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Abd al-Karim Al-Ahmad is an author from Syria currently living in Germany. He writes poetry,
stories, and social blogs, and has published a number of pieces in international literary
magazines and on websites translated to different languages such as English, French, and
Dutch. He won an Ossi Di Seppia International Poetry Award as best foreign author in the

category of poetry.

Catherine Cobham taught Arabic language and literature at the University of St. Andrews,
Scotland for many years and has translated the work of a number of Arab writers, including
poetry by Adonis, Mahmoud Darwish, Ghayath Almadhoun, and Tammam Hunaidy, and novels
and short stories by Yusuf Idris, Naguib Mahfouz, Hanan al-Shaykh, and Fuad al-Takarli. She
has written articles in academic journals and co-written with Fabio Caiani The Iraqi Novel: Key
Writers, Key Texts (Edinburgh University Press, 2013).

A. Louise Cole is a prose writer and translator of Spanish and Latin poetry and prose. She
earned an MA in Spanish from Middlebury College and a PhD in Comparative Literature and
Cultural Studies and MFA in Literary Translation from the University of Arkansas.

Maria da Cunha (October 19, 1872 - January 10, 1917) was born in Lisbon to a well-to-do family
with a Brazilian mother and Spanish father. Da Cunha became a poet and journalist. Her first
book of poems was released in 1909, with a preface written by Julio Dantas that boosted sales; a
new edition with added poems was released in 1911. Her second volume, O Livro da Noite, was
released in 1915. Her lover, Virginia Quaresma, was one of the first Portuguese people to be
openly gay. There’s some speculation that their move to Brazil (da Cunha had a teaching job, and
Quaresma wrote for a periodical) was influenced by a desire for anonymity and to escape a
homophobic environment. Da Cunha’s sudden death saw Quaresma return to Portugal and a

bright talent gone too soon.

Viviana De Cecco is an Italian translator, language teacher, and writer. Since 2013 she has
published novels, short stories, and poems and she has won national and international literary
contests. Her flash fiction piece “The Vampire Moth” recently appeared in Grim & Gilded (Issue
9). She has written book reviews for Tint Journal, an international online literary journal
dedicated to English Second Language authors; worked as French Poetry Translator in
Montpellier for a writing workshop; and has published poems in the anthologies of English
Poets’ Choice. Over time, she has translated into Italian different short stories by French and

English classical authors. She loves the poems of the twentieth century such as those of Amalia



Guglielminetti here translated for AzonaL. She also loves watching movies, listening to rock
music, walking by the sea, and visiting mysterious places. You can find her short stories and

articles on her blog: https://vivianadececco.altervista.org/.

Maria Leticia del Toro Garcia got her PhD cum laude at the University of Las Palmas de Gran
Canaria. She is the author of the first monograph on Susan Howe written in Spanish language
and published by the University of Valladolid: Intertextualidad, Experimentacion e Historia en la
Obra de Susan Howe (Intertextuality, Experimentation, and History in the Work of Susan Howe).
Her field of interests revolves around literature, especially the contemporary. She has taken part
in the YEATS Reborn Project with a translation of his poem “The Stolen Child” into Spanish.
She is also author of several articles, both in Spanish and English, such as: “Una proyeccién
literaria en clave histérica de la América colonial” (A Literary Projection in a Historical Key of
Colonial America), “Representaciones de la figura de Carlos I de Inglaterra en la Literatura
Contemporanea: Teatralidad y Santidad” (Representations of the figure of Carlos I of England in
Contemporary Literature: Theatricality and Saintliness), “La busqueda de la identidad en la
literatura contempordnea: el ejemplo de Susan Howe” (The Search for Identity in Contemporary
Literature: The Example of Susan Howe), “Dando voz al silencio: la figura femenina en la poesia
de Susan Howe” (Giving Voice to the Silence: The Female Figure in the Poetry of Susan Howe),

» «

“Susan Howe and the Difficulty of Printing Art in Printed Form,” “Mirroring: two visions, one
reality,” and “Susan Howe’s Federalist 10: a Literary Approach to Colonial America.” At present,

she is researching in the field of feminine writing both in the United States and in China.

Dorota Filipczak (1963 - 2021) was Head of the Department of Intermedial, Canadian and
Postcolonial Studies at the University of £.6dz, Poland. She was highly acclaimed for her
scholarship on Canadian literature, feminist philosophy of religion, and postcolonial literature.
She was a founding editor of Text Matters: Journal of Literature, Theory, and Culture (2011). Apart
from her two major books, “The Valley of the Shadow of Death”: Biblical Intertext in Malcolm Lowry’s
Fiction and Unheroic Heroines: The Portrayal of Women in the Writings of Margaret Laurence, her
critical work encompassed several edited volumes and numerous critical articles. She authored
six volumes of poetry, characterized by a combination of emotional subtlety and intense
sensuality as well as an interweaving of stark realism and spiritual immediacy, including W
cieniu doskonalej pomararniczy (In the Shadow of a Perfect Orange) (1994), Trzecie skrzydlo aniota
(The Third Wing of an Angel) (1995), and Wieloswiat (Multiverse) (2016).

Amalia Guglielminetti was born in Turin in 1881 and, after the death of her father, grew up
with two sisters and a brother in the home of her grandfather, an authoritarian and strict
industrialist. There is no definite information about her mother, but she seems to have been

rather absent and never involved in Amalia’s education. After studying at religious schools,
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Amalia began writing poetry for the newspaper Gazzetta del Popolo in 1903, but was most
appreciated when she published her first volume of poems Le vergini folli (The Insane Virgins).
After the publication of this book she met the famous crepuscular poet Guido Gozzano, who
soon became her lover. Her later collections of poems, like Le seduzioni (The Seductions), caused
a scandal in the respectable society of the time because they described modern, nonconformist,
and rebellious women. However, Amalia also dealt with themes such as loneliness, grief, and
love in her poetry collections. When she and Gozzano broke up, Amalia intertwined with writer
and journalist Dino Segre in a troubled relationship, which even led to her being sued for libel.
She moved to Rome but failed to pursue a career as a journalist. She died alone in 1941 from

septicemia.

Wolfgang Hermann is an Austrian novelist, poet, and playwright. Born in Bregenz, Austria, he
studied philosophy in Vienna, after which he traveled extensively and lived in Berlin, Paris, Aix
en Provence, and Tokyo. Since 1988, Hermann has published numerous books of prose, most
notably Abschied ohne Ende (Farewell Without End), Herr Faustini bekommt Besuch (Herr Faustini
Gets a Visit), Insel im Sommer (Island in Summer), Bildnis meiner Mutter (Portrait of My Mother),
and poetry, Ins Tagesinnere (To the Heart of Day) and Schatten auf dem Weg durch den Bernsteinwald
(Shadows on the Way Through the Amber Forest). His poems have often been set to music, for
instance, by Johanna Doderer and Peter Madsen, and his works have been translated into many
languages, including English (Herr Faustini verreist (Herr Faustini Takes a Trip) and Paris Berlin New
York. Die Farbe der Stadt (Paris Berlin New York. The Color of the City). He has also won several
prominent awards, including the Siemens Literature Prize in 2002, the Anton Wildgans Prize in
2006, and the Austrian State Prize in 2007.

Malgorzata Holda is Assistant Professor in the Department of British Literature and Culture at
the University of Lddz, Poland. Her published work explores topics within the modern and
postmodern novel, philological and philosophical hermeneutics (with special emphasis on Paul
Ricoeur’s hermeneutics of the self as 'homme capable and Hans-Georg Gadamer’s philosophical
hermeneutics), aesthetics, phenomenology, and postmodern philosophy. She is the author of On
Beauty and Being: Hans-Georg Gadamer’s and Virginia Woolf’s Hermeneutics of the Beautiful (2021)
and Paul Ricoeur’s Concept of Subjectivity and the Postmodern Claim of the Death of the Subject (2018).
Senior Associate Fellow of the International Institute for Hermeneutics and member of the
Virginia Woolf Society of Great Britain, she is a thematic editor of Text Matters: A Journal of
Literature, Theory and Culture.

Hungarian poet Florencia Horvath was born in Celldomolk in 2002. She is a recipient of the

Zsigmond Moricz Literary Grant. Her poems have been published in most of the major literary



magazines and journals in Hungary. Her poem had a special mention in the Quasimodo Poetry

Competition. She leads a literary talk show series.

Olena Jennings is the author of the poetry collection The Age of Secrets (Lost Horse Press, 2022)
and the chapbook Memory Project (2018.) Her novel Temporary Shelter was released in 2021 from
Cervena Barva Press. Her translation from Ukrainian of Vasyl Makhno’s collection Paper Bridge
was released in October 2022 from Plamen Press and her translation with Oksana Lutsyshyna of
Kateryna Kalytko’s collection Nobody Knows Us Here, and We Don’t Know Anyone was released
from Lost Horse Press. Her textile art has been shown at Bliss on Bliss Art Projects and the
NYC Poetry Festival. She is the founder and curator of the Poets of Queens reading series and

press.

Originally from southern California, Allan Johnston earned his MA in Creative Writing and his
PhD in English from the University of California, Davis. His poems have appeared in over sixty
journals, including Poetry, Poetry East, Rattle, and Rhino. He has published three full-length
poetry collections (Tasks of Survival, 1996; In a Window, 2018; and Sable and Selected Poems, 2022)
and three chapbooks (Northport, 2010; Departures, 2013; and Contingencies, 2015), and has received
an Illinois Arts Council Fellowship, Pushcart Prize nominations (2009 and 2016), and the First
Prize in Poetry in the Outrider Press Literary Anthology competition (2010). His translations
and co-translations of poems from the French and German have appeared in Ezra,
Metamorphosis, and Transference. He teaches writing and literature at Columbia College and
DePaul University in Chicago. He reads or has read for Word River, r.kv.r.y, and the Illinois
Emerging Poets competition, and is co-editor of JPSE: Journal for the Philosophical Study of
Education. His scholarly articles have appeared in Twentieth Century Literature, College Literature,

and several other journals.

Guillemette Johnston is a professor of French at DePaul University. As well as being a
specialist in Rousseau and the French Enlightenment, she also teaches broadly in the areas of
French and Francophone literature, as well as Liberal Studies Program focal point courses on
the psychology of fairy tales and DEI sophomore seminars on Race, Power, and Resistance. She
has lived in the French West Indies and Algeria, and has authored a monograph on Frantz
Fanon that appeared in the Dictionary of Literary Biography. Francophone courses she has taught
include sections on Islam and France, Haiti, the shattering of identity by immigration and
colonialism, French Canadian literature, the problem of identity in the French West Indies, and
Maghrebi novels of childhood. She is co-editor of JPSE: Journal for the Philosophical Study of
Education, and a co-translator (with Allan Johnston) of poems published in Metamorphoses, Ezra,
Transference, and Milles Feuilles. She is the author of Lectures poétiques: La Représentation poétique

du discours théorique chez Jean-Jacques Rousseau (1996) and has published scholarly articles in



Romanic Review, French Forum, Studies on Voltaire and the Eighteenth Century, Pensée libre, Etudes

Jean-Jacques Rousseau, the MLA Approaches to Teaching series, and elsewhere.

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 of the Highest
Category). Jakub is also interested in art criticism and enjoys cycling, hiking in the mountains,

and long walks. He lives in Cracow.

Abdellatif Laabi is a poet, novelist, playwright, translator, and political activist. He was born in
Fez, Morocco, in 1942. In the 1960s, Laabi was the founding editor of Souffles, a widely
influential French and Arabic literary review that was banned in 1972, at which point Laabi was
imprisoned for eight and a half years. He now lives in exile in France. Laibi’s most recent
accolades include the Prix Goncourt de la Poésie for his Oeuvres compleétes (Collected works) in
2009 and the Académie Francgaise’s Grand Prix de la Francophonie in 2011. His work has been
translated into Arabic, Spanish, German, Italian, Dutch, Turkish and English. Laabi himself has
translated into French the works of Mahmoud Darwish, Abdul Wahab al-Bayati, Mohammed
Al-Maghout, Saadi Youssef, Abdallah Zrika, Ghassan Kanafani, and Qassim Haddad.

Roman Leibov, associate professor at the University of Tartu (Estonia), was born in 1963 in Kiev,
Ukraine, to a family of Jewish origin and writes in Russian. He is the author of several books
and dozens of articles on the history of Russian literature of the 19th and 20th centuries (see:

https://ut-ee.academia.edu/RomanLeibov). In 2012 he published the children’s story Pazderums

na cmo (To be Divided by a Hundred). His poetry collection P.S., which includes poems written

since the 1990s, was published in 2021 in Moscow.

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


https://ut-ee.academia.edu/RomanLeibov

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, published by Smokestack Books in January,
2023.

Agnes Marton is a Hungarian-born poet, writer, librettist, literary translator, Reviews Editor of
The Ofi Press (Mexico), Art Curator at One Hand Clapping (UK), and Fellow of the Royal
Society of Arts (UK). Recent publications include her collection Captain Fly’s Bucket List, four
chapbooks with Moria Books (USA), and two collections published in Hungary: En, az iguana
(Being an Iguana) and Jaguarfolyoso (Mission Jaguar). She won the National Poetry Day
Competition in the UK and an ecopoetry competition in Hungary. An anthology she edited
(Estuary: A Confluence of Art and Poetry) received the Saboteur Award. Her work is widely
anthologized; some examples include Alice: Ekphrasis at the British Library and Anthem: A
Tribute to Leonard Cohen. In the award-winning poetry exhibition project Guardian of the
Edge 33, accomplished visual artists responded to her poetry. She has been a resident poet on a
research boat in the Arctic Circle, at the Scott Polar Research Institute at the Cambridge
University, and also in Iceland, Italy, Portugal, and Canada. Her poem “Fish Speech,
Remember?” was performed by the BBC Singers. She has translated poems by Anna Terek,
Bettina Simon, Zita Izso, Soma Kazsimer, Dario Szabo, Krisztian Biro, and others from

Hungarian into English.

Mark Miscovich is a freelance translator and author from Ohio who now lives in Vienna,
Austria. He has published translations of several short stories and poems as well as two novels,
Paris, Berlin, New York. Die Farbe der Stadt (Paris Berlin New York. The Color of the City) by the
Austrian author Wolfgang Hermann and Die Liebe der beiden Frauen zu den Gdrten (How They Love
Their Gardens) by the Swiss author Christine Triib. He has also authored several short stories,

most recently “A Summer Like Back Then” in Tenth Muse.

Yuliya Musakovska was born in 1982 in Lviv, Ukraine. She is an award-winning poet and
translator. She has published five poetry collections in Ukrainian. The most recent, oz c8o60du
(The God of Freedom) (2021), is forthcoming in 2024 from Arrowsmith press in English
translation by Olena Jennings and the author. Her bilingual collection, Zelazo / 3anizo (Iron)
(2022), with translation by Aneta Kaminska, was published in Poland by The Borderland
Foundation. In 2023, a joint chapbook of poems by Yuliya, Stones and Nails, and Daryna Gladun,
War Does Not Start Tomorrow, in translation by Mikael Nydahl, was published in Sweden by
Ariel/Ellerstroms. Yuliya has received numerous literary awards in Ukraine, including the
prominent Smoloskyp Poetry Award for young authors and the Dictum Prize from Krok

Publishing House. Her individual poems have been translated into nearly 30 languages and



published internationally, recently appearing in AGNI, The Common, Tupelo Quarterly, NELLE,
The Continental, Two Letters, The Red Letter Poem Project, Apofenie, etc. Yuliya is a translator of
Tomas Transtromer to Ukrainian and of contemporary Ukrainian poets into English. She is a
member of PEN Ukraine. Yuliya has a Master’s degree in International Affairs from Lviv

National University and has been working IT since 2007.

José Ovejero is a contemporary Spanish author who has published extensively. His oeuvre
includes collections of poetry, short stories, plays, novels, and travel narratives as well as
anthologized short stories and essays. He has received numerous literary prizes for his works of
fiction, including the Primavera prize for the novel Las vidas ajenas (The Lives of Others) (2005);
the Ramdn Gomez de la Serna prize for La comedia salvaje (The Savage Comedy) (2011); and the
Alfaguara Prize for the novel La invencién del amor (The Invention of Love) (2013). He was
awarded the Observatorio D’Achtall Award in 2016 for his collected literary works, and in 2017,
he received the Juan Gil-Albert poetry prize for his poetry collection Mujer lenta (Slow Woman).

Mykyta Ryzhykh is a winner of the international competition Art Against Drugs and the
Ukrainian contests Vytoky, Shoduarivska Altanka, and Khortytsky dzvony; laureate of the
literary competition named after Tyutyunnik, Lyceum, and Twelve, named after
Dragomoshchenko; and finalist for the Crimean ginger competition. His work has been

nominated for a Pushcart Prize.

Partha Sarkar, a resident of Ichapur, a small town in the province West Bengal of India, writes
poems inspired by the late Sankar Sarkar and his friends (especially Deb kumar Khan) to protest
against social injustice and crimes against nature. His poems have been in different magazines
both in Bangla and in English. Once, he believed in revolution, but now he is confused by the

obscurity of human beings, though he keeps fire in his soul.

Mykhaylo Semenko (1892 - 1937 ) is a representative of the Ukrainian "Executed Renaissance”
repressed in the USSR.

Bernardo Villela has had poetry published by Entropy, Zoetic Press, Bluepepper, and Eldritch &
Ether and poetry translations by New Delta Review. You can read more about these and various

others of his pursuits at www.miller-villela.com.

#B/\3i (Zheng Xiaoqiong) was born in the city of Nanchong, Sichuan on June 18, 1980. She
studied at a nursing school and initiated her career working in a hospital, where she remained
till 2001. That year she moved to Dongguan and started working in different factories as an

assembly-line worker. There she began writing poetry about the working conditions she
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endured, the life in the factories, the relationships between coworkers, etc. In 2007 she won the
Liqun Literary Award, which transformed her into a well-known poet inside and outside the
borders of China. She is the author of several books of poetry such as#; T.itl (Women Migrant
Workers), 5 I5 (Huangmaling), %8/ B 75 1% (Zheng Xiaogiong’s Selected Poems), ZlififE#)
(Pure Plant), and A{T K#r (Pedestrian Overpass), among others.

Anna Zimna was born in 1994. She graduated in English literary studies at the University of
Opole with a master's thesis supervised by poet and translator Jacek Gutorow. She translates
from Polish and English and is currently working on the Polish translation of D. H. Lawrence’s
novel The Rainbow. This year, she published her debut poems on the website of a Wroclaw
publishing house and is developing a manuscript. On a daily basis, she works in a primary
school as a teacher’s assistant. She has completed postgraduate studies in library science and is
currently a postgraduate student in pedagogy. After hours, she likes reading novels and listening

to alternative and classical music. She lives in Kedzierzyn-Kozle.
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Olena Jennings and Yuliya Musakovska

The Sun Fox

The sun, a rustling fox,

sniffs the ticklish spot on your neck,

the spot from where my journey began.

It’s good that we didn’t save ourselves

from the most audacious wonders

of the last half of September—now October.
We have a bed as wide as the world

in which it is easy to grasp hands

and carefully adjust the blanket for the one closest.
We have a coastline

painted with oils—it comes to life twice a year.
We keep heavenly birds on our shoulders.

The fox licks its lips avidly.

Son, let’s go, feed the fox.

In this home, no one will be excluded

or alone. And especially if it is the sun.
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Yuliya Musakovska

CoH14 mepexKa IUCULS

BHHIOXYE JIOCKITHE Miclie B Tebe Ha IIui,
Miclle, 3BIIKH IIOYaIacs MOSI MOLOPOXK.

Hob6pe, mo Mu He BOepernu cebe

Bi HAWTHAXaOHIIINUX OUB
MiBBEPECHEBUX—3KOBTHEBUX TeMep.

Maemo Ni>KKO—IIHPOKe, SIK CBIT,

y SIKOMY JIETKO TOPKHYTHChH PYKHU

i 06epeXXHO MOMPABUTH KOBLPY HAUOIHKIOMY.
Maemo y36epeskxs,

nucaHe oniHUMU papbaMU—BOHO OXHUBA€ ABi4i HA piK.
MaeMo paliChbKUX MTaxiB Ha IIeYax;

JTucuis o6IUKeThCS J1ACO.

CuHy, X0OU, IOTOAYEMO Ty JIUCULIO.

Y 1bOMy JOMi KOHA icTOTa He Oyne obaineHa

4y caMOTHS. A HaATO AKIIO L€ COHIIE.
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Olena Jennings and Yuliya Musakovska

In the Moon’s Palm

My golden child,

the moon holds out its palm.

Sit there, while it is generous,
plunge into the blue darkness.
Everyone is tiny from such heights—
the homeless and kings,

hermits and warriors—

poppy seeds pour from your hand;
nuts crack inside your fist—

the kutia will be rich.

And there is only one spoon.
Hold on to the mane of dreams.
The great, wicked earth,

your resolve will find a way—

to dive headfirst

into the colors of the night.

Your star is still weak

and you still believe in fairytales.
While fear hasn’t grown too deep,
Go ahead—swing,

fly,

fight.
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Yuliya Musakovska

Moe 30510Te gUTH,
AOJIOHIO MiCSILIb IPOCTSIT.
Cigali—rmoku 106pui BiH,
BUPYJIIOU Y TEMHY CHUHb.
Yci 3 BUCOTH Masi—
6e3xXaTbKH i KOpOIi,
BIIJIIOOHUKY 1 BOSIKHU—
MauUHKHU JIETATH 3 PYKH;
rOpixXy B XKMeHI XPyCTATh—
6arara 6yme KyTsi.

A noxKa nulle ofHa.
Yinnsics 3a pUBy CHaM.
Benuka, nuxa zemis,
yIepTiCTh MOKaKe MIUTSIX—
MipHATH CTOPYMA 3TOpHU
y HIYYHHI KOJIBOPH.

[le 3ipka TBOs cnabka,
I1e Bipa TBOsSI—B Ka3Kax.
[lomoku cTpax He mpopic,
roumancs,

neTH,

60pHUCH.

15



Olena Jennings and Yuliya Musakovska

The Lost Heart

I don’t know what side

your heart is on

I have listened for it all over

your chest and below

Your heart is a lost little animal

An elephant swallowed by a constrictor
A suspicious tumor that continually changes
its location

An apple of discord

A Good Book under goose down

A magic egg of happiness

I didn’t notice it on the floor

and stepped on it and—ouch!—

broke my Achilles heel

16



Yuliya Musakovska

s He 3HAI0 3 SIKOT0 OOKY

y Tebe cepue

s1 IpUCITyXanach 10 Tebe CKpi3b

y TPYASIX 1 HUXKYe

cepiie TBoe—3abiyKaie 3Bips

CJIOH SIKOTO KOBTHYB y[aB

CYMHIiBHa ITyXJIMHA sIKa L10pa3y 3MiHIOE
Miclie po3TaulyBaHHs

s1671yKO po3bpaty

CyHepKHHra MijJ CynepobKIaguHKOI
sWIe panie

He 3aBBa’XUJIa HA Oimi03i
HacTynuia i—ax!—

npobuia cBo0

axinymecoBy ISITKY

17



Olena Jennings and Yuliya Musakovska

The Fencers

While no one is watching,

I put my arms around your waist,
crossing my fingers,

digging my nose into your neck.
It’s been over a dozen years,

such a childish display of affection

is inappropriate.

While no one is watching,

the fencers of our natures—
not clear who’s in black

and who’s in white, this time—
are fighting not for life

but to death,

drawing out sparks.

I’'m guessing the moment
you will speak again
after a prolonged silence
almost accurately.

You reach out your hand
across time and space—
to stab me or to pull me

close to the heart.

While no one is watching,
I’'m blunting the blade.
What’s on your end—

a fluffy bee or a flower?
Tomorrow we’ll start again

in whispering rain,

18



tickling sun, and screeching wind.
And—thrust!

Take a look at me
while no one is watching.
So good that we dropped our masks

just in time.
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Yuliya Musakovska

[Toku HiXTO He 6AYKTB,
ob6ilimaro Te6Ge 3a mosic,
CTUCKAIO MaJTbLIi,

TULSIIOCh HOCOM Y LIHIO.
HanusaTuil pik—He TUYUTH
TaKUU OITBALBKUU

BHUAB HpI/IXI/IHbHOCTi.

[Toku HiXTO He 6aYUTBh,
dexTyBaNIbHUKH HALIUX HATYP—
HEBIOMO, XTO B 6i/loMYy,

XTO B YOPHOMY LIbOTO paszy—

He Ha CMepPTh, a Ha KUTTS

3MaralTbCsl, BUKPEUIYIOTh iCKpPH.

Bragyio MUTB, KOJTM 3aTOBOPHII
MiCJISI TATY401 MOBYAHKH,
Malike 6€3MOMHUIIKOBO.
[TpocTsraem pyky

Kpi3b Yac i mpocTip—

[JIsL TOTO, 20U BKOJIOTH,

YU IPUTYIUTH [0 CepLs?

[Toku HIXTO He 6aYUTBh,
3aTYIUTIO BicTps 36poi.
IITo Ha TBOEMY — MyxXHacTa
615K0sa YU KBITKA?

3aBTpa MOYHEMO 3HOBY,
i IIEeMiT 3JTUBY,

JIOCKIT COHIIS

Ta KJIEKOTaHHS BITpY.
I—Bumnan!

[TornsgHb Ha MeHe,

20



IIOKH HIXTO He 6a4UTh.
Sk no6pe, mo mu

BYaCHO H036YJ'II/ICI> MacCoOK.

21



Dmitri Manin

1. Three Pictures
1969. An old woman in a babushka holds up a red flag, something is burning in the background

My uncle Andrey Isaakovich,
the husband of my aunt,

my mother’s older sister,

had scars on his back,

the remnants of war wounds.
It was 25 years since

the end of the penultimate

worldwide muddle.

Uncle Andrey Isaakovich,

as you guessed, was a vet, and so

he roamed the rooms in a white

cotton undershirt, his underpants

flapping like a loose sail in the wind.

It was in Tashkent, in a five-story

concrete panel building.

There were irrigation ditches outside,

called aryks. Slimy many-legged critters
lived in aryks, kids caught them with strings.

Asia.

1974. An elderly woman in traditional dress clasps the staff of a flag in front of a flame, while a hammer

and sickle float over her head

Five years later

in Europe, on the outskirts of Kyiv, the let-there-always-be sun
always shone on our Young Pioneer camp “Antaeus,’

where rosy sweet scabby let-there-always-be pines grew,

but among them you could still see the trenches,

partly overgrown, like scars.
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Young Pioneers dug the moist sandy ground

for the shards of artillery shells,

like those which had slashed

uncle Andrey Isaakovich’s back.

And the casings smelling of hoary cuprous oxides.
And fragments of rusty concertina wire.

And some other scraps of the heroic past perfect,
important

history,

pieces of epos, ethos, ethnos.

2022. Bent in an arc in the cold, an old crone in a hooded cape stands with a scythe in her hands, in front

of a blazing fire

Around there are underground labyrinths of concrete, like micelia,
which didn’t protect any one

of those who seeped into this sandy loam

in 1941.

Around there are many anthills.

There are pine needles, horsetails, wood sorrel, and sundry officials.
It’s always the high point of June there

smelling of pine sap, and as clear as the lenses

of Zeiss binoculars brought from war.

Around there, past the fence
of the young pioneer camp
lay a rough, broad field, past which

a river meandered.

And the river was called: “Irpen.”

if you're staying with your people
where your people are regrettably
temper your exasperation

and accept with understanding
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everything that will for certain
follow in the immediate future

as explained to us by shakespeare
dostoyevsky and by other

equally distinguished masters

of persuasive elocution

or you might as well just tell

your people to fucking go to hell

words shards of glass
somehow won’t ass-
emble slip off the lips
dis-

not -perse, but -integrate

each breaks in two

and then again in two

then once again in two

and once again in two

and again in two

such cluster wordheads

inside my uncomplicated head
prefixes scattered stems crushed

morpheme bombs plunging

brea and then bur
grou in the mur nowher

nearticulanguage

be sides chil

hit wi wha

artilleri ord is gi
artilleri mothla ca
dumdumdum ma gun

righ tha trench
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dyr bul shchyl
us this day

oh so rich and black is our fertile plain

but we ain’t the scum and dirt of our land

for details ref. the grain

yeah we're no scythians we’re mosquitoes in chitin fatigues
no one at the chemist’s would be thrilled with our mystique

our musty mastic would make any palette sick

we watch with a scowl as shamelessly as a bystander
we go splat on the windshield as ineptly as a commander

we spill like jello all over the map no wonder

what was yours will be no one’s with nary a drumroll
our mojito is mossy our mass is a rigmarole

if we go to sea—we sail in a broken bowl

our sibilant battle cry hisses when we finally go at it
bystanders’ lives are at stake in someone else’s racket

there’s a hole in our camouflage-painted bucket

Pliant

Powdery

Palms at the

Promenades of Montenegro
Parade like

Past-

Prime

Prostitutes

Post-Italian occupation

Patiently
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Passing time in a long line for free communist

Pottage

Pumps
Pinging
Prattling
Peevishly
Perspiring

Profusely

Pathetic
Perfume of a
Pariah

6. CANTO CXVIII

neither verse nor prose
he/i bet on the wrong color
on the political map of the war

or the banker the automated teller

with a mechanical turk inside

pour gunpowder on the pan

put the dusty tome on the shelf again
knight to h8 but that’s not the point

za khar pri lepin kara- fucking -ulov
the glass is full of

dzhokhar dudayev

thank god they blew all the zeal

nothing’s wrong with prose
but verses are no worse
ding dong sing a song

inner city gritty cantos

nietzsche your neat shit

fear ye feeding pen wielders
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today they gave us carrots

with raisins a pound per noggin

ey i'm a colonel
hey
and i’'m a semicolonel

i’'m a bisemicolonel nocturnal tick-tock

and i’'m the hemibisemicolonel’s bottom and top

i declare war with an open visor
there was an erzya who carved a wooden devil
this may become a habit

in a window 8x8

autumn clearing clouds drizzle
the nurse’s hand tickles
yesterday we got apples

i saw the legal eagle

cut the sniveling
the world’s on my side say no to amicide
dante shakespeare thing one and sir vaunt us

accompanied by sundry officials

everything recurs
everything recurs
everything recurs

everything recurs

everything fades i’ll return
to italy i'll hug sweetly
hemingway i'll kiss on the lips

washington warhol wizard of oz

thank god the drugstore
has sweet hematogen

with an irony aftertaste of
childhood lachrymal lands
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neither verse nor prose
in your mouth

the stench ury

8x8
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Roman Leibov

1. Tpu KapTUHKHU
1969. Babywka 8 nnamouke depicum KpacHoe 3Hams, a c3adu 4mo-mo 20pum

Y MyXa MOel TeTKH,

cTapuIel ceCTpbl MO MaMBl,
osapu Auppest Mcaakosuua

Ha CruHe ObUTH IIPaMBlI,
crenbl POHTOBBIX pAHEHHH.
JBanuaTe OATh JIeT MPOLUIO

C OKOHYaHMUS NpearnocaefHero

MHPOBOTO 6€306pasusi.

Isns Aunpeit McaakoBuy,

KaK BbI MOHsUTH, 6bUT POHTOBHK H,

TaKUM 06pa3oM, XO[IUJI [0 KBAPTHPE

B IIMPOKMX, KaK Mapyc, Tpycax u

B OeJ10# X/10m4aTo6yMaskHOH MalKe.

loM 6blT MaHENbHBIA U MIATUITAXKHBIN,
pacrionarancs B TamkeHTe.

Bo nBope uMenuch apbIKy.

B apbikax >KWJIM CKOJIb3KHE MHOTOHOTHE TBAPH,
OEeTH JIOBUJIU UX C MOMOIIbIO HUTOK.

Asus.

1974. [oxcunasq #erwuna 6 mpaduyuoHHol odexcde cxcumaem dpesko ¢naza Ha poHe 02HA, a cepn u

MOJIOM NJblLEYM HAO ee 20710801

[Tate net cnycTd

<« vy
B EBpone nog KueBoMm B HallleM nuoHepsarepe ~AHTeU
BCeraa CBETUJIO MyCTh Bcerpa OymeT COMHILE,
IIyCThb BCEI/la POCJIM PO30BaThle HEXXHBIe IIeTyqUBble COCHBI,
HO MeX[Iy HUMH ellle 6bUTH BULHBI TPAHILEH,

[O/Iy3apocilne, Kak MIpaMbl.
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[TroHepbI BEIKAMBIBATIA M3 MECYAHOU U BIASKHOU
3eMJIH OCKOJIKHM CHApPsIIO0B,

BpOJie TeX, YTO KOT[a-TO MUCII0JI0COBATH

cnuny asau Aunpest Mcaakosuya.

['ub3bl, HaXHYIIHE CEJbIMUA OKCUAAMU MEH.
OG6PBIBKU PXKABOU KOJIIOYEH MTPOBOJIOKH.

Kakwue-To emje pparmMeHTh repondeckoro nepdekra,
Ba>KHOU

HCTOPHH,

KYyCKH 3110Ca, 3TOCa, 3THOCA.

2022. Cmpuinem, cozhyswiuct dyzoto, cmapyxa 6 niawe ¢ 6aiaxoHoM ¢ KOCOI0 8 pyKax, a Niams nuliaem

B Tex mMecTax Mof 3emJie0 rpubHULIAMU 6€TOHHBIE TAOUPUHTHI,
He 3al[UTUBIINE HUKOTO
13 BIIUTABIINXCS B 3TOT CYIIECOK

B COPOK IIEPBOM.

B Tex MecTax MHOI'O MypaBeHHUKOB.

XBOs1, XBOLIM, KUCTTULA, TPOYHe OPULHATBHBIE TULA.
Tam Bcerga pasrap UIOHS,

TaM [MaxXHEeT CMOJIOK U, 6ynTo B TpodpelHOM GUHOKIIe—

ONTHYECKHU SICHBIN OE€HBb.

B Tex MecTax 3a 3a6opom
MMOHEPCKOro jareps
MPOCTUPAJIOCH LIMPOKOE IIepIlliaBoe MoJle,

a 3a HUM U3BHUBaJIaChb peKa.

U sra peka HasbiBanack: “Mpmenp.”

€CJIY ThI C TBOMM HapOAOM
TaM Iie TBOU HAPOJ K HECUYACTHIO
OTHecHCh 0e3 pa3fpaxkeHbsi

Y C U3BECTHBIM IOHUMaHbeM

KO BCEMY YTO HEIIPEMEHHO
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BOCITOC/Ie[IyeT B JaJbHeHIIeM
KaK OMHCAHO MIEKCITUPOM
OOCTOEBCKHUM U PYTUMU
MPU3HAHHBIMU MacTepaMu

yOequTeIbHOTO CII0BA

Uy 671546 HA060POT

Ha XyH LIUTK TaKOW Hapox,

CJIOBAa OCKOJIKHM CTEKJIa
KaK-TO BOT H€ CKJIa
COCKaJIb3bIBAIOT C A3bIKA

packa

He ThIBAIOTCS a JIBIBAIOTCS
Kakjoe Ha [Ba

a [IOTOM ellle pa3 Ha [iBa

IIOTOM ellle pa3 Ha /iBa

U ellle pa3 Ha fiBa

Y ONSATH Ha J1Ba

KacceTHble TaKue CJIOBbI

BHYTPH 6€CXUTPOCTHOM I'OJIOBBI
NPUCTABKU B CTOPOHY KOPHHU XPSICh

aPpPUKCHI O MIOUAAAM KaPTEIhIO

paspbIBa a IOTOM 3aphiBa
Jie BO MJIe U KaK OBl He OT3BIBA

YIeHOpapeybio

KpO Me [IeT

bell ye na

apTUJIEPH CTA [a MPH
apTUJIEPH 300T Ha
Tparara ro my

[ps Ty IIeTb

ABIp Oy Wb



Iall HaM OHeChb

O} Halla-TO 3eMJIs YepHa XKUpHa

HO MBI-TO Ha HEU HE HE CBOJIOYD HE rpsa3b

MOAPOOGHOCTH CIIP. Y 3epHA

ga He CKI/I(l)I)I MOCKHTBI MBI B IATHHUCTOM Mbl MAaCK-XUTHHE
B MOCKAaTeJIbHOM JIaBKE MBIl HUKOT'O ObI HE BOCXUTHIIU

rociie Hac nobas nmajJruTpa BO3MEYTAET O MAaCTUXHNHE

CMOTPHUM UCTIONI06bs 6eCCThIAHEE OYEBUITIA
6beMcst 0 1060BO€e Ge3apHee MOIKOBOAIIA

PacCTEK/INCh XOJIOALIOM I10 KapTe KyAa OeBaTbCA

6bIJ10 Ballle a CTaJI0 HUYbe Aa U HIUTO-KPbITO
Ha MeXy y HaC MaKUHTOLI Ha MOXY MOXUTO

€CJIM 4TO pa3bUTo y Hac—He KopabJib a KOPHITO

KU A WM MUILUM 4epe3 “u” B MOC/IeqHEN aTaKe
Ha KOHY Yy>KMe KM3HU B CJIy4aliHOU ipaKe

Ha KOJIy MOYaJIO ITOJIOIIETCA I BETA XaKU

[TeimHEBIE

[Iei1BHBIE

[TanpMBI Ha

IIpomenagax YepHoropuu
IToxoxxu Ha

[ToTpenaHHbBIX

[IpecTapensix

ITpocTuTyTOK

[Tocne UTaNbSIHCKOW OKKYMALMU
[TokopHO

[TocTpouBLIMXCS B OYepenb 32 6eCIIaTHOM KOMMYHHCTHYECKOH
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[ToxnebKou

[To3BAKUBAIOT

[Mop6opamu

[TepecmeunBarTcs
[TepeMHrHaIOTCS C HOTH HAa HOTY
[TaxHyT

IToTom

[Tapdymom
ITozopHOrO

[Topaxenusa

6. CANTO CXVIII

He CTUXU He IIPo3a
OH/st IOCTABUII He Ha Ty
MOJIUTUYECKYIO KapTy BOMHBI

WY 6aHKOMET 6aHKOMAaT

" BHYTPHU CIIPpATAH TYPOK
HAacCBhbIIIb Ha ITIOJIKY IIOPOX
[MOCTaBb HA MECTO IBIJIBHBIN TOM

ciioH h8 Ho fmeno He B TOM

3a Xap NpH JIENUH Kapa OJIsp yI0B
CTaKaH HaIOJIHEH
A>Koxap AyAaes

3amnan npoebaH u cnasa 6ory

npo3a He 1j1oxa
HO He JIy4dlle CTHhxa
MeCcHs 3a MeHCHen

JIEWTeCh KaHTBI IMOABOPOTHBIE

TperneuiuTe HULLIKE TIEPOM
bep3st Ha KUUKY

CerogHs HaM fJaBajid MOPKOBKY
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C U3I0MOM 10 GYHTY Ha PBUIO

a g MTOJIKOBHUK
4 BOT ITOAIIOJIKOBHUK
51 TTIOJTyTOPAIOATIONKOBHUK MTOJKOBKOM IIOK-I[OK

S IMOJIYIIOJIYTOpAaAIIOAIIOIKOBHMKA TTIOJT X TTIOTOJIOK

s MOHMUMaI0 3a6pajo WAy Ha BbI
OVIH 3p34 BBIpe3aJl AePeBIHHOTO YepTa
3TO MOXET BOMTH B IPUBBIUKY

B OKOIIKe 8x8

OCeHb IPOCHHB 06J1aKa CISIKOTh
Yy Me[CeCTpHUIbI JIerkasi pyka
BYepa HaM [aBajy si61oKka

Nnpuxonuia abnaxkar

XBAaTHUT IIJ1IaKaThb
BeCb MUpP 3aM€Hs BECb MUP 3a MEH
AJaHTe HMIEKCIINP MOI‘/JIJIO,E[I)IP CepBaHT U C

HUMU IIpOoYuUe O(l)I/ILII/IaJ'IbeIe arna

BCE MMOBTOPUTCS
BCe ITIOBTOPUTCS
BCe IIOBTOPUTCS

BCE€ NOBTOPUTCA

BCe 3abyeTcs 51 BepHYyCh
B UTAJIMI0 OGHUMY 32 TAJITHIO
XEMHHIY3sI MOLEYIO B yCTa

BAIIMHITOHA yOPX0Ja He3HAUKY
KaK XOpOIIO YTO B aNTeKe
€CTbh CJIa[leHbKUH reMaToreH

TOJIBKO IPUBKYC pELIETKU

OETCKHUX CIIE€3HbBIX XKEJ1e3

BO PTY
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He CTUXU He ITpo3a
IIOOJHHMMHUTE MHE BEK U

8x8
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Catherine Cobham

The Diary Page Four

He passed through here

Surrounded by masked guards

Walking the way of meetings that begin with fights
He passed by a royal procession

Trills of joy and firecrackers

And vehicles defeating geography

He came to restore order to the chaos

To put an end to the politics of impunity

But he didn’t

He came to explain to us

What the skulls of mountains look like

Which somehow no longer exist

And how things bow their heads when they have been beheaded

He passed through here

A dictator who does not allow debate
Who cooks clouds in an air fryer

And despises poets for moral reasons
He admitted nothing to us

All that was said mere rumors

He didn’t preach salvation to us

And didn’t take our existence seriously
We offered him allegiance and bouquets of flowers
And the response was a look of derision
He was the god’s representative

The second man in the sky

And he had all the solutions
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Anna Zimna

Yesterday

following the minister’s recommendations
all directional needles go the other way

than usual

the necessary precautions have been taken
in case of

losing one’s way
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Jakub Kornhauser

Wczoraj

stosujac sie do zalecent ministra
wszystkie wskazowki chodzg w odwrotng strone

niz zZazwyczaj
podjeto niezbedne srodki ostroznosci

na wypadek gdyby
zgubity droge
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Anna Zimna

Beginning

Today

during breakfast

composed of many interesting dishes
I discovered

that I’'m Max Jacob

I looked immediately

at my hands

I had a set of two upper limbs

on discount

they turned out to be huge and warm
steam was bursting out of them

and they were blue to the elbows
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Jakub Kornhauser

Poczatek

Dzisiaj

podczas sniadania

zlozonego z wielu interesujacych potraw
odkrylem

ze jestem Maxem Jacobem

popatrzylem niezwlocznie

na moje rece

—posiadam komplet dwdch koriczyn gérnych
z przeceny

okazaly sie ogromne i ciepte

para buchata z nich wrecz

i niebieskie az po tokcie
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Anna Zimna

Family

I picked up one egg

an ordinary chicken egg
I picked up a second egg
an ordinary chicken egg
I picked up the third egg

it was a stone egg

having eaten delicious scrambled eggs

I brought the egg to mother
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Jakub Kornhauser

Rodzina

podniostem jedno jajko
zwykle jajko kurze
podniostem drugie jajko
zwykte jajko kurze
podniostem trzecie jajko

bylo to jajo kamienne

zjadlszy wysmienitg jajecznice

odniostem jajko matce
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Anna Zimna

Dangerous Paragraph

what are you doing here
do you realize

that you shouldn’t be here
you shouldn’t be

how do you think

you speak backwards
strangely present

you are not possible
separated from life

by a voluntary wall
you'd better disappear

before you ruin the day

but since you are already here

then go get some potatoes for dinner
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Jakub Kornhauser

Niebezpieczny paragraf

co ty tu robisz

zdajesz sobie sprawe

ze nie powinno cie tu by¢
nie powinno cie by¢
dlaczego myslisz

mowisz wspak

obco obecny

nie jestes mozliwy
odgrodzony dobrowolnym
murem od zycia

lepiej zniknij

zanim zniszczysz dzien

ale skoro juz tu jestes

to skocz po ziemniaki na obiad
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Mark Miscovich

Black clouds rise over the house
billowing up layer by layer

like black bile from a borehole

on the bottom of the sea

inside the house, everything quiet
life itself lost together
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Wolfgang Hermann

Schwarzwolken stiegen iiberm Haus
Stufe um Stufe quellend

wie schwarze Galle aus einem Bohrloch
am Meeresgrund

drin im Haus alles ruhig

das Leben zusammenverloren
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Mark Miscovich

As of their own accord

our steps darkened

and thus nearly disappeared
faced with dead walls

there was no recourse

but to breathe in reverse
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Wolfgang Hermann

Wie von selbst

dunkelten unsere Schritte
und so, beinahe erloschen
vor toten Mauern

blieb kein Ausweg

als der umgekehrte Atem
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Mark Miscovich

The stalactites of the city cast an ear to
the black threatening sky above
harkening for the last afterglow

of a trace of hope
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Wolfgang Hermann

Die Stalaktiten der Stadt lauschen hinauf
in den schwarzdrohenden Himmel
nach dem letzten Nachglithen

einer Spur von Hoffnung
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Mark Miscovich

The city lay black

but a tiny pulsating
somewhere out there

made spaces bend into light
shining now thus

as if from within

our hands

52



Wolfgang Hermann

Schwarz lag die Stadt
aber ein kleines Pulsieren
irgendwo da drauflen
machte, dafd sich Raume
ins Helle bogen

und so leuchteten jetzt
wie von innen

unsere Hande
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Bernardo Villela

Valkyrie

Release the war cry, beautiful Valkyrie!
Bound over the firmament’s blue fields;
mounted upon your steed faster than the wind,

cutting space, martial, wild, victorious.

Sun sets in the forest, the skies are a portent!

Releases the auroral mantle, releases the radiant mane,
glittering helmet, and scaly chest-plate,

passing by as if in a dream or bedazzlement.

And the warrior, upon passing, shield and lance at the ready,

awakens the peaks and dormant forests

of white Scandinavia, clouded, and sad.
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Maria da Cunha

Walkiria

Solta o canto de guerra a Walkiria formosa!
Vai galgando a campina azul do firmamento;
Montada em seu corcel mais rdpido que o vento,

Corta o espaco, marcial, selvagem, vitoriosa.

Baixa o sol na floresta, os céus sdo um portento!
Solto o manto auroral, solta a juba radiosa,
Fulgindo-lhe o elmo alado e a coiraca escamosa,

Passa como num sonho e num deslumbramento.
E a guerreira, ao passar, de escudo e lanca em riste,

Acorda os alcantis e as florestas dormentes

Da Escandinavia branca, e nebulosa, e triste.
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Bernardo Villela

Invoking the Night

Oh, night, flower of darkness! Spilling in the air,

In space, the subtle aromas of your mystical lap!

Night, flower of yearning—the delicious cross—

Black rose of skies bedewed in light!

Somber, mysterious, and divine Epic!

The Milky Way cries and sings the moon full,

And every star comes stuttering, palpitating,

God’s secrets far away from our soul!

Oh, portentous sea, tranquil immense sea,

Where you wave and relight, since a distant past,
Scintillant armada undefeated in all worlds,

Slowly unfolding tenebrous waves

That color vultures and roses the same!

Oh, vast cathedral where dreams float!

—Celebrate the nightingale and contemplate the moon:
It orbits the Earth, spilling itself throughout our surroundings,
Filling a large silence with a potent canticle:

Lighting the golden curves of human thought,

Losing itself in the blue borders of the firmament!

Oh, night! Darkness! Eternity’s gaze,

Searching through mankind’s tumultuous past,

The tumultuous and eternal confusion of passions
Whose shadows expand into crazed whirlwinds!

The mantle of the famished and the bedraggled
Accommodates, in its bosom, the bellows,

The meager sufferings, and overcomes, and consumes it
To attain the ideal or to vanquish hunger!

Blessed be you, oh night, blessed Lord.

Silent domicile where illusion lives!

Your arms are good, your voice soft;
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You bring rest at the end of every day.

And that’s why I seek you...and descend in fear,
And want to follow you, steppingstone by steppingstone,
Wave by wave, from beach to star,
Anxious to reach the alabaster tower
Where the flower of immortal dreams is hid.
Where evil is forgotten, where pain can’t go,
Where souls, arriving disbelievers, tortured,
Drink of faith, and of life in enchanted hours
And that’s why I love you, black errant sphinx,
Surging at day’s end, at the skyline’s door.
—Tempestuous night, epic, tumultuous,
Calm, moonlit night, sad and silent,
Gelid and dark night, or hot night,
Vibrating with harmony, full of splendor,
I love you always, always; oh, full of mystery,

Singing in an embrace the vast ethereal ocean

Oh, good illusions, a flock of snow-white swans
Encircle you gently in passing
My spirit will go on this joyous track
Like Lohengrin, a crusader of dreams.
Calm nighttime hours slide slowly:
Taken through infinity past all souls
Who are tormented by an ideal and excruciating pain!
Oh, night! Oh, night!
Spill the nectar that inebriates:
Ebony and gold cup, spilled over the world,

Peace, forgetfulness, and profound silence!
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Maria da Cunha

Invocacao a Noite

O noite, flor de treva! Espalha no ar, no espaco
Os aromas subtis do mistico regaco!

Noite, flor de saudade—a deliciosa cruz—,
Rosa negra dos céus orvalhada de luz!
Sombria, misteriosa e divina epopeia!

A Via Lactea chora, e canta a lua cheia,

E cada estrela vem balbuciar, palpitante,

Os segredos de Deus 4 nossa alma distante!
Noite, sonho de dor sobre a terra suspenso!
O portentoso mar, tranquil mar imenso,
Onde voga e reluz, desde remotas eras,

A armada cintilante e invicta das esferas,
Desdobrar lentamente as ondas tenebrosas
Que dao a mesma cor aos abutres e as rosas!
O vasta catedral, onde o sonho flutua!
—Celebra o rouxinol e pontifica a lua:
Evola-se da Terra, espalha-se no ambiente,

Enche o largo silencio um cdntico potente:

Ascende as curvas d’ouro o humano pensamento

E perde-se na fimbria azul do firmamento!

O noite! Escuridao! Olhar de eternidade,
Sondando o tumultuar da velha humanidade,
O tumultuar confuso e eterno das paixdes

Que a sua sombra avulta em doidos turbilhoes!
O manto do faminto e dos esfarrapados
Acolhes em seu seio os clamores, os brados

De tufo quanto sofre, e lida, e se consome

Por atingir o ideal ou por matar a fome!
Bendita sejas tu, 6 noite, sé bendita.

Morada silenciosa onde a ilusdo habita!
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Os teus bracos sao bons, a tua voz macia;

Tu trazes o descanso ao fim de cada dia...

E por isso te busco...E, a desceres a medo,

Eu te quero seguir, de fraguedo em fraguedo,
De onda em onda, de praia, de astro

No anseio de alcancar e torre de alabastro
Onde se oculta a flor dos sonhos imortais,
Onde se esquece o mal, aonde nio chegam ais,
Onde as almas, que vao descrentes, torturadas,
Bebem a fé e a vida em horas encantadas...

E por isso te adoro, 6 negra esfinge errante
Surgindo, ao fim do dia, ds portas do levante!
—Noite de temporal, épica, tumultuosa,

Noite calma de luar, triste e silenciosa,

Noite gélida e escura, ou noite de calor,
Vibrante de harmonia e cheia de esplendor,
Amo-te sempre, sempre, 6 cheia de misterio,

Cingindo num abraco o vasto oceano etéreo...

O boas ilusdes cisnes alvos de neve,
Acercai-vos em bando perpassai de leve...
Meu espirito ird nesse trilho risonho

Assim como Lohengrin, o romeiro do sonho...
Deslisai lentamente horas da noite calmas:
Levai pelo infinito além todas as almas

Quem um ideal atormenta e uma dor excrucia!

O noite! O noite! Esparge o néctar que e inebria:

Taca de ébano e de ouro, entorna sobre o mundo

A paz, o esquecimento, o silencio profundo!
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Allan Johnston and Guillemette Johnston

The Signs Are There

The death

which occurred at night
ended up bowing

in front of life

O invincible light

I am still here

keeping myself company
scrutinizing

the curious beast of time

*kk

In the eyes

the gaze lights up and dies
One moment

and the hourglass bursts
Where does it come from

this perfume of enigma?

*kk

What descends from heaven
What rises from earth

The merging lines

The meeting point

The hands lost

in the details

of the body to be born

60



*k*k

Behind the mad clouds
this reddening glow
of a sun in labor
Palmyra or Volubilis?
I paint from memory

[ write with my eyes closed

*kk

I need a base

no matter the element

if I could find in man

the fiber to cling to

If my head

were less heavy to carry

If drinking

really helped with forgetting
If love

proved to be prophetic

And if the only base

were just in the if...

ks

The signs are there

and you pass

dressed

in the same tunic

of washed-out passions
Ruins of the soul

how beautiful you seem
in this twilight

that says its name

*k*k
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Who suggests the way

and dictates the halting

From where comes

the sparkling water of knowledge?
Unrepentant walkers

see as the distance grows

between you and your shadows
The most zealous among you

are only fugitives

and your wine skins are already empty
Maybe thirst

will open your eyes

II

Earth is so patient

it awaits its bard

who is a bit late

then presents himself
Beautiful flatterer

he is quickly forgiven

It’s because he’s a bit musician
and painter putting his hand in the mix
with words

that know the way of the heart
Here he is

intoning with sincere accents
his ancient refrain

that the earth pretends

to hear

for the first time

*kk

Life has a genius

for invaluable offerings

62



and to receive them from her hand
it is better to be aware

of the intention

of the ceremony's code

of the moral ablutions

to be fulfilled

of unnecessary words

— like those stupid thank you’s —

of the delicacy of gesture

and of the worthy reverence

And then

at the time of withdrawing

above all not to rush

like those victors whose only hurry
is to go exhibit their trophy

to the frustrated crowd

*kk

It is a house

that is ephemeral

only in the gravity of our forgetting
There even objects

have gained

a robust memory

and give us the change

for our wonder

if sincere wonder

there were

on our part

*kk

It is a house

where we have received profusely
the savor and odor of beings

the tactile colors of elements

the modest beauty of trees
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We have eaten there by preference

with the stranger

drunk with the most desperate tablemates
and kept awake night and day

with our knowing phantoms

There we have conceived the free infants
of our dreams

All that

while keeping an eager ear to the door

to tune in to the hesitant steps

of the unexpected

K*kk

What have I to ask

of the deployed wing of time

of the black sail of the phantom ship
of the always rotten wheel

of fortune?

What I hold between my hands
suffices as a support

The only coordinate that matters
is this segment of life

traced by the fire

that a vestal of my knowledge
never ceases to feed

to my great delight

*kk

In this burning crucible

I am camping

right down to my Turkish slippers
The inspired fire

gets fanned by the breeze

By some conventional signs

it is spring once again
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Love is lit up
by some remembered scents

as on the glorious day of its birth

*k*k

Friendly tempest

grant yourself

grant me respite

The harbor is in sight

I deliver my sides and armpits to you
the two dry raisins of my chest

[ entrust you with my lute and flute
Play on me at your convenience
Listen to me as I listen to you

The poem

attracted by so many considerations
clears its throat

and with no more fuss

gives the note la

III

The poem

if it is a poem

will always astonish

--that’s the least of things—

It is the same with its sister

liberty

There it is!

does she only have a face?

The question is not overrated

One would love to be able to recognize her
even if one were plunged

into any kind of circle of hell

To be assured that she could smile at others
in distant times

and will smile at others again
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in a still more distant future

To greet her in passing

with blinking lashes of an eye

that has not faded

To accompany her with the ultimate glimmer
of the pupil that she inflamed

when your belief

was iron clad

*kk

On the faces dimly lit

I do not need the wrinkle marks

to reread our history

Every smile

has the value and weight

of overwhelming experienced pain
Of cries never uttered

to disappoint the torturers

Years without horizon

sewn into other years

to create the flag of return
Clandestine poems

formerly etched into the filth of walls
now deposited in the hands

of children and grandchildren of the ordeal
Each smile

has its weight of gold

which makes the scale tilt

to the side of resuscitated memory

*kk

Among so many victories
ugly and stupefying

the one

so rare

of the vanquished
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is and ought to be modest

It is with a few friends

that it is usually celebrated

on fleeting occasions

where the actors who are now
witnesses embrace

slap each other roughly on the back
double over with laughter at the deliverance
and end up raising a glass

to the dear absentees

the distinguished travelers

on the raft of eternity

*kk

The gaping crater

dug by absence

that memory has difficulty filling

First it is the voice that is missed

even before the face

and the rippling palette

We cling then to any gesture

any figure free of gait

to the fetish words and the tics of language
to a shared surprise pizza

at the moment of evening call to prayer
to exchanged advice

on the right place for bread

for coffee

or for paper

How does one sculpt the living

with the anarchic material of death?

(for Mohammed Kacimi. In memoriam)

*kk
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Of course

there will be the skeptic of the service
the menacing look and the clammy hands
He will snicker

at the sight of his neighbor’s tears
and will rejoice in petto

having had a narrow escape

At the end of the ceremony

he will applaud weakly

then to the fervent ones

making a circle around the leader

he will launch from afar

his inaudible and unstoppable
yes...but

*kk

Fortunately the writings are there
so there is no need to repeat oneself
or seek to convince the incredulous
Outlets and porters

they allow us to breathe

the time that a new concern

arises

and puts an end to the lull

It is fortunate that the writings remain
if only for a moment

And now

friendly tempest

whenever you wish
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Abdellatif Laabi

Les signes sont la

La mort

survenue la nuit

a fini par s’incliner
devant la vie

O lumiere invincible
je suis encore la

a me tenir compagnie
a scruter

la béte curieuse du temps

*kk

Dans les yeux

le regard s’allume et s’éteint
Un moment

et le sablier éclate

D’ou vient

ce parfum d’énigme ?

K*kk

Ce qui descend du ciel
Ce qui monte de la terre
Les lignes de fuite

Le point de rencontre
Les mains s’égarent

sur les détails

du corps a naitre
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KKk

Derriere les nuages fous
il y eut ce rougeoiement
d’un soleil en gésine
Palmyre ou Volubilis ?
Je peins de mémoire

J’écris les yeux fermés

*kk

Il me faut une assise

peu importe dans quel élément
si je pouvais trouver en ’homme
la fibre a laquelle m’agripper

Si ma téte

était moins lourde a porter

Si le verre

aidait vraiment a oublier

Si Pamour

s’avérait enfin prophétique

Et si la seule assise

n’était que dans le si...

KKK

Les signes sont la

et vous passez

revetus

de la méme tunique

des passions délavées

Ruines de I'ame

comme vous me semblez belles
dans ce crépuscule

qui dit son nom

kKK
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Qui propose le chemin

et dicte les haltes

D’ou vient

I'eau pétillante de la connaissance ?
Marcheurs impénitents

voyez comme la distance se creuse
entre vous et vos ombres

Les plus zé€lés d’entre vous

ne sont que des fuyards

et vos outres sont déja vides

La soif

vous ouvrira peut-étre les yeux

II

La terre est si patiente

Elle attend son chantre

qui tarde un peu

puis se présente

Beau flatteur

il se fait vite pardonner

C’est qu’il est un peu musicien

et peintre mettant la main a la pate
avec des mots

qui connaissent le chemin du coeur
Le voici

entonnant avec des accents sinceres
sa vieille antienne

que la terre fait semblant
d’entendre

pour la premiere fois
*hK
La vie s’ingénie

aux offrandes inestimées

et pour les recevoir de sa main
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mieux vaut étre averti

de lintention

du code de la cérémonie

des ablutions morales

devant étre accomplies

des mots de trop

— comme ces stupides merci —

de la délicatesse du geste

et de la révérence digne

Et puis

au moment de se retirer

surtout ne pas se précipiter

comme ces vainqueurs qui n’ont d’autre hate
que d’aller exhiber a la foule des frustrés

leur trophée

*kk

C’est une maison

qui n’est éphémere

que par la gravité de nos oublis
Méme les objets

y ont acquis

une solide mémoire

et nous rendent la monnaie

de notre émerveillement

si émerveillement sincere

de notre part

ilyaeu

*kk

C’est une maison

ou nous avons recu a profusion
la saveur et 'odeur des étres

les couleurs tactiles des éléments
la beauté pudique des arbres

Nous y avons mangé de préférence
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avec I’étranger

bu avec le commensal le plus désespéré

et veillé de nuit comme de jour

avec nos fantdmes avisés

Nous y avons congu les enfants libres

de nos réves

Tout cela

en gardant une oreille suspendue a la porte
pour capter les pas hésitants

de 'inespéré

*kk

Qu’ai-je a demander

a laile déployée du temps

a la voile noire du navire fantome
a la roue toujours véreuse

de la fortune ?

Ce que je tiens entre les mains
me suffit comme viatique

La seule coordonnée qui vaille
est ce segment de vie

tracé par le feu

qu’une vestale de ma connaissance
ne cesse d’alimenter

a ma grande joie

*kk

Dans ce creuset ardent

je campe

droit dans mes babouches

Le feu inspiré

se laisse gagner par la brise

A certains signes convenus

il fait de nouveau printemps

A certains fragrances du souvenir

b e .
I’amour s’illumine
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comme au jour glorieux de sa naissance

*kk

Tempéte amie

accorde-toi

accorde-moi un accalmie

Le havre est en vue

Je te livre mon flanc et mes aisselles
le deux raisins secs de ma poitrine
Je te confie mon luth et ma flGte
Joue de moi a ta convenance
Ecoute-moi que je t'écoute

Le poeme

par tant de prévenances alléché
s’éclaircit la voix

et sans plus de manieres

donne le la
111

Le poeme

s’ily a poeme

étonnera toujours

—c’est la moindre des choses—

Il en va de méme de sa sceur

la liberté

Tenez !

a-t-elle seulement un visage ?

La question n’est pas surfaite

On aimerait pouvoir la reconnaitre
méme si 'on était plongé

dans je ne sais quel cercle de 'enfer
S’assurer qu’elle a pu sourire a d’autres
en des époques lointaines

et sourira a d’autres encore

dans un plus lointain avenir

La saluer au passage
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d’un clignement des cils de I'ceil
qui n’ s’est pas éteint
L’accompagner avec 'ultime lueur
de la pupille qu’elle a enflammée
quand on y avait cru

dur comme fer

*kk

Sur les visages faiblement éclairés

je n’ai pas besoin du tracé des rides
pour relire notre histoire

Chaque sourire

a valeur et poids de douleur

vécue et terrassée

Des cris jamais proférés

afin de désespérer les bourreaux
D’années sans horizon

cousues a d’autres années

pour confectionner le drapeau du retour
De poemes clandestins

jadis gravés dans la crasse des murs
aujourd’hui déposés entre les mains

des enfants et petits-enfants de 'épreuve
Chaque sourire

a ce pesant d’or

qui fait pencher la balance

du c6té de la mémoire ressuscitée

kKK

Parmi tant de victoires
laides et abrutissantes

celle

si rare

des vaincus

est et se doit d’étre modeste

C’est en petit comité



qu’elle est d’habitude célébrée

en des occasions fugaces

ou les acteurs

devenus témoins s’'embrassent

en se donnant de rudes tapes dans le dos
se tordent du rire de la délivrance

et finissent par lever leur verre

aux chers absents

voyageurs émérites

sur le radeau de I'éternité

*kk

Le cratere béant

creusé par 'absence

et que le souvenir peine a combler
C’est d’abord la voix qui manque

avant méme le visage

et sa palette ondoyante

On se raccroche alors a tel geste

telle figure libre de la démarche

a des mots fétiches ou des tics de langage
a une pizza-surprise partagée

au moment de appel a la priere du soir
a des conseils échangés

sur la bonne adresse du pain

du café

ou du papier

A comment sculpter le vivant

avec la matiere anarchique de la mort ?
(& Mohammed Kacimi

*kk

Bien str

il y aura le sceptique de service

. In memoriam)
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I'ceil torve et les mains moites
Il ricanera

a la vue des larmes de la voisine
et jouira in petto

de l'avoir échappé belle

Au terme de la cérémonie

il applaudira du bout des doigts
puis a 'adresse des fervents
faisant cercle autour de I'officiant
il lancera de loin

son inaudible et imparable

oui..mais

*kk

Heureusement que les écrits sont la
pour que 'on n’ait pas a se répéter
ou chercher a convaincre I'incrédule
Exutoires et portefaix

il nous permettent de souffler

le temps qu’une nouvelle inquiétude
se dresse

et mette un terme a 'accalmie
Heureusement que les écrits restent
ne serait-ce qu'un moment

Et maintenant

tempéte amie

quand tu voudras
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Allan Johnston and Guillemette Johnston

The Last Poem of Jean Sénac

He did not shut himself in to write
his poem sensed danger

left him the open door

No poem without risk

His beard smoothed the pubis

of the transparent page

and his lips were murmuring

the surah of forgiveness

He first drew a sun

a small schoolboy circle

decked out with disproportionate rays
The night was screaming rape
Algiers was drinking itself to death
between men

Then he cut his pencil

or slashed his vein

but I imagine

he wrote in red

without erasures

the following fragments:

“Shipwrecked fingers
sculpted in silence

Other suffocations arise

from the bitter neck of speech
All this vomit of nothings

at the entrance of the poem
The words are not lacking
rather

the will to say it

To what good
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to what bad?
Pain

only

The poem that does not want to be born

has its reasons

Above all

not to beg

at the gate of silence
but to manage it

like a grand text

It is we
who have aged

not the world

I ate

one after the other

my little illusions

As for the large ones

I keep them

so like jewels

they can permanently illuminate
my burial

Why do I feel guilty

when happiness invades me?

Fortunately there is the sea

blue-gray in its greenness gorged with seagulls

a jubilant boat we do not know

at the water’s bottom or in the hem of clouds
Fortunately there is the openness

holding the breath of the earth

and the dripping wind slipping through caressing foliage
Fortunately man can see himself

smile at his distant look alike

elsewhere than in mirrors
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Nothing I learned

helped me

to tear the hymen of your eyes
serene tree of perennial sap
that will once more irrigate me

when my buried mouth turns off in the sands

[ am born
to love

hate is a stranger to me

Happy people
do not have poetry”

The door closed

The odorless shadow
appeared on the threshold
The knife cut the sun in two
before penetrating

the sacred womb

of breath

Sénac had raised his head
he looked into eyes

of whoever came first
laughed

as he always did

and handed out his last poem
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Abdellatif Laabi

Le dernier poeme de Jean Sénac

Il ne s’est pas enfermé pour écrire
son poeme a flairé le danger
lui a laissé la porte ouverte
Pas de poeme sans risque
Sa barbe lissait le pubis

de la page transparente

et ses levres murmuraient
la sourate du pardon

I1 dessina d’abord un soleil
un petit rond d’écolier
affublé de rayons démesure
La nuit criait au viol

Alger buvait a mort

entre hommes

Puis il tailla son crayon

ou se taillada une veine
mais j'imagine

qu’il écrivit au rouge

sans ratures

les fragments que voici :

« Naufrage des doigts

sculptés dans le silence
D’autres suffocations montent
du goulot amer du dire

Tous ces riens vomis

sur le parvis du poeme

Les mots ne manquent pas
plutot

le vouloir dire

A quoi bon



a quoi mauvais ?
La douleur

seule

Le poeme qui ne veut pas naitre

a ses raisons

Surtout

ne pas mendier

a la porte du silence
mais le gérer

comme un grand texte

C’est nous
qui avons vieilli

pas le monde

J’ai mangé

I'une apres l'autre

mes petites illusions

Quant aux grandes

je me les garde

pour qu’elles éclairent durablement
ma sépulture

tels des joyaux

Pourquoi je me sens coupable

quand le bonheur m’envahit ?

Heureusement qu’il y a la mer

bleu-gris de son vert gorgé de mouettes

une barque jubilant on ne sait

au fond de 'eau ou dans l'ourlet des nuages
Heureusement qu’il y a ce large

retenant le souffle de la terre

et le vent coulis ondoyant de frondaisons calines
Heureusement que ’homme peut se voir

sourire a son lointain sosie

autrement que dans les miroirs
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Rien de ce que j’ai appris

ne m’a servi

a déchirer ’hymen de tes yeux
arbre serein de seve pérenne

qui m’irriguera encore

quand ma bouche s’éteindra dans les sables

Je suis né
pour aimer

la haine m’est étrangere

Les peuples heureux

b s .
n’ont pas de poésie »

La porte s’est refermée

L’ombre sans odeur

apparut sur le seuil

Le couteau a fendu le soleil en deux
avant de pénétrer dans I'enceinte sacrée

du souffle

Sénac avait levé la téte

il regardait dans les yeux
riait

comme il en avait ’habitude
en tendant au premier venu

son dernier poeme
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Allan Johnston and Guillemette Johnston

Flayed Alive—Epilogue

The Arab poet

sits at his empty desk

about to write his testament
but discovers he has lost

the use of writing

He has forgotten his own poems
and the poems of his ancestors
He wants to scream with rage
but realizes

he has lost the use of speech
Weary of fighting

he prepares to rise

but senses he has lost

the use of his limbs

Death beat him there

where he had to abdicate
before life
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Abdellatif Laabi

L'Ecorché vif—Epilogue

Le poete arabe

se met devant sa table rase
sappréte a rédiger son testament
mais il découvre qu’il a perdu
I'usage de I’écriture

Il a oublié ses propres poémes
et les poemes de ses ancétres

Il veut crier de rage

mais se rend compte

qu’il a perdu I'usage de la parole
De guerre lasse

il Sappréte a se lever

mais il sent qu’il a perdu

I'usage de ses membres

La mort I'a précédé

la ou il devait abdiquer

devant la vie
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Maria Leticia del Toro Garcia

Language

I am speaking these prickly, greasy words

like cast iron: the language of the silent worker,

the language of those who screw, crease, and bend the iron,

the language of the calloused hands, their fierceness and sadness,

the painful, hungry language of those with unpaid wages

still working on the machines,

of those with professional diseases,

the language of the broken fingers, the language of those who fight for making a life in the pit of
unemployment,

these sad words between the wet gaps of the steel bars.
..l am reading them softly

in the reverberation of the machines. Dark language. The language of sweat, the language of
rust,

just as the helpless expression of a young working woman

or a male worker injured at the factory gate,

the language of their pain, the language of their shivering bodies,

the language of the broken fingers that have no compensation.
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Maria Leticia del Toro Garcia

Huang Maling

[ settled my body and soul in this small town,

in its lychee woods, its streets, its assembly line,

my little work card holder, its rain-soaked thoughts,

one by one, again and again.

I place my illusions on it,

love, dreams, youth,

my loved one, my voice, my scent,

all living in a foreign land.

Under its street lights I run, drenched by rain and sweat, panting.
My life revolves around plastic products, screws, nails, and a little work card...I surrender my
whole life completely to this place,

until the wind takes away everything from me,

and old, I go back home.
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Maria Leticia del Toro Garcia

A Migrant Child Worker from Liangshan

Life is becoming empty, reality is making
people become blind. A fourteen-year-old girl
wants to follow us in the assembly line

that produces the tiredness of an era.
Sometimes she wishes

to return to Sichuan

just to chop firewood, mow the grass,

or pick up wild fruits and flowers.

Her look is devastating,

I do not know which words I should employ

to describe her other than child labor

or that she resembles the fragility of thin paper.
If her appearance would destroy the softest hearth,
why there is so little empathy in the assembly line?
Her slow movements frequently receive

the curse of the boss,

but not a single tear drops from her eyes.

“I must not cry, [ am a grown-up.”

Oh, how inexpressively she spoke!

She keeps just a few remembrances

from her childhood, the little things
shementions from her life in Liangshan

such as the hillsides, the blue waters of the lake,
the snakes or the cows.

Probably life may be just finding your way back
through so many empty spaces.

Sometimes her dark face

shows disdain for her companions.

She pointed to another girl

who was thinner than her and said:

“She is even younger than me
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and sleeps with men at night.”
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Maria Leticia del Toro Garcia

Pain

She has built her world upon one word: pain.

Dawn rises from the sea, illuminating her broken thumb.

She stands against the wall, the pain of her broken finger obstructs her movements.
She follows the rise of the sea over there

while pain spreads everywhere,

the pain in her thumb runs through every fiber of her body,

pain tangling around the gears of the machine, the pattern plates, and every button of it

Pain presses her thirsty throat, her white bandage, her broken finger, her eyesight, her silent cry.
Nobody will help her to get rid of her interior pain, of that reality, of the future pain provoked by
machines.

Her boss will not do, neither will the press, nor will the fragile “Labor Law.”
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Agnes Marton

Space

to Anna Terek

We have to cope on our own, some of us.

We have to fight in vain. When we talk, order jumps
the rail and turns away. We inadvertently change
space, we are able to step without leaving

traces in the dust, but everyone should

remember where that foot was. Time

owes us and keeps reminding us but never pays

the debt. The sky is slim. Those supposed to protect us
don’t have an idea how much they took

yet how much they gave when they went.

Everything we have is included. The remainder of our voices
after our shrieks, the soil under our nails after scraping.
Words close to each other. While leaning

against our tiled walls, silent, we reinterpret

others’ sentences. We distinguish between

strokes and smacks. The more people approach us,

the more we move away, because we have a live

hole inside, space without stars.

Our busts get thoroughly washed every day. We have
to squeeze winter or at least clap it on the shoulder.
We have to raise the flakes cursed by others, we have to
let in every wind and exhale it through our mouths.
What flows out of our eyes is not salt but sugar.

If there’s enough, the glaze can harden on the stuff

we cried on. So our things can airlessly stick

to reaching hands.
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Florencia Horvath

Sorkoz

Terék Anndnak

Vagyunk mi, egypdran, az eleve magukra hagyottak, az eleve hidba
kiizd6k. Akik ha megszdlalnak, kisiklik a rend és uj irdnyba allitja magat.
Akik megvaltoztatjak a teret, pedig nem akarjak, akik csak ugy képesek
1épni, hogy cip6jiik nyoma ne maradjon a porban, mégis mindenki
emlékezzen, hol volt az a 1ab. Mi, akiknek tartozik az id6 €s ezt mindig
fel is emlegeti, de addssdgat sohasem hozza. Vékony az ég. Akiknek
vigyazniuk kellene rank, nem sejtik, mennyit vettek el és egyszerre

mennyit adtak tdvozdsukkal.

Ebben van mindeniink, az orditds utdn megmaradt hangjaink,

a kapardszds utdni f6ld kormiink aldl. Szavak, néhany milliméter
tavolsdgra egymastdl. Kicsempézett falaink kozt csendben tilve mi
mashogy értjlik, ami az emberek mondataiban rejlik. Mi mashogy
értjik a simogatdst és mashogyan az titéseket. Benniink ott lakik

az a lyuk, az a csillagok nélkiili ir, ami miatt minél tobben kozelednek

felénk, anndl tobben tavolodnak el.

Nekiink, akiknek nap mint nap 4tmossdk a mellkasunk, kell megszoritani,
vagy legaldbb véllon veregetni a telet. Nekiink kell felnevelni a mdsok
altal dtkozott hépelyheket, nekiink kell beengedni minden szelet, amit
kifujnak, a szdnkon. Nekiink nem s¢ folyik szemeinkbdl, hanem cukor

és ha eleget folyatunk ki, megkeményedhet 6sszesirt tirgyainkon a maz.

Igy azok konnyebben tudnak a feléjiik nyiilé kézhez hozzaragadni.
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Agnes Marton

I’'m of Mercury, of Light, of Stripes, of Lime, of Soil

Mom’s heart is floating. I can’t see myself

in the mirror when thinking of her, I don’t think

I take to her. A person consists of two halves

but cannot be either. Mom’s floating,

her body lingers in bits. I've known her

all my life, I know how to speak of her, how to avoid
speaking of her. Neither is good.

I can’t escape.

I’'m pressed under soil, under water. She’s the root
dragging me down, she’s the seaweed on my feet,

I can’t reach the surface. My body is a brick wall.
Whoever [ meet damages it or continues building it.
I’'m of bones, of coal, of lime, of wind, of grass, of sun,
of mountains. Animals and cannibals know

how to chop up someone, how to wolf him down.

I put him on the topmost shelf, close to the window,
to make him feel comfortable. He looks down at me
as usual. As a child, he locked me in his look.

He’s almost as tall as me, my dad, almost the same
size as it comes to our livers, our lungs, our blood.
He gave me fuel, I gave him words. I don’t think

there’s anything we carry on.

In the evening animals suck my blood, the bastards.

A lot, too much. A shower inside me, it helps me

become tomorrow. My body is a brick wall. I'm of bones,

of lime, of stripes. No one took photos while the foundation-
stone was being laid. Whoever touches me, ’'m of him.

Whoever adds a fiber, a toothpick, a needle-
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point, sticks himself to me.

I’'m a slug of water. It’s easy to drown even without stalks.

It’s said to be the worst death, this way you might face
another shape. Fringing starts. There are robbers and thugs
under my skin. They dig up my bones, clink them. Murderers.

I’'m a bench the paint never dries on.

We've been chucked around all our lives. Should you wish to topple,
you might be caught, but the wind could lay on your side.

The family crypt bongs, we don’t understand what the others say.
The chattering of our teeth cannot be heard, the walls

of our coffins separate us, even if I'm of words.

Everyone is of words. Should I swallow the water

I’ve been swirling in my mouth for years,

it would become my unspittable part. It would clear up,

it would evaporate, but never vanish into thin air.

Water is the worst, water is the best.

I could pull out the splinters, each of them
would leave a mark. The present day is exactly
what I hoard and what I allow to melt down.

I don’t remember its color, nor how it smells.
My mouth is of scars, I ran out of sentences.
Yet [ have sentences. I'm of mercury,

of light, of stripes, of lime, of soil.

Like everyone. Maybe not in the same order.
Frost doesn’t fail me. I'll cover the puddles,
those inside, the ones I never dare spit out.

What gives meaning to the incapable?
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Florencia Horvath

Higany vagyok, fény vagyok, csik vagyok, mész vagyok, fold vagyok

Anydm a viz aljdn fekszik, lebeg a szive. Nem ldtom magamat

a tukorben, ha rd gondolok, nem ldtom 6t magamban. Hidba 4ll
az ember két félbdl, nem lehet egyik sem. Anydm a vizszint aljan
lebeg, cafatokra fut szét a teste. Egy élet 6ta ismerem,
megtanultam beszélni és nem beszélni réla. Egyik sem j0,

egyik sem elkertilhetd, egyik sem elkertlhetetlen.

Fold ald, viz ald vagyok nyomva, 6 az egyik gyokérszal, aki lehuz,

6 a hindr, ami miatt nem johetek felszinre, mert rdcsavarodott a labamra.
A testem téglafal. Akivel talalkozom, rombolja vagy tovabb épiti.

Csont vagyok €s szén és mész €s szél és fi €s nap €s hegyek.

Az allatok ismerik ezt meg a kannibdlok. Megenni, felvagdalni egy mdsik embert.

Az ablak melletti polc legtetejére tettem, hogy j6l érezze magat.

Onnan figyeljiik egymast, feltilrél néz, ahogy dltaldban,

ahogy nézett kiskoromban, €s ahogy nem engedte meg, hogy elkeriiljem.
Apdmmal nagyjabdl ugyanakkordk vagyunk centiméterben,

apammal nagyjabdl ugyanakkordk vagyunk mdjban, tiidében, vérben.

Benzint adott, én szavakat. Amit tovabb visziink, nem hiszem, hogy létezik.

Esténként gonosz dllatok szivjak ki vérem. Sok van, nagyon sok,

nem kellene ennyi. Belsé zuhany, segit holnappad lenni. A testem téglafal.
Csont vagyok, mész vagyok, csik vagyok. Az alapkd lerakdsanal

senki sem fotdzott. Aki hozzam ér, abbdl vagyok. Aki belém rak,

belém nyom egy szalat, egy fogpiszkaldt, egy tiihegyet, ram ragasztja, ami 6.
Korty viz vagyok, igy konnyli megfulladni inddk nélkil is.

Azt mondjdk, ez a legrosszabb haldl, mert szembe lehet nézni

a szint alatt egy mdsik alakkal. Aztdn elindul a foszlds. Rabldk és banditdk
a bérom alatt. Kiassak, kocogtatjdk a csontjaim. Gyilkos, az 6sszes gyilkos.

Pad vagyok, amin sose szdrad meg a festék.
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A sziiletés pillanatdtdl elvagddtunk. Ha valaki fel akar délni, elkaphatjdk,

de attél még tovabb fuj felé a szél. A csalddi kripta sem az lirességtél,
hanem egymads szavanak nem értésétdl kong, a kozos sirban is elvalaszt

a koporsék fala, igy nem hallani a fogvacogdst. Pedig én szé vagyok.
Mindenki szd. Ha lenyelem azt a korty vizet, amit évek dta a szdmban tartok,
a kikophetetlen részemmé valik. Tisztul, parolog, de sosem szivddik fel.

A viz a legrosszabb, a viz a legjobb.

Kihizkodhatom, kitéphetem, kirdnthatom a szdlkakat,

de mindnek ott marad a nyoma. A mai nap pont annyi,

amennyit évek dta drizgetek €s amennyit most szétfolyni hagyok.
Nem emlékszem sem a szinére, sem az illatara. Hegekbdl 4ll

a szdm, nincsenek mondataim. Nem igaz, hogy nincsenek.

Higany vagyok, fény vagyok, csik vagyok, mész vagyok, fold vagyok.
Mindenki ennyi, csak mads sorrendbe rendezi.

Rdm fog fagyni a dér. R4 fogok fagyni a tdcsdkra,

amiket magamban tartok, amiket sosem merek kikopni.

Minek van, ami semmire sem képes?
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Malgorzata Holda

A Lack

I did not foresee the gardens
when you were heading for the east
and stopped the car

in an orchard

From a halved apple
you took away the seeds of bitterness
and bliss

You gave it to me to eat it
and I became

like the fruit

that you raised to

your mouth

The orchard passed

I remained
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Dorota Filipczak

Niedosyt

Nie przewidzialam ogrodéw
gdy jadac na wschod
zatrzymales auto

w sadzie

Z roztamanego jabtka

wyjales pestki goryczy
i rozkoszy

Date$ mi do zjedzenia
i statam sie

jak owoc

ktdéry podniostes

do ust

Sad przeminat

Ja zostalam
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Malgorzata Holda

Dark Fire

[ am waiting for
the Lord

but he is not coming

[ am becoming a mother
a grandmother sitting long hours

at the currant bush

Perhaps this is
the mystery
of the Holy Trinity

[ am waiting for
the Lord

but he is not coming
He is visiting another

I hear

how the grandmother
is talking to the bush
She is even using

rhetorical figures

No, she is not talking
to God

or even to herself

Black currants
laden with words

are falling into a pot
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The grandmother is a fine speaker

in a moment she will convince the bush

of her idea

The Lord will weave a nest

He will be eating from her hand,
and for those who were smiling
just as [ was

there will be left

a bare branch

only
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Dorota Filipczak

Ciemny ogien

Czekam na
Pana

ale nie przychodzi

Staje sie mama
babcig zasiedzialg

przy krzaku porzeczek

Moze na tym polega
tajemnica

Trdjcy swietej

Czekam na
Pana

ale nie przychodzi
Chodzi do innej

Stysze

jak babcia przemawia
do krzaka

Uzywa nawet

figur retorycznych

Nie, nie rozmawia
z Bogiem

ani nawet z sobg

Slowem nabrzmiale
lecg do garnka

czarne porzeczki
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Babcia jest méwczynig
za chwile przekona krzak

do swojego pomystu

Pan uwije w nim gniazdo
Bedzie jadl jej z reki

A dla tych co sie smiali
jak ja

zostanie naga

galaz
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Malgorzata Holda

The Monastery in Jabteczna

I begrudge neither porcelain
nor golden adornments or robes only the books

splashed into ashes

[ have no roof above my head
but I trust one is created

by alpha and omega
The river is rocking the deacon’s cry

who was trying

to save the scriptures
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Dorota Filipczak

Monaster w Jablecznej

Nie zal mi porcelany
zlocen ani szat tylko ksiag

Rozptakanych w popiét

Nie mam dachu nad glowg
ale wierze ze tworzg go

alfa i omega

Rzeka kolebie placz
diakona ktéry probowat

ocalié¢ pisma
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Malgorzata Holda

Thunderstorm in Romandw

Trees know

in their rings there are conversations

love games

the trace of teeth on the bark

Hornbeams and spruces
near Kraszewski’s mansion
were looking at him

not necessarily from above

They will remember the cut
of your shirt

the child’s umbrellas

féte galante

No sooner had we shut
the door
Heaven

opened
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Dorota Filipczak

Burza w Romanowie

Drzewa wiedzg
w stojach tkwig rozmowy
gry milosne

slad zebéw na korze

Graby i swierki
w dworku Kraszewskiego
spogladaly na niego

niekoniecznie z gory

Zapamietajg kroj
twojej koszuli
parasole dziecka

féte galante

Ledwo zamknelismy
drzwi
otworzylo sie

niebo
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A. Louise Cole

There’s a Joy in Parting

No handkerchiefs waving me goodbye on the platform,
no one running alongside the window

trying to grasp my outstretched hand.

There’s no one and that’s fine, departing

alone, no fake smiles, no feigned tears:

an empty platform,

lightweight luggage,

leaving little by little, so that I barely even notice.

The past was accelerating,

getting farther away from me.

Rocky crags like a saurian spine,

cirrus clouds like eroding bones,

cities, which from far away, seem deserted settings

for works yet to be written. Warehouses and factories
for items I never wanted.

The speed of the train draws phosphenes over the night,
the fog, and when I wake, it gifts me a watercolor of

a forest, a lake, and a sky

so kitschy that they move me,

and I run down the corridor, while everyone else sleeps, I run
from one window to the next, afraid

of not seeing everything;

then the train slowly brakes, almost comes to a stop,

as though catching its breath.

111



José Ovejero

Hay una felicidad en partir

No habia panuelos despidiéndome en el andén,
nadie que corriese junto a la ventanilla
intentando rozar mi mano tendida.

No habia nadie y estaba bien, partir

a solas, sin sonrisas falsas, sin ldgrimas postizas:
el andén vacio,

la maleta ligera,

yéndome poco a poco, casi sin darme cuenta.

El pasado aceleraba

para alejarse de mi.

Riscos como la espina dorsal de un saurio,

Cirros como osamentas deshilachdndose,

ciudades que, de lejos, parecen desiertos escenarios
de obras por escribir. Almacenes y fabricas

de objetos que nunca quise.

La velocidad dibuja fosfenos sobre la noche,

la niebla, al despertarme, me regala la acuarela

de un bosque y un lago y un cielo

tan cursis que me emocionan,

y corro por el pasillo, mientras otros duermen, corro
de una ventanilla a otra, temerosa

de no verlo todo;

el tren frena despacio, casi se detiene,

como si respirarse.
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A. Louise Cole

Wrinkles

In the window: a seagull

startled by its own reflexion

hastily flees

from itself.

In the mirror, I also see myself

and for once my weary face doesn’t scare me away; instead,
there’s a tenderness, a kind of fondness

that makes me stay, and I acknowledge that I am
the one watching herself

the one seeing herself

the one accepting herself,

[ wonder, is this what it is to grow old?
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José Ovejero

Arrugas

En la ventana: una gaviota

se espanta de su imagen reflejada,
apresuradamente escapa

de si misma.

Yo también me miro en el espejo

y por una vez no me ahuyenta

mi rostro algo cansado; al contrario,
una cierta ternura, algo asi como afecto,
me detiene, y reconozco que soy yo
la que se mira,

la que se ve,

la que se acepta,

¢Sera esto hacerse vieja?
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A. Louise Cole

Siren

You sing, damn it,

you sing only to me,

and I am Ulysses, tied to the mast,
who shouts,

who suffers,

who seethes,

because you don’t sing like the sirens
so that I'll stray into your arms,
you sing to hold me in place,
struggling to free myself,

and your voice is the rope,

and my desire is the sea

separating us.
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José Ovejero

Sirena

Cantas, maldita sea,

cantas para mfi sola,

y yo soy Ulises, atada al mdstil,
que grita,

que pena,

que rabia,

porque no cantas como las sirenas
para que me extravie en tus brazos,
sino para mantenerme sujeta,
forcejeando para liberarme

y es tu voz la soga,

y es mi deseo el mar

que nos separa.
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A. Louise Cole

Desire and Zoology

I’'m the wolf howling

in the night, lonely

and angry

when she doesn’t hear your voice.
I’'m the bear dancing

from foot to foot,

awkward,

unsettled,

confused

when she smells your tracks.
I’'m the hyena

feeding on memories,

her snout buried

in the wound

until the blood begins to flow
again,

and she mars herself,

gags herself,

and consumes

the memory of you.

I'm the serpent,

discreetly, covertly

groveling at your feet,

the slandered snake who doesn’t dare

wrap herself around your thighs.

My belly is a den

where wild animals

lash out with flashing teeth
and willfully wreak havoc,

waiting for your hand or eyes
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to tame them.
Yet I am also the huntress
who aims

for the beast’s heart.

Then the forest, hill, and jungle
are quiet

as though uninhabited.

Even the echo from the shot

is silent.
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José Ovejero

Deseo y zoologia

Soy la loba que adlla

en la noche, solitaria

y rabiosa

cuando no oye tu voz.

Soy el oso que danza

de una pata a otra,

torpe,

indeciso,

perplejo,

cuando huele tu rastro.
Soy la hiena

que se alimenta de recuerdos,
con su hocico revuelve

en la llaga

hasta que la sangre mana
otra vez,

y se mancha,

y se atraganta

y devora

la memoria de ti.

Soy la serpiente

que junto a tus pies,
secreta, sigilosa,

se arrastra, la calumniada serpiente,
que ni siquiera se atreve

a enroscarse en tus muslos.
Mi vientre es una guarida
de bestias salvajes

que se lanzan dentelladas,
tenazmente se destrozan

mientras aguardan
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que tu mano o tus 0jos

las amansen.

Pero también soy la cazadora

que apunta

al corazon de la fiera.

Entonces el bosque, la loma, la selva
callan

como si nada las habitase.

Ni siquiera se escucha

el eco del disparo.
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Partha Sarkar

Strides to Coffin and No Clamor

The dead eyes and the flat red square.

The alive petals and the dirty shirts of yesterday
And the renegade flags

And for a long time

I have stopped talking about

The journey to renascence

And I win

When there is an

Announcement from yesterday’s confinement—
‘There will be many showers...many flowers...
And as always there is a prophecy

And smog

The dry spell of a green dream.

The metaphor flies to and fro.

And throws stones at the renaissance
And strikes the fetid remittent fever

No atonement.
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Partha Sarkar
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Partha Sarkar

A Lot of Enthusiasm in the Skull

The conundrum.
The clamor.

The drum beats the state to announce something positive.

The hemisphere has a book.

It pages but does not read a word.
The Samaritan goes far with
Sampan

Salvo

Without salvo.

The red square.

Where does the one way lead?

Let me find my glasses,
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Partha Sarkar
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Partha Sarkar

On the Middle Class

An everyday rendezvous.

A ‘light and shade’ confusion.

Is it a colloid colloquium

Or a gang of sputum?

Oris it

A class or a community?

What does it talk about?

Where does it come from?

Pegasus browses the peer group. To join it?
Pegasus stalls in confusion.

Yet overhears it.

Oh! No.

It sputters.

It smirks.

It besmirches the other.

There are many ways to be followed, to flee
If there is a warning bell

And they take all the ways to the sanctum of a narrow quid.
‘Let me turn to the sound of a crow

In the middle of a scorching summer day. It is sacred’

It thinks and flies to Pegasus.
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Partha Sarkar
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Viviana De Cecco

Loneliness

We are alone in the world: Each lives in the middle of a desert.

Nothing for us is certain except this deep emptiness.

And the contiguous cases of men and dreams and things

are like vanishing smoky shadows on murky sunsets.

Sometimes mediocre love brings two loners together,

deludes them for an hour, and throws them unsuspecting and unknown far away.

Everyone who loves his pride his truth or his error

is a sad surviving traveler over a rock.

He deceives himself at the first caresses of the waves and wind,

but soon the dismay of enormous space oppresses him.

Nor is there a sadder thing than the unfillable gap,

than the shadow that grows gloomy between those who exist and those who exist.

127



Amalia Guglielminetti

La solitudine

Siamo soli nel mondo: ciascun vive in mezzo a un deserto.

Nulla per noi e certo fuorché questo vuoto profondo.

E i contigui casi degli uomini, e i sogni e le cose

son come ombre fumose vanenti su torbidi occasi.

Talvolta amor mezzano avvicina due solitari,

li illude un’ora e ignari e ignoti li avventa lontano.

Ciascun ch’ami il suo orgoglio la sua verita o il suo errore

€ un mesto viaggiatore superstite sopra uno scoglio.

S’illude egli alle prime carezze dell’'onde e del vento,

ma tosto lo sgomento dello spazio enorme 'opprime.

Né v’ha cosa piu triste della non colmabil lacuna,

dell’ombra che s’aduna fosca fra chi esiste e chi esiste.
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Viviana De Cecco

Youth

Youth, you are the only one I will go with.
You know how to be silent when I am serene,

you know how to speak when I bitterly complain.

You know how to admonish me with a voice full of
adulation: —But what’s the use of crying?

It’s better to sing like a siren.

You flash in my eyes a laughter equal to

a star’s silver tremor,

wondering at my every great evil.

You try to praise me and murmur: —You are beautiful!
and you joke: —You have on your hair a crown...

And you caress me like a sister

till I smile at you: —And you are good!
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Amalia Guglielminetti

La giovinezza

Giovinezza, a te sola io m’accompagno.

Tu sai tacere quando son serena,

sai parlare quand’io aspra mi lagno.

Sai ammonirmi con la voce piena
di blandizia: —Ma piangere che vale?

Meglio cantar con voce di sirena.
Mi baleni negli occhi un riso eguale
al tremore d’argento d’una stella,

meravigliando d’ogni mio gran male.

Tenti la lode e mormori: —Sei bella!

e scherzi: —Hai sui capelli una corona...

E m’accarezzi come una sorella

finché io non ti sorrida: —E tu sei buona!
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Viviana De Cecco

The Deceiver

I drank in small sips the lie,
like a potion that arouses bewitching

fantasies in the heart of the dreamer.

I discovered new spells in everything.
Sometimes I followed the trail of

a sweet charm through unknown paths.

I did not look at the deceiver again in his face

to not tremble with dark mistrust

in the amorous circle of his arms.

He coaxed: —No wisdom

that teaches is worth a good game that pretends.

And he poured into my heart an essence of him

made up of shadow, love, and flattery.
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Amalia Guglielminetti

L’ingannatore

Bevvi a piccoli sorsi la menzogna,
come un filtro che induce fantasie

fascinatrici al cuore di chi sogna.

In ogni cosa io scoprii malie
nuove. Talvolta perseguii la traccia

di un dolce incanto per malcerte vie.
Non riguardai 'ingannatore in faccia,
per non tremar di oscura diffidenza

nell’amoroso cerchio di sue braccia.

Quegli blandiva: —Niuna sapienza

che insegni vale un bel gioco che finga.

E mi versava in cuore una sua essenza

fatta d’ombra, d’amore e di lusinga.
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Viviana De Cecco

The Tedium of Life

Tonight I am like a slave held in chains,

who represses quivering her nameless grief.

Or I am like a plant, which shaken and beaten by the wind

twists in such mad torment that it almost breaks down.

I am like a wave of wild sea that crushes against the rock,

and my brief sorrow seems to me like the deep sea.

But perhaps I am but an unsatisfied soul

that needs to fight itself and others and the sad and the good.

[ am a heart succumbing to an insatiable torment

of cravings, a slender form of woman that never has peace.

And the sickness that today comes over me strongest is a sickness without remedy:

my great little evil is the tedium of life.
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Amalia Guglielminetti

Il tedio della vita

Stasera io sono come una schiava stretta in catene,

che in sé compresso tiene fremendo un suo duol senza nome.

O son come una pianta, che scossa e percossa dal vento,

torcesi in un tormento si folle che quasi la schianta.

Son come onda di mare selvaggio che s’urta allo scoglio,

e il mio breve cordoglio come il mar profondo mi pare.

Ma forse altro non sono che un’anima insoddisfatta,

cui d’uopo e che combatta sé e gli altri ed il tristo ed il buono.

Sono un cuor che soggiace a un’insaziabile torma

di brame, un’esil forma di donna che mai non ha pace.

E il mal ch’oggi m’assale piu forte &€ un mal senza rimedio:

e della vita il tedio il mio grande piccolo male.
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Mykyta Ryzhykh

Desire

My desire is to close my eyes

in order to suffer quietly and silently

In order not to think not to see not to hear

only suffer suffer

Only suffer and think about her

and think about her

About eyelashes and eyeshadow

About the brightness of her eyes narrowed in caressing
In a caressing and dark evening

when nature freezes

In the moonless dark lonely autumn nights

pensive nights

At that uninvited and bold moment when the mood
matches with consent

I desire to close my eyes

To suffer quietly and silently...
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Mykhaylo Semenko

Baxkaunuga

MeHi 6arsech 3arUTIOLUTH 04l

106 THXO i MOBYKHU CTPAKAATH

He MucnuTh He 6aYUTH HE YYTU

TUIBKY CTPaKOaTH CTPAKOATH

TinpKYU cTpakgaTH i AyMaThb I1po Hel

i mymaTb mpo Hei

[Tpo Bii mpo TiHi

[Tpo sicHb i1 OYel NpUILypeHUX B [TeCTOLIAX O4el
Y Bedip MecTIUBUN | TEMHUH

KOJIM 3aBMHUpa€ MpHUpoaa

Y Ho4i 6e3MicssuHi TeMHI CAMOTHI OCiHHI
3aMMCJIeH] HOYi

Y MeHT TOM HeNMpOXaHUH CMINIMH K HACTpPid
BMipKOBYE 3rofia

MeHi 6arHech 3aIUTIOLIUTH 0Yi

IIT06 THXO i MOBYKH CTPasKAATH...
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Mykyta Ryzhykh

The Heart Is Wandering

This autumn I will get lost in torment

[ will get lost in love among yellow leaves
I will get lost in love

I will get lost in love

In autumn torments

Do you feel it? My heart is wandering
Along alleys with fallen leaves, motionless
Yellow motionless

With leaves motionless

In a lonely union.

Maybe I'll find it in the autumn sounds
In the autumn whistling

In sad hope whistling

Hope whistling

In autumn sounds.

This autumn I will get lost in torment.
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Mykhaylo Semenko

Ceppaue B 61yKaHHI

Cro OCiHb 51 3a6ITYAKYCh Y MyKax

Cepe[ KOBKJIOTO JTUCTS 3a6/IyaKyCh Y KOXaHH]
51 3a6myaKych B KOXaHHI

3abnynKych B KOXaHHI

B ociHHiX MyKax

Bu nouyBaeTe? Moe cepiie B 6/TyKaHHI

[To TUXUX ajesix 3 ONAaIUM JIUCTIM 6e3pyXuM
>KoBknum 6e3pyxum

3 nuctsam 6e3pyxum

B caMOTHIM €fHaHHI.

Moske 3Hally 3HAWy B OCiHHIX 3BYKax
B ociHHixX cBUCTaX

B TOCKHIM 3HaMAy CIOAiBaHHI

B ToCKHIM crnomiBaHHI

TockHIM ciofiBaHHI

B ociHHiX 3ByKax.

Cro OCiHb 51 3a6JTYAXYCh Y MyKax.
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Mykyta Ryzhykh

Chimney

Chimney with a red border

The highest

Iron trunks tap chains

Iron trunks crane chains

Water

2 Chinese homeless people have a basket each
with pistachios

Two girls in red skirts

And fast-moving maidens like fashionable birds
And the smoky sky above

And in the depths on the other side of the mountain
In the fog the chimney's silhouette is like a puzzle

And behind those mountains is the sea
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Mykhaylo Semenko

Humap

[dumap 3 4epBOHUM 06BOJOM

HaiiBuiue

3asniszo cTOBOYpH KpaH JaHLIOTU

Bopa

2 XIHCHKUX F'OJIOJPaHLi 110 Mapi KOP3UH Y HUX
3 ¢picTamkamMu

[1BO€ AiBYATOK Y UePBOHEHBKHX CITiTHUYKAX
[ XyTKOpyXi MIaHHU MOJHUMH NTAIIKAMHA

A 3Bepxy 3agumiieHe HE6O

A B rnubuHi o ToM 6iK ropu

B TymaHi cunyeT qumapst Hibu pebyc

A TaM 3a TrOpaMHu Mope.
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Mykyta Ryzhykh

Completely Exhausted

I’'m dissatisfied and disappointed.

I’ll put it more simply—I’'m completely boring.

Without meaning life is boring and frosted,
Completely bored, completely exhausted,—

[ want to go home to Kyiv—to be going...
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Mykhaylo Semenko

30BciM OXOpeHHUU

Sl He3aOBONEHUH | pO34apOBaHUM.

CKaxXy NpoCTill—I[i/IKOM HyHUH 5.
Kurrsim 6e33MiCTOBHHUM JOKOHYE 3MOPEHUH,
LlinKkoM 3aHYOKeHUH, 30BCIM OXOpEeHUN,—

Xouy gomomy s, xouy B Kuis...

142



