate
from the archives of Philippine literature in Spanish and Binisaya. Find more at

h Jlinktr. m n

Juan de Dios Garcia is a poet living in Cartagena, Spain. He has published five books of poetry
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and five chapbooks. His poems have appeared in over thirty literary journals in Spain and in
several other countries and have been translated into five languages. He is a member of the
editorial collective of the Spanish literary journal El coloquio de los perros. Find him online at

juandediosgarcia-literatura.blogspot.com.

Ivan de Monbrison is a schizoid writer from France born in 1969. He has published a few pretty
bad books of poetry and screwed up novellas, mostly in French. He’s a painter too. He went to
university and studied languages in France in his youth, and does translations in many of them
still.

Gustavo Pérez Firmat has published several books of poetry in Spanish and English, among
them Sin lengua, deslenguado (“Without a Tongue, Tongueless”), Bilingual Blues, and Viejo verde
(“Dirty Old Man”). His books of cultural criticism include Life on the Hyphen and Tongue Ties. He

is David Feinson Professor Emeritus in Humanities at Columbia University.

A native Appalachian, J. R. Forman holds a lectureship at Tarleton State University in
Stephenville, Texas. He is a graduate of St. John’s College (Santa Fe), the University of Dallas,
and the University of Salamanca and an alum of the University of New Orleans’s Ezra Pound
Center for Literature’s writing workshop. His work has appeared or is forthcoming in Spoon
River Poetry Review, Signal Mountain Review, West Branch, The Midwest Quarterly, The Courtship of
Winds, Talking River Review, Perceptions Magazine, SLAB, Agave Magazine, Better Than Starbucks,
Brief Wilderness, Glint Literary Journal, Matter Monthly, Press Pause, The Round, Streetlight Magazine,
Stirring: A Literary Collection, Borderlands: Texas Poetry Review, The Ekphrastic Review, Literature of
the Americas, Comparative Studies in Modernism, Ramify, Make It New, Revista Canaria de Estudios
Ingleses, and anthologies by Clemson University Press. Find him at drjrforman.com and

@drjrforman.

Luis José Junqueira Freire, better known as Junqueira Freire (December 31, 1832 - July 24, 1855)
was obligated by family to join the order of Saint Benedict. Freire tolerated that for a time
because he could read, write poetry, and teach. He demanded his secularity in 1853 and received
it a year later. In his brief time out in the world again he released an autobiography and a book
of verse, Inspiragdes do claustro (“Cloister Inspirations”). Aside from discussing the horrors of
celibacy, his works had abolitionist traits and spurred a new romantic movement in Brazil.
Freire was one of the first poets in Brazil to write homoerotic verse. He died from a heart
ailment that had plagued him since childhood. When the Academia Brasileira de Letras was

formed, he was named patron of its 25th chair.

Ian Haight’s collection of poetry, Celadon, won Unicorn Press’s First Book Competition. With
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T’ae-yong Ho, he is the co-translator of Red Rain on a Spring Mountain: Complete Poems of
Nansorhon and Homage to Green Tea by the Korean monk, Ch’oti, both forthcoming from White
Pine Press. Other awards include Ninth Letter’s Literary Award in Translation, and grants from
the Baroboin Buddhist Foundation, the Daesan Foundation, and the Korea Literature
Translation Institute. Poems, essays, interviews, reviews, microfiction and translations appear in
Barrow Street, Writer’s Chronicle, Hyundai Buddhist News, Full Stop, MoonPark Review, and Prairie

Schooner.

Born in South Korea, Sekyo Nam Haines immigrated to the U.S. in 1973 as a registered nurse.
She received her BA in American literature and writing at Goddard College’s ADP. She
continued her study of English literature at the Harvard Extension school and poetry with the
late Ottone M. Riccio in Boston, MA. Her first book, Bitter Seasons’ Whip: The Complete Poems of
Lee Yuk Sa, was published in 2022 (Tolsun Books). Her poems appeared in the poetry journals
Constellations, Off the Coast, Lily Poetry Review, and elsewhere. Her translations of Kim Sowohl’s
poetry appeared in The Harvard Review, The Brooklyn Rail’s InTranslation, Ezra, and Circumference.
Her translations of Cho Ji Hoon appeared in Interim, Asymptote’s Translation Tuesday blog, The
Fourth River, Tupelo Quarterly, ANMLY, The Tampa Review, and MAYDAY and are forthcoming in
Consequence Forum, Guernica Magazine, The Common, and Hayden’s Ferry Review. Sekyo lives in

Cambridge, Massachusetts with her family.

i X (Han Yu) (768 - 824) was a Tang Dynasty neo-Confucianist philosopher, politician, and

essayist.

T’ae-yong Ho, with Ian Haight, is the co-translator of Borderland Roads: Selected Poems of Kyun
Ho—finalist for the Literature Translation Institute of Korea’s Grand Prize—and Magnolia and
Lotus: Selected Poems of Hyesim—finalist for ALTA’s Lucien Stryk Asian Translation Prize.
T’ae-yong’s translations of Korean poetry from the original Hansi have appeared in AGNI, New

Orleans Review, and Atlanta Review.

Maziar Karim was born on the 28th of February in Tehran, Iran. He holds an MS degree in
Information Technology. He has been doing research in different fields of philosophy,
psychology, philology, mythology, and literature and will be publishing essays and books in
these fields in both Persian and English. His work in the United States has already appeared in
different magazines: Better Than Starbucks, DREGINALD, The Bookends Review, Gramma Poetry,
Smithsonian Magazine, Fictional Café, The Gravity of the Thing’s latest anthology Stranged Writing: A
Literary Taxonomy, ALCHEMY, G*Mob, and more.

A resident of western and central Ukraine for nearly five years, Ali Kinsella’s published works
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include essays, poetry, monographs, and subtitles to various films. She won the 2019 Kovaliv
Fund Prize for her translation of Taras Prokhasko’s Inshi dni Anny (“Anna’s Other Days”), due out
from Harvard University Press in 2023. She won a 2021 Peterson Literary Fund grant to translate
Vasyl Makhno’s Vichnyi calendar (Eternal Calendar). She co-edited Love in Defiance of Pain:
Ukrainian Stories (Deep Vellum Publishing, 2022), an anthology of short fiction to support
Ukrainians during the war. Her co-translation with Dzvinia Orlowsky from the Ukrainian of
Natalka Bilotserkivets’s poems, Eccentric Days of Hope and Sorrow (Lost Horse Press, 2021) was a
finalist for the 2022 Griffin Poetry Prize, the Derek Walcott Prize for Poetry, the ALTA National
Translation Award in Poetry, and winner of the 2022 AAUS Prize for Translation. The pair is
working on a volume of Halyna Kruk’s poetry in translation to be published by Lost Horse Press
in 2024.

Jakub Kornhauser was born in 1984. A Polish poet, essayist, and translator, he was the son of
the poet Julian Kornhauser, representative of the New Wave poetry movement. He holds a PhD
degree and is one of the co-founders of the Centre for Avant-Garde Studies in the Jagiellonian
University’s Department of Polish Studies. He conducts research on the literature of
Romanesque countries and is particularly interested in avant-garde literature, including
experimental literature. He is the author of many translations from Romanian, Serbian, and
French and occasionally translates from English and German. He is the editor of several
periodicals and editorial series and author of more than a dozen works, including seven volumes
of poetry and one book of prose. In 2016, he won the Wislawa Szymborska Award for the poetry
volume entitled Drozdzownia (“The Yeast Factory”). In 2021 he was nominated for the Gdynia
Literary Prize for the book Premie gorskie najwyzszej kategorii (“Mountain climbs hors catégorie”).
Jakub is also interested in art criticism and enjoys cycling, hiking in the mountains, and long

walks. He lives in Cracow.

Halyna Kruk is a Ukrainian writer, translator, educator, and literary critic. She is a professor of
literary studies at the National University of Lviv where her research focuses on medieval
literature in Ukraine. In addition to poetry, she also writes children’s fiction. Her children’s
books have been translated into fifteen languages. Her poems have been translated into German
and Russian, and she, herself, translates from Polish into Ukrainian. Kruk was formerly vice
president of PEN Ukrainian. In 2003, she was awarded the Gaude Polonia scholarship by the
Polish Ministry of Culture. That same year, she won the Step by Step international competition

for children’s books.

Souad Labbize was born in Algeria in 1965, and lived in Germany and Tunisia before moving to
Toulouse, France. She has published several poetry collections, including Brouillons amoureux

(“Drafts of Love,” Editions des Lisieres, 2017) and more recently Je franchis les barbelés (“Climbing



Over Barbed Wire,” Editions Bruno Doucey, 2019). The Centre Méditerranéen de Littérature
honored this last publication with the 2020 Prix Méditerranée de la Poésie. In 2021, she released
her second work of fiction, Glisser nue sur la rampe du temps (“Slide Naked on the Ramp of Time,”
L’Envers) and another poetry collection, Enfiler la chemise de l'aieule (“Put on Grandmother’s
Shirt,” Hetraie). Very committed to the cause of equality between genders, she writes in the

name of all women who choose exile in order to affirm their independence.

Charline Lambert was born in 1989 in Liege, Belgium. She has written four books of poetry:
Chanvre et lierre (‘Hemp and Ivy,” Editions Le Taillis Pré, 2016), Sous dialyses (“Dialyzing,”
Editions L’Age d’Homme, 2016), Désincarcération (‘Decarceration,” Editions L’Age d’Homme,
2017), and Une salve (“A Salvo,” Editions L’Age ’'Homme, 2020). Her books have won several
prizes in her homeland, including, for her four books published to date, the literature prize from
the Société Civile des Auteurs Multimédia (SCAM) and the Fintro Prize. She is currently
finishing her PhD thesis on the relation between poetry and deafness.

Susanna Lang’s translations of poetry include Words in Stone (Pierre écrite) by Yves Bonnefoy
(University of Massachusetts Press, 1976) and Baalbek by Nohad Salameh (L’Atelier du Grand
Tétras, 2021). Her translations of these and other French poets are published or forthcoming in
Delos, New Poetry in Translation, The Literary Review, Transference, Another Chicago Magazine, Ezra,
Oomph!, and Columbia Journal. Her third full-length collection of original poems, Travel Notes
from the River Styx, was published by Terrapin Books in 2017. Among Other Stones: Conversations
with Yves Bonnefoy, an e-chapbook of original poems and translations, was published by Mudlark
in summer 2021 and another chapbook, Like This, is forthcoming from Unsolicited Books. More

information available at www.susannalang.com.

Tacoc Asipaditng (Tasos Leivaditis) (1922 - 1988) was born and raised in Athens, where he
worked as a literary critic while also producing a rich poetic oeuvre that would win him both
critical and popular renown in Greece. His involvement as a youth in leftist politics led to his
internment for more than three years in various island prison camps. Soon after his release in
1951 he made his poetic debut, and he went on to publish over twenty volumes of poetry as well
as a collection of short stories. The prose poems in this issue are taken from Leivaditis’s 1972
volume, Noyrepivog emioréntne (“Night Visitor”), and specifically from a subsection entitled “Am’
70 NpeporOyio evog vimpétn” (“From the Diary of a Servant”), reflecting the dark years of military
dictatorship in Greece (1967 - 1974).

Carolanna Lisonbee is an English teacher and amateur globetrotting adventuress from Utah,
currently living in Taiwan. Her poems and translations can be found in Tea-Ku: Poems About Tea

by Local Gems Press, Last Stanza Poetry Journal, The Whiskey Blot, and Reliquiae. She posts


http://www.susannalang.com

#ScienceNewsHaikus on Twitter as @carolannajl.

Dmitri Manin is a physicist, programmer, and poetry translator. His translations from English
and French into Russian and from Russian to English have been published in books and
journals, including Delos, Metamorphoses, The Cafe Review, Cardinal Points, and others. He won
the first prize in the 2017 Compass Award competition. A book of his translations of Nikolay
Zabolotsky’s poetry is upcoming from Arc Publications. He translated a number of poems for
Disbelief: 100 Russian Anti-War Poems, to be published by Smokestack Books in Jan 2023.

Malgorzata Myk (b. 1975) teaches in the Department of North American Literature and Culture,
£.6dz University, Poland. Author of the monograph Upping the Ante of the Real: Speculative Poetics
of Leslie Scalapino (Peter Lang, 2019); co-editor of the two volumes Theory That Matters: What
Practice After Theory and the Polish Journal for American Studies special issue on innovation in
contemporary American poetry; and the Kosciuszko Foundation Fellow in the academic year
2017/18 (UCSD), she currently serves as the Co-Editor-in-Chief and Content Editor of Text
Matters: A Journal of Literature, Theory and Culture, published by Lodz University. She has
translated into Polish the writing of such North American authors as Leslie Scalapino, Lisa
Robertson, and Kevin Davies. Her translation of E. Tracy Grinnell’s poetry appeared in the
volume Odmiany tapania tchu: Pie¢ amerykaniskich gloséw (“Variants of Catching Breath: Five
American Voices”) edited by Mark Tardi, with translations of Don Mee Choi, Sarah Mangold,
Tyrone Williams, and E. Tracy Grinnell’s poems (Dom Literatury 2022). Her translations of
Maria Cyranowicz’s poems appeared in Modern Poetry in Translation and periodicities: a journal of

poetry and poetics. She lives in Warsaw.

Pitambar Naik is an advertising professional and has been nominated for the Pushcart Prize.
His work appears or is forthcoming in The McNeese Review, Notre Dame Review, Packingtown
Review, Mason Street Review, Ghost City Review, Glass, The Indian Quarterly, New Contrast, and
elsewhere. The Anatomy of Solitude (Hawakal) is his debut book of poetry. He grew up in Odisha,

India.

Amy Newman’s sixth book of poetry, An Incomplete Encyclopedia of Happiness and Unhappiness, is
forthcoming from Persea Books. Her translations of the poems of Antonia Pozzi appear in The
Harvard Review, Poetry, and elsewhere; translations of Pozzi’s letters appear in Delos and Cagibi.

She teaches in the Department of English at Northern Illinois University.

Dzvinia Orlowsky is a Pushcart prize poet, an award-winning translator, and a founding editor
of Four Way Books. She’s published six poetry collections including A Handful of Bees, reprinted
for the Carnegie Mellon University Classic Contemporary Series; Convertible Night, Flurry of



Stones, winner of a Sheila Margaret Motton Book Award; and Bad Harvest, listed as part of the
2019 Massachusetts Book Awards “Must Read Poetry.” Her poem sequence “The (Dis)enchanted
Desna” was selected by Robert Pinsky as a 2019 winner of the New England Poetry Club’s
Samuel Washington Allen Prize. Her co-translation with Ali Kinsella from the Ukrainian of
Natalka Bilotserkivets’s poems, Eccentric Days of Hope and Sorrow (Lost Horse Press, 2021) was a
finalist for the 2022 Griffin Poetry Prize, the Derek Walcott Prize for Poetry, and the ALTA
National Translation Award in Poetry, and winner of the 2022 AAUS Prize for Translation. The
pair is working on a volume of Halyna Kruk’s poetry in translation to be published by Lost
Horse Press in 2024.

Gilberto Owen was a Mexican poet and diplomat (1904 - 1952), born to an Irish father and

Mexican mother.

Chittaranjan Padhan is a postgraduate student. He writes poetry and fiction in Odia, his
mother tongue. He has poems published in numerous Odia journals and in The Rainbow Poems.

He grew up in Dunguripali in Odisha, India.

Poet and photographer Antonia Pozzi, born in Milan in 1912, lived a brief life, dying by suicide
in 1938 in despair about the world. She left behind photographs, diaries, notebooks, letters, and
over 300 poems; none of her poems were published in her lifetime. Pozzi’s poetry was
posthumously altered by her father Roberto and then published, which led to a complicated
publication history. In 1989 her work was restored to its original form in Parole (“Words”) and
later in Tutte le opere (“Collected Works”).

Gala Pushkarenko is the pseudonym of Oleg Shatybelko, a Russian poet born in 1968. He has
published since 2001, worked as a poetry journal executive editor, and is a member of the poetry
group Polutona. Oleg is the author of five books of poetry (from 2002 to 2019) and multiple

journal and online publications. After 2018 he authored five more books as Gala Pushkarenko.

Fortunato Salazar’s translations from ancient Greek are at jubilat, Plume, Asymptote, Harvard

Review, Denver Quarterly, The Brooklyn Rail’s InTranslation, and elsewhere.

Cory Stockwell is a Minneapolis-based writer and translator. His writing has appeared in The
Common, Spartan, Cultural Politics, and elsewhere. Translations include books by Mariette
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Ali Kinsella and Dzvinia Orlowsky

august

at night the pear bulbs illuminate

august’s final meters. a porno plays

in someone’s window, in a black living room.
grasshoppers chirp, the spectators giggle,

the credits roll by unread,

someone whispers emphatically in my ear: get rid of
all useless sounds like laments

about what happens to us in the end,

‘cause it’s not time yet, there’s suspense and so on,
it’s feature-length and you can, by living

slowly and frugally, dry pears for winter,

darn stiff autumn shrouds of conversation with voices,
go for a stroll together around the empty park,
fingering the hole in your pocket,

which, in the end, we both fall into



Halyna Kruk

CEpIIEHDb

>KapiBKH I'PyLI MiACBIYyIOTh BHOYI

OCTaHHI MeTPHU CepPIHS. KPyTSATb NOPHO

B SIKOMYCB 13 BiKOH, y 3aJli HO4i YOpHO.
CIOPKOYYTb KOHUKH, XUXOUYTb [IsiAAYi

i HemouuTaHi, mepebiraloTh TUTPHU

1 paiNTh XTOCH JIETKUU HaJl ByXOM: BUTPHU

BCi 3alBI 3BYKH, CXOXI Ha >XXaJi

3 THM, 110 3 HAMH TpanuThcs B $iHami,

60 e He yac, 60 cacmeHc i Tak gai,

60 OBHUH METP i MOXXHA, XUBY4YHU

MOBIJIBHO 1 OINAJJIMBO, CYIIUTH Ha 3UMY 'YL,
rojIocaMy IIUTH IYIKi OCiHHI caBaHU PO3MOB,
MPOTYTIOBATHCS YABOX MOPOKHIM MapKOM,
HaMaIlylo4Hy y TBOIW KHIIEH] MIapKy,

B SIKY B KiHIIi HAM BUIIaCTH 060M



Ali Kinsella and Dzvinia Orlowsky

heavy water

and when you don’t care
to whom all these poems are dedicated
and when you no longer believe
you can stop blood with words
and turn heavy water into wine
and all that you have enough inner light for
is to see that there are no more calls, texts, wonder
what are you now supposed to do with the rest of your life?
(vending machines here rarely give change,
especially when the bill is crinkled,
like your face after driving all night)
it’s five, daybreak is soon and the semis at the gas station sleep
standing up like elephants
and you get hung up on the thought that you’ve never seen
how elephant calves sleep
and this all would be so tragic if it weren’t so widespread
in the all-powerful voice of the lord
the cashier says, “your macchiato”
and returns you to life from your desert
where you've been searching all these forty years for an exit and here it is:
go
and your decisiveness scares the random morning shooting victims
and you calmly tell them, “don’t be afraid, 'm peaceful”

and after a pause you add, “peaceful as an atom”



Halyna Kruk

Ba’XKa BOoga

i Ko TO6i BXKe BCe OHO,

KOMY OyJM NpHUCBsiU€eH] BCi 1i Bipui,

i xonu TH 6inblle He BipHIL,

10 MOKHA CJIOBAMH CIIMHATHU KPOB

i mepeTBOpPIOBATH Ha BUHO Ba>KKy BOAY

i Bce, Ha 110 TO6i BUCTaYae BHYTPIIIHBOIO CBIT/A,

1[e MOOAYMTH, 110 Hi A3BIHKIB, Hi €CeMeCiB, Hi TOAUBY
i o Tenep po6UTH i3 PELITOIO KUTTS?

(aBTOMATH TYT PiIKO BULAIOTH PEILTY,

a 0CO6JIMBO KOJIM TPAIISETHCS KYIIIOpa M SITa,

K JTULE MiC/sl HO4i B OPO3i)

I'siTa, CKOPO CBiTaHOK i Tipy Ha 3anpasLii CIUISATH,
HiOU CJIOHH, CTOSYU

a TH 3aBHCAEII HA JyMIi, [0 HIKONK He 6avyuna,

SK CIIATB CJIOHEHsTA

i Bce Oyro 6 Tak TpariuHo, IKOU He 6yJI0 TaK MMOIMIHPEHO
i BcemepeMarai4yum roJ0CcoM rocropa

KacHpKa Kaxke: Ballle JIATe MaK SITO

i moBepTae Tebe N0 KUTTS i3 TBOET mycTeni,

[ie TH BCi COPOK POKiB Iiykasa i3 cebe BUXi[ i OT BiH:
ixatu

1 TBOSI PiLIy4iCTBh JIsSIKa€ BUMQIKOBUX PAHKOBUX IIiICTPeJIeHUX,
i TH 3aCMOKIWIMBO Kaskel iM: He 6ilTeCs, 1 MUpPHA

1 micist may3u OOAAEL: MUPHA SIK aTOM



Ali Kinsella and Dzvinia Orlowsky

this October, disguised as summer,
these masks turning in the wind,
this old man who carries his half-liter jar

anxiously pressing it to his bare chest,

this rustling of leaves, these weekends
of freedom after amnesty,
these strange downtown characters,

and these trees that look like people,

dog-tired, who've started smoking,
gastritis twisting their guts,

keeping them from uttering the main point:

that this warmth that snuck up on us
so greasy, so untimely, suddenly

spilled on the sidewalk like kerosene

leaking from a cracked tank,
until death, like a street dog,

growls, without coming any closer

to us, in a risky overtaking, who might
have already broken free of his leash,

but can’t escape the rain



Halyna Kruk

LieHd KOBTE€Hb, 3aMaCKOBAaHMWHU IIi[I JIITO
1[I MacKH, IOBOPO3KaMHU 3a BITPOM,
el OsABKO, [0 Hece CBOIO MiBIIITPY,

TPUBOXXHO IIPUTYIUBIIN A0 PyAeH

PO3XPUCTAHUX. e APy IHHS JIUCTS,
IIi BUXiHI, MOB BUXi[ IO aMHICTil
LI IUBHI EePCOHAaXi CepenMicTs,

i i JepeBa, CXOXI Ha JIOAEH,

CIpalbOBaHUX, 1[0 CTAIU IOKYPUTH,
a IX y AyJI0 CKPY4YyIOTh TaCTPUTH,

1 He [alTh CKa3aTU r'OJI0OBHE:

10 Lie TeIUIO Ll BUJjIi3e HaM 60KOM
TaK MacHO, TaK HeBYACHO, HEHAPOKOM

pO3/IuTe TPOTYyapoM, MOB IajibHE

1110 BUTIKA€ 3 TpicHyTOrO 6aKa,
[OMOKHU CMEPTh, SIK BYJTMYHUH cobaka,

rap4yuTh, He HAGIUXKAIYHUCH iLe

[0 HAC, 110 B PU3UKOBaHIM O6rOHi,
BXXe, MOXe, ¥ BiflipBaquCh BiJl MOTOHI,

ajie He pO3MHUHYJIUCS 3 [OllleM



Ali Kinsella and Dzvinia Orlowsky

the apple tree crowds her window

the plum, when it matures, rains down rotten
linden, poplar, acacia—a source of allergies
this isn’t why she moved to the city,

to deal with all this under her nose—

cut, pull, chop them down!

her windows force themselves upon other windows,
forever curtained, always shut fast

her windows look out onto cement blocks,

the derelict road, the raggedy neighboring prefab,
but the apple and linden are worst, of course,

the plum that bears fruit when no one asks it to

lord of fragrant lindens and wide-brimmed acacias,
god of green apples that never ripen

may someone like her neither blossom, nor bear fruit,
nor spill rot, may she live far away

in a stone sack, a burrow, a cave,

under the open sky, a scorching sun,

in a desert akin to herself



Halyna Kruk

sAOIyHs 3aTiHs€ TIOAUHI BIKHA

anuya, K Lo3pie, CUIUIe JTIOAWHI THUII
JIUTIA, TOTIOJISI, aKallisl - A3Kepesio anepril

He [JIs TOTO JIIDJAUHA MepeikaKana B MiCTo,
11106 TepmiTH yce e mif 60KoM.

Tpeba 3pisartu, cTIATH, 3pybaTu!

BiKHA JIIOAWHU BIUPAIOTHCS B iHILI BiKHA,

BIYHO 3aIITOpPeHi, 3aBXAU HAIJTyX0 3aKPUTI

BiKHa JIIOAWHU BUXOASTh HAa OpUii GETOHY,

Ha PO36UTY JOPOrY, HA 0O6EPTY CYCiACHKY MaHEbKY,
asie HaUObinblile IKOAU, 3BUYAWHO, Bifl 01yHI 1 TUnu,

BiJl anuyi, sika MIOJOHOCUTH, KOJIU He MPOCSTH

TOCIION Y JTUII 3aMallHUX 1| KPUCIIaTUX aKalii,
603Ke 3e7IeHUX S6TyK, 110 He JOCHIIOTh,

xal JI0VHA TaKa He 3alBiTa€, He POAUTH,
He CHMIUIe THUJII, Xall KHBe Mech Mofati -

B KaM SIHOMY MIIIKY, B HOPI, y re4epi,

il TOJTUM He6OM, Tif MaTI0YUM COHIIEM,

y mycTeri, mofibHiM fo cebe



Ali Kinsella and Dzvinia Orlowsky

without exception, the other women have grown old

—but not her. she didn’t drip with excess

she stands, illuminates me until I approach her

she tells me—don’t wake up, you’ll have dark days—

you’ll walk the old roads

not finding a door to enter,

and this train station, you won’t be able to leave alone

or know where you shouldn’t board, in what direction you shouldn’t go,
where you don’t board a train, whose direction you don’t go in
and your love will be like a handleless suitcase,

and the carrier will be unreliable—don’t let them out of your sight—
distrusting with their love

so you don’t lose, run after them, shout!

the black train cars of days, dusty, unmarked,

with no sign of where they, where she—the woman

in one of the windows—is going

while I run silently past my handleless love,

past the unreliable carrier of memory, naive,

who has specific interests in life,

but she, the only one who hasn’t gotten old,

moves in an unknown direction,

slim, made of wax, like a church candle

no one has lit



Halyna Kruk

{HIII KiHKHY BCi, SIK OAHA, TOCTAPiy,

a BOHA - Hi. He OIUTMBIIA 3aBUHOIO

CTOITB i CBITUTH MeHi, HOKU 1 HAGIHKAICS
Kasasna - He 6yaucsi, 6ynyTh y Tebe YOpHi AHI -
XOAUTHUMELI CTAPUMH JOPOTAMHU,

He 3HAXOMS4YH [Bepei, 1106 yBIHTH BCcepenuHy,

i el Bok3as, i3 sIKkoro To6i He BUIXaTH CAMOMY,
B SIKMH IO13[1 He Cifal, B IKOMY HalpsIMKy He b
i 110608 TBOs Oyze sk Baniza 6e3 pydkH,

1 HOCiH - HeHalIMHUM, He CIIyCKal 3 HBOTO OKa
60 He JOBipsIOTH HIKOMY JII060BI CBOET

1106 He BTPAaTUTH, 6ikU 3a HUM, I'yKaH,

YOpPHi BATOHHU [HIiB, 3aMuieHi, 6e3 HAMKCIB

KYZU BOHH, XiHKa B OHHOMY 3 BiKOH - Ky[IH BOHa,
[OKH 51 Tpobiraio MUMO 3a CBOEIO TI060B'10 6€3 pyuKkHu
32 HEHa[iMHUM HOCi€M maM'siTi, MPOCTaKyBaTHUM,
y SIKOT'O CBil IHTEpec 10 XUTTS,

a BOHA, Ta €UHA, 1[I0 He BCTUIJIA TIOCTAPITH,
pylIaE y HEBiZOMOMY HaINpSIMKY

TOHEHBbKa, BOCKOBA, SIK [[epKOBHA CBiYKa,

HIKUM He 3anajeHa

10



Ivan de Monbrison

Go somewhere else.

But where?

There is no time left.

At night on a road,

a man walks alone,

dressed in black, the ground is dark and so is the sky.

He carries his head in his hands, it’s probably easier that way,

and his thoughts are in his pockets.

But one of the pockets has a hole, and his thoughts fall on the road,
behind him, like pieces of stars,

extinguished long ago.
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MBaH 1e MOHOPU3OH

[To#iTH B Apyroe MecTo.

Ho rpe?

BpemeHHU yke He 0CTaIOCH.

Houbto Ha mopore

YenoBek umeT oquH,

Opetsiii B YepHOoe, 3eMJIst YepHasi, ¥ He6O TOXKe YepHOE.

OH [ep>XHUT ronoBy B pyKax, HAaBepHOe, TaK JIerde,

A ero MbICIIU B KapMaHax.

Ho onuH 13 KapMaHOB C OBIPKOM, U €r0 MBICTIU MAafaoT Ha JOPOTY
[Tozapy Hero, moxoXKue Ha KyCOYKU

HaBHO nmoracimx 3BE€3/.

12



Ivan de Monbrison

I look at you, but I don’t recognize you anymore.

Your eyes are burned by their shadows.

They change in the light because they are transparent and colorless.

I look at you, and when you speak, I no longer understand the words that you wanted to tell me.
Your language is all noise, like the song of a bird, but uglier.

In fact, words never mean anything to another.

When you talk to me, you're basically talking to yourself,

like you were thinking out loud.

And that doesn’t concern me at all.

13



MBaH 1e MOHOPU3OH

51 cMoTpio Ha Tebs1, HO 51 GOJIblLiIe He Y3HAK Tebs.

TBou ry1a3a 060KKeHbI X TEHSIMH.

OHM MEHSIIOTCsI Ha CBETY, TIOTOMY YTO OHHM MPO3PAaYHbI U GECLBETHBI.

1 cMoTpIo Ha Te6sl, ¥ KOTZja Thl TOBOPHILB, 51 GOJIbLIE HE TIOHUMAIO CJIOBA K TOMY,
YTO ThlI XO04Yelllb MHE€ CKa3aThb.

TBOM SI3BIK CIUTOIIHOM LIyM, KaK [EeCHsI ITULBI, HO 60Jiee YPOLTUBBIM.

ITo cyTH, 5TH C/I0BA HUKOT[A HUYErO He 3HAYAT [JIsl APYTOH.

Korpa Tbl rOBOPHILB CO MHOM, Thl B OCHOBHOM T'OBOPHILB CaM ¢ cO60H,

Kak OyATO gyMaelb BCIIyX. M 9TO MeHs cOBCeM He KacaeTcsl.

14



Muntather Alsawad and Jeffrey Clapp

A Barrier

My hands prepare tea for guests.

My eyes smile to others.

I sit on the bus beside strangers

and discuss the country with friends.

[ observe conspiracies on social media.

I spend an extra half hour in front of the clothes shops.
I carry my heavy bag over long distances.
I eat in front of the restaurant waiter.

He brings me water

and asks if I need anything.

[ use the mirror to put on mascara—

just one color for my nails.

I’m not afraid of dark red lipstick

but I am full of loneliness.

15
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Muntather Alsawad and Jeffrey Clapp

Marginal

I came across it in a novel

nobody read, how I flashed
through the author’s mind.

He couldn’t find a place for me,
just in passing, tossing off

a pair of sentences to the hero.
The letters that preceded me,
commas and whatever else

that follow, don’t matter:

I’'m just a son-of-two-pages.

He describes me poorly

ignoring the color pants I like
abusing my white shirt and what
little is known of my face—

only my beard makes it.

I float along, casually mentioning
to the hero, “It’s hot out today...”
“Yesterday was better,” he replies.
I cross the street, uncertain where
I’'m going or where I'm from.

I don’t know the hero and he doesn’t know me.
[ have no name and no woman

to kiss in the next chapter.

I don’t factor into the resolution either—
just a son-of-two-pages in

a novel whose name I never knew.

17
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Muntather Alsawad and Jeffrey Clapp

Discovery

For Qasim, who visits me in dreams

I asked the tour guide where

the sign was.

He showed me his burnt chest:

a laminated dot under the letter B,
jumping over the N...

no one could see it but him.

Upon baring that chest,

he exploded with an exhalation
that almost gave meaning

to itself and the ash-darkened
silver chain that hung above the dot,
dancing between the B and the N.
I asked him, “Where is the sign?”

“I am the sign,” he said.

19
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Muntather Alsawad and Jeffrey Clapp

A Marathoner

The long-distance runner died...
he ran all his life

but no one told him where

the finish line was.

He was turning around

with no one behind him,
staring out at the horizon

with no one in front of him.
There was no roadside tree

for shade and no one

to offer a drink of water.
Barefoot and naked,

he chased his shadow as the
growing distance carved his flesh
to feed the illusion of victory—
but he kept running,

turning around as if

he was the only winner.

21
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Sekyo Nam Haines

Yearning

You stood without a word
under the shadow of a green tree

wet from the mist of a distant ocean.

I saw the unmistakable opening
of your mind’s door between your eyebrows

your soul, looking out toward the sky.

Although you wouldn’t know where your sad soul resides
in your body, I can see it clearly

even when you are not in front of me.
Oh, I understand, yearning is not seeing the beloved bodily shadow,

rather it is seeing the misty soul, rising out of the world

as an inerasable image.

23
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Sekyo Nam Haines

Beautifying the Blades of Weed

Below the ruined fortress, there is a boulder,

carved for eons by snow and wind.

The hilltop, over the fog, adrift, as if waving a hand vaguely to me.
Quietly, I climb up there and look at the blades of weeds,

neatly cleaned by a single stream of wind.

At that long wispy breeze, even my composure trembles lightly.

O, our lovely separate selves! Since the primordial beginning

the countless rebirths after, we are here again.

Looking at each other’s worn-out faces, laughing, we converse softly.
At which the flow of time undulates a single blossom of soul

opens discreetly.

25
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Amy Newman

Exile

They pulled you from the sea, child,

and now you don’t know where they’re taking you
on this bare road,

through these dry fields,

speaking words to you that you don’t understand
and you can'’t tell if they come to you

from a kindred soul

or from an unknown world.

The fog hovered over the sea,

soft, white;

the water was light blue

under it, clear.

Did you want to sleep, too,

inside the fog,

like the sun?

Your sea has disappeared, child:

don’t you hear how the sirens howl,

lost?

And now, why

are you sobbing?

Did you think there was something for you
in this dull house

where they’ve taken you?

Do you cry because

the whole house is empty,

because in the big garden,

all the cages are empty

and there’s nothing but a black rabbit
near the wall

that sniffs and sniffs

27



and can’t tell you anything?

But child, don’t you see that the hedges
along the road

were the same

that grow near your home
beyond the sea?

Don’t you know that tonight
on your house

and on the sea

and on you

the sky will cry

the same lamentation

of stars?

Kingston, August 1931
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Antonia Pozzi

Esilio

T’hanno strappato dal mare, bambino
e non sai dove ti portino

ora, per questa strada nuda,

per questi prati arsicci,

parlandoti parole che non afferri

e non senti

se da un’anima sorella

o da un ignoto mondo

ti giungano.

La nebbia aliava sul mare,
morbida, bianca;

l'acqua era azzurrina

sott’essa, chiara.

Volevi dormire anche tu,

dentro la nebbia,

come il sole?

Il tuo mare e scomparso, bambino:
non senti come ululano

le sirene, sperdute?

Ed ora perché

singhiozzi?

Credevi che ci fosse

qualchecosa per te

in questa casa scialba

dove t’hanno portato?

Piangi perché

tutta la casa e vuota,

perché tutte le gabbie sono vuote
nel gran giardino

e non c’e che un coniglio nero,

29



vicino al muro,
che annusa, annusa

e non ti sa dir niente?

Ma non hai visto, bambino, che le siepi
lungo la strada

erano le stesse

che crescono vicino alla tua casa
di la dal mare?

Non lo sai che stasera

sulla tua casa

e sul mare

e su te

il cielo piangera

lo stesso pianto

di stelle?

Kingston, agosto 1931
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Amy Newman

Beauty

[ give you myself,

my sleepless nights,

long sips

of sky and stars, drunk

on the mountains,

the breeze of seas traveled

towards distant dawns.

I give you myself,

the sun of my mornings virgin
on fabulous shores

among enduring pillars

and olive trees and stalks of wheat.

I give you myself,

the afternoons

on the edge of waterfalls,

the sunsets

at the foot of statues, on the hills,
among trunks of cypresses alive

with bird’s nests—

and you accept my wonder

at creation,

my stem trembling

alive in the ring

of horizons

bent to the clear wind—for beauty:
and you let me look at the eyes
God has given you,

so full of sky—
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deep as centuries of light
sunken beyond

mountain peaks—

4 December 1934
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Antonia Pozzi

Bellezza

Ti do me stessa,

le mie notti insonni,

i lunghi sorsi

di cielo e stelle—bevuti
sulle montagne,

la brezza dei mari percorsi

verso albe remote.

Ti do me stessa,

il sole vergine dei miei mattini
su favolose rive

tra superstiti colonne

e ulivi e spighe.

Ti do me stessa,

i meriggi

sul ciglio delle cascate,

i tramonti

ai piedi delle statue, sulle colline,
fra tronchi di cipressi animati

di nidi—

E tu accogli la mia meraviglia
di creatura,

il mio tremito di stelo

vivo nel cerchio

degli orizzonti,

piegato al vento

limpido—della bellezza:

e tu lascia ch’io guardi questi occhi
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che Dio ti ha dati,

cosi densi di cielo—
profondi come secoli di luce
inabissati al di 1a

delle vette—

4 dicembre 1934
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Amy Newman

Roots

Eaves of snow melt
down the house. The soul
thrashes at the thud of thick droplets.

Like this, falling apart,
things ache.

But far away,

beyond the sun’s veils and insecure reflections,
beyond the fading

of the hours

lives a meager world

of grass and earth.

Roots
devoted to spring
are hidden

deep in the womb of the mountain.

And I,

I alone,

know the name of every flower
that will bloom,

the light and the patch of sod
where the life of tender leaves

will first reappear.

Roots
deep in the womb of a mountain
hold a buried secret

of beginnings—
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and that for which I break open again,
stem

of pale certainties.

15 February 1935
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Antonia Pozzi

Radici

Gronda di neve disciolta
la casa. Trasale

I'anima al tonfo delle gocce fitte.

Cosi sfacendosi

dolorano le cose.

Ma lontano,

oltre i veli del sole e gli insicuri riflessi,
oltre il trascolorare delle ore,

vive un esiguo mondo

d’erba e di terra.

Radici
profonde nel grembo di un monte
a Primavera votate

si celano.

E conosco

io sola

il nome d’ogni fiore

che fiorira,

la luce ed il pezzo di zolla

in cui prima riappaia la tenera

esistenza delle foglie.

Radici

profonde nel grembo di un monte
conservano un sepolto segreto

di origini—

e quello per cui mi riapro
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stelo

di pallide certezze.

15 febbraio 1935
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Amy Newman

Absences

I sought your face

behind the gates.

But the house was anchored in a gulf of silences,
the curtains sagging
among the deserted arcades,

dead sails.

Offshore,

at outcroppings

of imaginary mountains,

the lake fled, waves of green and gray
withdrawing

on stairs

of stone.

It drifted slowly,

beneath the absorbed sky,

the vast and pale boat:

we saw

in red circles growing at the shore

the azaleas, mute tufts.

Monate, 5 May 1935
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Antonia Pozzi

Assenza

Il tuo volto cercai

dietro i cancelli.

Ma s’ancorava in golfo di silenzi
la casa,

s’afflosciavano le tende

tra i loggiati deserti,

morte vele.

Al largo,

a sbocchi d’irreali monti
fuggiva il lago,

onde verdi e grigie

su scale ritraendosi

di pietra.

Lenta vago,

sotto I'assorto cielo,

la barca vasta e pallida:
vedemmo

in rosso cerchio crescere alla riva

le azalee, cespi muti.

Monate, 5 maggio 1935
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N.N. Trakakis

The Nails

I’'m considering recounting at some point, at a select time, all the details, for example
how that incurable illness began on the wall opposite, or about that woman in the park who was
nailed whole to the small bench, and I say ‘nailed’ without a shred of exaggeration, the nails
protruded from her clothes like little buttons, while her bag with her identity card flowed down
the stream, so that we’ll never know anything about her, and as [ went up to the attic they had
allotted me for the night I noticed they had moved out and nothing remained except for some
straw, for they always feared impoverishment, and there were times when everyone awaited the
inevitable, and upon the serene arrival of night they’'d calm down because the others weren’t
going up and down the hallway to look right behind the door of the depths.

That’s why I stay out of the way, in the hope that I will find that lost soul again.
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Taoog Aepaditng (Tasos Leivaditis)

Ta Kapoeua

YKEPTOMAL, KATIOTE, GE piol WO10iTEPT DOPa, Vo SnyNnOd OLES TIG AETITOUEPELES, TIMS, AOYOL XA,
apyloe oLt 1 AOEPATIELTN APPDCTIO. GTOV ATEVAVTL TOLYO N Yo EKEIV TN YUVOiKA GTO TIAPKO, IOV NTOV
OAOKAN PN KOPPOHEVT TAVO GTO TTOYKAKL, Kol AE® KApO®UEVN Ympic {yvog vriepPoing, ta kaped e&elyov
GOV HIKPG KODUTILAL TIAV® GTT T pOVYOL TG, EVO 1) TOAVTO LE TNV TAVTOTNTA THG KVAOVGE HEG 6TO PLAKL,
Yo VoL v EEpovpe Timota YU avThY, Kt OTI@¢ avEPNKA 6T GOPITO IOV OV YOV TIAPaY®PHGEL Yia TN
viyta, €ido oG elyov HETAKOMIoEL, Kot dev Epeve Tapd Alyo dyvpo, emedn eiyav mévta to eopo Tov
Eemeopol, K fTav oTiypés ov OOt TIEPIHEVAV TO AVATIOPEVKTO, KL OTAV VOXTOVE Nipepa, nodyalav, yioti
EKEIVOL BEV TINYOVOEPYOVTOV GTO SLASPOLLO, VL dOVV aKPIB®S Ticw G’ v TdpTa Tov Padouc.

TMowtd Kt eyd kpatiépot Tapdpepa, He TNV eAmidn va Eovappd exeivn T Yo péVN yoyn.
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N.N. Trakakis

Bare Hands

No one will ever know how many sleepless nights it took to preserve my life, for I had to
watch out, I was in danger at every moment from the infernal power which maintained that
imperturbable order, naturally, as I was sickly, such exertions exhausted me, and so I liked to lie
down and observe how the secret we ruin in living is hidden away and how we will return
empty-handed,

and I often asked myself, how many people actually live in the house? at times, in fact, I
sought confirmation by counting their gloves, but I knew the others were also there, aching
from bare hands, again at other times guests would arrive but never leave, and even if I couldn’t
see them, I could see their carriage drivers growing old and dying on the street outside,

until night slowly fell and the harp could be heard, which may not of course have even

been a harp but that immortal sorrow which accompanies mortals.
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Taoog Aepaditng (Tasos Leivaditis)

Topva xépra

Kaveig ¢ O pabet moté pe moceg aypOmvieg cuvenpnoa tn {mn Hov, Yot ETPETE VO TPOCEYW®,
Kwdvvedovtag Kabe oty o’ v KotayBovio SOvaun, oV KpaTovse anTiyv TV adlotdpaktn Taén,
QLOIKA, OTIMG OVY PLAAGOEVOG, TéToleg TpooTidbetleg e Kovpalav, TPOTILOVGA, AOLTIOV, TTANYLUGHEVOS
va PAETI® KPURUEVO TO pVGTIKO Ttovw PBeipovpe {dvTag, kot Tmg Oo eMoTPEYOLHE He Adeta YEPLa,

KOl GLYVA AVOPOTIOHOVY, TTOGOL VO VTIAPYOVV, 0OANDELL, GTO GTITL, KOHLE pOpd, LAAGTO,
HETPOVOQ T YAVTLOL TOVG Y10, VaL TO E0KPIBDO®, Lo NEEPA TS HTOV K 01 GAAOL, TIOL TTOVODGAV HE YOV
xéplo, ahhote TLaAL Epyovtay EEvol oL dgv Eavapevyay, KL ag Py Tovg EpAema, EPAeTa OP®G TOVG
apa&ddeg Toug oL yepvovoav kot Ebavay EEm 6To dpopo,

®omov Ppadiale oryd-oiyd, Kt akovydtav 1 apTa, Tov i6mg, BEPata, kot va punv fTav apma, oAAG

N aBdvarn avtr OAiyn Tov cuvodevel TOvg By TOVG.
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N.N. Trakakis

Everyday Use

Of course, all those things were somewhat blurred, perhaps even inexplicable for those
who raise their glass emphatically over the table without noticing who is holding it, until slowly
slowly everyday use makes us mortal, thus I always tried to look elsewhere when the doorbell
rang, and later when everything settled down, it was late, where is the master of the house? why
is he hiding?

I leaned against the table so that [ wouldn’t fall, afterwards with head bowed I opened
the door and set out on my own path.

And in the evening, at dinner, I'd hear them telling their stories and shuddering, as they

suppressed the dark and distant outside—there where we had lived.
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Taoog Aepaditng (Tasos Leivaditis)

Kabnuepwi xpnon

BéBana, 6ha avtd oy kanmg BoAd, icng pdiioto Kt aveERynta YU antolg Tov onkdvouy p
ELOAGT] TO TIOTNPL TOVG TAV® AT TO TPATELL, XWPIG VoL PAETIOVY TIOL0G TO KPATA, DOTIOV, O1yG-G1yd, 1
KaOnpepv xprion Hog kavel Bvntovg, £1o1, mpocsmabovca mavta vo Kottdlm aAlol dtav yTuTOVGE TO
KOLOOVVL, KL OTOY DGTEPU OAL NGVLYACAV, TV APYE, OO EVal 0 01KOOEGTIOTNG, YloTi KpOPETa,

OKOVUTINGO GTO TPOTEL Y10 VoL U1V TTEG®, VOTEPX [LE KEPAAL GKLOTO Gvol&a TV TTOPTa. Kl
0KOA0VON GO TO OPOHO HOVL.

Kat ta Bpadia, oto deimvo, Toug drxovya va S1myodviat TG 16Topileg TOVG, AMOGIOTAOVIOG e

TPOHO TO OKOTEWO, amOpaKpo EEm—ekel Tov eiyape {foet.
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Pitambar Naik

Outcast

Oh god, it’s good you made me a man; great is
thy supremacy; your people worship you

every day and offer you 56 types of oblations

just tell them once, I'm also created by you—

a man.

Also, if possible, tell them, I'm not an outcast

none will be sacrilegious if I'm touched.

Why’d they build us a separate house on the
outskirt of the village, a separate bathing ghat

at the village pond, and drive us away

like cowherds as we walked beside them?
I know, you’d not be able to tell

if you made me a man, why couldn’t you make

a world where there’s no inequality?
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Pitambar Naik

Discovery

How rare my fortune is before I perceive
and recognize myself,

someone recognizes me for who I am.

Guaranteeing me basic rights, someone
builds me a house on the outskirts
of the village, a bathing ghat at the pond

forbidding me from visiting god’s temple.

It’s a sin if I'm touched, it’s a sin if I'm viewed
as I've not been born in any mythology
or ancient scripture

I've been discovered by some great men!

49



Chittaranjan Padhan

2IegRIa

6960 Q6 69119, J 1160 dahal Aldg
984l dI6Q AQEQI Alelg

060 @9 @661 ARG ARRY ¢ @Y??
A60 @4 @66l ATRIQ 6QR

601aaY Q1A Y e6a aa

caIsalsq amall O

dIR 991 @46

7160 2016M AId, 966 6ad6m AId
606 QQISI6R @
604 6018 62AIAIA 671Q @R 6QIR

6R60a4! 121998 AGLA0 67IQ 2IAFRIA...!

50



Pitambar Naik

Enigmatic

[ meet you every day, it’s quotidian while tracing
the footprints that had been stranded two
years back, while reading old poetry sometimes

I meet you under insomniac eyelids.

I search for you, myself, and the potentiality
in me that’s wriggling; leave it,
while searching for all these, I have to search

for rice for the stirring empty vessel, for

the two halves of the day, a stream of water
for the land and a bit of laughter for the face

that yells hiding while sewing the torn sari.

The house rodents cut off the carefully stashed
books and notes last night that you'd presented
from the other side of the window;

the farmland goes saying how to quit studies.
Sometimes, I think, like the saturated soil of our

field, would dreams blossom in dampened

eyes? But leave it, all is enigmatic.
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Bernardo Villela

To a Lad

I who love you so truly,

I, who you, blond lad,

Make squeal and grumble,

Whose pocketknife dances;

And who loves you, you angel,

So, boy, I'm a fool?

Who venerates and serves you,
Serves from the heart;

Who'll attend to nothing else,

If not to your passion;

Who sustains his life for you,

Can’t be a fool, not at all.

Anyone looking in your aureoled face
There will fall, enamored,

Looking in your fervent eyes,

Made permanently deified.

He who calls you a fool,

Will continue being deceived.

Who loses so much for one alone,
Who places no others before you,
Who'd not see you except enthroned,
On a throne of gold no less;

He who curses you as a fool,

Yes, he—he’s the one who’s a fool.
Whomever sees your little bifurcated
Chin and maintains themselves;
Whomever drowns in your everything
Will lose hours, days;

Whomever’s in your carceral body

Will sustain their soul for it;
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I’'m approaching the correct axiom—
This person’s not a fool, no;

This one loves angelically,

Free from contagion;

The dummy who curses you,

Yes, he’s a huge dummy.

And you who cursed me as a fool,
My young man, my happy little angel!
Just because I love you truly,

My god, I wanted this destiny.

Only because of, well, the two

Bad verses I wrote that I gave you.

My angel regards and deprecates me
With such an irate stare!

I no longer have any more hope

Of having a jocund seraphim,

Who happily to heaven will take me
When from this world I depart.

But if it’s foolish to admire you,

To put you before the whole world,
To want to see you on a throne,

To put you on a golden bed,

Finally, to kiss you and enjoy you,

Then, yes, [ want to be a fool.
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Junqueira Freire

A um mocoilo

Eu que te amo tao deveras,

A quem tu, louro mocoilo,

Me fazes chiar e amolas,

Qual canivete em rebolo;

Eu que, qual anjo, te adoro,
Entdo, menino, eu sou tolo?
Quem te venera e te serve,

Te serve de coragao;

Quem a nada mais atende,
Sendo a sua paixao;

Quem sustém por ti a vida,
Tolo nio pode ser, néo.

Quem te olhando a durea face
L4 se queda enamorado,

Te olhando os olhos ferventes,
Permanece endeusado;

Esse que chame-lo tolo,

Esse sim, vai enganado.
Quem tanto por um sé perde,
Que a ninguém quer antep6-lo,
Que vé-lo s6 quer num trono,
Num trono sé de ouro po-lo;
Esse que tolo xingi-lo,

Esse sim—ésse é que € tolo.
Quem ja em ver seu queixinho
Bipartido se mantém;

Quem embebido em seu todo
Horas, dias gasto tem;

Quem no cdrcere do corpo

A alma por ele sustém;

Avanco axioma certo,—
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Que ésse nao € tolo, nao;
Que ésse ama angelicamente
Fora da contagiao;

Que ésse que tolo xingd-lo,
Esse sim—¢ toleirao.

E tu que me xingaste tolo,

Meu moco, anjinho feliz!

S6 porque amar-te deveras
Meu Deus, minha sina quis.
S6 porque certo bem maus
Dous versos te dei que fiz.
Meu anjo me olha e despreza
Com mirar tao furibundo!

Ja nao hei mais esperanca
De ter serafim jucundo,

Que aos céus me leve risonho
Quando me for deste mundo.
Mas se tolo é admird-lo

A todo mundo interpé-lo,
Querer ld vé-lo num trono,
Num leito dourado e pé-lo,
Alfim beijé-lo e gozé-lo,

Entdo sim quero ser tolo!
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John Taylor

There is a pronoun for you
if it rebels

refuses to give up—

give it

the lash of a whip.

This will never be inconsequential

for yourself

to your condition

the injunction to never

obey yourself

it wants to come out

it wants to come out

but it’s never that

which wells up from crevasses

Breaking through over there, leaking out here,

surging forth elsewhere,
the inebriation

of little by little

opting out
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from the heritage of humankind.
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Charline Lambert

Il y a un pronom pour toi
s’'il regimbe

refuse a se donner
donner

un coup de fouet.

Ce ne sera jamais sans conséquence

sur ta personne.

a ta condition

o . . .
I'injonction de ne jamais

t'obéir

¢a veut sortir

¢a veut sortir

mais ce n’est jamais ¢a

qui sourd des crevasses

Percé la-bas, fuit ici,

surgit ailleurs,

ivresse
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de peu a peu

se désinscrire

du patrimoine de I'humanité.
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Dmitri Manin

Water_Miniatures: Unboxing

Object: It seems to me important to know that we can’t speak

It seems to me important to realize that you can’t say: snow

Unboxing: White drowning in itself. A face of a face. A catch.
Warmth consists of shifted wind, right?
Cold consists of shifted sense, right?

To break down a half-answer.

There’s no such question really

Object: like you touch the wallpaper with your hand and the wall isn’t there
Should you poke it through?

Unboxing: There’s always someone who gets drunk at the party
Today it’s me

He still can’t imagine that it’s possible to

fall out of love with him

[ was taught how to live with PTSD, and they weren’t

I used to hate myself just as you are hating me now

So what did this actor_ine do here?

She acted out how people die in movies
Clearly: this is when it’s not facts that you know but the witness’ story

The enclosed liquid

has been formatted
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Object: I think I have to admit: to observe dthth is mesmerizing (a mesmerizing childhood)

Unboxing: You were a good cat I love you

Object: It seems to me important to know that we can’t speak

It seems to me important to realize that you can’t say: revolution

Unboxing: if you don’t wash the knife the pineapple

tastes like meat

Pineapple (looking at a chocolate bar but not eating):
it’s imperative to go down the subway at once

. to cross

Meat: concurrently body

Knife: walking the gallery

: rechristened acmeism as dismembered loneliness

Object: I think I have to admit that

I love Russian poetry

Unboxing: in ‘83 in Leningrad
he swore he’d show me the Louvre

(I was a-fucki@ng-mazed)

[ want to gift you a scene

(a mask)

when I run between pregnant horses
That’s a whole lot of images in one line
: a demarche has to be

a plaything
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(to see how you cut open the run)

Object: I think I have to admit that

I don’t like Russian literature
Unboxing: I want ice cream (that’s between the lines)

Plus two paths need to be connected
<you have a strange photo in your wallet:
your wife giving birth: taken from the side as you

stroke her still-pregnant belly>
and

<I feel uneasy when

I can’t picture someone I’'m on the the phone with at the moment>
(and now he’s eating me and I'm nearly coming)

Yes, what I'm doing is politics:

I’'m screwed into freedom

We are screwed into the freedom of the thread

of the flights of stairs

to contain the upper and lower approaches to the window
which support

and balance

the flat planes of our dreams

Their voids keep the house speedy
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Gala Pushkarenko

MunuaTtopel_Bopbl: Pacnakoska

HpeJlMETZ MHe KaxkeTcs BaXHBIM 3HATH YTO MBI HE YMeEEM I'OBOpUTH

MHe KaxkeTcsl Ba>KHO 3HATh YTO Thl HE MOX€EIIb CKa3aTh: CHET

PacmakoBka: Yronaomuu B cebe 6enpiid. JIuno nuna. [Togsox.
Tenyio COCTOUT U3 CABUHYTOIO BeTpa, fa?
XO0J10[1 COCTOUT U3 CABHUHYTOT'O CMBbICIIA, fa?

CrnaMpIBaTh IMOJIy-OTBET.

Hert Boob6111e Takoro Bompoca

[TpenmeT: 6yATO THI MPHUKJIAABIBAEIIb PYKY K 0005IM Ha CTEHE a CTEHBI HET

Hapo nu npoTeikaTs?

Pacnmakoska: Ha ka>kgo# BeueprHKe eCTh TOT KTO HAIUJICS
CeronHs aT0 4

OH Tak U He MOXeT IPeICTaBUTh UTO

€ro MOKHO pa3iiobUTh

Mens4 Hayyunu XuTb c [ITCP, a ux HeT

51 HeHaBH/ena cebsl TaK >Ke KaK Thl celyac HeHaBUAUIIb MEHS
U 4gTo sTa akTép_Ka 3aech Aenana’?

ITokaspiBasa Kak YMUpPawT B KUHO

[ToHSATHO: 3TO KOTAA THI 3HAEIIb HE d)aKTbI a TO 4TO

paccKka3biBaeT CBUAETEDb

BaKprTaH KHUOKOCTb

ordopmMaTrpoBaHa
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HpenMeT: MHE€ Ka’Xe€TCHd s OOJI>)KHa IMPU3HATh: Ha6JI]OIIaTb CMpPTbh 3aBOpa’XuBariie

(3aBOopaskuBalIee 1eTCTBO)

PacniakoBka: Tel 6bUTa XOpo1ias Koika 5 Te6st 10610

Hpe,ELMeTI MHe KaxkeTcs Ba>XKHBIM 3HATh YTO MbI He YMeeM IroBOpUTH

MHe KaxkeTcs BaXXHO 3HATh UTO Thl HE MOXKEIIIb CKa3aTh: peBoIrOn A

PacmakoBka: ecjiy HOXX He MBITh TO aHaHAC

Ha BKYC KaK MsICO

Ananac (CMOTpI/IT Ha IVIMTKY IIOKOJIafa HO He ECT)Z
HY>KHO HEMEAJIEHHO CITYCTUTBHCS B METPO

: mepeceyYb

Msico: coBMelad TejIo

Hox: xoauTh no ranepee

. HepereH_leHHbII‘/lI aKMeHn3M KakK pa3dpe3aHHO€ OOJUHOYECTBO

HpenMeT: MHE Ka’keTcCs 51 AOJI>)KHA MPpU3HaTh 9YTO

ST TI06JTI0 PYCCKYIO T033HI0

Pacnakoska: B 83-m B JIeHuHIpage
OH obeman nokasaTe MHe JIyBp

(s axyeBa@na)

5l Xo4y nopgapuThk BaM CLeHY
(macky)
Korja si 6ery Mexxiy 6epeMeHHBIX joLanei

Cronb MHOTO 06pa30B B OTHOU CTPOKeE
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: ;eMapiI JOJKeH ObITh

UTPYLIEYHBIM

(4TOOBI YBUAETH KaK Thl BCKPBIBAEIIb Oer)

HpenMeT: MHE Ka’Xe€TCHd 4 OOJI>)KHaA IIPU3HATDh 4YTO

51 He JII06JTI0 PYCCKYIO JINTEPATYPY

PacniakoBKka: st X049y MOpPOXXeHOe (3TO MeKAY CTPOK)

IInr0c HamO COEMUHUTD [ABE TUHUU
<y Bac cTpaHHoe $pOTO B MOPTMOHE: KaK
Ballla JXeHa POXKAeT: CHATOE COOKY KOTA BBI

ragute eé mo eié 6epeMeHHOMY KUBOTY>

<MHe He 1o cebe Koraa

s1 HE MOT'y TIpE€ACTaBUTDh 9€JIOBEKAa C KOTOPbIM 5 'OBOPIO ITO Tenecl)OHy>

(1 BOT OH JIU>KET MEHS U 1 IOYTHU 3aKOHYMIA)

[a, st 3aHUMAICh TOJTUTHUKOM:

s BBUHY€EHA B CBOOOAY

MbI BBUHYEHBI B CBOGOAY pe3bObl

JIECTHUYHBIX NTPOJIETOB

COfiep>XaTh BEPXHUH M HUXKHHUH OAXOMBI K OKHY
Ha KOTOPBIE OMHUPAIOTCS

U KOTOpBIE YPABHOBELINBAIOT

IIJIOCKOCTH HAaIllMX CHOB

VX myCTOTHI YAEP>KUBAIOT JOM OBICTPBIM
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Dmitri Manin

Water_Miniatures: Boxing

Object: revolution

Boxing: And everything seems measured and correct except
:when I play a movie sex scene I see around me
the lighting crew the cameraman the director the screenwriter

the makeup artist the extras time vision of hate the text is paid

To see yourself in the mirror while
you are made love to from behind

The subjective ones are beaten to dthth

Object: porn; it’s time to admit that
the body I embrace every night
subtracts me;

it’s time to admit that

the body I embrace every night

divides me;

Boxing: In the fog I shout
Like everybody

In fact I hate sex:

its Bolotnaya square
is crumpled

In fact I like sex:

ships

67



like sirens
desire a man
silently and longingly

I have no time left that would touch water walls and enjambment

Object: We experience loneliness without understanding what loneliness is
We experience dthth without understanding what

We experience blood without understanding what time is

Boxing: let it be chilly

The trajectory along which gaudi’s g-d entered above the eye
Alone that is at the distance of a galvanic pause
Galvanoplasty

To stand in the assertion of crumbling

in a depression of frozen water

in the attractive field of the dunes

(what does the positive landform do?

: it rips the boundary apart into ripples a glide and a sickle)

Object: water-unboxing

Boxing: It’s not a gulp at all!

Such sharp (abrasive?) water

keeps the voltage and frequency of our radio waves
at their peaks

It’s when you start yelling at me:

<stop speaking metaphysically right away

; stop speaking metaphysicalese

, a ruin building a ruin>
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Object: I think I have to admit that

I believe in the death of literature;

it’s not as if g-d didn’t exist, it’s that he is something completely other
totally different from what we think of him

Boxing: Inhibitory heart changes the sovereign’s features

Inhibitory heart changes the sovereign’s freedom

The ineffaceable clothing front

Or

The unfastenable clothing front flares up but hovers over the dermis
; smolders without touching

, Spares

The hovering fire glues together my fingers muscles fascias words
[ feel I'm grass and steppe and the degree of fire

The remaining body tries not to come unhinged

The remaining body tries not to look at itself

To avoid the occurrence or recurrence of the meaningless text

In the mode of ash; the ash Saturday

Coming down to the river I almost want to become water
I think of river ashes: of ice that forms no words but

is both unable below and crying anesthetically above

Object: revolution-boxing
Embarrassed-recognition of the mimetic virus

Rejection of the mnemonic symptom

Boxing: the weakness of snow dunes unites the innate falling stratified time
Externalizing memory, then squeeze-drying it in a blind hand

Feeling it turning into real vision:

into a double boxing: double snow:

falling into its own reflection
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(when memory is externalized) : (the storage of emptiness

breathes with a full mouth like a free radical)

Note: Section 2 contains a reference to the December 2011 major political protests that took

place in Moscow’s Bolotnaya Square.
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Gala Pushkarenko

MunuaTtopel_Bopbl: 3anmakoBka

[IpenmeT: peBOMIOLUS

3amakoBka: M Bcé KaxkeTcsi pa3MepeHHBIM U IIPaBUJIBHBIM KPOMe
: KOTZia 51 NTpalo KUHO-IIOCTEJIBHYIO CLIEHY 51 BUXKY BOKPYT
KOMaHJy OCBETHTeJIeH ollepaTopa pesKuccépa CleHapucTa

rpHMépa CTaTUCTOB BpeMs 3peHHE HEHABUCTHU TEKCT OIlJIa9€H

YBuUmeTh cebsi B 3epKaje Koraa
c TOOOM c3aay 3aHUMAIOTCS JTI0O0BbIO

Cy0ObeKTHBHBIE 3a0UTHI O CMPTH

[TpenmeT: HOpHO; MOpa NPU3HATHCS YTO
TeJI0 KOTOpOe 51 06HHMMaI0 KaXk[iylo HOYb
BBIYMTAeT MeHS;

nopa NpU3HAThCS YTO

TEJI0 KOTOPOE 51 06HUMaI0 KaXKAyl0 HOYb

pa3nendaeT MeHHA;

3amnakoBKa: B TYMaHe 51 Kpu4y

Kak u Bce

Ha camoM [fene st HEHABUXY CEKC:
ero 60JI10THAS NJIOIAnb
CKOMKaHa

Ha camoM pene g 06110 cCexc:

Kopabnu

71



KaK CHPEHBI
XOTST MY>KUUHY
MOJIYAJIMBO U [0JTOXKAAHHO

Y MeHs He 0CTanoch BpPEMEHHM KOTOPOE KacaeTcCd BOObI CTEH U amxaMmbeMaHa

HpenMeT: MBI ucnIBITBIBa€M OJJMHOYECTBO He ITIOHMMAas YTO TaKOe OJUHOYECTBO
MBI HCTIBITBIBAEM CMPTb HE TIOHHUMAA 9YTO TaKO€

MBI UCITBITBIBAEM KpOBb HE TIOHMMAA 9YTO TaKO€ BpeMs

3amakoBKa: yCTh OYAET XOJIOLHO

JIMHUS 110 KOTOPOU 6-T rayau BOLIEN HAf [71a30M

B OOUHOYEeCTBE TO €CTh Ha paCCTOS{HI/II/I FaJ'IbBaHI/I‘-IeCKOI‘/’I HaYBBI
l'anpBaHOMmIACTUKA

CTOATBh B yTBEP>XXA€HUU PaCcChIIaHUS

B YIIyOJIEHUH 3aMepIlei BOJbI

B IIPUTSKEHUU OIOH

(monoskurenbHas popma penbveda 4To genaeT?

. pacTaCKMBaeT rpaHULly Ha 3bI0b CKOJIbXKEHUE U Cepn)

[TpenMeT: pacrakoBKa-BO/IbI

3amnakoBka: Hukakou 3ToO He INIOTOK!

Takast ocTpast (HaxkmadHas?) Boaa

yOEPKHUBAET Ha BEPIUUHAX HAPSIKEHUE U YACTOTY
HAIIWX PagUOBOJH

OTo KOrma Thl HAYMHAELIb HA MEHS KPUYATh:
<HEMe[JIEHHO MePeCTaHb FTOBOPUTH MeTaPU3UIECKH

; IEpeCTaHb FOBOPUTH HA MeTAPU3NIECKOM

, PYUHa cTposdllas pyuHy>
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[TpenmeT: MHe KaXKeTCs 51 JOJKHA TTPU3HATH YTO
sl BEPIO B CMEPTb JIMTEPATYPHI;
He TO 4TOOBI 6-Ta HET, a TO YTO OH HEYTO COBCEM [IPyroe

CUJIBHO OTJIMYHOE OT TOT'O YTO MBI O HEM AymMaem

BanakoBka: IHrH6UTOPHOE Cep/ille U3MEHSIET CBOMCTBA COBEpeHa
VIHru6uTOpHOE CepAlle U3MeHsSIeT CBOOOY COBEpeHa

DpoHT HeCMBIBAEMOU OB

Unu

DpoHT HeCMBIKA€MOU OeXK/Ibl PA3rOpPaeTCs HO MAPUT HaL JEPMOK
; TIIeeT He Kacasich

; IAaUT

33.BI/IC8.IOH_II/II\/JI OI'OHb CKJIEMBAET MOM MaJIbIIbl MBIIIIbI (1)3.CLII/II/I CJIOBa
MHe KaxxeTcs s TpaBa CTE€Ilb U CTEIIEHD I1OXXapa

Ocrasiieecs Teno cTapaeTcda HE COpBAaThCA

OcraBliieecs Teao cTapaeTcd HE CMOTpPETH Ha cebs

YT0o6BI HE BO3HUKA HE BO3BpamasncAa 6€CcCMBICTIEHHBIA TEKCT

Pe>xuM nermia; nenenabHOU cy660ThI

Crmyckasich K peKe sl IOYTH X04y CTaTh BOLOM
51 nymaro o Ieruie pekHu: O Jibie KOTOPbIM He 06pa30BbIBAET CI0BA HO

N BHU3Y HE MOXET U CBEPXY 06€e360J1eHHO KpU4uT

[TpenMert: 3anakoBKa-peBONTIOLUU
MumeTHyecKUN BUPYC CTBIIHO-Y3HAH

MHEMOHHUYECKUH CUMIITOM OTTAJIKUBAETCS

BamnakoBka: c1abuHa CHEXXHBIX AOIOH COEAUHAECT

BPOXXAEHHOE Majfalollee pacCcIoeHHOe BpeMs
[enas mamsTh BHELIHEN, a TOTOM BBIKUMasl €€ B CIIENION pyKe

YYBCTBYS KaK OHa CTAaHOBUTCS pe€aJIbHbIM 3pEHUEM!

IBOMHOMU 3al1aKOBKOMW: [JBOUHBIM CHET'OM:
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NnajamoluM B CBOE OTpa’keHUe

(KOF):[a naMATb CTAaHOBUTCA BHEMHEﬁ) . (HaKOHI/ITeJ'Ib MyCTOThI

OBIIIUAT MOJTHBIM PTOM KaK CBOOOMHBIN pafiuKat)
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Gustavo Pérez Firmat

[ Remember Bram Stoker

When the world was young, when lands and seas
were still taking shape in the primeval mire,
when the air was beginning to rise from

the elemental lava, just then, when dinosaurs
were only a thought in the divine mind,
someone put in my hands an edition of Dracula,
Stoker’s novel, with a prologue by Pere Gimferrer,
one of my teachers (along with Pound,

Cirlot, Rubén Dario, Borges, and so many others
that it’s pointless to name). Even now I cannot
describe what I felt when reading that book,
though in the sloppy and incomplete edition

by Taber. As I read, the door of the abyss opened,
an abyss where wild roses of the imagination
bloomed, and the lilies of style and intelligence;
an abyss of ancient and magic shadows

where it was a pleasure to stray and fall;

an abyss in which Good and Evil were not only
opposites but also two sides of the same coin.
So many years later, while the wolves of anguish
and boredom continue howling outside, while
the world’s vampires and demons and desires
spill dark nights into the soul,

I remember my first reading of Dracula.

So many years later, I remember Bram Stoker
and I toast to his Dracula with the blood

that flows from the wound of time past.
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Luis Alberto de Cuenca

Me acuerdo de Bram Stoker

Cuando el mundo era joven, cuando tierras y mares
estaban aun formédndose en en limo primero,
cuando el aire empezaba a surgir de la escoria
elemental, entonces, cuando los dinosaurios

eran solo un proyecto en la mente divina,

alguien puso en mis manos una edicién de Dracula,
la novela de Stoker, con prélogo de Pere

Gimferrer, mi maestro (junto con Pound, Cirlot,
Rubén Dario, Borges y muchisimos otros

nombres que ahora no vienen al caso). Todavia

no puedo describir lo que senti leyendo

un libro tan hermoso, aunque fuese en aquella
edicién descuidada e incompleta de Tdber.

Al leerlo, se abrieron las puertas del abismo

para mi, de un abismo en el que florecian

las rosas inmortales de la imaginacidn,

los lirios del estilo y de la inteligencia;

de un abismo de sombras ancestrales y mdgicas
por el que daba gusto perderse y despenarse;

de un abismo en que Bien y Mal no eran tan solo
conceptos antagonicos, sino también, y al mismo
tiempo, el haz y el envés de una misma moneda.
Tantos anos después, recuerdo mi lectura
primigenia de Dracula, mientras siguen aullando
los lobos de la angustia y del aburrimiento

ahi fuera, mientras vierten noche oscura en el alma
los vampiros del mundo, la carne y el demonio.
Tantos anos después, me acuerdo de Bram Stoker
y brindo por su Dracula con la sangre que brota

de la herida del tiempo pasado.
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Anna Zimna

Stereometric Character

I believed that the nights were longer than the days whose colorlessness and monotony became
unbearable. Nights were undoubtedly stereometric in nature as opposed to flat or linear days.
The night had a dimension, a dimension that worked on the imagination, or perhaps was
created by it, indelible to forget about itself. It was enough to close your eyes and the night

would come alone, beautiful and immeasurable.
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Jakub Kornhauser

Charakter stereometryczny

Uwazatem, ze noce sg dluzsze niz dni, ktérych bezbarwnosc i monotonia stawaly sie nie do
zniesienia. Noce mialy bez watpienia charakter stereometryczny, w odréznieniu od ptaskich lub
linearnych dni. Noc posiadata wymiar, wymiar dzialajacy na wyobraznie, a moze przez nig
wytworzony, niedajgcy o sobie zapomniec. Wystarczyto zamknaé oczy i noc przychodzita sama,

piekna i niezmierzona.
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Anna Zimna

Getting Shorter

Usually, it was very dark in the cemetery, even when the sun was shining. The tombstones,
covered with moss or vines, seemed to be no different from the limestone rocks scattered over
the surrounding hills. The cemetery was located outside the city, an asphalt avenue leading to it,
getting shorter and shorter every year. Watching the magpies grabbing the plastic wrappers of
candles, as well as the glistening petals of artificial flowers, [ wondered when the cemetery

would finally engulf the entire city.
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Jakub Kornhauser

Coraz krdtsza

Na cmentarzu zazwyczaj bylo bardzo ciemno, nawet jesli swiecito storice. Plyty nagrobne,
obrosniete mchem lub winorosla, zdawaly sie niczym nie r6znié od wapiennych skal, rozsianych
po okolicznych wzgérzach. Cmentarz znajdowat sie poza miastem, prowadzita do niego
asfaltowa aleja, ktéra z roku na rok stawala sie coraz krdtsza. Patrzac na sroki, ktore porywaly
plastikowe opakowania zniczy, a takze blyszczgce platki sztucznych kwiatéw, zastanawialem sie,

kiedy cmentarz w koricu pochlonie cale miasto.
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Cory Stockwell

Calle del aire

I’'m filling out the contract for my new job. It occurs to me to think about how many years it will
take before this blue ink that is now fresh fades, rots, disappears. I look high up on the office
wall. The clock devours muscles, bones, larvae, wood, and earth. Moss that has settled on the

heart. I think I’'m going to throw up another piece of love.
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Juan de Dios Garcia

Calle del aire

Relleno datos en la ficha de mi nuevo trabajo. Se me ocurre pensar cudntos afos quedan para
que esta tinta azul que ahora es fresca amarillee, se pudra, desaparezca. Miro a lo alto de la
pared del despacho. El reloj devora musculos, huesos, larvas, madera y tierra. El musgo instalado

en el corazén. Me parece que voy a vomitar otro pedazo de amor.
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Cory Stockwell

Cala Cortina (Nocturne)

Who are you? Where did you come from with that board on your back?
The world reinvents itself in a wave of blood.
[ take off my shoes on the shore, start swimming, and your name fades away in the darkness.

I’'m not alone since you died, father.
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Juan de Dios Garcia

Cala Cortina (Nocturno)

¢Quién eres ti? ;De donde vienes con tu tabldn a cuestas?
El mundo se reinventa en una ola de sangre.
Me descalzo en la orilla, empiezo a nadar y tu nombre se apaga en la oscuridad.

No estoy solo desde que has muerto, padre.
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Cory Stockwell

Avenida de América

I’'m vibrating like a marimba and all of humanity goes silent to listen to me. Can you hear how
the coke and the smack are boiling? Every note is a growing forest, and beauty is an

interrogation.

I close the eyes of time, which made night in the wells of Babel so cruel.
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Juan de Dios Garcia

Avenida de América

Vibro como una marimba y la humanidad hace silencio para escucharme. ;Ofis como hierven la

cocay el caballo? Cada nota es un bosque creciendo y la belleza es una interrogacion.

Cierro los ojos del tiempo, que hizo tan cruel la noche en los pozos de Babel.
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Fortunato Salazar

Hymn to Helios

Two doves on a hill or

thimble feed, make bile

.cedar resin, poultry grease

beaten and kneaded with

lichen .alternatively, swans’

beaten and kneaded with

innumerable trembling white dots .Tupfen
.their eyes trained on green lake .See
and the sun shines and the sky

laughs and they are doves training

and secreting, over countless sessions
unbothered by swan ants nor burst
asunder when a swan ant comes into
contact with their bile, on their thimble
hill swimming in vinegar dissolved

in liniment thickened by adding ashes
.the ashes of all snails are of

an inspissative nature .Omnium

quidem coclearum cinis spissat
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Fortunato Salazar

Hymn to Helios

Whitish toddler in the shape of a moebius strip
gargantuan Mousathanatoi
Uberhdngenden Kastanienbléttern

your favorite Bravais lattice

.today the sun is shining, the sky is laughing! I'm alive
dipping a tubular ladle

bois qui ne craignent pas ’eau .chestnut

your little future chin hair

dyed black so often it looks green

.Ahlstrandhalvea and its forklift operators
a baby orca and a carpet pole

Tachygia microlepsis the giant skink
.bravo .a close call with a carpet pole

call it in .the Bravais lattice of extant witnesses

mich shuf Bravais lattices

you complain but you are whole .clean
inchworms bob on the whitecaps
applause for the genealogy of Bravais

& goat bots bob at the summit of Bravaisberget
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Fortunato Salazar

Hymn to Helios

Say on purpose I'm happy if

offended, even levitating .and brow
beaming with mass of bandages

I learn of my father’s death when

my father’s name disappears from

the nameplate .and I hurry to see

you, slowly ever so slowly my eyes
open, arms depilated, in glittering
tomorrow bone wire, drenched in
rosettes, in the middle between sepals
etc. the widow trembles every year
before her vintage etc. .and let’s say
you stem the beaming—the old man’s
tantrum more annoying than the dung
interred beneath the gravel—I grow
out my head hair, a lock, you'll read (leges)
through the mask, the marks falling
to your eyes and let’s say shadowed

by a shield of jet we erase by leaving

not one blank.
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Anonymous

Eic "HMov
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91

Malgorzata Myk

document 0.17

under the sun dying down appears easier
and in a broad perspective one can return again
because in certain situations it is much better than worse
a powerful prison is a sense of obligation
and the law of nature’s hunger releases humor
in which a fantasy of revolution becomes an idea of maturity
in thoughtlessness immobility hallucinates itself due to idle activity
while all positivity rests in the attitude of difference
disorganization of narcosis causes abundance
of information past the limits of propaganda masked by oppression
but interpretation does not end at the start
victims as per the rule wounded therefore unusual

properties are no one’s land
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Maria Cyranowicz

dokument 0.17

pod storicem zamieranie wydaje sie latwiejsze
i w szerokiej perspektywie mozna wrdcié¢ znowu
poniewaz w pewnych sytuacjach znacznie lepiej niz gorzej
silne wiezienie to poczucie obowigzku
a prawo glodu natury wyzwala humor
w ktérym fantazja rewolucji staje sie ideg dojrzalosci
w bezmyslnosci od bezczynnego dzialania uraja sie nieruchomosé
gdy caly pozytyw spoczywa w nastawieniu réznicy
dezorganizacja narkozy powoduje urodzaj
informacji za granicami propagandy zamaskowanej uciskaniem
ale interpretacja nie koriczy na poczatku
ofiary wedlug zasady jesli raniona to niezwykla

wlasnosci sg niczyja ziemig
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Malgorzata Myk

in mind separation
every holiday the power of a leave to use relief
of vacation the hot kind of need in expropriation convulsions
atlas map
deducts = abducts
body thought

my core absent in the contest of youthful props

document 0.22

intoxication controls synapses of references
revealed as long as they don’t show in each

body pixel the image pulsing in mind resolution

war time ever free time

enactment alone in wounds without scars
hypnotic inertia of repression’s delight

of this alone
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Maria Cyranowicz

dokument 0.22

odurzenie kontroluje synapsy odniesien
ujawniane o ile nie wykazujg w kazdym
pikselu ciala pulsowania obrazu w rozdzielczosci umystu
w rozdzieleniu umystu
co wakacje wtadza urlopu do uzywania ulgi
wywczasow gorgcego gatunku potrzeby w konwulsjach wywlaszczania
atlas mapa
odrywa =  porywa
ciato mysl
czas wojny coraz czas wolny
ja kos¢ nieobecna w rywalizacji mlodosci rekwizytow
samo odgrywanie w ranach bez blizn
bezwlad hipnotyczny rozkoszy represji

samego tego
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Malgorzata Myk

document 0.13

the body’s functioning as an ideal model of  the symbolic form  of society
needed by the source to extract me from a subgroup of the complex plane
whose edge breaks into particles
the name of this object has been introduced to honor the discovery
of the rule that always works as a simple example
each mother older than her daughter therefore each mother someone’s daughter
I always come from the future
in the initial phase never a man
since the mother of my mother’s mother always older than me
so I run back to myself in a function or a definition
while the settings are closing and saving
the proof that my mother someone’s daughter older than me
my mother’s mother older than my mother
my mother’s mother like someone’s daughter
she always comes from the future
in appealing despite differentiation attempts my meaning is identical
based on the assumption of there being the conceptional state of a reasoning base
to prove correctness they all become true
indeed the identity of mother and anti-mother can be used again
while the settings are closing and saving
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Maria Cyranowicz

dokument 0.13

funkcjonowanie ciala jako idealnego modelu formy symbolicznej spoleczeristwa
potrzebne zZrédlu by mnie wydoby¢ z podzbioru plaszczyzny zespolonej
ktorej brzeg tamie sie w czgstki
nazwa tego obiektu zostala wprowadzona dla uhonorowania odkrycia
reguly zawsze dzialajgcej na prostym przyktadzie
kazda matka starsza od swojej cérki wiec kazda matka czyjas corka
przychodze zawsze z przysztosci
w stadium poczgtkowym nigdy nie mezczyzna
bo matka matki mojej matki zawsze starsza ode mnie
przybiegam wiec z powrotem w funkcji lub definicji do siebie samej
podczas gdy trwa zamykanie i zapisywanie ustawien
dowdd ze matka starszg ode mnie czyjas corkg
matka mojej matki starsza od mojej matki
matka mojej matki jak czyjas cdrka
przychodzi zawsze z przysztosci
w odwolywaniu sie wbrew prébom rozréznienia mam identyczne znaczenie
opierane na zalozeniu istnienia stanu poczeciowego podstawy wnioskowania
aby dowies¢é poprawnosci wszystkie sie stajg prawdziwe
w istocie tozsamosé matki i przeciwmatki mozna zastosowad ponownie

podczas gdy trwa zamykanie i zapisywanie ustawien



Maziar Karim

inside me is a man

troglodyte

who hunts for his survival

another man

who every morning

irons words

and another man

who among the polygons of his shadows
has been looking for the sun of originality
but I am just a child

who under the feet of these men

his body

becomes more bruised every day
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Maziar Karim

our feet

are chained to our childhood

I have used my pen as key

you have worn work shoes

and he

has seen his worn wishes

in the dusty mirror of another person

and the key remained in the hands of a kid

who screamed from fear
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Maziar Karim

suffering

destroyed me in myself

in the singularity of the grave
I became a point

unlimited
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Maziar Karim

In the first aspiration
[ was thin smoke

dancing in the air of childhood

Youth
slow

seeping from freshness

Middle age
concentrated cooked
the lungs of the universe

touched with circles of questions

and old age
callused hands closed
turned off

under the grave smoker

smoking thinking

was yet in the lung of the world
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Maziar Karim

to embrace the dead-end alley
a hand reaches
that always spins

around the square of the knee

and the thought
that it is a river every day

coming out of the mirror

it flows into my eyes

into this sea of mine
[ am a dead end alley

who in repetition suffers

and every day becomes wider
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Maziar Karim

morning gun

fires at us

one by one

and we explode
somewhere in the world
but each of us

as much as our regrets

will make ruin
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Maziar Karim

crush of

a thousand-years-passed story
stirring today

and the embrace of today’s stories
trembling

a thousand years are coming

and we

every day

every year

every century

every thousand years

are being edited

page by page

we will be destroyed

on each other

until life will write on the soil of the last page
the end
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Maziar Karim

from the event horizon of the womb
‘til the singularity of middle age

the grave

make this infinite curvature

finite
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Maziar Karim

my eyes
sip by sip

drink infinite
and my brain

moment by moment
evaporates

to build existence

from the non-existence of this world
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Maziar Karim

they shot

a poet

to the mirror of the sky
the rain of poems started
thousands of people
became poets

in the reflection of his poetry
broken pens

planted anywhere

become a branch

with a thousand buds

we are candles

that in a plurality of anger

will become a sun
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Susanna Lang

17

That story
for tucking a child into bed
tell it to me

on uncertain mornings
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Souad Labbize

17

L’histoire
pour border 'enfant
raconte-la-moi

les matins incertains
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Susanna Lang

18

Go and come back

swing

don’t cry

don’t slow down

don’t get carried away

so I won’t know

if 'm the one being pushed

or the one who pushes
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Souad Labbize

18

Va et viens
balancoire

ne gémis pas

ne ralentis pas

ne t'emballe pas
que je ne sache pas
si je suis poussée

ou celle qui pousse
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Susanna Lang

19

The geostrategy of exile
goes to bed early

a good opportunity

to pick up my private mess
everything goes back
where it belongs

the sea to the north

desert to the south

prickly pear cactus

in lieu of a horizon
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Souad Labbize

19

La géostratégie de I'exil
se couche tot

j’en profite pour ranger
mon désordre intime
les choses reviennent

a leur place ordinaire
mer au nord

désert au sud

figuier barbare

en guise d’horizon
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Susanna Lang

20

Sometimes the entrance
to an unfamiliar house
gives you a fleeting sense
of déja vu

as if you’ve found

the place where you've been missing
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Souad Labbize

20

Il arrive que le seuil

d’une demeure inconnue
donne une sensation furtive
de déja-vu

on croit arriver

a 'endroit ou 'on manque
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Ian Haight and T’ae-yong Ho

Excerpts from Homage to Green Tea

A priest came down from South Screen Mountain—
he came to infuse tea

with his contemplative skill.

Roasting tea leaves requires delicacy—
the secrets are difficult to describe.
Pure water and refined leaves

do not guarantee

the body and spirit of tea

will remain whole.

Though the body and spirit
may be kept intact,

be cautious

not to break

equilibrium—

one should not lose balance
for the co-existence
of sound body

and divine spirit.

When speaking of good tea
the leaves should be early-picked

with purple bamboo-like seedlings,
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the roots in stony earth,
and leaves
shaped like shoes of Huns,

oxen breasts, or patterns of waves.

Through a cloudless night
dew condenses on the leaves,
and the leaves, wet,

absorb it all.

Having skill in contemplation
increases
a praiseworthy tea’s

fragrance.

Kettles of royal dishes may be served,
and a hundred of them

praised for their exquisiteness,

but fragrant tea

is better than the six accompaniments—
its flavor overflows,

is prized throughout the nation.

Taste this Jade Flower Tea.

*

I only feel a freshening, lightly rising
chill of wind.
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J. R. Forman

Mother

An Encomium

With bended back beside me Mother stands.
I touch the silver hair upon her shoulder
suddenly recalling how we fled
through countless miles of smoke and smolder,

and on that slender back my mother carried me.

My mother carried me...through battlefield debris
exhausted from an endless war for blood and skin.
Although beside me stands my mother small and thin,
upon the mountains of Truong Son she casts her shade.
Across its thousand peaks my mother carries all

while over me her happiness cascades.

Hanoi 1962
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Bui Minh Quéc

ME
Kinh dang Me

Me ding bén con ddng me lung cong
Mai téc bac tdi vai con vira cham
Con bong nhd ngay tan cu nhitng dim dudng lia dan

Tam lung gy me cong con di

Me cong con di..tran chién truong ky

Quit kiét cho con thit da va mdu dé

Me dung bén con ddang hinh nho nho

Nhung con tudng chirng sung sting bong Truong Son
Sau lung nudi ngan nam dau kho cit

Me gdnh ca ro6i che hanh phic doi con.

Ha N6i 1962
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Alton Melvar M. Dapanas

To the Flowers of My Homeland

Ablaze as gold and gems

In the Motherland I worship,
Sweet refuge, and glorious,

A joy to the chest of the afflicted.

These Maidens flare as if Stars,
Beloved, precious offspring of the Philippines;
Foe to the Sun, the Moon is their glow,

Effacing the pilgrim’s worry.

The Angels proclaimed in mirth:
The scent from the East is fragranced,
The irises bloom by the coastlines

In the Motherland I worship.

It is enticing to gaze at you;

What rises from warmth is your allure,
Captivating and charming the sight,

A delight to the chest and heart.

You are the Glow casting light upon my land,
A guiding Star to the masterly sailor,

In the break of dawn in the Philippines
Overthrowing the dimness of the night.

With your unparalleled allure and aroma
All flowers in the world pale in comparison,
Like the cocoa brown skin of the Filipino woman,

Like a sweet song crooned here by the sea.

You are the fountain of verses,
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Sung from the trenches to the summits,
Lovely always to write an ode about,

A passion that’s real to the sorrowful.

I have heard from the lips of the peasants
And from carpenters, shepherds, and fisherfolk,
Cured from their lethargy and despair

Now motivated to do the impossible.

You are dreamed by lovers

And the origin of pleasures and pain,
From treacherous thoughts

And ardor bereft of lies.

A pride of my Motherland,
Beloved like minor Gods.
Within this chest is an altar
Edified each time by pure love.

You are a sight to behold, a feast
That’s adorned at the Motherland
Freed not long ago from slavery

Bringing to light pristine Liberty.

I cannot fathom the anguish I feel,
I could be withered by a gust,
And my allure and fortune could be doused

As the evils of unsparing love dictate.

Pay heed to our Motherland always
As she stays awake, stands guard without fail,
A fountain of purity, a pillar of wisdom,

Binding us so that we unite as one.

I am with you in this collective pondering
With the wish of becoming one in mind.
[ offer to this Motherland my strength

To make real the welfare we sought.
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Fernando A. Buyser

Sa Kabulakan sa Akong Yuta

Gakasiga sa bulawan ug mga mutya
Kining ginasimba kong Yutang Natawhan,
Matam-is nga pahulayan ug maoy himaya,

Sa mga masulub-on kalipay sa dughan.

Nagahayag daw Bitoon ang mga Dalaga,
Mabhal, hinigugmang anak sa Pilipinas,
Kaparang sa Adlaw, Bulan ang ilang kasiga,

Sa kasubo sa magsasakay makapapas.

Ingon sa mga Manulunda malipayon,
Nagpangalimyon sa kahumut sa Sidlakan,
Mga liryo namuklad sa mga baybayon

Niining hinalaran kong Yutang Natawhan.

Makadani tan-awon ang ilang panagway,
Subangan sa paghigugma ang ilang kaanyag,
Mga mata manunoy ug makabibihag,

Sa dughan ug kasingkasing makalilipay.

Kamo mao ang Suga nga sa yuta ko nagaiwag,
Bitoon sa dagat sa batid nga magsasakay,
Ug sa Pilipinas masigang banagbanag,

Nga sa kangitngit sa gabii nagasalikway.
Kaanyag ug kahumut nga dili ikapananglit
Sa tanan nga mga bulak sa tibuok kalibutan,
Ang babaying Pilipinhon tabunon nga panit,

Matam-is awiton dinhi niining kadagatan.

Ikaw bulak nga tuburan sa mga garay,
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Nga ginaawit sa kadagatan ug kabukiran
Matam-is ka nga pagabalakon sa kanunay,

Sa mga masulub-on gugmang pinasikaran.

Sa ngabil sa mga maguuma akong hingdunggan
Ug sa mga panday, bakiro ug mananagat,
Gitambalan sa kakapoy ug kagul-anan

Magsisiba aron madaog ang mabug-at.

Ikaw ang gidamgo sa mga mahigugmaon
Ug ginikanan sa kalipay ug pag-antos,
Gikan sa mga hunahuna nga maluibon

Ug sa usa ka gugma nga walay pagkatim-os.

Usa ka garbo sa akong Yutang Natawhan
Gihigugma sama sa ikaduhang Bathala,
Dunay usa ka halaran sa sulod ning dughan

Nga giiwagan kanunay sa putli ga gugma.

Maambong ug makalilipay kamo sud-ongon
Nga gidayandayan sa Yutang Natawhan
Nga bag-ong nakagawas sa pagkaulipon

Bag-ong nakakaplag sa iyang Kagawasan.

Dili matukib ang bation kong kagul-anan,
Kong tan-awon ko nga malarag sa hinuyuhoy,
Ug mapalong ang kaanyag ug ang kapalaran

Tungod sa kabangis sa gugmang walay kaluoy.

Tan-awa kanunay ang atong Yutang Natawhan
Nga nagtukaw, nagabantay sa walay hunong,
Tuburan sa kaputli, lindog sa kinaadman,

Nga kanatong tanan maghiusa ug maghugpong.

Kaninyo ako sa pagpalandong muduyog
Makigtipon unta sa usa lang ka hunahuna,
Thalad ko sa Yutang Natawhan ang kusog
Aron hipalgan ang kaayuhan nga gipangita.
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Carolanna Lisonbee

Heaven’s Pillar Peak

At the remotest bend there’s a place where the wind blows like a furnace,
unchanged since it was carved in the youth of the gods.

A thousand peaks embrace it like the calyx of a flower,

five boulders appear as if they were set with care fathoms apart.

I’'m unworthy of being transported to this golden holy place,

the divine firmament sinks down in an azure dome.

My dress flicks fairylike in the wind,

a tossed stick falls through emptiness to the netherworld.
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Carolanna Lisonbee

Inscribed at Yingtian Temple

What manner of poetry could suit it?

Stepping into the open I come upon a succession of towers.

The water in the culvert is spring green, the rain begins to clear.
Mountains are revealed like daybreak when teal clouds open half way.

In the pagoda, rituals come to an end, and the monks retire to their rooms.
The plaster walls ask for an inscription before I turn my carriage back.

At this moment, I want only the company of these perfumed lotuses,

and to get drunk on the poems of Tao Qian.
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Carolanna Lisonbee

Spring Snow

The new year having not yet become fragrant and flowery,
on the First Day of the Second Month, suddenly shoots of grass appear.
In the evening, the white snow resentfully drives back the spring scenery,

only to dress the courtyard trees in counterfeit scattered blossoms.

139



By

+

FEAX (Han YU)

BHEARARA 5 4
T AR
EEERIN & i
W22 FE R VETR AL

140



Carolanna Lisonbee

Dim Rain

A hazy mist today lies heavy and deep on the landscape.

The sound of the rapids increases autumn concerns, the air rising from the gorge makes the
dawn even more overcast.

I blame the clouds obstructing my gaze for this homesick, raindrop feeling.

What can comfort me in my secluded loneliness? I rely on this north window and this zither.
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Tom Bennett

Pygmalion’s Lament

Gone now Heaven & come is the night. Its bailiff oceans
here to return the ersatz riversong I pawned

for you, my streak of ivory, turned flesh at a kiss,

your moonrock cheek spilling like pent saffron,

a horizon I blooded, the child you forever hold.

If I must go on, pull me slow, slower, on memory’s rack.

143



Gilberto Owen

Es ya el cielo

Es ya el cielo. O la noche. O el mar que me reclama
con la voz de mis rios ain temblando en su trueno,
sus marmoles yacentes hechos carne en la arena,

y el hombre de la luna con la foca del circo,

y vicios de mejillas pintadas en los puertos,

y el horizonte tierno, siempre nifo y eterno.

Si he de vivir, que sea sin timdn y en delirio.
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