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Dear Readers,

W
hen The New York Times recently reported that “more people 
speak Portuguese as their native language than French, Ger-
man, Italian or Japanese” we were surprised. Soon after we 
read this we met a woman who had grown up in Macau—a small 
island off of China’s southern coast—speaking Portuguese. 

Recently, a friend who works for the Swiss told us that many people are suprised to 
learn that Italian is one of Switzerland’s national languages. Spurred on by these 
“findings,” we discovered that among the top 40 languages spoken by students 
in London are not only Bengali, Arabic, and Urdu, but also Akan, Tamil, Igbo, 
Tigrinya, and Pashto. That Africa boasts an estimated 1,800 languages, including 
several that are whistled. That approximately 138 languages are spoken in the 178 
square miles that make up Queens, New York.

For many of us, the map of the world we carry in our minds (a map often star-
tlingly like the one that hung in our third-grade classroom) is linguistic as well as 
geographical. “Discoveries” such those above—unexpected facts unearthed after 
our maps have been formed—disrupt the flat certainty we call up in conversations 
about the world. Speech bubbles and boundaries sprout and change until the ter-
rain is so textured and variegated it can no longer be kept in the head as one im-
age used for easy reference. This image is much more like our world.

Poems, new languages unto themselves, also make the world more beautifully 
complicated. Disruptions in this case allow for newly felt experience, for the re-
shaping of thought, for little worlds that stand, three-dimensional, as though we 
had called them into being ourselves. These are more like our lives, our minds.

Reading the submissions we receive from translators and poets around the 
world, our imagined certainty about the shape and color of things is regularly 
called into question. We hope that reading Circumference inspires you, too, to re-
draw your maps, to walk in new ways into territory newly imagined.

Best wishes,
The Editors
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Excelente lenguaje, excelente,
puro, blanquísimo, una flor: azucena.
Los pájaros cantan en pájaro. Los
castores comen en castor. Los humanos
hablan en humano, mano a mano, tocan
sus voces en la conversación. ¿Brillante?
Se dice brillante. New York se dice New York.
Lenguaje de plata se dice lenguaje de plata. Para
un siglo de oro se dice para un siglo de oro. Góngora,
Góngora. Ya era hora, cordobés, ya era hora, cordobés.
Llaga se dice fácilmente.

written 1991
Eduardo Milán



9

Excellent language, excellent,
pure, resplendent white, flower: a lily.
Birds sing in bird. Beavers
eat in beaver. Humans
speak in human, hand to hand, their
voices touch in conversation. Brilliant?
It’s said brilliant. New York is said New York.
Language of silver is said language of silver. For
a golden age is said for a golden age. Góngora,
Góngora. It was time, man of Córdoba,
it was time, man of Córdoba.
Affliction is said easily.

translated from Spanish by
Patrick Madden & Steven J. Stewart
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Dva

  Dva dny déšq. Dfti na podlaze. Krátké stromy.
  Nábytek se priznává k prknum. Kvuli cemusi rezervnímu natáhne se žena 
hodnf dozadu, až za krabice s úcty a dortovými svíckami. Vyhrne se kus bricha, 
omluvitelnf, jako prereknutí v delší smutecní reci.

written 2000
Petr Hruška
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Two

 Two days of rain. Children on the floor. Scant trees.
 The furniture confesses to the boards. Reaching for something in reserve, my 
wife stretches way back, behind the boxes of receipts and birthday candles. A bit of 
her stomach appears, forgivably, like a slip of the tongue in a long eulogy.

translated from Czech by 
Jonathan Bolton
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Minulé století

Pili jsme nfkde na tržnici. Nebo u zastávky, v bundách, vedle drevotrísky. Spfcha-
lo to, mfli jsme pred sebou celý spolecný život. Chtfli jsme to stihnout, to míhání 
mezi lepenkami a prodavaci, to pití nfžnýma, ledovýma rukama. 

written 2000
Petr Hruška
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Last Century

We used to drink somewhere in the marketplace. Or at the bus stop, in winter coats, 
next to pieces of fiberboard. We were in a hurry, we had our whole shared life ahead 
of us. We wanted to catch it, that flickering among the cardboard and the sellers, 
that drinking with tender, icy hands.

translated from Czech by
Jonathan Bolton
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written 1998
Abdelkrim Tabal
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Home

Lost
in the waste or someone’s arms
what’s the difference
you haven’t much of a way with either night
poor guy
choose exile
its boundary the taper
in poetry’s house

translated from Arabic by
Wendy Walker & Rabia Zbakh



16

Flor esdrújula

  I

Zulay quiere un teléfono de mano,
(monstruo pequeño para la sortija)

un teléfono cándido, flor esdrújula,
por donde baje el corazón al hilo.

Por los teléfonos de mano vienen
niños decimales, botecillos en flor,

vienen muelles de mano
atados a una cuerda de guitarra.

Por los teléfonos de mano acuden
acuden astrolabios melancólicos.

Oleadas de minero con su diurno fervor
y noticias de abril con letras de geranio.

Por estos teléfonos baja la voz
a suelos agresivos, baja el cuerpo a la mano

en que se escuchan el cutis y el agua de las pinturerías,
sube la luz a acústicos espejos

en que la plata apuesta un parque contra las sirenas
y se ahogan debajo del mar los sutidores.

  II

    Exhorto a los teléfonos rurales
    para que vayan a la rebeldía

Alcen al alboaire
el trono de sus cejas los teléfonos rurales!

Caigan desde su fiel,
desnivelados, los teléfonos rurales!

(continued)
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 Proparaxytonic Flower 

  I 

Zulay wants a telephone, 
(a small monster for the ring) 

a candid telephone, proparaxytonic flower, 
through which the heart descends to the thread.

The decimal children arrive through the telephones
like small blooming boats, 

hand piers arrive
attached to the string of a guitar.

Through these telephones melancholy 
astrolabes converge.

Waves of miners with diurnal fervor appear
and the news of April with geranium letters. 

Through these telephones the voice descends
to aggressive ground, and the body descends to the hand 

where the skin and the water of paints are heard,
light rises to acoustical mirrors 

where silver wagers a park against the sirens
and the sailors drown beneath the sea. 

  II

    I exhort the rural telephones 
    so that they revolt 

Let the rural telephones raise to the white air 
the throne of their eyebrows! 

Let them fall from their faith unevenly!

(continued)
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Ecuánimes teléfonos en cuya pulsación de celuloide
un juececillo de papel

 juzga desde su cuello a las palomas
y desde su iracundo código a las aguas.

Caigan desde la curva de su traje
los déspotas azules de los teléfonos rurales.

Invadan las metrópolis con sus nevadas costumbres
los teléfonos de mano,

para hablar desde aquí, desde la flor al álamo,
del álamo a la esquina buscada por el aire;

ahora que estamos en diciembre con océanos
y mil cosas terrestres de juguete,

y va detrás de sí mi corazón jadeando
con los perros, las abejas y los hombres.

Invadan las metrópolis con sus nevadas costumbres
los teléfonos de mano!

Porque cambian los tiempos y las personas pequeñas
de las ciudades

exigen gran eficiencia de los servicios celestes
y alta puntualidad a los cometas.

Porque Zulay, y yo, y algunos otros, queremos
teléfonos de mano para ponernos al habla con el día,

para poner al habla al leñador oculto
con el buey oloroso,

y a éste con la madera pensativa.
Un teléfono cándido,

un rumor, de bolsillo,
para subir al aire desde la zapatilla.

written December 1946
Eunice Odio
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Even-tempered telephones in whose celluloid pulse 
a meager judge of paper 

 judges the doves from his neck
and the waters from his irate code. 

Let those blue despots of the rural telephones 
fall from the wrinkles of his suit.

Let telephones invade the metropolis 
with their snow-covered customs, 

to speak from here, from the flower to the poplar, 
the poplar to the wind-sought corner; 

now that we are in December with oceans 
and thousands of earthly fake things, 

and there goes my panting heart in pursuit of itself
with the dogs, the bees, and the men. 

Let telephones invade the metropolis 
with their snow-covered customs! 

Because the times change and the small people 
of the cities 

demand great efficiency from celestial services 
and a strict punctuality from comets. 

Because Zulay, and I, and a few others, 
want telephones to put us in touch with the day, 

to put the isolated woodcutter in touch
with the smelly ox,

and this one with the meditative wood.
A candid telephone,

a pocket rumor
to rise to the air leaving behind the slippers. 

translated from Spanish by
Keith Ekiss & Sonia P. Ticas
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Cow Boy
À Jacques Lipchitz

Sur le Far West
      où il y a une seule lune
Le Cow Boy chante
        à rompre la nuit
Et son cigarre est une étoile filante

  son poul ain ferre d’ailes
  n’a jamais eu de panne

Et lui
  la tête contres les genoux
             danse un Cake Walk

New York
    à quelques kilomètres

Dans les gratte-ciels
Les ascenseurs montent comme des thermomètres

Et près du Niagara
        qui a éteint ma pipe
Je regarde les étoiles éclaboussées

Le Cow Boy
     sur une corde à violon
Traverse l’Ohio

written 1918
Vicente Huidobro
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Cowboy
To Jacques Lipchitz

In the far west
      where there’s only one moon
The cowboy sings to break the night
And his cigarette is a shooting star

  his colt br anded with wings
  has always been fl awless

And with
    his head resting on his knees
                he dances a Cake Walk

New York
    a few miles away

The elevators shoot up the skyscrapers like thermometers

And near Niagara 
        which blew out my pipe
I see the stars scattered 

The cowboy
     crosses the Ohio
On a violin string

translated from French by
Chris Michalski
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Sanne

Sannes wichtigste, alles tragende Substanz besteht aus lauter kleinen Wesen, alle 
gleich geformt wie Bonbons. Wenn man eines dieser Bonbons in eine Nährlösung 
täte, könnte aus ihm durchaus eine kleine neue Sanne wachsen, und so wartet 
Sanne auf die Wissenschaft. Denn die Wissenschaft wird Nährlösung bereitstel-
len und Sanne unsterblich machen. Die Vorstellung von vielen Sannes, die ne-
beneinander existieren würden, erschreckt Sanne nicht: Wie ihre Bonbons sich 
miteinander verstehen, so verstehen sich auch die vielen Sannes und könnten 
zusammen noch mehr Sanne ergeben, und alles ausprobieren, was einer Sanne 
offensteht.

written 2002
Veronika Reichl
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Sanne

Sanne’s most important, versatile substance is made up of thousands of little 
creatures, all formed exactly alike, like bonbons. If one of these bonbons were 
placed in a nutrient solution, a new little Sanne could grow out of it, and therefore 
Sanne is waiting for science. For science will prepare this nutrient solution and 
make Sanne immortal. The idea of many Sannes, existing side by side, doesn’t 
frighten Sanne. Just as her bonbons get along, so will the many Sannes, who 
could together produce still more Sanne, who could try out all the things that 
stand open to one Sanne.

translated from German by
Donna Stonecipher
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Inga

Ingas Inneres ist ein Wohnzimmer. Gut geheizt, es ist so schön warm und so sanft 
dort. Mit einer Inga-Mutter und einem Inga-Vater und einem Inga-Kind, um das 
sich alles dreht. Am meisten ist Inga wohl das Inga-Kind. Ein nettes Kind, das 
in einem Laufstall sitzt und über das ganze Gesicht strahlt. Bis nach draußen ist 
dieses Strahlen zu sehen. Sonst kann das Inga-Kind nicht viel tun, weil sich die 
Inga-Eltern sorgend über den Laufstall beugen. Das ist auch schön, sich so über 
sich selbst zu beugen. Und nachzudenken, ob das Inga-Kind noch etwas braucht. 
Und so zu sorgen und zu wärmen, alles bereit zu halten und sanft und mütterlich 
zu schauen und jede Regung zu registrieren. Voller Liebe zu sich selbst.

written 2002
Veronika Reichl
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Inga

Inga’s insides are a living room. It’s well-heated, and nice and warm and soft in 
there. With an Inga-Mother and an Inga-Father and an Inga-Child, around whom 
everything revolves. Mostly Inga is the Inga-Child. A sweet child, that sits in a 
playpen and beams with her whole face. This beaming can be seen all the way 
from outside. The Inga-Child can’t do much else, because the Inga-Parents bend 
worriedly over the playpen. That’s also so nice, to bend like that over oneself. And 
to think about whether the Inga-Child might need anything. And so to worry and 
to warm, to have everything at the ready and to look so softly and motherly and 
register every movement. Full of love for oneself. 

translated from German by
Donna Stonecipher
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published 1992
Takahashi Mutsuo | 高橋睦郎
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The Architect’s Nephew,  
The Architect 

Our nephew, the architect,
Has an uncle who is an architect
He is extremely short yet
His buildings are all extremely tall
After building many tall buildings 
He went into the mountains and began building a city
A short city that matched his own stature
A city with extremely short shrines
Extremely short libraries and
Extremely short theatres
During construction, he went to sleep
Got up, pulled a skylight closed
And never showed his short, retreating figure there again
His sister’s son came instead since his sister’s son,
The nephew of an architect, was an architect as well
Hanging his head, he began to knead the gravel
The architect’s nephew, the architect, has not married
Does the unmarried nephew of the architect
Himself have a nephew who is the nephew of an architect?
Must the architect’s nephew, the architect who has no nephew,
Forever be the nephew of the architect?
The short architect’s nephew is tall
He crouches, shrinks, and makes his way through 
The space between the short buildings
Crouching, shrinking, he prepares for bed
We creep into that bed
And dream the dreams of the architect 
Who is the uncle of the nephew, the architect
In the dream, he becomes his nephew’s nephew
The nephew of the tall nephew of the dreamer who was so short
Is as short as the dreamer himself
For the short dreamer and short dreamer’s tall nephew
The short nephew of the tall nephew of the short dreamer
Continues building the short city
That is the destiny of the dreamer, his nephew,
And his nephew’s nephew

translated from Japanese by
Jeffrey Angles
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Le corps du verbe

Regarde-moi : je ne suis point, mais si j’étais,
je serais le poumon du poème. Attends-moi :
je n’ai rien résolu; et le chant de l’absence
n’a pas su me dissoudre. Ainsi que le vautour,

j’hésite : faudrait-il dévorer l’alphabet
ou s’acharner plutôt sur la douce musique
qui donne un cœur au verbe, à son insu. Prends-moi
pour me prouver enfin que je suis une forme,

un besoin de matière, un peu de peau qui souffre.
Choisis-moi un destin de texte ou de regard,
de consonne ou de chair. J’ai trop de discipline

pour me faire langage. Aide-moi : sans ivresse,
je ne saurais désincarner ce corps trop lourd,
ni incarner cette parole où tout est brume.

written ca. 1979 
Alain Bosquet

© Editions Gallimard, 1980. Reprinted by permission.
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The Body of Speech

Look at me: I’m nothing, but if I were
I’d be the lungs of poetry. Hear me out.
I haven’t solved anything, and my song of absence
hasn’t made me vanish. Like a vulture,

I hesitate: you’d have to swallow the alphabet 
or be totally preoccupied with the soft music
which gives, unaware, a heart to speech. Take me
as an example that I’m really a form

needing some matter, a bit of suffering skin.
Let my fate be written or seen, or one
of harmony or flesh, I’m too disciplined

to invent a language. Help me out: when sober
I couldn’t rid myself of this heavy body,
or give a body to this speech that’s covered in fog.

translated from French by
Charles Guenther
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Plepat e liqenit

Plepat në breg të liqenit—
mbretër patriarkë të vjeshtës.

Me cilin grep do ta zë
peshkun e artë të ëndrrës?

Çdo gjethe, që fluturon nga degët
është dhe një zog përralle.

Në breg të liqenit unë rri përballë
skeptrave të plepave viganë.

E qesh me hierarkinë e tyre stinore
e muzgun e papritur që i shkurorëzon.

Mbi to ndoshta dëbora do të bjerë
si kapak i bardhë sarkofagu.

Kurse trupi im do të bëhet brigje,
ku brenda do të shkëlqejë liqeni!

written 1972
Moikom Zeqo
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Poplars by the Lake

Poplars by the lake—
patriarchs of autumn.

Which hook will catch
the golden fish of a dream?

Each falling leaf
is a bird from a fairytale.

Sitting by the water
before the scepters of giant poplars,

I smile at their seasonal power
and the sudden darkness that steals their crowns.

Snow will fall on them 
like the white lid of a sarcophagus.

While my body will become the shore
in which the lake shines.

translated from Albanian by 
Wayne Miller & Moikom Zeqo
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de Fotografías en los labios de 
alguien

Lo que penetró tu vida—acedo espectáculo incrustado en el sitio del espasmo—
lo que te mantuvo—insinuación o golpe a la luz del día,
nostalgia mal deletreada en un final de milenio
y de la forma de apasionarse—,
 eso que estuvo sobre ti y las maneras de mirarte,
lo que privó sobre tu cuerpo—reventada ebriedad de sensaciones,
inconfesable tegumento y sin calma cascado—,
 lo que te hinchó las ganas
de la vida al sol acabarte y a la turgencia de la noche,
a las opresoras mutaciones de los muertos
y a la prisa de la gente que era tuya
por hilvanar una historia de ríspidas orillas
es para reírse a carcajadas
o cerrar los ojos
y que el mar escurra a sus anchas
por la frente y por las venas
y por el molde de la antigua figura
con la que el mundo se metió en tu carne.

(continued)
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from Photographs on Somebody’s 
Lips

What penetrated your life—sour spectacle embedded in the seizure’s place—
what maintained you—insinuation or blow by daylight,
nostalgia badly spelled in a millennium’s ending
and by the form of passion-forming—,
 that which was over you and the ways of looking at you
what prevailed over your body—exhausted drunkenness of sensations,
unmentionable tegument and without calm worn-out—,
 what inflated your wants
for life to the sun you emptying out and to the swelling of the night,
to the oppressive mutations of the dead
and to the hurry of the people that was yours
to stitch a history of spiny shores
is to roar with laughter
or close the eyes
and that the sea drains at its ease
through its forehead and through your veins
and through the mold of the ancient figure
with what the world inserted in your flesh.

(continued)
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Zafio y zafíreos tus muslos arena desprendieron,
ebrios del roce velado de la piedra de tu piel,
de saber del salitre sus sonidos, de tu entrepierna su manto
de casabe de bruja, pardusca,
y descorrerlo y tocarla.
Y tú con la costumbre eclipsada
                en los ojos al mirar discreto y atenaceado.

La barbilla y sus ademanes, cristalina tesitura durante la arenga del amor,
y cosas del azul del océano
o los asuntos íntimos de los martín pescador,
habitantes cándidos de los esteros, las garzas.
Pero tus muslos sobre la sal,
sobre el piso del mundo el pliegue de tu vientre.

Decirme tu cuerpo: semilla hacia las venas de mis brazos,
por los dedos rueda, los miro y despuntan,
se revuelcan frescos, salidos de la madera de esa tarde,
de la hechura bajo el agua, murmullos ondulando:
embarcación enrarecida, antiguos relicarios
y alguna idea de las grandes gestas.

(continued)
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Coarse and sapphirine your thighs radiated sand,
drunk on the veiled rubbing by the stone of your skin,
by knowing the saltpeter its sounds, by your crotch its cover
of witch’s cassava bread, brownish-grey,
and draw it back and touch it.
And you with the habit eclipsed 
              in your eyes on looking discrete and pincered.

The chin and its gestures, tessitura crystalline during the avowals of love,
and things of the blue of the ocean
or the intimate subjects of the fisher martins,
candid residents of the estuaries, the herons.
But your thighs over the salt,
over the floor of the world the pleats in your belly.

Tell me your body: seed up to the veins of my arms,
for the fingers wheel, I look at them and they blunt,
they roll over fresh, emerged from the wood of that afternoon,
from the shape below the water, undulating murmurs:
rarified vessel, ancient reliquaries
and some idea of the grand gestures.

(continued)
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Bajo la lengua arde la locura, cura el agua
sobre el mundo, ondulada, tendida
y tus labios, niño, secos, con esa forma de hablarme el cuerpo.

La madrugada escurre por los surcos de mis manifestaciones. Peculiar
pirueta de melancholía, la de las pieles de lenguaje en ciscos mudado:
 desbandada de años en el contramar de tu volumen,
el desierto cielo da la vuelta por tu nariz profunda,
los pivotes indiscretos del ramaje observan:
 ¡oh filosofía! interesada rémora, calcula el infortunio de los traslaticios.

La saliva en un rincón de la boca entumida, su mórbida textura esencial
picaporte transparente, recámara de un cuerpo,
rápido buril al interior del orficio equívoco, cárnea lápida.

(continued)
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Beneath the tongue craziness burns, water cures 
over the world, undulated, outstretched
and your lips, child, dry, with that way of speaking body to me.

Daybreak drains by my manifestations’ furrows. Peculiar
pirouette of melancholy, that of skins of language in hubbub shed:
 stampede of years in your volume’s counter-sea,
the desert sky turns deep on your nose,
the tree crown’s indiscreet pivots note:
 oh philosophy! interested plug, calculates the misfortunes of the figuratives.

The saliva in a corner of the stiff mouth, its essential tender texture 
translucent knocker, a body’s chamber,
quick chisel to the interior of the wrong orifice, carnal gravestone.

(continued)
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El delirio el corazón husmeó por sus filos y siniestros esfuerzos de amor
y de callar y lamenter esto y no aquello de lo que estamos hechos,
pergeñaron la asonada cuando evocamos la lujuria singular de la noche última
de rincones tirados por las avenidas, camisas abiertas
y pintarrajeados rostros metidos en los autos de enfrente

—intensos mentises procedían de un café al aire libre,
música de violín al tallarse el patio de las conversaciones,
un muelle roto bajo las alas de la gaviota—.

Y cómo violamos la calma, su sudación y ansiedad,
con qué destreza agostó el vientre: explicaciones inútiles y bastas,
la humedad en el cuello el goce.
             El pubis de hierbas finas blande un atado.

(continued)
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The heart smelled out delirium by its edges and sinister forces of love
and from hushing and lamenting this and not that of what we are made,
they drafted the attempted coup when we evoked the singular lust of the last night
of corners cast on the avenues, shirts open
and makeup-caked faces thrust in the cars in front

—intense denials came from an open-air café,
violin music from carving up the patio of conversations,
a wharf broken below the seagull’s wings—.

And how we violated the calm, its sweating and anxiety,
with what skill parched the belly: explications useless and crude,
the moistness in the neck the pleasure.
                The pubis of fine herbs brandishes a bundle.

(continued)
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Ondulación espesa venida de un quién.
Quemante es la cadencia de las cosas y sus ritmos labrados en el tercer ojo,
fósiles de ser nosotros anteriores a las letras,
antes de lo que tocamos;
burilados en el hipotálamo los vestigios y los desvelos.

Danzan tus avenidas mullido nutrimento, tus bases y la superficie
que gastas como traje cotidiano—piélago de emociones, deflagración—.
Apoyados en la balaustrada del hotel, te aviento las nubes de decir a puños
los sones difractados de mi cuerpo por la luz de los faroles. (Al llegar el sol al
agua y abismarse, tu mano entró como puñal, rezumó la noche.)

(continued)
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Dense undulation come from a who.
Burning is the cadence of the things and their rhythms carved in the third eye,
fossils of being us prior to letters,
before what we touched;
chiseled in the hypothalamus the vestiges and vigilances.

Your avenues dance spongy nutrients, your bases and the surface
that you spend like daily dress—open sea of emotions, deflagration—.
Leaned on the balustrade of the hotel, I waft you the clouds by saying with fists
the sounds diffracted from my body by the streetlamp light. On the sun arriving to the
water and plunging in, your hand entered like dagger, oozed the night.

(continued)
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Rituales penden de los sueños en las noches
de pirules, de confusión errática entre piernas y azules vellos trastornantes,
entre bestiales carcajadas, turgentes heridas o
hilos de deseo sueltos por el piso, arrastrándose,
aferrados a las patas de la cama, arrastrándose,
trepando por las patas de la cama, arrastrándose,
metidos hasta lo lábil de mi tuétano,
de mi memoria,
metidos en hondos ríos de inconsistencia,
en el aire, en los huecos de mis años;
hilos del deseo sueltos por el piso.

Y tú,

       bañándote en la desembocadura del equívoco que es mi cuerpo.

written 1997
Angélica Tornero
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Rituals hang from dreams in the nights
of pimienta trees, of erratic confusion between legs and disturbing blue fuzz,
between bestial roars of laughter, turgid hurts or
threads of desire loose on the floor, dragging,
clutched to the bed legs, dragging,
climbing the bed legs, dragging,
inserted up to what is labile of my marrow,
of my memory,
inserted in deep rivers of inconsistency,
in the air, in the holes of my years;
threads of desire loose on the floor.

And you,

         bathing in the mouth of misunderstanding that is my body.

translated from Spanish by
Krista Ingebretson
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    lo vent rosiga    aqueles jorns
coma los sègles
         las pèiras
       dinc’a l’escurada
  ostals    al ras del fuòc
         a remosar l’ivèrn
enlai      l’aiga sièc l’aiga     l’oblit
        lo vent tòmba
             pels dralhòls
              l’espandida
 dins lo lum rufe de la nuèit
    la fred morruda
    e’l romiadís
         que treva

written 1997
Joan-Pèire Tardiu 
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  the wind gnaws   these days
as centuries 
        gnaw the stones
       into darkness
  and houses   down to the fire
        winter gathering
there  water then water  forgotten
        wind falls
           on the roads
              the expanse
  in the hard glow of night
        the sharp cold
        and the gnawing
                   thoughts

translated from Occitan by
Sarah White
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W
hen Chinese poet Wang Jiaxin was 15, he showed his father the 
poems he had been writing. His father read them, laughed, 
and put them aside. A few years later, Wang gave his poems to 
a teacher he admired. The teacher asked Wang  where he had 
copied them, refusing to believe that he was the author. While 

these experiences might have persuaded another teenager to leave poetry behind 
for good, writing became Wang Jiaxin’s most valued secret. When the restrictions 
of the Cultural Revolution limited the poetry students had access to, a classmate 
of Wang’s snuck him books by modern writers like Feng Zhi, a poet whose per-
sonal honesty and representations of longing surprised him. “I was seventeen, 
which was lonely and painful, so you can imagine why I was moved. These poems 
woke me up; through them I realized myself.”

After high school, Wang Jiaxin was sent to be “re-educated” in the countryside 
where he labored for three and a half years. It was there that he made his first true 
friends, other young men passionate about literature and art. They shared books 
that had been smuggled in, savoring Pushkin and other authors they were not 
permitted to read. 

When Wang Jiaxin was able to leave the countryside, he had his pick of any 
university in the country, having received the highest marks in all of Hubei 
province his final years in school. He decided to enter the Department of Chinese 
at Wuhan University, and then, he says, he “officially” began writing poetry. He 
submitted his work to literary magazines, and the first poems he sent out were 
accepted. Soon after, Wang Jiaxin was hailed by editors throughout the country as 
an exciting and important new voice.

Now in his late-forties, Wang Jiaxin is still deeply devoted to poetry, and the 
effect it can have in his country and beyond. His most recent collection of poetry 
was published by with The People’s Literature Publishing House, China’s most 
prestigious publisher of contemporary writing, and one of the few in China that 
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actually pays poets for their work. When asked how he hopes people will respond 
to his poems, Wang answered, “I would rather one reader read a poem one hun-
dred times, than one hundred people read one of my poems once. I don’t like to 
speak to the public, I speak to a mind.” When discussing his most famous poem, 
“Over the Mountains,” he said, “Before I was twenty I never went beyond the 
mountains. Children imagine what is over the mountains, and it is just the sea.” 
Wang Jiaxin’s poems hover between this desire for the unknown and the concrete 
truth of an actual ocean, they speak in the voice of the youth who still doesn’t un-
derstand how the world works and yet has access to its unspoken meaning. 

Wang Jiaxin holds that China’s current educational focus on math and sci-
ence “turns people into idiots.” He asserts that, “It is my responsibility, and the 
responsibility of other Chinese intellectuals, to teach the younger generation how 
to respond to literature, to have a feel for poetry.” Through learning how to re-
spond to literature, one can learn how to think. Wang Jiaxin was instrumental in 
getting more poetry into the middle school textbook that the entire nation uses, 
and when he was asked to edit the current high school textbook (“an awful task” 
in that everything must be approved by the Ministry of Education) he fought to 
give young readers access to poems like “The Wasteland.” After teaching at Bei-
jing Educational Institute for almost ten years, he is now a professor at China 
Renmin University, where he is teaching some of the first creative writing classes 
in China.

Repeatedly avoiding the question of what he thinks of the poetry scene in Bei-
jing today, Wang Jiaxin conceded that although the city is the cultural center of 
China, he misses the good old days of the ’80s when he and his friends were ide-
alists, drinking tea all day and cheap beer all night, constantly arguing. “It was 
then that I grew up as a poet, not as a person. It was a poor time, but our love for 
poems was completely pure.”
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田园诗

如果你在京郊的乡村路上漫游
你会经常遇见羊群
它们在田野中散开,像不化的雪
像膨胀的绽开的花朵
或是缩成一团穿过公路,被吆喝着
跌滚下杂草丛生的沟渠

我从来没有注意过它们
直到有一次我开车开到一辆卡车的后面
在一个飘雪的下午
这一次我看清了它们的眼睛
(而它们也在上面看着我)
那样温良,那样安静
像是全然不知它们将被带到什么地方
对于我的到来甚至怀有
几分孩子似的好奇

我放慢了车速
我看着它们
消失在愈来愈大的雪花中

written 2004
Wang Jiaxin | 王家新 
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Pastoral

On the country roads outside Beijing
I often spot sheep
scattered over fields, like unmelted snow
or swollen blooms burst open.
They cross the road in clumps,
the herdsman barking them down
a weedy ditch, tripping and tumbling
through the dust.

I never paid much attention
until one afternoon, driving
in flurries of snow
I nosed close behind a sheep truck,
the dark eyes gazing down
gentle and quiet, not knowing
where they were headed.
They turned toward me then,
curious as children.

I let the car drift back
through the thickening curtain of snow
and watched them disappear.

translated from Chinese by
John A. Crespi, George O’Connell & Diana Shi
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Sonnet CXXXV

La terre y est fertile, amples les édifices,
Les poêles bigarrés et les chambres de bois,
La police immuable, immuables les lois,
Et le peuple ennemi de forfaits et de vices.
Ils boivent nuit et jour en Bretons et Suisses,
Ils sont gras et refaits et mangent plus que trois:
Voilà les compagnons et correcteurs des rois,
Que le bon Rabelais a surnommés Saucisses.
Ils n’ont jamais changé leurs habits et façons,
Ils hurlent comme chiens leurs barbares chansons,
Ils comptent à leur mode et de tout se font croire.
Ils ont force beaux lacs et force sources d’eau,
Force prés, force bois.  J’ai du reste, Belleau,
Perdu le souvenir, tant ils me firent boire.

published 1558
Joachim Du Bellay
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So You’re Back from Switzerland
In Paris, to Remy Belleau

The pastures there are fertile,
the buildings ample,
 
as are the mottled frying pans and the wood
outhouses.  The policemen are good
 
—oh, immutably good.  Immutable
as well are all the regulations.  People
 
there are the very enemy of vice.
They drink night and day, of course,
 
toasting their vast cousins, the Bretons,
and their own vast selves.  They’re fattened
 
but eat again, more than three squares
a day; I believe they eat on the hour.
 
In them we see, never kings, but the advisor-
sycophants to kings, misers
 
whom our good Rabelais had a name for
—“The Sausages,” wasn’t it?  They never bother
 
to change their habits, the look
of their clothes, their ways of work.
 
Their barbarous tunes they yowl
as well as any mongrel,
 
they like to count their odd
currency, they persuade
 
themselves their every course
of action warrants great esteem.  They’ve forced
 
beautiful lakes into existence—as sources
of reliable water.  They force
 

(continued)
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whatever they can—the woods,
the rocks, the air.  Aside from that, my good
 
Belleau, I have no memory of them—I think
(salut!) because they’ve driven me to drink.

translated from French by
Diane Furtney
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Armaturen

aus verschiedenen montagen habe ich
wochen in mir gebastelt andere wochen

und andere wochentage sind in meinen
augen mehrere meiner augen sind

in halbtrauer geschlossen die täglichen
wozus habe ich auf geographische wos

gekürzt eine anzahl meiner beine
ist zum abflug bereitgestellt wo

wo sind die tage meine montage wie
zähle ich mir die finger die wochen

was sind mir meine beine was die
anderen tage in meinen augen

(continued)
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Machineries

from different mondays i have
put together weeks in myself other weeks

and other weekdays are in my
eyes several of my eyes are

closed in half-mourning the daily
what-fors i have shortened into

geographic wheres a sum of my legs
is ready for takeoff where 

where are the days my mondays how
do i count the fingers for myself the weeks

what are my legs to me what are 
the other days in my eyes

(continued)
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braune staubkäfer überall braune
staubkäfer auch in unserem lac de cygne

und ohne flügel und in jedem
armaturenbrett jedes traums und

zu jeder tageszeit braune staubkäfer
auch dienstags auch in den arabian nights

fluguntauglich unklassiert und braun
zwischen den gebrauchsanweisungen im

traum an arabischen dienstagen an beiden
ufern im windschatten ungeflügelt

im staub braune staubkäfer überall
in jeder hydraulik im traum

(continued)
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brown darkling beetles everywhere brown
darkling beetles in our lac de cygne too

and without wings and in every
dashboard of every dream and

at every time of day brown darkling beetles
on tuesdays too in the arabian nights too

unfit to fly unclassified and brown
between the manuals in the 

dream on arabian tuesdays on both
coasts in slipstream unwinged

in the dust brown darkling beetles everywhere
in every hydraulic system in the dream

(continued)
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wir wollen nicht mit blättern gehen
nicht mit den blättern nicht in

celsius denken nicht fahrenheit oder
quecksilbersäulen entlang wir sind

uns eigenes blattgrün schmieden
temperaturen selbst hängen ihnen nach

wie pflanzen den blättern und blätter
dem wasser das wasser ist gefällig und

heißt schwerkraft schwerkraft in
säulen im grünen im quecksilber

wir wollen nicht mit den blättern gehen
sind zufällig schwerkraft wie wasser

(continued)
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we don’t want to go with leaves
not with the leaves not thinking

in celsius not fahrenheit or
along columns of quicksilver we are

our own chlorophyll forge
temperatures ourselves indulge in them

like plants in leaves and leaves
in water the water is falling and

is called gravity gravity in
columns in the greenery in quicksilver

we don’t want to go with the leaves 
are accidentally gravity like water

(continued)
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ein rest ist übrig ein rest
gewitter das zweite oder dritte

feststehende gemeldete eine schar
erschreckter schwalben zweidrei

aufgeschreckte lichter nervös geben
ein gewitter ihr fehlen wird morgens

registriert morgens aber bleiben
zweidrei vögel übrig eine spur

licht weshalb weshalb ist ein rest
gewitter eine schwalbe sowie ein

überrest licht aufgeschreckt zum
zweiten oder dritten mal gemeldet

                                    written 2000
Raphael Urweider

Raphael Urweider, “Armaturen” from Lichter in Menlo Park. 
 © 2000 DuMont Literatur und Kunst Verlag, Köln.
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a rest is left a rest of
thunderstorm the second or third

confirmed reported a crowd of
startled swallows twothree

startled lights nervously give
a thunderstorm their absence will be 

registered tomorrow but tomorrow 
twothree birds will be left a trace

of light why why is a rest
of thunderstorm a swallow as well as a

remnant of light startled for the
second or third time reported

translated from German by 
Anita Naegeli
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written ca. 1988
Parveen Shakir
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There Was No Such Connection

There was no such connection between us.
Your shoulders held up no roofing.
I guarded no courtyard.
There was no promise to chain your feet.
No reassurance gripped at my wrist.
You were free
like the desert wind.
The paths were all your wishes’ ways.
I, too, I see
had full use of my loneliness.

       But today when you
       switched your path to avoid me,
       it seemed to me as if
       you had not been faithful to me.

translated from Urdu by
Alamgir Hashmi
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A
htna is one of twenty linguistically distinct indigenous languages 
in Alaska. It is a member of the broader Dine’ language family, 
which includes Navajo. The Native languages of Alaska fall into 
several groups: the incorrectly labeled Eskimo (Yupik, Inupiaq), 
the southeast languages (Tlingit, Haida, Tsimshian, Eyak), Alutiiq 

(Aleut and Sugpiat languages), and thirteen interior Athabaskan languages—
Ahtna being among them.

Like most other Alaska Native languages, we have regional dialects. My 
grandmother, Morrie Secondchief, was the last speaker of our Western dialect. In 
1980, University of Alaska Fairbanks linguists determined that there were some 
120 speakers of our language. By 1990, that number had fallen to 60. By 2000, 
fewer than 50 survived. Today, less than 30–40 speakers survive. I am the last 
person in our tribe who can speak, read, and write in our language.

Within the next decade, I may very well be the last speaker on earth—a grave 
and awesome responsibility. Indeed, the late Carl Sagan once wrote of my unen-
viable duty to document and preserve my language, “no other ethnic American 
poet shares such a heavy cultural burden.”

The following poem is from the Ahtna Tribe’s oral history, steeply rooted in 
the mythology of Raven.

John Smelcer
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Saghani Ggaay nunyae niltay’ 
niltsaa’ i’deltsaghi ‘dliis

Saghani Ggaay c’edeltsagh da Kl’uti ben.
Banahwghitiin’.

Deyaazi niyaa, Saghani Ggaay ‘aa,
“Kendesnes!”

written 2006
John Smelcer
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Raven’s Trans-Species  
Love Song

Raven was singing a love song at Klutina Lake.
He got an erection.

A cow moose approached and Raven said,
“I’ve been expecting you!”

translated from Ahtna by
John Smelcer
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L’Impossible

 Ah ! cette vie de mon enfance, la grande route par tous les temps, sobre surna-
turellement, plus désintéressé que le meilleur des mendiants, fier de n’avoir ni 
pays, ni amis, quelle sottise c’était. — Et je m’en aperçois seulement !

 — J’ai eu raison de mépriser ces bonshommes qui ne perdraient pas l’occasion 
d’une caresse, parasites de la propreté et de la santé de nos femmes, aujourd’hui 
qu’elles sont si peu d’accord avec nous.

 J’ai eu raison dans tous mes dédains : puisque je m’évade !

 Je m’évade !

 Je m’explique.

 Hier encore, je soupirais : « Ciel ! sommes-nous assez de damnés ici-bas ! Moi, 
j’ai tant de temps déjà dans leur troupe  ! Je les connais tous. Nous nous recon-
naissons toujours ; nous nous dégoûtons. La charité nous est inconnue. Mais 
nous sommes polis ; nos relations avec le monde sont très convenables. » Est-ce 
étonnant ? Le monde ! les marchands, les naïfs  ! — Nous ne sommes pas déshono-
rés. — Mais les élus, comment nous recevraient-ils ? Or il y a des gens hargneux 
et joyeux, de faux élus, puisqu’il nous faut de l’audace ou de l’humilité pour les 
aborder. Ce sont les seuls élus. Ce ne sont pas des bénisseurs !

 M’étant retrouvé deux sous de raison – ça passe vite ! – je vois que mes malai-
ses viennent de ne m’être pas figuré assez tôt que nous sommes à l’Occident. Les 
marais occidentaux ! Non que je croie la lumière altérée, la forme exténuée, le 
mouvement égaré . . . Bon ! voici que mon esprit veut absolument se charger de 
tous les développements cruels qu’a subis l’esprit depuis la fin de l’Orient . . . Il en 
veut, mon esprit !

 . . . Mes deux sous de raison sont finis ! – L’esprit est autorité, il veut que je sois 
en Occident. Il faudrait le faire taire pour conclure comme je voulais.

 J’envoyais au diable les palmes des martyrs, les rayons de l’art, l’orgueil des 
inventeurs, l’ardeur des pillards ; je retournais à l’Orient et à la sagesse première 
et éternelle. – Il paraît que c’est un rêve de paresse grossière !

(continued)
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The Impossible

 Ah! that life of my childhood, the great high-way in all weathers, supernatu-
rally sober, more disinterested than the best of beggars, proud to be neither citi-
zen nor friend, how stupid it was! —And I see it only now!

 —I was right to despise those boneheads—blights upon the health and cleanli-
ness of our women—who groped and gawked at anything that moved; and now the 
women are wary of us all.

 Insofar as I escape, my hatreds were justified.

 I escape?

 Let me explain.

 Only yesterday, I sighed: “For Christ’s sake! haven’t we got enough damned 
souls down here as it is! Haven’t I spent enough time in this mob already? I know 
them all. We always recognize each other, and we make ourselves sick. Charity? 
Never heard of it. But we are civil. We make our way in the world.” Does that sur-
prise you? The world! salesmen and simpletons!—We are not disreputable.—But 
the elect, what would they make of us? Nowadays, there are only vicious people 
and joyful ones, a false elect, seeing as how we need all our courage or humility 
merely to approach them. They’re the only elect around and, God knows, they’ve 
never blessed anybody!

 Having recouped my two cents worth of reason—it goes fast!—I see that all my 
uneasiness comes from having figured out too late that we’re in the Occident. Oc-
cidental swamps! Not that I think all light has faded, form been exhausted, move-
ment gone astray . . . All right then! just look at how my spirit insists upon blam-
ing itself for everything suffered by Soul since the decline of the East . . . I mean 
really insists!

 . . . And so much for my two cents worth of reason! Spirit’s in charge, insisting I 
be Occidental. If I had my way, I’d stifle the thing . . .

  I say to hell with the martyr’s crown, art’s glory, the inventor’s pride and the 
passions of pillagers; I’ve returned to the East and to the very first Eternal Wis-
dom of them all. —Only now it begins to seem like a gross and indolent dream!

(continued)
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 Pourtant, je ne songeais guère au plaisir d’échapper aux souffrances modernes. 
Je n’avais pas en vue la sagesse bâtarde du Coran. – Mais n’y a-t-il pas un supplice 
réel en ce que, depuis cette déclaration de la science, le christianisme, l’homme 
se joue, se prouve les évidences, se gonfle du plaisir de répéter ces preuves, et ne 
vit que comme cela ! Torture subtile, niaise ; source de mes divagations spirituel-
les. La nature pourrait s’ennuyer, peut-être ! M. Prudhomme est né avec le Christ. 

 N’est-ce pas parce que nous cultivons la brume ! Nous mangeons la fièvre avec 
nos légumes aqueux. Et l’ivrognerie ! et le tabac ! et l’ignorance ! et les dévoue-
ments ! – Tout cela est-il assez loin de la pensée, de la sagesse de l’Orient, la patrie 
primitive ? Pourquoi un monde moderne, si de pareils poisons s’inventent !

 Les gens d’Église diront : C’est compris. Mais vous voulez parler de l’Éden. 
Rien pour vous dans l’histoire des peuples orientaux. – C’est vrai ; c’est à l’Éden 
que je songeais ! Qu’est-ce que c’est pour mon rêve, cette pureté des races anti-
ques !

 Les philosophes : Le monde n’a pas d’âge. L’humanité se déplace, simplement. 
Vous êtes en Occident, mais libre d’habiter dans votre Orient, quelque ancien 
qu’il vous le faille, –et d’y habiter bien. Ne soyez pas un vaincu. Philosophes, vous 
êtes de votre Occident.

 Mon esprit, prends garde. Pas de partis de salut violents. Exerce-toi ! – Ah ! la 
science ne va pas assez vite pour nous !

 — Mais je m’aperçois que mon esprit dort.

 S’il était bien éveillé toujours à partir de ce moment, nous serions bientôt à 
la vérité, qui peut-être nous entoure avec ses anges pleurant ! . . . — S’il avait été 
éveillé jusqu’à ce moment-ci, c’est que je n’aurais pas cédé aux instincts délétères, 
à une époque immémoriale ! . . . — S’il avait toujours été bien éveillé, je voguerais 
en pleine sagesse ! . . . 

 O pureté ! pureté !

 C’est cette minute d’éveil qui m’a donné la vision de la pureté ! — Par l’esprit on 
va à Dieu !

 Déchirante infortune ! 

written 1873
Arthur Rimbaud
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 Still, I was hardly planning an escape from modern sufferings, delightful as 
that would be. And neither did I have in mind the bastard wisdom of Islam.  

—Surely, there’s more than enough real agony in the fact that, since the advent 
of Christianity (that most scientific of systems), man deceives himself, struggles 
to prove the absolutely obvious, puffs himself up for proving it again and again 
ad nauseam, and can’t imagine living any other way. Subtle, dumb-ass torture; 
instigation of all my spiritual wanderings. Even nature herself can be bored to 
death. Self-righteous mediocrity and all the Monsieur Prudhommes of this world 
were born in that little barn in Bethlehem.

 We’re fog-farmers! We eat fevers with our soggy vegetables. And drunkenness! 
and tobacco! and ignorance! and rosaries! —Haven’t we fallen far enough away 
from pure Thought, from wisdom of the East, our first real home? Why is there 
such a thing as modernity at all, if all it can do is invent new poisons!
 The princes of the Church will say: Granted. But what you’re really thinking of 
is Eden. There’s nothing for you in the histories of the East. —Fair enough. What 
I’ve been thinking of is Eden! But what do the histories of ancient peoples matter 
to my dream?

 Philosophers: The world has no age. Humanity just moves around from place to 
place; that’s all. You’re in the Occident now; but you’re also free to move, if you wish, 
to the East and free to live there just as anciently as you please. Don’t give up. —Phi-
losophers, you are absolutely indistinguishable from this insane Occident of yours.

 Spirit of mine, watch yourself. No guerilla tactics in this war for salvation. 
Time to be going! —If only science weren’t so damn slow!

 Oh! . . . you’re asleep.

 But if, from now on, my spirit were always wide awake, we might still get to 
truth . . . perhaps the truth is all around us even now, an atmosphere of angels 
weeping! . . . If it were awake this instant, wouldn’t that prove I haven’t given in to 
my worst instincts and to this dreadful epoch? . . . And if it had been wide awake 
since the first beginning of time, wouldn’t I be sailing in a beautiful ship upon a 
sea of wisdom! . . .

 O purity! purity!

 It is these moments of awakening that give me visions of purity! —Via the spirit 
we go to God!

 Heartbreaking misfortune! 

 translated from French by
Donald Revell
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Hegyi Táj
(Szimbólum az emberről)

A patakos völgyben
madárhangok kuszasága.

Fölötte a csend,
ahol az isten-arcú
függő sziklák honolnak.

És legfelül a senki éneke,
a hegytetőn köszörükő-sivitás:
élesen reped a jég.

published 1981
Sándor Weöres
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Landscape with Mountain

Valley stream
in bird chirp tangle

High up superior hush
where rocks are the juggle
of God’s face

Higher still no one sings
but the icy whetstone
polishing the mangle

translated from Hungarian by
Tim Staley
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Majomország

Hej de messze majomország,
ott terem majomkenyér,
majomablak majomrácsán
majomnótát ráz a szél.

Majomtéren, majomréten
majomhősök küzdenek,
majomszanatóriumban
sírnak majombetegek.

Majomtanártól majomlány
majomábécét tanul,
gaz majom a majombörtönt
rúgja irgalmatlanul.

Megépül a majommalom,
lesz sok majommajonéz,
győzve győz a győzhetetlen
győzedelmes majomész.

Majompóznán majomkirály
majomnyelven szónokol,
egyiké majommenyország,
másiké majompokol.

Makákó, gorilla, csimpánz,
pávián, orángután,
mind majomujságot olvas
majomvacsora után.

Majomvacsoraemléktől
zúg a majomreterát,
majombakák menetelnek,
jobbra át és balra át.

(continued)
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Monkeyland

Oh to be in monkeyland,
with ripe monkeybread from baobabs,
and a monkeywind that shakes
monkeytunes out the monkeywindow.

Monkeyheros rise beyond the sphere
of monkeydivided and monkeysquared,
and monkeysanatoriums have
monkeycustomers consuming the air.
 
Monkeychic monkeytalk
monkeyalphabet forward and back,
madmonkey talks with muscle
when the monkeyprison shuts.

Monkeymill needs one more brick,
miles of pasteurized monkeymilk,
decisively indecisive then
monkeymind takes the prize.

Monkeying up the monkeypole
talking down in monkeytone,
monkeyheaven few can reach,
monkeyhell still hell for the rest.

Ape, gorilla, chimp,
baboon, orangutan, beast,
all evolve to read monkeynews
as twilight comes to pass.

After monkeysupper
the monkeyhouse growls,
monkeysoldiers start to march,
left right left right lock and load.

(continued)
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Rémületes majomarcot
vágnak majomkatonák,
majomkézben majomfegyver,
a majmoké a világ.

published 1981
Sándor Weöres
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Monkeyarmy trembles under
whiskers of each monkeyface,
monkeyweapons in monkeyhands,
propermonkeys first and last names.

translated from Hungarian by
Tim Staley
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Å vere Leiv Eriksson

Djupa i sinnet er til forveksling lik djupa i havet. Alt ein finn er mørker og gamle 
vrak. Det som interesserer oss mest er nedstiginga og oppstiginga, variasjonane i 
trykk, artsmangfaldet nær overflata. Ting som ikkje synest å høyre til nokon stad, 
og driv omkring. Men vi likar havdjupa best, p.g.a. publikumsinteressa. Folk gjev 
tommelen opp og vi går ned. I årevis har eg prøvd å forklåre korleis de er å gå ned. 
Det er some å vere Leiv Eiriksson når han går i land på nordspissen av Newfound-
land og pratar gamalnorsk til dei innfødde. Ingen skjønar eit ord. Kanskje hadde 
han planlagd nøye kva han skulle seie, kanskje hadde han inga plan. Kanskje 
trudde han at dei aldri ville nå land, at det heile var eit frykteleg mistak.

written 2005
Dag T. Straumsvåg
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Leif Ericson

The depths of the mind are confusingly like the ocean depths.  You find only 
darkness and old wrecks.  What interests us is the going down and the coming 
back up, the variations of pressure, the variety of species at the top, the things 
drifting around that don’t really belong there.  But it’s the depths we like best, 
largely because of public attention.  People give us the thumbs up, and we go 
down.  For years I have tried to explain what it’s like.  And every time I feel like 
Leif Ericson arriving on the northern edge of Newfoundland, speaking Old Norse 
to the natives.  No one understands a word.  Maybe he planned all along what he 
was going to say.  And then again maybe he had no idea at all.  Maybe he thought 
he’d never reach land, how the whole thing was a terrible mistake.

translated from Norwegian by
Robert Hedin & Dag T. Straumsvåg
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Sociedad de mercado

Cuánto valen acaso estos días vendidos,
estos huérfanos días cuyo solo propósito
es hacer un depósito en sangre,
afanados en descontar la deuda que
(¿sin querer?) contrajimos con la vida.

Días expósitos abandonados en el quicio
de una ajena puerta.
Desquiciados días en que de sol a sombra
te desmembras por ganar un pan
(agusando).
Oh sociedad ideal, para ti el pan
y para mí el gusano.  

written 2000
Manuel Silva Acevedo
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Market Society

What, per chance, is the cost of these sold days,
these orphaned days whose only aim
is to deposit blood 
to toil to deduct the debt which
comes (involuntarily?) with life. 
 
Deserted abandoned days caught in the jamb 
of a foreign door.
Disjointed days in which you are dismembered
from sunup to sundown to buy
a loaf of (wormy) 
bread
Oh ideal society, for you, the bread
for me, the worm.

translated from Spanish by
Daniel Borzutzky
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Nusch

Au mal :

Nusch tu me manques c’est soudain
Comme si la forêt pouvait manquer à l’arbre

Je n’ai jamais écrit de poème sans toi
Je suis dans un bain froid
De solitude de misère
Et les mots ont le poids des loques sur les plaies
Et les images sont avares et butées
Et tout ce que je dis réfléchit une absence
Je reçois le présent comme un trésor la pioche
Mon plaisir maintenant c’est de tuer le temps

Se masquant de fumée le bois vert a brûlé
Les feuilles et les flammes n’étaient pas visibles
O toi ma grande étoile noire tu t’éloignes
Ton cercle n’est qu’un point celui de mon domaine

Toi ma vision changée en aveugle insensible
Supprime les reflets les échos du mensonge
Supprime mon remords de vivre
Annule les baisers que je reçois en vain.

Au bien :

Mon amour nous dormions ensemble
Et nous avons ri au matin
Ensemble tout le temps qu’il nous fallait pour vivre

Toute une éternité
Et plus je te voyais vivre à côté de moi
Plus je te confondais avec l’aube et l’été

Dormir profond rêver plus haut
Et s’éveiller l’un bien à l’autre
Telle est la loi de l’innocence

(continued)
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Nusch

On the side of evil:

Nusch I miss you it is sudden
As if the tree could miss the forest

I have never written a poem without you
I am in a cold bath
Of solitude and misery
Words have the weight of rags on wounds 
The images sparing and stubborn 
All of what I say reflects an absence
I receive the present like a treasure the pickaxe 
My pleasure now is to kill time

Masking itself with smoke the young wood burned
The leaves and flames were not visible
O you my great black star you become distant
Your circle is only a point in my vicinity

You my vision changed into an insensitive and blind thing
Do away with reflections echoes of deceit
Do away with my remorse for life
Take back the kisses I receive in vain.

On the side of good:

My love we were sleeping together
And we laughed in the morning
Together all the time we needed to live

An entire eternity
And the more I saw you living by my side
The more I mistook you for the dawn and the summer 

Sleeping deeply dreaming higher
Awakening one for the other
Such is the law of innocence

(continued)
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Et vivre plus haut que nos rêves
Être pareils par la confiance
Tel a été notre plaisir

Dans un monde toujours trop jeune d’un instant
Pouvions-nous donc prévoir l’hiver ou notre mort
Croire au fossile avant la fin du grand printemps

Raison nous étions deux à t’incarner légère
Comme une joue sous la rougeur du feu premier
Raison nous étions libres nous avons vaincu. 

published 1949
Paul Éluard
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And to live higher than our dreams
To be identical through trust 
That was our pleasure

In a world always an instant too young
Could we foresee winter or our death
Considering ourselves fossils before the end of the long spring

Reason we were both embodying you gentle  
Like a cheek under the blush of the first fire
Reason we were free we triumphed.

translated from French by
Lisa Lubasch
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Bukowina III 

Grüne Mutter
Bukowina
Schmetterlinge im Haar

Trink
sagt die Sonne
rote Melonenmilch
weiße Kukuruzmilch
ich machte sie süß

Violette Föhrenzapfen
Luftflügel Vögel und Laub

Der Karpatenrücken
väterlich
lädt dich ein
dich zu tragen

Vier Sprachen
Viersprachenlieder

Menschen
die sich verstehn 

published 1965
Rose Ausländer

From Gesammelte Werke in sieben Bänden. Band IV. Im Aschenregen  
die Spur deines Namens. © 1984 S. Fischer Verlag GmbH, Frankfurt am Main.
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Bucovina III 

Green mother
Bucovina
butterflies in her hair

Drink
says the sun
red melon milk
white maize milk
I made them sweet

Violet pine cones
airwings birds and foliage

The Carpathian ridge
paternally
invites you
to carry you

Four languages
songs in four languages

People
who understand each other

translated from German by
Julia Samwer
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La tarde

La palma

En la siesta cálida
ya ni sus abanicos
mueve la palma…

Las hormigas

Breve cortejo nupcial,
las hormigas arrastran
pétalos de azahar…

La tortuga

Aunque jamás se muda, 
a tumbos, como caro de mudanzas,
va por la senda la tortuga. 

Las cigarras

Las cigarras agitan
sus menudas sonajas
llenas de piedrecitas…

(continued)
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Afternoon

Palm

In the stifling afternoon
the palm can’t move
a single fan.

Ants

A miniature wedding procession,
the ants dragging
orange blossom petals…

 

Turtle

Hardly moving,
the turtle staggers 
like a man hauling boxes. 

Cicadas 

The cicadas shake
their little rattles
filled with tiny stones…

(continued)
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 Las ranas

Engranes de matracas
crepitan al correr del arroyo
en los molinos de las ranas.

Torcaces

De monte a monte,
salvando la cañada y el hondo río,
una torcaz se queja y otra responde.

written 1919
José Juan Tablada
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Frogs
 
Gears clattering,
the frog mills speed
the rattling stream.

Pigeons

From highland to lowland,
cane field to deep river, 
one calls and another responds.

translated from Spanish by
Emily Moore
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Au matin 
le village rentre ses morts
quelques chiens rôdent encore derrière les abattoirs

dans la fumée
où se dissipe l’inquiétude de la nuit

Au matin
l’usure de la rivière
le pré endommagé
et l’ombre du soleil qui va venir blesser la rive

chaque regard est familier comme l’eau
passante d’un couteau

ses morts oubliés
voici que le village s’apprête à regagner
le jour de cendre froide 

written 1962
Marcelin Pleynet

Provisoires amants des nègres by Marcelin Pleynet © Éditions du Seuil, 1962
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In the morning 
the town recovers its dead
some dogs still prowl behind the slaughterhouses

in the smoke 
where the anxiety of the night dissolves

In the morning
the river’s wear
the damaged meadow
and the sun’s shadow that is going to hurt the shore

each look is familiar like the passing water 
of a knife

its forgotten dead
here the town readies itself to recover
the day of cold ash

translated from French by
David Harrison Horton
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Banlieue

  1

 Banlieue solaire des eaux l’œil exile un pur mou-
choir d’ombre dans la rivière en cendre

 le cœur quelle source éteinte

  2

 la cave natale
 et le choix du cercle
 tiennent douloureusement notre mort
 bel oiseau blanc     aveugle

  3

 Les ondes de la vie se brisent sur la haie

 Songe
 un mot
 plus déchiré qu’une araignée
 brûlant de vivre

 soleil des rivières glissé vers l’œil
 et muet
 éclat des ronces

 une source quelle lézarde

 en toi quel viol délie la soie de ta mort

  4

 L’herbe enfin délivre les poumons

(continued)
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Suburbs

  1

 solar outskirts of waters the eye banishes a pure hanker chief of shade to
the ashen river

 the heart a dried up spring

  2

the native cave
and the choice of the circle
mournfully holds our death
beautiful white bird  blind

  3

Life’s waves break against the hedge

Dream
a word
more torn than a spider
burning with life

the rivers’ sun slides towards the eye
and mute
splinter of thorns

a spring what a crevice

inside you what rape loosens the silk of your death

  4

Grass at last sets the lungs free

(continued)
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  5

 Le fou découvre la lumière du lac et se noie
 L’aurore cède à l’envie des bêtes pâles
 cœur tondu des corbeaux attentifs à l’agonie
 du fleuve
 machine de la mélancolie sur l’étang

  6

 oh ! savoir ouvrir un passage au sein de la nuit
 y planter les grandes verges de l’attente crépusculaire

 et crier              toi qui es-tu

written 1962
Marcelin Pleynet

Provisoires amants des nègres by Marcelin Pleynet © Éditions du Seuil, 1962
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  5

The madman discovers the lake’s light and drowns himself
Dawn yields to the envy of pale beasts
shorn hearts of crows mindful of the stream’s
agony
melancholy-machine on the pond

  6

oh! to know how to open a passage in the middle of the night to plant there
great rods of crepuscular waiting

and shout              you who are you  

translated from French by
David Harrison Horton
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Recnik

  I

zzzzzzzzz: muva u letu; muva na prozorskom staklu; muva u caši; dve muve; 
šum vode: u kupatilu nije zavrnuta slavina (pokvarena?); curi niz klozetsku šolju; 

u susednom stanu (prsla cev?); niz oluk (ne pada kiša);
lupa: celika o drvo; celika o celik; daleko; blizu; u veslackom klubu; u stolarskoj 

radionici; na ulici; neko zakiva; neko otkiva;
škripa automobilskih kocnica: autobus se zaustavio na stanici; autobus je zakocio na 

uglu; zbog gustog saobrahaja (petnaest do sedam? dva? pola tri?); zbog pešaka 
(pretrcava mladih nosehi hleb i mleko u tretapaku);

pas trci preko travnjaka, izgaženog: beži od drugog psa; odaziva se na zvižduk; juri 
tamo-amo u igri; vraha se kuhi (kula C-4; kula D-1; paviljon E-3);

pas (isti) juri preko travnjaka u suprotnom smeru, za njim drugi pas: prvi je trcao u 
susret drugom pozivajuhi ga u igru; izazivajuhi ga na borbu; vraha se bežehi od 
drugog; jure jedan iza drugog; jure uporedo; razilaze se;

sumracno: oblacno (nakon popodnevne omorine); susedna zgrada baca senku na 
prozor; svitanje; spuštene zavese; suton; blago zamracenje sunca;

blesak na suprotnoj obali Dunava: prozor; automobilsko staklo spram sunca; far; 
buktinja; neko pali vatru rasterujuhi komarce; veliko ogledalo;

(continued)
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Dictionary

  I

buzzzzzzz: a fly in flight; a fly on the window pane; a fly in the glass; two flies;
sound of water: the faucet in the bathroom (broken?); water running down the 

toilet; in the apartment next door (broken pipe?); down the drain-pipe (it’s not 
raining);

banging: of steel against wood; steel against steel; far away; close; in the rowing 
club; in the carpenter’s shop; on the street; someone is riveting; someone 
forging;

car brakes screeching: the bus braked at the stop; the bus stopped at the corner; 
due to the heavy traffic (quarter to seven? two? two-thirty?); because of the 
pedestrian (a young man runs across, carrying a loaf of bread and a carton of 
milk);

a dog runs across the trampled lawn: it’s running away from another dog; it’s 
answering a whistle; it’s running playfully back and forth; it’s coming home 
(tower C-4; tower D-1; pavilion E-3);

a dog (the same one) runs across the lawn in the opposite direction, another dog 
behind it: the first dog was running to meet the other one and invite it to play; 
challenging it to fight; it’s returning, running away from the other dog; they 
are running one behind the other; they are running side by side; they part;

dusky: cloudy (after an afternoon of oppressive heat); a nearby building throws a 
shadow on the window; daybreak; curtains drawn; twilight; a partial eclipse of 
the sun;

a flash on the opposite bank of the Danube: a window; a car window against the sun; 
a headlight; a torch; someone is starting a fire to chase away the mosquitoes; a 
large mirror;

(continued)
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covek, u kapiji obližnje zgrade, sa smotanim novinama u ruci: izašao da (promatrajuhi 
prolaznike, nadziruhi decu) prelista novine (Politiku; Dnevnik; Magyar 
szo; Vecernje novosti; Politiku ekspres): on ne zna šta he saznati; on sluti 
(slušao je razgovore na radnom mestu; vesti na radiju) nešto od onoga što 
he saznati/proveriti; on zna da he nešto saznati (nestrpljiv; pomalo ljut; 
ravnodušan; zadovoljan); on misli isto kao prethodnog dana; on misli nešto 
drukcije; covek se vraha u zgradu ne procitavši novine: on zna ko, šta, kako, 
kada, gde; on zna/ne zna zašto; on ne zna sve jer je procitao samo jedne novine 
(namerava li da kupi druge?); on zna gotovo sve, jer su sve novine slicne; jer 
ove zadovoljavaju njegove dnevne potrebe; covek je poneo išcitane novine da 
sedne na njih (klupa je hladna); da upakuje vlažnu salatu koju namerava da 
kupi u samposluzi; 

covek dovikuje nešto grupi dece koja šutaju loptu, a što se cuje kao aiiiiii: paziiiii (na 
automobile i bicikle); plaviiiii (bodri jedan deo grupe); maliiii (bodri svoje 
dete; poziva ga kuhi; samo ga podseha na svoje prisustvo);

na stolu, kraj prozora, caša od nesalomljivog stakla, dopola ispunjena ohlaDenom crnom 
kafom. S prsta iznad nivoa tecnosti stoji mesticav obruc taloga: neko sedi za stolom 
i pijucka kafu, vrlo sporo; sedi za stolom, ali zaboravio je na kafu; voli hladnu 
kafu; neko je sedeo za stolom (pre izvesnog vremena; juce, malocas) i otpio 
gutljaj-dva kafe (bila je dobra; preslatka; slaba) i udaljio se (nekim poslom; 
svojom voljom; tuDom voljom; tek tako);

(continued)
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a man by the gate of a nearby building, with a rolled up newspaper in his hand: he went 
out to (watching the passersby and keeping an eye on the children) browse 
through the paper (Politika; Dnevnik; Magyar szó; Vecernje novosti; Politika 
ekspres): he doesn’t know what he will learn; he anticipates (he’s listened to the 
conversations at work; radio news) some of what he will learn/verify; he knows 
that he will learn something (impatient; a bit upset; indifferent; satisfied); he 
thinks the same thing as the day before; he thinks a little differently; a man 
returns to the building, having read the news: he knows who, what, how, when, 
where; he knows/doesn’t know why; he doesn’t know everything because he’s 
only read one paper (does he intend to buy another one?); he knows almost 
everything, because all the papers are alike; because these ones fulfill his 
daily needs; a man took the newspaper he has read to sit down on it (the bench 
is cold); to wrap the moist lettuce he intends to buy at the supermarket;

a man yells something at a group of children kicking a ball, and it can be heard as 
eeeeee: beeeee careful (there are cars and bicycles); go teeeeem (he’s rooting); 
sonneeeee (he’s rooting for his child; he’s telling him to go home; he’s just 
reminding him of his presence);

by the window, on the table, a shatter-proof glass, half-filled with black coffee. An inch 
above the level of the liquid there is a spotty ring of sediment: someone sits at the 
table sipping coffee, very slowly; sits at the table, but has forgotten about the 
coffee; likes cold coffee; while sitting at the table (a while ago; yesterday; a 
moment ago) someone took a sip or two of coffee (it was good; too sweet; weak) 
and left (had business to attend to; voluntarily; involuntarily; for no reason);

(continued)
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  II
                   
C, c: dvadeset sedmo slovo hirilskog, a trehe, odnosno poslednje (z) lat. alfabeta; 

kao skrahenica: C=centum (100), CC=200 itd; c=cent (novac); ca=circa; muz. 
C=osnovni ton tonskog sistema; fiz. C=kulon; C=Celzijus (termometar); hem. 
C=karbon; Ca=kalcijum; Ce=serijum; Cs=cazijum; Zn=cink; Zr=cirkonijum; c! 
(praskavim dodirom jezika o gornje nepce): ne! c-c-c: ta šta kažeš, ma nemoj, 
baš strašno! c: coktanje pri cišhenju zuba jezikom;

D, d: peto slovo hirilske, a cetvrto grcke i latinske azbuke; kao skrahenica: 
d=dinar; da=da, datur (daj, neka se dade); d.t.d.=da tales doses (daj takve 
doze); Dr., dr., d-r=doktor, dr. med., Dr phil. itd. (doktor prava, doktor fizike, 
doktor hemije, doktor muzike, doktor etike); muz. d.m.=dextra manu (desnom 
rukom); del.=deleatur (neka se briše); d-d-d-d (muklo): ne preteruj; hajde ne 
laži; ne maži; malo sutra;

E, e: sedmo slovo hirilske i grcke (η), a peto latinske, grcke (ε) azbuke i dr. azbuka; 
kao skrahenica: E hem.=erbijum; E na kompasu=istok; Ed=editio; ed=edidit; 
e.o.=ex officio; e (lat. predlog)=iz; exs; e?! (s/h): zar? baš tako? beše nekad!

CD: sekunda

CE: terca;

DE: sekunda;

               
C, D, E: cinioci Rh. faktora sa antigenim svojstvom; c, d, e: geni bez antigenog 

svojstva. Prognoza:

 cde – cde: preživehe;

 cDe – cde: preživehe možda (izgledi vrlo mali);      
                            
 CDE – CDE: nehe preživeti;

(continued)
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  II

C, c: the twenty-seventh letter of the Cyrillic alphabet, and the third, related 
to the last letter (z) of the Roman alphabet; as an abbreviation: C=centum 
(100), CC=200 etc; c=cent (money); ca=circa; mus. C=the basic tone of the 
tonal system; phys. C=Culon; C=Celsius (thermometer); chem. C=carbon; 
Ca=calcium; Ce=cerium; Cs=cesium; Zn=zinc; Zr=zirconium; ts! (an explosive 
contact between the tongue and the roof of the mouth): no! ts-ts-ts: you don’t 
say, get out of here, that’s really horrible! ts: the clicking of the tongue while 
cleaning one’s teeth.

D, d: the fifth letter of the Cyrillic and the fourth letter of the Greek and Roman 
alphabets; as an abbreviation: d=dinar; d.=da, datur (give, let it be given); 
d.t.d.=da tales doses (give such doses); Dr, Ph.D., MD=doctor, Dr. of Med., Dr. 
of Phil. etc. (doctor of legal studies, doctor of physics, doctor of chemistry, 
doctor of music, doctor of ethics); mus. d.m.=dextra manu (with one’s right 
hand); del.=deleatur (let it be deleted); d-d-d-d (quiet): don’t exaggerate; don’t 
lie; don’t hide; don’t believe you;

E, e: the seventh letter of the Cyrillic and Greek (η), and the fifth letter of 
the Roman, Greek (ε) alphabet et al. alphabets; as an abbreviation: E 
chem.=erbium; E on the compass=east; Ed.=editio; ed.=edidit; e.o.=ex officio; e 
(lat. preposition)=from; ex; eh?!: really? truly? used to be!

CD: second

CE: third;

DE: second;

C, D, E: constituents of the Rh factor which have antigenic capacity; c, d, e: the 
genes without antigenic capacity. Prognosis:

 cde – cde: he will live;

 cDe – cde: he may live (chances are slim)

      CDE – CDE: he will not live;

(continued)



104

1. on he

ispustiti dušu; zaklopiti oci; pocinuti; upokojiti se; zaspati vecnim snom; tragicno 
stradati; otegnuti papke; odapeti; opaliti; svršiti svoje; izdahnuti; egzitirati; otihi 
doDavola; otihi u nedoDin; otihi u nepovrat; otihi na drugi svet; otihi bogu na istinu; 
pod crnu zemlju; crvima na gozbu;

2. bihe

 izvesno živ ne-sporno ž. ne-verovatno ne-ž. apsolutno ne-ž.

 ne-izvesno živ sporno ž. verovatno ne-ž. ne-apsolutno ne-ž.

 ne-izvesno ne-živ sporno ne-ž. verovatno ž. ne-apsolutno ž.

 izvesno ne-živ ne-sporno ne-ž. ne-verovatno ž. apsolutno ž.

 (p. m.: post mortem

 p. f.: post festum

 p. s.: post skriptum

 s. r.: svojerucno

 m. p.: mesto pecata

 m. p. s.: mesto pod suncem

 s. z. s. m.: svako zna svoje mesto

 s. s. s. m. m.: sklanjaj se s mog mesta).

(continued)
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1. he will

pass away; close his eyes; be laid to rest; rest in peace; fall asleep forever; perish 
tragically; turn up his toes; pop off; push up daisies; check out; take his last breath; 
exit; give up the ghost; kick the bucket; buy the farm; cash in his chips; meet his 
maker; bite the dust; feed the worms;

2. he’ll be

 certainly alive non-contentiously a. im-probably non-a. absolutely non-a.

 un-certainly alive contentiously a. probably non-a. non-absolutely non-a.

 un-certainly non-alive contentiously non-a. probably a. non-absolutely a.

 certainly non-alive non-contentiously non-a. im-probably a. absolutely a.

 (p.m.: post mortem

 p.f.: post festum

 p.s.: post scriptum

 a.g.: autographic

 i.s.: instead of a seal

 p.u.s.: a place underneath the sun

 e.k.o.p.p.: everyone knows one’s proper place

 g.a.f.m.p.: get away from my place).

(continued)
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  III

mama!: mama doDi; mama daj da jedem; mama hohu; mama nehu; mama toplo je; 
mama hladno je; mama bojim se;

tata!: tata ne daj me; tata nosi me; tata ostani; tata tuci ga;
brate!: brate zar tako; brate ne brbljaj; brate ucini; brate otkud ti;
sestro!: sestro pomagaj; sestro ne foliraj; sestro pljuni lovu; sestro daj;
druže!: druže makni se; druže ne guraj se; druže ne pljuj na pod; gde si sad stari 

druže;
gospodine!: gospodine zar vam to prilici; gospodine ruke k sebi; gospodine vaš sto; 

gospodine vaš racun; gospodine šta vi mislite o meni;
ljudi!: ljudi pokrenite se; ljudi razmaknite se; ljudi smilujte se; ljudi zaustavite se;
stop!: obavezno zaustavljanje pred raskrsnicom;
    “    “    “  saobrahajnom milicijom;
    “    “    “  vojnom policijom;
    “    “    “  železnickom rampom;
    “    “    “  granicnim prelazom;
pažnja!: pažnja, pocinje; pažnja, dolaze; pažnja, ujeda; pažnja, suženje puta; 

pažnja saslušajte me;

(continued)
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  III

mommy!: mommy come here; mommy feed me; mommy I want to; mommy I don’t 
want to; mommy it’s warm; mommy it’s cold; mommy I’m scared

daddy!: daddy protect me; daddy carry me; daddy stay; daddy beat him up;
brother!: brother is that so; brother shut up; brother do me a favor; what brings you 

here brother;
sister!: sister help me; sister stop bullshitting; sister cough up the dough; sister 

give me; 
comrade!: comrade move; comrade don’t push; comrade don’t spit on the floor; 

where are you now, my comrade;
sir!: sir, is that worthy of you; sir hands to yourself; sir your table; sir your check; 

sir who do you think I am;
people!: people move; people spread apart; people have mercy; people stop 

moving;
stop!: mandatory halting in front of an intersection;
     “    “   “  “  “ a traffic cop;
     “    “   “  “  “ special police force;
     “    “   “  “  “ railroad crossing;
     “    “   “  “  “ border crossing;
attention!: attention, it’s starting; attention, they’re coming; attention, he bites; 

attention, road narrowing; attention, listen to me;

(continued)
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  IV

Ja idem kuhi.
Ja  (licna zamenica prvog lica jednine, nominativ): Judita, roDena Manhajm, 

adoptirana Šalgo, udata Mirkovih. (Datum i mesto roDenja, pol, imena 
roditelja vidi u Izvodu iz maticne knjige roDenih Narodnog odbora Novi 
Sad, tekuhi broj 116, od 27. IV 1950. (original izgubljen). Podatke o bracnom 
i porodicnom statusu vidi u Izvodu iz maticne knjige vencanih, Skupština 
opštine Novi Sad, tekuhi broj 730, izdatom 15. jula 1967; u Izvodu iz maticne 
knjige roDenih, Opština Novi Sad, pod tekuhim brojem 840, izdatom 21. III 
1972. godine u Novom Sadu. Za podatke o školskoj spremi, zapošljavanju i 
radnoj biografiji vidi Prepis diplome Filološkog fakulteta u Beogradu br. 
26/102 od 3. marta 1966; Radnu knjižicu, serija A broj II 1010930, registarski 
broj 23112, izdatu 18. XII 1964. u Novom Sadu; ktatke biografije prilagane 
konkursnim molbama za popunjavanje upražnjenih radnih mesta. Oblik 
vlastitog pominjanja: ja, mama (mama he ti dati...); nazivi na koje se 
odazivam: Judita, Juco, mama, kevo, dete moje, ti, ej, ti, vi tamo, Šalgo, 
Mirkovih, drugarice, ženo, gospoDo, gospoDice, devojko, curo (curo, evo 
jeftinog sira...); 

 ja: ljudsko bihe, žensko; khi; supruga; majka; snaja; zaova; sunarodnik; 
sugraDanin; glasac; graDanin; državljanin;

idem (prvo lice sadašnjeg vremena glagola ihi; kretati se u istom ili promenljivom 
smeru, tamo-amo, u krug, sa  ciljem, bez cilja): obicno vlastitim nogama 
(cipele br. 36,5; carape br. 8,5 ili 9; spušteni tabani i prednji svod): po kuhi, iz 
sobe u sobu, iz sobe u kuhinju, iz kuhinje u kupatilo; do samoposluge “Jagoda” 
i “Progres”; u porodicnu šetnju; kolima, NSU 1200, registarski broj NS 330-
93; na pijacu, u grad, do robne kuhe “Novi Sad” (treba kupiti rajsferšlus, 

“Tokalon”), na poštu (struja, telefon), u Novosadsku banku (da li je veh nešto 
stiglo?) do Beograda (Zorka, Seka, izložba, “Fontana”, “Prosveta”); reDe 
autobusom; treba više ihi i trcati a manje sedeti (ponekad trcim dunavskim 
nasipom);

(continued)
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 IV

I am going home. 
I  (first person pronoun singular): Judita, née Manhajm, adopted Šalgo, 

married Mirkovih. Date and place of birth, sex, parents’ names, check the 
birth certificate issued by the People’s Council Novi Sad, number 116, April 
27 1950 (original misplaced). For details on marital and family status see 
marriage certificate number 730 issued by the Novi Sad Municipal Council 
on July 15, 1967; birth certificate number 840 issued by the Novi Sad 
Municipality on March 21, 1972, in Novi Sad. For details about education, 
employment and employment history, see the official copy of diploma 
number 26/102 issued by the Philological Faculty in Belgrade on March 3, 
1966; union card, series A, number II 1010930, registration number 23112, 
issued on December 18, 1964, in Novi Sad; resumes enclosed with the 
applications for various jobs. Personal appellations: I, mommy (mommy 
will give you...); names I respond to: Judita, Judy, mommy, old lady, my child, 
you, hey you, you over there, Šalgo, Mirkovih, comrade, woman, Mrs., miss, 
girl, young lady (young lady, cheese on sale over here...);

 I: human being, female; daughter; wife; mother; daughter-in-law; sister-in-
law; compatriot; hometown girl; voter; citizen; 

am going (first person singular of the present continuous tense of the verb “to go”; 
to move in the same or shifting direction, here-and-there, in circles, with 
a destination, without a destination); usually on my own two feet (shoe size 
6; sock size S; flat feet, flat arches): around the house, from one room to 
another, from a room to the kitchen, from the kitchen to the bathroom; to the 
supermarkets “Strawberry” and “Progress”; for a walk with my family; for a 
drive, NSU 1200, license plate NS 330-93; to the market place, downtown, 
to the “Novi Sad” department store (I need to get a zipper, “Tokalon” lotion) 
to the post office (electricity, phone bills), to Novosadska bank (has it gone 
through yet?), to Belgrade (Zorka, Seka, exhibit, bookstores “Fontana” and 

“Prosveta”); less frequently by bus; I should walk and run more and sit less 
(sometimes I run along the Danube embankment);

(continued)
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kuhi (trehi padež jednine od zajednicke imenice kuha: graDevina od cigle, betona, 
celika, stakla, kamena, drveta, zemlje, pruha; kao dom, prebivalište, još: 
pehina u steni, rupa u zemlji, šator, napušten autobus, napušten tramvaj, 
staja, ambar, krošnja, šuplje deblo, jarak, jaruga, ševar, zaklon pod mostom, 
tlo pod vedrim nebom; planeta Zemlja, kontinent, država, pokrajina, grad, 
neseljeno ili nenaseljeno mesto; vecna kuha): 

Novi Sad, kraljice Marije 16 (mama, tata)
Novi Sad, Levente utca (kod Banovine; mama, tata)
Temerin preko puta Csillag kocsma;
  mama, Leopold, Bella, Jolan, Ede):
Subotica (kuha sa dvorištem i krevetom do
  prozora; Anuška)
Mali IDoš (krivaja; Jula, deca, Anuška)
Ada  (kuha u glavnoj ulici; Miši, Roži, Amal, 
  Mišel, Šušu)
Subotica  (druga kuha; Anuška, Vilci, Ruskinja)
Novi Sad, Trifkovihev trg (mama, Anica)
Novi Sad, Radnicka 4 (mama, Laci, Roži G., Pišta, Saša)
Novi Sad, Kosovska 20  (mama, Laci; ana, Marija)
Novi Sad, Vojvode Knihanina 12  (Zoran)
Novi Sad, Kraljeviha Marka 56 (Zoran, Ivana, Tamara)
Novi Sad, Bulevar AVNOJ-a (Zoran, Ivana, Tamara)
Novi Sad, Veljka Petroviha 6 (Zoran, Ivana, Tamara)

published 1979
Judita Šalgo
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home (a building made of brick, concrete, steel, glass, stone, wood, mud, 
branches; a residence, a dwelling; additionally: a rock cave, a hole in the 
ground, a tent, an abandoned bus, an abandoned streetcar, a stable, a barn, 
the crown of a tree, a hollow tree trunk, a ditch, a ravine, rushes, a shelter 
under a bridge, out in the open; planet Earth, the continent, state, province, 
city, an inhabited or uninhabited place; eternal home):

Novi Sad, Kraljice Marije Street 16 (mom, dad)
Novi Sad, Levente Street (by Banovina; mom, dad)
Temerin (across the street from the Csillag 
  tavern; mom, Leopold, Bella, Jolan, Ede)
Subotica (a house with a yard and a bed by the 
  window; Anuška)
Mali IDoš (Krivaja; Jula, children, Anuška)
Ada (a house on the main avenue; Miši, Roži, 
  Amal, Mišel, Šušu) 
Subotica (the other house; Anuška, Vilci, the 
  Russian lady)
Novi Sad, Trifkovihev Square (mom, Anica)
Novi Sad, Radnicka Street 4 (mom, Laci, Roži G., Pišta, Saša)
Novi Sad, Kosovska Street 20 (mom, Laci; Ana, Maria)
Novi Sad, Vojvode Knihanina Street 12 (Zoran)
Novi Sad, Kraljeviha Marka Street 56 (Zoran, Ivana, Tamara)
Novi Sad, Bulevar AVNOJ-a 29 (Zoran, Ivana, Tamara)
Novi Sad, Veljka Petroviha Street 6 (Zoran, Ivana, Tamara)

translated from Serbo-Croatian by
Snežana Žabiœ
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Sopa de miga de pan

Esto es la gloria,
y si no lo es, son sus migajas más espesas.
Al estilo de las larvas
recordar casi me cuesta el futuro
y aún conectado a una esperanza tan cristalina,
me dejo agobiar por emisoras
con todo tipo de nostalgia o interferencia.
Y así, enjuto,
al buscar su retrato en la música de la nación
transcribo bailes de sociedad, competiciones de pulseo
en una floresta por todos y para el bien de todos
de la cual mi melancolía sale inmune,
esto es la gloria o al menos su aserrín más oloroso,
pero no, que va, esto es la gloria.
Voy traduciendo en planchas de plywood del peso de una mosca
la plenitud de cierta clase de recuerdos,
atiende pues, a este repertorio de espejismos artesanales
que se resisten al matando y salando de la memoria,
inclínate y repite conmigo:  esto es la gloria
y si no uno de sus hollejos más dorados,
pero no, que va, esto es la gloria.

written 1984
Omar Pérez López
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Soup from Breadcrumb

This is the glory,
and if not, these are the thickest of glory’s crumbs.
Just as for grubs
remembrance nearly costs me the future
and still attached to such crystalline hope
I let radio stations get me down
with all matter of nostalgia or interference.
This way—gaunt,
seeking glory’s portrait in the nation’s music—
I transcribe society balls, armwrestling contests,
in a forest for all   for the good of all
out of which my melancholy emerges immune.
This is the glory or at least its most fragrant sawdust,
but no, what am I saying, this is glory.
I go on translating the plenitude of a certain sort of memory
into plywood planks, mothweight;
now look at this repertoire of handcrafted mirages
that refuse to be killed and salted by memory,
lean over and repeat with me:  this is glory
and if not, well, then one of its most golden skins,
but no, what am I saying, this is the glory.

translated from Spanish by
Kristin Dykstra
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Нашіптування з віків 
В 1855 р. Франц-Йосиф відвідав знову Замок у вечірній порі, в 
каварні гостила його шляхта, з балькону каварні цісар оглядав 
ілюмінацію Львова на його честь. 
         І. Крип’якевич, „Історичні проходи по Львові” 

Мій цісарю, хвала тобі — яка щаслива нація, 
що ти ступив на наш пісок вечірньої пори. 
Кущем небесним зацвіла ясна ілюмінація, 
остроги в тебе срібляні. Ти дивишся з гори. 

І дим ракетниць очі їсть — яке палке зворушення! 
У церемонімайстра з напруги карк упрів. 
Ми всі готові хоч на смерть, мов посполите рушення, 
і сльози капають з очей гицлів та шандарів. 

(Наш загумінок став як сад. Петардами і бомбами 
обстріляно небесне дно для більшої краси. 
Оркестри віддано ревли тромбонами і тромбами, 
повії прали неґліже і пудрили носи). 

Ілюмінація! Оркестр! Волаємо і граємо — 
цісарська доля — наче сфінкс, і що вона пошле? — 
чуму, пожежу чи війну, небіжчика в Сараєво, 
тож веселися, цісарю, ти ще дитя мале! 

Ще маєш білого коня і капелюха з перами, 
твердиня влади, мов горіх, імперія без меж, 
таємно вішаєш когось, обдурюєш паперами, 
і де ще той двадцятий вік, в якому ти помреш? . . 

written 1985
Yuri Andrukhovych
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Centuries Whispering
One evening in 1855 Franz-Joseph visited again the Castle Hill, the local 
gentry received him in a coffee house, from a coffee house balcony the king 
could view the illumination of Lviv in his honour. 
     I.Krypiakevych, Historical Wanderings Through Lviv

My king, praise to you—the nation is so happy
you set your foot on our sand this evening.
The clear illumination blows like a celestial shrub,
you have silver spurs. You look from the hill.

Smoke from the flare pistols stings our eyes—we’re deeply moved!
The master of ceremonies’ neck sweats profusely.
We’re ready to die, like a whole nation on the move,
both knackers and policemen shed tears.

(Our province became like an orchard. The sky’s bottom
was shelled with petards and bombs for more beauty.
Orchestras roared devotedly with trombones and thromboses.
Whores washed negligees and powdered their noses.)

The illumination! The orchestra! We yell and play,
a king’s lot’s like a sphinx, and what’ll it send?—
a plague, a fire, or a war, a dead man in Sarajevo,
so rejoice, king, while you’re still a child!

You still have your white horse and your hat with feathers,
your stronghold of power’s like a nut, your boundless empire,
you hang someone secretly, you deceive with papers,
and where’s that twentieth century when you die? . . .

translated from Ukrainian by 
Lev Hrytsyuk
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Qualiter in Scythica religatus rupe Prometheus
 assiduam nimio pectore pavit avem,
nuda Caledonio sic viscera praebuit urso
 non falsa pendens in cruce Laureolus.
vivebant laceri membris stillantibus artus
 inque omni nusquam corpore corpus erat.
denique supplicium dignus tulit: ille parentis
 vel domini iugulum foderat ense nocens,
templa vel arcano demens spoliaverat auro,
 subdiderat saevas vel tibi, Roma, faces.
vicerat antiquae sceleratus crimina famae,
 in quo, quae fuerat fabula, poena fuit.

published 80 A.D.
Martial
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Spectacles IX

As, bound on a Scythian cliff, Prometheus
fed with his too large heart the avid bird,
so, hanging on no false cross, Laureolus
gave his stripped flesh to a Caledonian bear.
His lacerated limbs, dripping blood, lived on
and of all his body no body remained.
At last he bore the proper punishment:
the crazed culprit had thrust his sword
into the throat of his father or master
or robbed a temple of its hidden hoard
or had himself put a savage torch to Rome.
The wretch had outdone the crimes
of antique lore; for him what had been
a fable became an execution.

translated from Latin by
George Held
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de Tout poème est un tête décapitée 
qu’on tient au bout d’un seul cheveu

 8

   (M-C. VIII  Pour Rigoberta Menchu, Juin 1983)

On n’entendait plus le vent
ni les grenouilles derrière la colline

En bas du pont une femme cousait ses lèvres 
avec la bouche d’un noyé
qu’elle avait sorti de la rivière

Tu me disais de venir

Il fallait maintenant venger l’air 
en jetant du sable froid depuis la rive
 
Quelqu’un avait commencé le premier 
avec la tempe d’un coquillage infini 

Puis deux hommes ont enterré tes ongles
dans la cave d’une étoile
et tendus des filets dans la nuit
pour attraper des avions et des oiseaux

written 1983
Serge Pey
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from Every poem is a decapitated 
head held up by a single hair

 8

   (for Rigoberta Menchu, June 1983)

We no longer heard the wind 
or the frogs behind the hill

At the foot of the bridge a woman was sewing her lips
to the mouth of a drowned man
that she’d pulled from the river

You told me to come

The air had to be avenged now
by throwing cold sand from the bank

Someone set the ball rolling
with the brow of an endless shell

Then two men buried your fingernails 
in the cellar of a star
and nets were set in the night
to catch planes and birds

translated from French by
Yann Lovelock & Patrick Williamson
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Apunte callejero

 En la terraza de un café hay una familia gris.  Pasan unos senos bizcos bus-
cando una sonrisa sobre las mesas.  El ruido de los automóviles destiñe las hojas 
de los árboles.  En un quinto piso, alguien se crucifica al abrir de par en par una 
ventana.

 Pienso en dónde guardaré los quioscos, los faroles, los transeúntes, que se me 
entran por las pupilas.  Me siento tan lleno que tengo miedo de estallar . . . Nece-
sitaría dejar algún lastre sobre la vereda . . .

 Al llegar a una esquina, mi sombra se separa de mí, y de pronto, se arroja entre 
las ruedas de un tranvía. 

written 1922
Oliverio Girondo
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Street Sketch

 On the terrace of a café there is a gray family.  Some cross-eyed breasts pass 
looking for a smile over the tables.  The noise of the automobiles dyes the leaves 
of the trees.  On the fifth floor, somebody crucifies themselves by opening the 
window wide.

 I think of where I’ll keep the stands, the street lights, the passers-by, which 
come into me by my pupils.  I feel so full that I am afraid of exploding . . . I’d need 
to leave some cement on the sidewalk . . .

 Arriving at a corner, my shadow separates itself from me, and suddenly, it 
hurls itself beneath the wheels of a streetcar.

translated from Spanish by
Daniel Coudriet
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Dein Schlaf ist eine geschlossene Mandel. 
Die Mandel der Kraft. Die Mandel der Reife.
Was geht nicht alles vor in diesen Früchten!  
Du bist die Reife eines großen Traums: 
Aus deinem Herzen wachsen Mandelbäumchen 
Wie in der umbrischen Landschaft! 
Auf den Hügeln brennen die Hütten der Menschen 
Und ihre Türme wanken wie betrunken 
Und ihre Söhne werden noch vor Ostern sterben! 
Rostige Glocken schlagen an dein Herz 
Totenkerzen leuchten hinter deinen Schläfen 
Blut fließt aus deinen geschlossenen Augen: 
Wehe, wenn du sie aufschlägst 
Welche Farbe werden sie haben!

written 1948
Yvan Goll

From Yvan Goll. Die Lyrik in vier Bänden. Bd. II. Liebesgedichte 1917–1950,  
hg. und kommentiert von Barbara Glauert-Hesse im Auftrag der Fondation Yvan et  

Claire Goll, Saint-Dié-des-Vosges. © 1996 Argon Verlag GmbH, Berlin, S. 331.  
All rights reserved by Wallstein Verlag, Göttingen, Germany
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Your sleep is a closed almond.
Almond of power. Ripened almond.
What doesn’t happen in this fruit!
You are the fullness of a great dream:
Out of your heart the almond trees sprout
As in the Umbrian countryside!
In the hills peoples’ shelters burn
And their towers stagger like drunkards
And their sons will still die before Easter!
Rusted bells strike your heart
Funeral candles shine behind your sleep
Blood flows from your closed eyes:
Woe, when you open them
What color will they be!

translated from German by
Donald Wellman
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Здесь вновь я обездолен в час земной,
и вынужден колодец рыть иглой,
Но только здесь о родине заплакать
могу я неожиданно порой.

written 2003
Sabit Madaliev



125

Here once more I’m burdened with earth time,
constrained to dig a well with a thimble.
But it’s only here that I can mourn my homeland,
unexpectedly, once in a while.

translated from Russian by
Russell Scott Valentino
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Chant

  1

Il abaissa la main et sortit de sa poche le Qûran 
« La faim règne dans la bouche des enfants à l’épaule des mères »
La tête du chêne couvrait les remparts et l’étoile 
Assis les jeunes écoutaient les canons et les brebis 
« La faim règne au mâristân abandonné » 
Derrière eux la pierraille les gravats mêlés aux plumes 
La caisse des bazookas les boîtes made in Israël et les chiffons 
Hier encore enrubannant la chapka sur la tête qui souriait 
Les bandeaux sont posés croisés raie contre raie 

« La faim règne sur ce peuple avec un sceptre de glace » 
Et le vieux carmin le bleu de montagne la soucoupe d’écume 
Oscillent tandis que le corps glisse dans le suaire 
Que le mufti a fait préparer par sa voix du soir du haut-parleur 
La rampe des katyusha à côté des mulets et des ânes 
Yeux de bayadere yeux d’innocence et de soumission 
Ceux des bêtes ceux des hommes au crépuscule la lune et le sommet
Au rendez-vous au-dessus des attroupements et des souks 
Pendant que sur la route descendent les convois et les kuffâr 
Ebréchant les bornes anglaises et les sanctuaires de Kipling 
Maudits en vain depuis longtemps maudits dans nos prières 
Nos syllabes douces lèchent leurs âmes comme le serpent 
Qui lèche pour tracer sa route entre les buissons 
Ce qui fut fait fut fait et les sillons sont doux maintenant
Tandis que les consonnes cassent l’hypnose et la paupière 
La main qui ouvre la page cite la sûra sans pardon sans pitié 
La main seule peut dire agitée au-dessus du linceul 

« Te souviens-tu du goût de la coriandre » 
Puis elle serre le reliquaire avec l’or du dernier Sheik 
Dedans il y a la poudre grise de sa cervelle 
Mêlée à celle que les descendants ont recueillie près du torrent 
Quelques-uns connaissent sa source où commence la famille des Croyants

« A quoi mêler maintenant le cinnamone » 
Répéter la prière c’est répéter la généalogie des martyrs 
Chacun porte dans la barbe les années qui répètent le début 
Ce torrent fort où l’on voit du vert et du bleu 
Les rochers et les gravats déposés à chaque crue 
Aucun ne regarde mais chaque poitrine regorge de sang 
Chaque giclée est le soupir du moribond qui oublie les siens 

(continued)
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Chant

  1

Into his pocket he reached, out came the Koran
“Hunger reigns in the mouth of the child in the mother’s arms”
The crown of the oak hung over the ramparts and covered the star
The boys sat around, listening to cannon and sheep

“Hunger reigns everywhere in the abandoned maristan”
Everywhere rubble, mixed in with feathers, covered with dust
Empty bazooka cases, boxes from Israel, rags
Which yesterday still entwined a shapka on someone’s head
Folds intersecting folds, straps covering straps

“Hunger reigns over these lives with a scepter of ice”
And the carmine of old, the mountain of blue, the saucer of foam
Continue to shimmer while the body lies shining in a shroud
Prepared to the mufti’s instructions: the loudspeaker’s evening voice
A katyusha left standing, next to the donkeys and mules
The Bayadere’s eyes, the submissive and innocent eyes
The eyes of the beasts and the men, at twilight the peak and the moon
Meet one another above, far from the mob and the souk
While convoys and kaffirs begin their descent on the pathways below
Across English borders, leaving Kipling’s sanctuaries in ruins
Cursed in our prayers, cursed over and over in vain
Our delicate syllables licking their souls like the snake
Which licks for the purpose of tracing its path through the grass
What has been done has been done and the trenches are still now
Only the consonants trouble the trance and the eyelid
The hand simply points to the sura and offers no pardon, no pity
Moving over the shroud, the hand cannot say more than this:

“Do you remember the taste of coriander?”
Then it slams shut the shrine that holds the last sheik’s gold
Filled with his last remains, the gray dust of his brains
Mixed with the dust his sons have gathered by the stream
Some know the way to its source where the clan of the faithful begins

“Why mix cinnamon now?”
Each time we repeat the prayer, we are repeating the martyrs’ names
And everyone keeps in his beard the years that repeat the past
Look at this powerful current, look at these greens and these blues
Every new flood leaves behind a deposit of rubble and rocks
No one looks, but when anyone coughs he starts coughing up blood
Each cough is the sigh of the dying, forgetting their kin

(continued)
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Pendant que gorgée la terre inclinée s’assombrit 
A côté d’obélisques gravés de hâdid que le deuil allonge 
A côté des masques en cuir les mouches et la fumée 
A côté des frères qui dansent les bras croisés main dans la main 
Le dos tourné aux portes éventrées et aux arêtes de brique 
Les invalides et les enfants léchés par les mouches 

« Le moutakabbil nostalgiquement qui palpe une paume de poussier » 
Les pas qui se croisent croisent aussi les sentiers de Tadjik au Lahore 
La danse d’Alexandre est serrée comme les chargeurs en bandoulière 
Après l’assaut on enterre les morts et on grille le mouton 
D’eux restent les empreintes l’écuelle l’homonyme et le rosaire 
Qui renverse l’écuelle toupie tournée vers le dôme d’Abraham
Qui fige les empreintes comme le potier tournant le kaolin 
Qui offre aux survivants la douceur de la datte fraîche 
La sombre couleur de l’eau du puits et du désir de l’aimée 
Afin que la prière puisse remonter jusqu’au premier tombeau 
Cette pierre descendue comme descendit de nuit le cheval de Muhammad 
Les jours maintenant ont la hache au lieu de la pendule 
La mort a changé d’odeur seules les mouches s’y trompent 
Même les femmes ne savent plus pleurer leurs cris sans écho 
Les vallées engorgées de camions qui brûlent et de fuyards aux mains levées 
Tandis que de Kaboul ne restent que les photos des Infidèles 
Quand ils croyaient avoir coupé le turban de nos pères

  2

Le bout de l’antenne perce derrière la butte de pierre
Peut-être les chaînes du char tournent à vide
Patinent sur le sol filmé par les charognards venus du sud
Les mêmes qui descendent d’avion avec caisses et pièces de rechange
Souriants craignant obus et attroupements et marches
Déguisés comme les gens qu’on voyait ici et là avant la guerre
Nos martyrs clans et vallées donnant leurs gestes et le nom
Mais le luth Ibn-Amir s’empiffre d’accords de souks lupanars
Que les convois sans désemplir chargent de voix sans raison
Les brèches démolies résonnent et les jeunes font tumulte
Accompagnés de caisses vides et d’outils étalés avec le vieux cuivre
Ce qui reste de l’odeur du jasmin du mulet du pain et de la poudre
Est maintenant mêlé à ces pacotilles qu’éclaire le néon
Les morts divisent en petits tas ces retables marchands
Seuls ceux qui méprisent la prostitution ont mémoire des martyrs
Et mourant à leur tour délivrés retrouvent les autres qui sont vieux
Impurs seulement d’avoir usé de la main gauche et de ne pas avoir pleuré 

« O tumulte alors de tous ceux pour qui les choses sont dans le langage » 
Savent-ils que le nôtre se décline du coutelas au phosphore 
L’éperon traçant balafres les sillons prolongeant l’écrit 

(continued)
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Meanwhile the earth continues to swell, growing dark
Where obelisks rise—the higher, the longer we mourn
Where flies and smoke envelop leather masks
Where cross-armed brothers dance together, hand in hand
Their backs turned to the smashed-in doors, the piles of bricks
The cripples and the children licked by flies

“The Mutakabbir who nostalgically rubs a handful of dust”
The steps which cross here cross also the paths of Tajiks in Lahore
The dance of Alexander is compact, like the cartridge clip in the belt
The assault is over, let us bury the dead and start roasting the lamb
What remains are their footprints, the bowl, the homonym, the rosary which
Flips the bowl upside down and spins it toward Abraham’s dome
Which causes the footprints to harden, like clay on a potter’s wheel
Which offers survivors sweetness, the sweetness of the date
The darkness of water from wells and the lover’s desire
May the prayer ascend, ascend to the very first tomb
That stone which fell at night, at night like Mohammed’s horse
The days do not follow the pendulum now: they follow the axe
The smell of death has changed and only the flies are fooled
Even the women do not know anymore how to cry without echoes
The valleys are filled with burning trucks and men with their hands in the air
While nothing is left of Kabul but the infidels’ photos
From when they believed they had torn up our father’s turbans

  2

The point of the antenna sticks out from behind the rock 
Maybe the motor is running: still the wheels do not spin
Skidding across the land filmed by vultures come from the south
The ones who descend from the plane with cases and extra parts
Smiling, afraid of shells, afraid of mobs and troops
Dressed like the ones you’d see walking around, prior to the war
Our martyrs, our clans, and our valleys offer their faces and names
But Ibn-Amir’s lute swells with the chords of lupanar-souks
Swarming with numberless convoys, filled with their reasonless voice
Inside the cavernous ruin resounds the uproar of youth
Empty cases and tools are sold with the copper of old
The last of the smells of jasmine and mules and gunpowder and bread
Is now mixed into these wares, displayed in the neon light
On the altars of merchandise, arranged into piles by the dead
Only those who despise prostitution think of the martyrs at all
When death releases them they join the ones who came before
Impure just because they used the left hand and did not cry

“O tumult now for all those for whom things are in words”
Do they know that our words fall beneath a phosphorus sword
The spur traces the cuts, the trenches extend the text

(continued)



130

La ponctuation se lit sur nos lèvres et sur nos coupoles 
Le silence ôte les voyelles mais pas le respect ni le murmure 
La main tourne la page la voix tourne les yeux 
La main trace ce que la balance soupèse à chaque prière 
La gauche virevoltant sur la droite sur le moyeu d’Allah 
La droite est le compagnon rescapé qui rit avec son trophée 
La gauche est l’ombre où nous entrons en quittant le sentier 
La droite aujourd’hui est le campement qui brûlera d’ici peu 
La gauche aujourd’hui est le complice qu’il faudra tuer demain 
Demain le sommeil se prolongera dans le silence sans mouches 
Nos corps avachis rejoindront les charniers sans stèles

  3

Il suffit de fermer les mains fermer la gorge et gagner 
Gagner sur la curiosité qui nous fait aveugles mendiants 
Ignorer pour une heure ou un jour l’aube et puis le croissant 
Et une nouvelle vie occupe l’esprit qui nous fait guerriers 
Descendre dans le fourgon et dépouiller les morts 
Sans parcimonie jeter le métal l’emballage le zinc les radios
Savoir armer l’outil miniature le lance-roquettes à la fumée de mousse 
Démonter l’engrenage morceau après morceau posés sur le lin 
Les cavernes sont pleines les boîtes ouvertes regorgent d’huile 
C’est notre affaire de nous dresser quand la nouvelle arrive 
Le convoi porte à dos de mulet les ressources pour les embuscades 
Seul le feu reste celui qu’allumaient Swat et Pathan jadis 
L’odeur de kérosène l’emporte maintenant sur celle du musc et de la bouse 
Nous le respirons en attendant que le cargo se pose gris et lourd 
Notre sommeil le respire bien plus acre que le khif et les épices 
Là où il y avait les pâturages et les darakht empoussiérés 
Sont parquées les carlingues les chiens accroupis à l’ombre des carcasses 
Le cercle l’ellipse le tournant le nuage la motte et le repos 
S’estompent avec la jeunesse quand nous étions seigneurs de notre haine et du pardon 
Alertes à répliquer à l’offense prêts à chanter ensemble 
Rire du frère manchot et puis lui donner l’accolade 
Nous étions pris par une fumée qui n’était d’aucun bûcher 
La respirions avec l’odeur de la mère des onguents des femmes 
Elle rehaussait l’ivoire de nos yeux le satin de la peau et dés chevelures 
Les ceintures brillaient autant que nos dagues et nos fusils 
Quand nous priions quand le plaidoyer nous rassemblait 
Le juste était parmi nous et les brimades et le mépris ne nous touchaient pas 
La fumée stagnait nous rendait invisibles à la folie et à l’inconnu 
Son odeur épaisse comme nos entrailles en accord avec les mots 
Le soupçon maintenant remplace la fumée et nous bégayons comme marchands
Nous pouvions implorer la fumée haleine du temps 
L’appeler prosternés recevoir encerclement et chaleur 

(continued)
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The punctuation is there to be read on our lips and our domes
Silence erases the vowels, but not the respect or the breath
The hand still turns the page, the voice still turns the eyes
The hand traces each prayer and knows how much it weighs
The left circling over the right on the hub of Allah’s wheel
The right is the one that survives, the one that gets the prize
The left is the shadow we enter the moment we leave the path
The right today is the camp: it stands but tomorrow will burn
The left today is the ally: tomorrow he will have to be killed
Tomorrow the sleep will continue in silence, without any flies
Our broken bodies will lie in an unmarked grave

  3

All it takes is to close the hands, to close the throat and to stop
Stop being curious, stop being beggars, stop being blind
To forget the dawn and the crescent for an hour or a day 
And the warrior spirit is filled once again with its former life
To come down the roads in the trucks, to strip the dead and for once
To throw the metal away, the radios, wrapping, and zinc
To learn how to arm the miniature tool, the rocket in smoke
How to dismantle the gears part by part on a sheet
The caves are full of open boxes gushing with oil
And it is up to us to be ready when the next one arrives 
Supplies for the ambush come with the convoy on top of a mule 
All that remains is the fire lit by the Pathan in Swat long ago
The smell of kerosene is now carried away by musk and manure
We wait for the cargo to land, and breathe it, heavy and gray
We breathe it in our sleep, harsher than spices or kif
What once was a pasture, where once stood a dusty darakht
Is now a place for old cockpits, for dogs in the carcass’s shade
Circle, spiral, ellipse, cloud, soil, and peace
Have vanished with our youth, when we controlled our love and hate
Prepared to return an offense and ready to sing as one
To laugh at our one-armed brother and then to give him our praise
We were enveloped by a smoke that rose from no funeral pyre
We took it in, along with the scents of our mothers and wives
It sharpened the whites of our eyes, the satin of skin and hair
The walls were burning, and so were our daggers, so were our guns
While we stood praying, assembled before the law
The just were among us, we could not be touched by scorn and contempt
The smoke grew thicker and we were invisible to the unknown
And it was heavy, and so were we, in our hearts and our words
Now we stutter like merchants: suspicion replaces smoke
Then we implored the smoke, implored the breath of time
We begged it on our knees to hold us in its heat

(continued)
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Gardienne de nos yeux et de ce qui palpite en nous 
Le coeur saignant se joignait aux volutes et au serein 
Nous nous sentions brebis qui ne se soucient pas du loup 
Nous bougions captifs dans l’enceinte jusqu’au jour du sacrifice 
Car la mort est nourriture et non une entorse ou un crime 
La mort maintenant est cire qui chauffe et ramollit 
Sans forme pendant qu’elle brûle grêle et devenue sa lumière
L’ombre est large le sommeil incandescent et court 
Nous sommes les étincelles de la roue à l’axe marin 
Le sceau de l’éloignement se marque dans les cerveaux et dans les âmes 
Tandis que les rapaces et leurs proies disparaissent au-delà de la guerre

  El moudjadàn fakîr’ilâ Llâh

written 1996
Remo Guidieri
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The guardian of our eyes, of that which is beating inside
The bleeding heart which embraced its swirls and the evening dew
We were like sheep not thinking about the wolf
We moved around, until the sacrifice, within our walls
For death was nourishment, not a contortion, not a crime
Now death is wax, and it becomes hot and soft
It has no shape while it burns and its light is slender
Shadows are long, sleep incandescent and short
We are the sparks on the wheel of the axis marine
And distance sets its seal in every brain and soul
While hunter and prey fade away on the other side of the war

  El moudjadàn fakîr’ilâ Llâh

translated from French by
Ilya Bernstein
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homophonic feature
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juæ dobrze. przygl¬dam si√ i zaczynam (juæ 
dobrze) mówiœ. przychodzi wielkie zamiast, 
ono jest bardzo straszne. rozgryza mnie

na kawałki, a potem połyka w cało÷ci. 
bo i to słowo znam ze słyszenia. a teraz 

pozwolisz: otworz√ ten nawias (

These lines were translated  
based on their sound to create  

the following poems.
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To juice a doe’s eyes is to pry gladness
from sin. Or is that backwards. (Justice takes
a breather.) Now. How can prize children kill
kindred gymnasts? To be honest, I’m just
busting with stress. But then that’s my Rogaine.

Knock a Wobbly, or any potent pol,
and you double your calloused science. Both
slow and zappy sly your senses back to
Terra Polska, that worthy tent of wiles.

Joel Brouwer
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Adjust the breeze. Praise gladness, see I exactly am (adjust
the breeze). No wick, praise odd-weekly that I am was
only in jest a bard stretching, a rogue mining

No kayaking, a potent polka on skis,
Idaho too slow, name the sly Zenia after Z
poet-zoologist: Or worse never ask why ( 

 
 

Ann Cefola
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just don’t breathe, see? purr, see? glad I’m seeing that sign, I’m (just don’t breathe, 
see) meowing. purr, eat chowder, see? wheel keys amassed–oh no, chest bared so 

strangely. raw zinc examine me.

now I go walking, a potent polka with calloused sky. but I was too slow, see? now 
I’m the sly zinnia. a tear as poor as wool is: otherworse than I was ( 

Emily Drumsta
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Just a breeze. Crazy glad I am say I Zac Zynam (just a
breeze) Move it! Praise ye child see weakly the mast.
Another jest bards are strangely. Rot grey zombie

Knock caw a key, a potted poly-caw callous ski.
Be I too slow o Ramses-Sly-Zinnia. A terrace
cod’s wallop! : it worsens the wise (

Alina Gallo
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Caliban Deals

Youse dopers, be pretty glad I snatched this stash
(youse dopers): move it! Pretty cozily
we’ll get blasted on this key.
Oh, no, just bide your stress.
Mine is rose-grey.

No cakewalk—pulling this key of pot
with galoshes on. 
Bo, I got to go slow in the name
of security. All your tears polish paws:
what’s worse than what never was?

George Held
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Juzgar sí. Preciso darse y sacar y llamar (juz-
gar sí) morir. Preciso odiar huir cazar amar, 
o no, gestos bárbaros detrás de. Rozar, rezar sin

nácar alquímica potencia pulida valiosa.
Buitres y ojos arden, se licencian. Aterrizan
pozos lisos: otoños, eternos vías (

Non-Homophonic Translation into English of Spanish Homophone

To judge yes. It’s right to give oneself and to remove and to call (to
judge yes) to die. It’s right to hate to escape to hunt to love,
or no, barbaric gestures at the back of. To scrape, to pray without

alchemical abalone polished valuable potency.
Vultures and eyes blaze, give themselves license. Smooth
wells land: autumns, eternal routes (

•

Just or brazen. Preachy glad armies sack sin Nam (just
or brazen) more weak. Preachy code see we’ll kill the amnesty,
oh no yes to bar to strategize. Rosy grayish mine
in a catwalk, a potent poll like a call or sigh.

Bought also warzone Nam the system MIA. As terrors
pose wallish: ought war see then away is (

Jen Hofer
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Juice o’the Breeze!

Pretty glad I am to see 
Each sign of Juice
O’the Breeze muck!
Please choose me!

We’ll keep the same
Yeast. Honor just
Bards, O Strychnine!
Rose grease on

The walky-talky,
A potent polka w/
Galoshes. But it’s
A slow whoa’s name

Sea sleds into you,
As a rising posh 
Holster set shoots
All ten names.

   Bob Holman
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Sense

Use the breeze. Foresee gladness seizing accident (use
the breeze) and mock. Foresee codas waking what I am
out of the strangeness of bard’s jest. From yesterday’s many

nagging walls, a temple like a callous.
But it slows now this southerly sense. A terrace
of possibilities: outdoors ten nights.

Darren Jackson
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Failed Psalm

Just do the breeze. Praise: glad I am. See: I exacting am (Just
do the breeze!), the more wished the praise. I god’s-eye well, kiss mist.
O! no jest—: bars of straw seizing rose grace a-many.

Knock a wall, key a podium, pull a cock loose—skip I 
too slow, woozing on the slow zinnias. A terrace
pulls worship otherworldly, then nowhere.

Kimberly Johnson
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Juice a breeze. Press in glad hands, a zag, spin, and (juiced
breeze) more ink. Press in clods and wield the same asp.
Own a “just bard.” Sow straws near her, grease and mime.

Knock and walk in: a potent polka will call the ski
boy to slow dance. He’ll slide in a terrace
pose, walleyed: at worst, tender arias (

Farah Marklevits
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Just too breezy. Pursuing Adam, she’s askin’ him just-too-
breezy much. Pursuin’ vodka we like the most. On just 
barstools razzin’. Rosy-greasy Nina comes walkin’ in. –Aw, 
puttin’ in a polka with Calosci! But I’m too slow-o, an’ damn 
thish shleeze anyway. Ah, Teresa Pozwolisz: over there sittin’ 
on that awesome ass. 

Jeredith Merrin
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Myself, or else. A pacifier swallowed sideways (by myself, or otherwise)
is a mastodon. Psychology wilts like zinnias wilt, even where tragedians congregate.
Rose gardens are mendacities

Nor was the show-shiner a former Polish civil servant with calico cats.
Yet he ambled disconsolately near to a local bishop. On the gleaming polished terraces:
the otherwordly naysayers (

Rick Moody
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Two Dobermans, prize glad-dogs sighing, in a sack, (two
Dobermans) mow-wow! Prizes chosen well you ask?

“Oh no,” you jest, Bardo-stressed–“roses grizzled my knee.”
 
No koalas, nor potent polkas with callouses.
Bow-wow slowly, slam sly zinnias on the terrace.
Pose as the wall is: no war, ten gnaws–we as!

Daniel Abdal-Hayy Moore
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Used Dobermans. Pretty glad Adam, see if such a name (used
Dobermans) move each. Pretty cheesy feel key gymnast,
oh, no jest, bards o’ Strasney. Rose greets a mini,

naked walking. A potent polycaw crew a few crowski.
Bow I too slow, oh, Nancy steals scenes from me. A terrace
pollywog: outwiggles ten novices.

Roy Scheele
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wiersz dla marty podgórnik  
(ekstra-dykcja)

przychodzi wielkie zamiast, ono jest bardzo straszne

) wszystko wmówione (słownik cały: wmówiony)
poza tym co pokazane. wszystko jest perswazja,
perwersja, potem zas perseweracja. proza.

juz dobrze. przygladam sie i zaczynam (juz
dobrze) mówih. przychodzi wielkie zamiast,
ono jest bardzo straszne. rozgryza mnie

na kawałki, a potem połyka w całosci.
bo i to słowo znam ze słyszenia. a teraz
pozwolisz: otworze ten nawias ( 

written 2005
Marcin Jagodzi‡ski

These homophonic translations are based on lines taken from the following poem.
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a poem for marta podgórnik  
(extra-diction)

the great instead is coming, it is very scary

) everything is made-believe (the entire dictionary)
except what is shown. everything is persuasion, 
perversion, and then perseverance. prose.

it’s fine. I watch and start (it’s
fine) to talk. the great instead is coming,
it is very scary. it bites me

into pieces and swallows me up whole.
for I’ve heard about this word too. now
if you please, I’m opening this parenthesis (

translated from Polish by
Frank L. Vigoda
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Poets

Yuri Andrukhovych
Yuri Andrukhovych (b. 1960) is a Ukrainian writer whose recent works include 
the poetry collection, Songs for the Dead Rooster (2004); a book of fiction, Twelve 
Rings (2003); the essay collection, The Devil Is in the Cheese (2006); and a collection 
of translations, The  Day Lady Died: American Poetry of the 1950s-60s.

Rose Ausländer
Rose Ausländer was born in 1901 in the old capital of Bucovina, quadrilingual 
Czernowitz, home of her friend Paul Celan and many other artists. She survived 
the Nazi regime hidden in the ghetto, spent several years in New York, and re-
turned to Germany where she spent the last 23 years of her life. 

Joachim Du Bellay
Joachim Du Bellay (ca. 1522–1560) was a member of the polemically revolution-
ary group of French Renaissance poets who referred to themselves as the Brigade 
but later came to be known as the Pleiades. Du Bellay drafted the first important 
manifesto of French literary theory, arguing for the dignity and adaptability of 
vernacular French as a vehicle of expression equal to Latin or Greek. In his early 
30s he spent three embittered years as assistant to cardinal Jean Du Bellay in the 
corrupt papal court. “Sonnet CXXXV” comes from Les Regrets, his collection of 
almost 200 scathing denunciations and homesick descriptions from those years, 
which established him as one the greatest masters of the sonnet.

Alain Bosquet
Alain Bosquet (Anatole Bisk), one of the most active and eminent 20th-century 
French poets, was born in Odessa, Russia in 1919 and died in Paris in 1998. He 
was the author of more than 40 books of poetry, essays, and fiction, and editor or 
translator of many other works. In 1968 he received the Grand Prix de Poésie of 
the Académie Française. In a 1961 essay on poetry, he stated his beliefs that “the 
poet is mastered by the poem” and “the poem writes the poet.”

Paul Éluard
Paul Éluard was born in 1895 in Saint-Denis, outside Paris. At 18, he published 
his first book of poems, and after WWI he met André Breton, Philippe Soupault, 
and others involved in the Dada movement. Soon after, he became  involved with 
the Surrealist movement, writing many extended works under its influence. 
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After his marriage to his first wife ended, Éluard met Maria Benz, or “Nusch,” 
who he married in 1934. In 1946, Nusch died suddenly and tragically from a brain 
hemorrhage. Devastated, Éluard spent a year in depressed mourning. In 1949, 
he published A Moral Lesson. The poems in this volume further advance Éluard’s 
conception of poetry as a revolutionary political and cultural force, with the pref-
ace to the work itself reading as a call to action: “Evil must be transformed into 
goodness. And by all the means we have left.”

Oliverio Girondo
Argentine poet Oliverio Girondo (1891–1967), founded the journal Martín Fierro 
in 1923, which he used to launch a new poetics. Girondo and his wife, the novelist 
Norah Lange, maintained close friendships with Federico García Lorca, Rafael 
Alberti, Pablo Neruda, Jorge Luis Borges, and visual artist Xul Solar, hosted  
literary salons in Buenos Aires, and generously supported the careers of emerg-
ing writers. Girondo has achieved  international repute as an avant-gardist for 
his later work, in which he invents a language in collaboration with Xul Solar. 
Girondo is also recognized for his writings on Argentinean and Brazilian art and 
as a translator of Rimbaud. The poem in this issue is from his first book, Veinte 
poemas para ser leídos en el tranvía (1922).

Yvan Goll
Yvan Goll’s Traumkraut, composed shortly before his death from leukemia in 1950, 
celebrates his love for his wife Claire. Goll’s Surrealist anthology was published 
in 1924, to the chagrin of Breton, whose Surrealist manifesto appeared later that 
year. In New York City during WWII, Goll published the magazine Hemispheres, 
which presented some of the first translations into English of works by Nicholás 
Guillén and Aimé Césaire, along with works by William Carlos Williams and 
other North American poets.

Remo Guidieri
Remo Guidieri was born in Turin, lived in Melanesia, Polynesia, and now lives 
and works in Paris. He started writing books in 1980, first on anthropology, then 
philosophy, in French and Italian. His books include La Route des Morts (Paris, 
1980), Cargaison (Paris, 1987), Senz’autunno né tuoni (Capodarco Fermano, 1997), 
and Commiato di Matisse (Milan, 2002).

Petr Hruška
Petr Hruška (b. 1964) lives in Ostrava, Czech Republic, and works for the 
Institute of Czech Literature in Brno. His previous collections include Restless 
Living Rooms (1995), Months (1998), and The Door Always Used to Swing Shut (2002), 
in which the two poems in this issue first appeared, as well as a volume of new and 
collected poems, Green Sweater (2004). He has said of his poetry: “I think that real 
grace and erotic love appear only where all the gloominess, stress, and weariness 
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of life are in some sense present as well, all the ‘loneliness of relationships.’ Only 
in their midst can a tenuous thread of light shine, containing all the fateful near-
ness of which two people are capable.”

Vicente Huidobro
The work of Chilean poet Vicente Huidobro (1893–1948) has influenced many 
major figures and movements of 20th-century Spanish-language poetry. 
Between 1916 and 1925 he lived in Paris, where he wrote some of his best and 
most revolutionary poetry and collaborated with artists including Apollinaire, 
Picasso, and Cendrars. The poems included in this issue are taken from L’horizon 
carré (1918). Though written in French, the book was decisive in the development 
of Spanish-language surrealism. Huidobro’s poetry is mostly unknown to the 
English speaking world, though an English edition of his poetic treatises was re-
cently released by Green Integer.

Marcin Jagodzi‡ski
Marcin Jagodzinski (b. 1971) lives in Warsaw, Poland. He is a web developer and  
the co-editor of the online poetry journal CycGada. English translations of his 
poems have appeared in Perihelion and Absinthe: New European Writing.

Sabit Madaliev
Sabit Madaliev is the author of 14 books of verse published in Moscow and his 
native Uzbekistan. He writes in Russian and traditional Sufi themes blend with 
Russian poetics in his work. The result is a kind of hybrid that, like the author 
himself, lives somewhere on the border between medieval Tashkent and 21st-
century Moscow. His book of spiritual wandering through Sufi Islam in Central 
Asia, The Silence of the Sufi, will be published by Autumn Hill Books in December 
2006.

Martial
Marcus Valerius Martialis (A.D. 40–104), or Martial, was born in Spain and 
flourished in Rome. His greatest achievement remains his 1500 epigrams, in 
which he depicts, often satirically, the behavior of his fellow Romans and perfects 
the form in Latin. 

Eduardo Milán
Eduardo Milán was born in Rivera, Uruguay in 1952. His mother died when he 
was a year old, and when he was a teenager his father was sent to prison for his 
affiliation with the Tupamaro guerrilla movement. Milán has published over 20 
books of poetry, several collections of criticism, and two notable anthologies of 
Spanish-language poetry.  He currently resides in Mexico. 
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Eunice Odio
Eunice Odio (1919-1974) is considered the leading Costa Rican poet of the 20th 
century. Born in San José, she traveled and lived throughout Central America and 
the United States before settling for much of her life in Mexico City. Her prin-
cipal works include Los elementos terrestres (Earthly Elements), El tránsito de fuego 
(The Fire’s Journey), and Territorio del alba y otros poemas (Territory of Dawn and Other 
Poems). 

Omar Pérez López
Omar Pérez López was born in Havana, Cuba in 1964. “Sopa de miga de pan” is 
from Algo de lo sagrado (UNEAC, 1996). His other books are Oiste hablar del gato de 
pelea? (Letras Cubanas, 1999); Canciones y letanías (Extramuros, 2002); and La 
perseverancia de un hombre oscuro, winner of Cuba’s National Critics Award for the 
essay in 2000.

Serge Pey
Serge Pey was born in Toulouse in 1950. He writes his texts on sticks and he real-
izes ritual installations of poems. Writer, teacher, oral improviser, dividing his 
time between Toulouse and Mexico, Serge Pey is also the founder of the Direct 
Poetry Festival and of the reviews Tribu and Emeute. He has published approxi-
mately 15 books, notably La définition de l’aigle Notre Dame la noire ou l’Evangile du 
Serpent, La mère du cercle. He also has a CD, Serge Pey / Allen Ginsberg (Université du 
Mirail-Toulouse, 1993). 

Marcelin Pleynet
Born in Lyon, France in 1933, Marcelin Pleynet is author of nine poetry collec-
tions. He was one of the driving figures behind the journal Tel Quel which shook 
up the French poetic community with its avant-garde aesthetic. The poems in 
this issue are from his collection Provisoires amants des nègres (Edition du Seuil, 
1962).

Veronika Reichl
Veronika Reichl was born in 1973 in Baltimore. She grew up in Munich and 
studied graphic design and media arts in Stuttgart. She is currently complet-
ing her  dissertation, “Meaning Matches Meaning: Trick Film as Metaphor for 
Philosophical Texts,” in Berlin. An earlier version of the series “33 Functioning 
Machines,” in which the poems in this issue first appeard, was part of her MA 
thesis,  “I Am Function,” which also included short animated films and a theo-
retical essay about the construction of self-image. 
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Arthur Rimbaud
Arthur Rimbaud was born in 1854 in Charleville, France, a city in the Ardennes 
forest. In 1870, he made his first escape to Paris. By 1871, he had come to the at-
tention of Paul Verlaine, with whom he had a famously tempestuous and ultimate-
ly disastrous intimacy. In 1872 and 1873, he composed the two books upon which 
his reputation rests: Illuminations and Une Saison en enfer. By 1873 he had aban-
doned poetry and was traveling restlessly around the world, and by 1880 he was 
engaged in a mercantile business in Africa. In 1891, Rimbaud returned to France 
suffering from a tumor in his leg. He died in a Marseille hospital at the age of 37.

Judita Šalgo
Judita Šalgo (1941–1994) was a writer, performer, translator, and cultural activist 
in former Yugoslavia, where she was an important participant in the neo-avant-
garde scene that included Marina Abramovih and Tomaž Šalamun. The poem 

“Dictionary” appears in Šalgo’s second book of poetry entitled 67 Minutes, Out 
Loud, a highly perfomative text influenced by the conceptual art of the British 
Art&Language, Fluxus, and Slovenian OHO. Šalgo’s other books are poetry col-
lections Along the Coast and Life on the Table, prose collections Is There Life and 
Single-use Essays, and novels Skid Marks, Road to Birobijan, and The End of the Road. 
Judita: An Autobiography was published in 2005, and her diaries are forthcoming. 

Parveen Shakir
Parveen Shakir (1952–1994) was a civil servant in Pakistan, a noted Urdu poet, 
and the recipient of several literary awards. Her first poetry collection, Khushboo, 
consists of both ghazals and nazams, and was followed by Sadbarg, Khud-Kalami, 
Inkar, and the posthumous Kaf-e Aa’eena. All her verse is written in Urdu and, 
along with other women poets of her generation, she was responsible for develop-
ing a new expression for women’s poetry in Pakistan.

Manuel Silva Acevedo
Manuel Silva Acevedo was born in Santiago, Chile in 1942. His books of poems 
include: Perturbaciones (1967), Lobos y ovejas (1976), Monte de Venus (1979), Terrores 
diurnos (1982), Palos de ciego (1986), Wölfe und Schafe (1989), Canto rodado (1995), 
and the artist’s books Houdini (1996), and Quedar en la tierra (1997). Suma alzada, 
an anthology of his work, was published in 1998. “Cara de Hereje” was adapted 
into a Commedia dell’ Arte performance by La Mancha Theatre Company of 
Santiago, Chile.

John Smelcer
John Smelcer is an enrolled member of the Ahtna Tribe of Alaska. He is among 
the last surviving speakers of Ahtna. In 1996, he received a grant to work with 
existing elders to compile a dictionary of the language. The Ahtna Noun Dictionary 
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and Pronunciation Guide was published in 1998. Today, Smelcer is working with 
the villagers of Chenega to document their endangered Alutiiq language.

Dag T. Straumsvåg
Dag T. Straumsvåg was born in 1964 and raised along the sparsely populated 
coastline of northwestern Norway. Author of Eg er Simen Gut and a respected 
translator of contemporary American poetry, he has worked as a farmhand, saw-
mill worker, librarian, and at a local radio station in Trondheim, where he has 
lived since 1984.

Abdelkrim Tabal
Abdelkrim Tabal (b. 1931) is often associated with Chefchaouen, the city of his 
birth. Tabal took a degree in Islamic Studies at the Qarawiyin University in 
Fez, then went on to Tetuan, at that time the cultural capital of Morocco, and 
published his first poems there. He returned to live in Chefchaouen, where he 
held the post of Inspector of Arabic Language Education. He is the recipient of 
numerous prizes, including Le Prix du Maroc du Livre (1993) for Abir Sabil. His 
complete works were published under the auspices of the Moroccan Ministry of 
Culture in 2000. His poems have never before been translated into English.

José Juan Tablada
Born in Mexico, captivated by the poetry and culture of Japan, and exiled to New 
York City during his later years, José Juan Tablada (1871–1945) introduced haiku 
and tanka to the Spanish language. Un día . . . (Poemas sintéticos), in which the 
poems in this issue first appeared, is an illustrated, chapbook-length haiku se-
quence inspired by the poet’s travels in Japan.

Takahashi Mutsuo
Takahashi Mutsuo (b. 1937) came to international attention in the 1970s for his 
bold expressions of homoerotic desire. He is one of Japan’s most prolific contem-
porary poets, with over three dozen collections of free-style verse, haiku, tanka, 
and other forms of poetry to his name. He is also one of the most thoroughly 
translated poets, with four volumes of his poetry available in English, including 
the recent Irish publication On Two Shores: New and Selected Poems, translated by 
Mitsuko Ohno and Frank Sewell (Dedalus Press, 2006). The poem in this issue 
appeared in the collection Tabi no e: Imagines itineris (Pictures from Journeys), pub-
lished in 1992. 

Joan-Pèire Tardiu
Poet Joan-Pèire Tardiu is the editor of OC, a Toulouse journal devoted to Occitan, 
the historic regional language of Southern France. A teacher of French and 
Spanish literature, he also translates from Italian. The poem in this issue is from 
his 1997 book La Mar quand i es pas (The Sea When It Isn’t There). 
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Angélica Tornero
Angélica Tornero was born in Mexico City in 1959. After studying communica-
tion and literature, she earned her doctorate from the Universidad Nacional 
Autónoma de México (UNAM). The poems in this issue are selections from 
Fotografías en los labios de alguien (Photographs on Somebody’s Lips), the second of 
three volumes of poetry Tornero has published. She is also the author of two col-
lections of academic essays, and she teaches courses in literary theory and criti-
cal methodology at UNAM.

Raphael Urweider
Raphael Urweider was born in Bern, Switzerland in 1974. His first volume of po-
etry, Lichter in Menlo Park, was published by DuMont Literatur und Kunst Verlag 
in 2000. Das Gegenteil von Fleisch (2003) won the 2004 Clemens-Brentano-Preis. 
His translation of Lavinia Greenlaw’s collection Minsk has just been published by 
DuMont as a bilingual edition (English/German). Urweider has composed music 
for the theater and has performed in numerous rap and hip hop projects. 

Wang Jiaxin 
See page 46.

Sándor Weöres
Sándor Weöres, Hungary’s “infant prodigy” poet, was born in Szombathely and 
was raised in the nearby town of Csönge. As a teenager, his poems were published 
in Nyugat (The West), the Hungarian monthly of cultural and social renewal. By 
the age of 25, he had published three volumes of poetry. His boundless, uncen-
sored style made the repressive Hungarian government nervous. From 1949 to 
1956 his poems were banned, though he continued to publish in other countries. 
At the time of his death he had published 40 volumes. “The task of art is to de-
light,” Weöres has said. “No matter whether it is intelligible; the nerves have to 
quiver like the strained chords in the wind.”

Moikom Zeqo
Moikom Zeqo, born in Durrës, Albania, in 1949, is the author of more than 20 
volumes of poetry, as well as many novels, children’s books, monographs, and 
scholarly articles on Albanian history, archaeology, and literature. Albania’s for-
mer Minister of Culture, Zeqo directed the National Historical museum in Tirana 
for much of the last decade. Today, he works as a freelance writer and journalist. 

“Poplars by the Lake” is from I Don’t Believe in Ghosts: Poems from Meduz a, a full-
length collection that BOA Editions will publish in 2007. When Zeqo first tried to 
publish the collection in Albania, he was officially upbraided for producing work 
deemed “hermetic,” “modern,” “dangerous,” and “foreign” and the collection was 
suppressed until 1995.
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Translators

Jeffrey Angles
Jeffrey Angles is an Assistant Professor at Western Michigan University, where 
he teaches Japanese literature and directs the Japanese language program. 
His translations of Japanese modernist prose have appeared in The Columbia 
Anthology of Modern Japanese Literature and Critical Asian Studies and are forth-
coming in Modanizumu in Japanese Fiction (University of Hawaii Press). He is 
the co-editor of the short story anthology Japan: A Traveler’s Literary Companion 
(Whereabouts Press, 2006) and translator of From a Woman of a Distant Land: 
Poetry and Prose of Tada Chimako (Green Integer Press, forthcoming). 

Ilya Bernstein
Ilya Bernstein is the author of one slim volume of verse,  Attention and Man (Ugly 
Duckling Presse, 2003), and the editor of Osip Mandelstam: New Translations (Ugly 
Duckling Presse, 2006).

Jonathan Bolton
Jonathan Bolton is Assistant Professor of Slavic Languages and Literatures at 
Harvard University. His translation of Ivan Wernisch’s selected poems, In the 
Puppet Gardens, will be published by Michigan Slavic Publications in 2006.

Daniel Borzutzky
Daniel Borzutzky is the author of Arbitrary Tales (Triple Press, 2005), and The 
Ecstasy of Capitulation (BlazeVox Books, forthcoming). His translation of Chilean 
poet Jaime Luis Huenún’s Puerto Trakl will be published by Action Books in 
2007. His translations of Chilean fiction writer Juan Emar have appeared in 
Conjunctions and Fence.

Joel Brouwer
Joel Brouwer is the author of two books of poems: Exactly What Happened and 
Centuries. He lives in Tuscaloosa, Alabama, and teaches at the University of 
Alabama.
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Ann Cefola
Ann Cefola’s chapbook, Sugaring, will appear in  2007 from Dancing Girl Press 
and her translation of Hélène Sanguinetti’s Hence, this cradle is forthcoming 
from Seismicity Editions. Her translations have appeared in Mantis and Rhino. 
In 2001, she won the Robert Penn Warren Award judged by John Ashbery. Cefola  
also holds an MFA in Poetry from Sarah Lawrence College and works as a creative 
strategist. 

Daniel Coudriet
Daniel Coudriet lives with his wife and son in Richmond, Virginia and in 
Carcarañá, Argentina. His poems have appeared in Verse, Denver Quarterly, 
Crazyhorse, The Iowa Review, Fulcrum, Harvard Review, Conjunctions, and else-
where. Other translations of Oliverio Girondo appear in American Poetry Review, 
Massachusetts Review, and Fascicle.

John A. Crespi
John A. Crespi received his PhD in East Asian Language and Civilzations from 
the University of Chicago and is currently the Henry R. Luce Assistant Professor 
of Chinese at Colgate University. When not writing about or translating Chinese 
poetry, he enjoys fishing, playing guitar, and trying to learn blues harmonica.

Emily Drumsta
Emily Drumsta recently received her Bachelor’s Degree in Comparative Liter-
ature from Brown University. She is currently working as a translator for Pierre 
Mujomba, a playwright and professor from the Democratic Republic of the Congo, 
making plans to achieve mastery of a third language, and looking for other em-
ployments. If you know of any, please drop her a line.

Kristin Dykstra
Kristin Dykstra’s The Winter Garden Photograph, a translation of Reina Maria 
Rodríguez’s La foto del invernadero, is forthcoming. Factory School released a new 
edition of Time’s Arrest / La detención del tiempo in 2005. Recent translations appear 
in Words Without Borders, Connecting Lines: New Poetry from Mexico, and Fascicle. 

Keith Ekiss
Keith Ekiss is a Wallace Stegner Fellow in Poetry at Stanford University. He is 
a past recipient of a Witter Bynner Translator Residency from the Santa Fe Art 
Institute.
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Diane Furtney
Diane Furtney’s translations have appeared in The Virginia Quarterly Review, Poetry 
International, and Stand. Her own poems are in The Iowa Review, The Kenyon Review, 
Critical Quarterly (England), and Notre Dame Review. She is the author of two chap-
books and two comic mystery novels (Murder at the MLA and Murder in the New Age).

Alina Gallo
Alina Gallo is a graduate student of sculpture at the Maine College of Art in 
Portland, Maine. Her writing has appeared previously in CHAIN, Matter, the 
Berkshire Review, and Bombay Gin and her visual art has been shown at the Boulder 
Museum of Contemporary Art in Colorado. 

Charles Guenther
Poet, critic, and essayist Charles Guenther has been known as one of the most pro-
lific poetry translators for small presses. His work has appeared in more than 300 
different magazines worldwide, and in dozens of anthologies. 

Alamgir Hashmi
Alamgir Hashmi has been writing poetry for 40 years and is author of several 
books of literary criticism and theory as well. Of his 11 volumes of English po-
etry, the latest two are A Choice of Hashmi’s Verse (OUP, 1997) and The Ramazan 
Libation (Arc, 2003). He has been a Professor of English and Comparative 
Literature in Asian, European, and American universities and his translations 
of Pakistani literature have been published widely.

Robert Hedin
Robert Hedin is the author, translator, or editor of 19 volumes of poetry and 
prose, most recently The Old Liberators: New and Selected Poems and Translations 
and, as editor, Old Glory: American War Poems from the Revolutionary War to the War 
on Terrorism. He serves as director of the Anderson Center, an artist retreat in Red 
Wing, Minnesota, and edits Great River Review. 

George Held
George Held’s Martial translations have appeared in Natural Bridge, 5AM, and 
Notre Dame Review, among other periodicals. He has published nine collections of 
poems and edited another.
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Jen Hofer
Jen Hofer’s forthcoming books are a translation of Dorantes’s sexoPUROsexoVELOZ, 
(Kenning Editions, 2007), a translation of Laura Solórzano’s lobo de labio, (Action 
Books, 2007), an epistolary and poetic collaboration with poet and musician 
Patrick Durgin (Atelos, 2007), and a series of anti-war-poem-manifestos, titled 
one (Palm Press, 2008). Hofer lives in Los Angeles, where she teaches poetics, 
works as an interpreter for the courts and for numerous pro-immigrant non-
profits, and is happily a founding member of the City of Angels Ladies’ Bicycle 
Association, also known as The Whirly Girls.

Bob Holman
Bob Holman’s new book, a collaboration with Chuck Close, A Couple of Ways of 
Doing Something, will be published by Aperture in 2006. He is currently Visiting 
Professor of Writing at the Columbia, Curator of the Peoples Poetry Gathering 
and Founder/Proprietor of the Bowery Poetry Club. He was recently awarded the 
Poets House Betty Kray Award for “service to poetry.”

David Harrison Horton
David Harrison Horton is author of the prose poetry collection Pete Hoffman Days 
(Pinball, 2003). His translations have appeared in Aufgabe, syllogism, and Hunger 
among others. 

Lev Hrytsyuk
Lev Hrytsyuk lives in Lviv, Western Ukraine. He translates both from and into 
Ukrainian, as well as from Swedish, Russian, and Polish. He has translated the 
work of Samuel Beckett, Ted Hughes, and Seamus Heaney, among others, and 
currently works as a culture and showbiz journalist on a TV channel. 

Krista Ingebretson
Krista Ingebretson graduated from Brown University with a degree in 
Comparative Literature. Her translations have also appeared in Connecting Lines: 
New Poetry from Mexico.

Darren Jackson
Darren Jackson lives in Albuquerque, New Mexico where he teaches English at 
the local community college and moonlights as a gymnastics coach. His poems 
have appeared in print and online journals including Pivot, Terrain, and Smartish 
Pace.
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Kimberly Johnson
Kimberly Johnson’s first collection of poems, Leviathan with a Hook, was re-
leased in 2002, and her second is being completed with the support of an NEA 
Fellowship. Her work has appeared in The New Yorker, Prairie Schooner, and else-
where.

Yann Lovelock
Yann Lovelock lives and works in Birmingham, Engand. In addition to numerous 
collections of his own poetry and scholarly work, he has published translations 
from French, Dutch, Wallon, Flemish, Urdu, Spanish, and Danish. As a Buddhist, 
he has been widely involved in educational work and inter-faith dialogue.

Lisa Lubasch
Lisa Lubasch’s most recent book of poems, Twenty-One After Days, was published 
by Avec in 2006. Her previous books are To Tell the Lamp, Vicinities, and How Many 
More of Them Are You? Green Integer will publish her translation of Paul Éluard’s A 
Moral Lesson in 2006.

Patrick Madden
Patrick Madden teaches creative writing at Brigham Young University. His essays 
have been published in Fourth Genre, River Teeth, and Post Road.

Farah Marklevits
Farah Marklevits is one of the poets in Three New Poets, published by Sheep 
Meadow Press. Her work has appeared in Born Magazine, Octopus, and Cimarron 
Review.

Jeredith Merrin
Jeredith Merrin is the author of two collections of poetry from the University of 
Chicago Press, Shift and Bat Ode, as well as a book of criticism entitled An Enabling 
Humility: Marianne Moore, Elizabeth Bishop and the Uses of Tradition (Rutgers 
University Press). Her essays and reviews have appeared in The Southern Review 
and elsewhere. She is Professor of English at Ohio State University.

Chris Michalski
Poems and translations by Chris Michalski have been published or are forthcom-
ing in FIRE, Burnside Review, and Poetry International. His second film, weg, is cur-
rently in post-production. 
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Wayne Miller
Wayne Miller is the author of Only the Senses Sleep (New Issues, 2006), co-transla-
tor of I Don’t Believe in Ghosts (BOA, 2007), and editor, with Kevin Prufer, of The 
New European Poetry (Graywolf, 2008). Wayne lives in Kansas City and teaches at 
Central Missouri State University, where he co-edits Pleiades.

Rick Moody
Rick Moody’s most recent novel is The Diviners.

Daniel Abdal-Hayy Moore
Daniel Abdal-Hayy Moore’s first book of poems, Dawn Visions, was published by 
City Lights Books in 1964. He became a Sufi/Muslim in 1970, performed the Hajj 
in 1972, and has lived in Morocco, Spain, Algeria,  and Nigeria. His books include 
The Ramadan Sonnets (Jusoor/City Lights, 1996) and The Blind Beekeeper (Jusoor/
Syracuse University Press, 2001). Moore inaugurated The Ecstatic Exchange Series 
in 2005. He lives in Philadelphia.

Emily Moore
Emily Moore teaches English at Stuyvesant High School in New York City. Her po-
etry has appeared in The Paris Review, Ploughshares, Poetry Daily, and The Yale Review. 
She would like to thank Amanda Papanikolas and Greg Helmick for introducing her 
to Tablada’s work. 

Anita Naegeli
Anita Naegeli’s poetry and visual art have been published in Word For/Word, Good 
Foot, milk magazine, The Bedside Guide to No Tell Motel, and Coconut. As a performer, 
she has appeared in various theatrical and musical productions. Anita lives in 
New York City, where she works for the Poetry Society of America as the Poetry in 
Motion® Director. 

George O’Connell
2005–06 Fulbright Professor of Creative Writing and American Literature at 
Peking University, George O’Connell has won numerous awards for his poetry, 
including Atlanta Review’s International Grand Prize, the Pablo Neruda Award, 
and Bellingham Review’s 49th Parallel Award. Currently Professor of American 
Literature in the graduate college of Beijing Normal University, he is assem-
bling an anthology of contemporary Chinese poetry in English translation with 
Diana Shi.
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Donald Revell
Donald Revell is the author of nine collections of poetry, most recently Penny-
weight Windows: New & Selected Poems (Alice James Books, 2005). He has also 
translated two volumes of the poetry of Guillaume Apollinaire: Alcools and The 
Self-Dismembered Man, both from Wesleyan. In 2007, Omnidawn Books will pub-
lish his translation of A Season in Hell. Revell lives in Las Vegas and teaches at the 
Univerity of Utah.

Julia Samwer
Julia Samwer writes fiction in English and German. She currently teaches writing 
at the University of Bonn in Germany and poetry at Munich Community College. 

Roy Scheele
Roy Scheele has translated the work of several classical Greek lyric poets, 
among them Theocritus and Sappho, as well as the contemporary German poet 
Christoph Meckel. Scheele’s own poems have been widely published and antholo-
gized. He is Poet in Residence at Doane College in Crete, Nebraska.

Diana Shi
Beijing-based literary translator Diana Shi has presented her Mandarin trans-
lations of contemporary American poems at universities around China. She is 
presently gathering and translating contemporary Chinese poetry for an anthol-
ogy to be published in the US. With George O’Connell, she will co-edit the 2008 
China Issue of Atlanta Review.

John Smelcer
See page 156.

Tim Staley
Born in 1975 in Montgomery, Alabama, Tim Staley recieved his MFA in poetry 
from New Mexico State University in 2003. He writes and performs poetry by way 
of song in the band Barely Legal. He is currently working on an art book combin-
ing watercolor and verse, and teaches creative writing in Las Cruces, New Mexico. 

Steven J. Stewart
Steven J. Stewart was named a 2005 Literature Fellow for Translation by the 
National Endowment for the Arts. His translations have appeared in Harper’s and 
Poetry Daily.
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Donna Stonecipher
Donna Stonecipher is the author of The Reservoir (Georgia, 2002) and Souvenir de 
Constantinople (Instance, forthcoming). She translates from French and German.

Sonia P. Ticas
Sonia P. Ticas is Assistant Professor of Language and Latin American Literature at 
Linfield College, Oregon.

Russell Scott Valentino
Russell Scott Valentino has published book-length translations from Italian and Croatian. 
His essays and translations have appeared in numerous literary journals. He teaches in 
the University of Iowa’s Translation Workshop. His translation of Sabit Madaliev’s Silence of 
the Sufi will be published by Autumn Hill Books in December 2006.

Frank L. Vigoda
Frank L. Vigoda primarily translates  poetry from Polish. His translations have appeared 
in a variety of publications including  Indiana Review, Absinthe: New European Writing, Lyric 
Poetry Review, Modern Poetry in Translation, and Chicago Review. 

Wendy Walker
Wendy Walker is the author of a novel and two volumes of tales (Sun and Moon Press), nu-
merous critical fictions, and an ideogrammatic history of Constance Kent and “the great 
crime of 1860.”  Knots, selected tales edited by L. Timmel Duchamp, is forthcoming from 
Aqueduct Press. Her translation (with Rabia Zbakh) of Abdelkrim Tabal’s Distant Flames 
was produced as an artist’s book by Florence Neal, and shown at the Proteus Gowanus 
Gallery/Reading Room in Brooklyn, the Center For Book Arts in Manhattan, and at Le 
Trait Association Committee in Paris.

Donald Wellman
Donald Wellman teaches at Daniel Webster College. He writes on cultural hybridity 
(Assembling Alternatives, Bridges Across Chasms). He edited O.ARS, a series of anthologies ex-
ploring postmodern poetic practice, and his poetry includes Fields (Light and Dust, 1995). 
Recent poetry can be found in Xcp: Streetnotes, Fascicle, and BlazeVOX2K5. Notebook: Cuaderno 
de Costa Rica is forthcoming from Ahadada Books.

Sarah White
Sarah White is co-translator (with Matilda Bruckner and Laurie Shepard) of Songs of the 
Women Troubadours (Garland Press, 2000). Her poetry collection, Cleopatra Haunts the 
Hudson, is forthcoming from Spuyten Duyvil Press. She lives in New York City. 
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Patrick Williamson
Patrick Williamson is an English poet and translator, born in Madrid in 1960 and current-
ly living near Paris. He has published In memory of my Grandfather (Libanus Press, 1986) 
and three chapbooks (Lobster Eating, Fishy Tales, and Double Vue) with the Macan Press. He 
has translated the work of Yves Bonnefoy and Jacques Dupin, and most recently edited 
a selected poems of the Tunisian poet Tahar Bekri (L’Harmattan, 1999) and one of the 
Quebecois poet Gilles Cyr (Guernica Editions, Toronto, forthcoming). 

Snežana Žabiœ
Snežana Žabih is a writer and translator. Her poems have recently appeared in The Muse 
Apprentice Guild, Luzmag, and RealPoetik. Her short story collection U jednom životu (In a 
Lifetime) won a national first book contest in Serbia in 1996. 

Rabia Zbakh
Rabia Zbakh holds a degree in English Literature from the University of Abdelmalek Saadi 
in Tetuan, Morocco. From 1998 to 2002 she coordinated projects of socio-economic devel-
opment in the province of Chefchaouen. Since 2003, she has worked for the Movimiento por 
la Paz, el Desarme y la Libertad in Malaga, Spain on projects relating to Morocco. 
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Ahtna, 65

Albanian, 30

Arabic, 14

Chinese, 46

Czech, 10, 12

French, 20, 28, 50, 68,  
82, 92, 94, 118, 126

German, 22, 24, 54, 86, 122

Hungarian, 72, 74

Japanese, 26

Latin, 116

Norwegian, 78

Occitan, 44

Polish, 150

Russian, 124

Serbo-Croatian, 98

Spanish, 8, 16, 32, 80,  
88, 112, 120

Ukrainian, 114

Urdu, 62
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circumference is supported 
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•
The publication of French poems  
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