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A Note on the Type

Book designers, like Victorian children, should be seen and not heard. 
Most readers will only notice a book’s design when something’s 
gone horribly wrong; if a book’s design needs to be explained, 
it’s clear that the design isn’t working. So when I was asked if I’d 
write something about translation and design for this issue of 

Circumference, I agreed with some trepidation: is there really anything that needs 
to be said? An answer: it’s more work to keep silent than you might think.

Poets since Mallarmé have recognized that the way that words are laid out 
on the page can affect meaning. Graphic designers have spent a lot of time 
thinking about poetry; making a poem look good on a page is a trickier task 
than laying out prose, which tends to follow fairly consistent rules. Circumference 
brings interesting constraints to the problem of laying out poetry: in addition to 
presenting work from poets with often wildly different sensibilities about how 
their words relate to the page, we present poetry in facing page translation. 

Design pulls at translation in various ways. Every language has its own 
standards for what’s perceived as normal. A common example in English: an 
American eye looking at a novel printed in Britain will pause, if momentarily, 
when it sees single quotation marks enclosing dialogue rather than double quotes. 
A French question mark is usually preceded by a thin space, but were a space to 
appear before the question mark in a translation, the reader might register it as an 
affectation. These nuances demand attention. 

A second consideration also comes into play: each piece is fit to the Procrustean 
bed of Circumference style. No piece, no matter how foreign the language, should 
stick out too jarringly. Technology helps: Adobe Garamond Premier, the typeface 
that this issue introduces, contains just about every accented Roman, Cyrillic, or 
Greek character imaginable. It’s not perfect — some Old English macrons proved 
too much for it — but it makes things easier. Nothing needs to be ugly.

The transit from the manuscript to the printed page is a translation of a sort, 
and like all translation, perfection is never quite attainable. But the struggle 
quietly continues.

Your designer,
Daniel Beraca Visel
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Naše zcela obyčejné město

Hle, práce končí
a naše zcela obyčejné město
tu stojí jako srnec v jarním žitě.

Popelky rozbíjejí oříšky
a jdou
(v šatech tak zpěvně získaných)
do ulic vraždit 
překrásné spící důstojníky.

Sirény hrnou temný zvuk 
a Brno je plné růžové vody.
Vně toho hlasu
zůstávám barbar s klíčem od bytu. 

Miluji srst a horké čenichání
nad střechami domů.
Mám rád tu chvíli,
kdy hyacintový křik dětí
probudí večer –

a sladká úzkost v krvi oznamuje,
že teplé zvíře chleba přišlo do města.

written 1962
Jan Skácel
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Our Quite Ordinary City

Look, work ends 
and our quite ordinary city
stands here like a deer in spring rye.

Cinderellas break nuts 
and go
(in dresses so melodiously acquired)
into the streets to murder
marvelous sleeping officers.

Sirens pour dark sound
and Brno is full of rose water.
Outside that voice
I remain a barbarian with a house key.

I love fur and fervent sniffing
above the roof tops. 
I like the moment
when the hyacinth cry of children 
wakes the evening —

and a sweet ache in blood announces
that the warm beast of bread has arrived in the city.

translated from Czech by
Daniela Kukrechtová
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문이 열리고

한 개의 문이 열려

며칠째 눈발이 천지를 메우더니

천 개의 문이 닫히고

발들이 모두 묶이고 말았네

마른 풀대도

시린 발목을 눈에 묻고

한 걸음도 내딛지 못하네

소리들도 갇혔네

어디선가 희미하게 들리는 소리,

가장자리는 얼어가지만

흐르는 물만이 문을 닫지 않아

나는 물소리 앞에 쪼그리고 앉았네

천 개의 문이 닫히고

당신에게로 흐르는 수문만이 남았네

눈송이를 낚으려 하나

물에 닿는 순간 사라져버리네

젖은 눈 속에 젖은 눈,

그 열린 문으로 나도 따라 들어가네

written 2003
Heeduk Ra | 나희덕
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A Door Opens

A door opens, 
filling the universe with snow.
Then a thousand doors close,
stopping traffic.
The cold ankles
of dried stalks, buried in snow,
don’t take a step.
All sound is imprisoned,
only a distant, feeble sound reaches me.
The borders are freezing,
but the water hasn’t closed its doors yet.
I crouch by the sound of the water.
A thousand doors close.
Only the gate of water leading to you is open.
I try to fish out the snowflake
disappearing in the water.
Wet snow in a wet eye,
I enter the open door.

translated from Korean by
Won-Chung Kim & Christopher Merrill
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가을이었다

가을이었다. 뱀이 울고 있었다. 덤불 속에서 뱀이 울고 있었다. 방울소리 

같기도 하고 새소리 같기도 한 울음소리. 아닐 거야. 뱀이 어떻게 울겠어. 

뒤돌아서면 등뒤에서 뱀이 울었다. 내가 덤불 속에 있는 것인가. 뱀이 내 

속에서 울고 있는 것인가. 가을이었다. 뱀이 울고 있었다. 덤불에 가려 뱀은 

보이지 않았다. 덤불은 말라가며 질겨지고 있었다. 그는 어쩌자고 내게 

말을 거는 것일까. 산길을 내려오는데 울음소리가 내내 나를 따라왔다. 

뱀은 여전히 덤불 속에 있었다. 가을이었다. 아무하고도 말을 주고받을 수 

없는 가을이었다. 다음날에도 산에 올랐다. 뱀이 울고 있었다. 덤불 속을 

들여다보면 그쳤다 뒤돌아서면 다시 들리는 울음소리. 덤불이 앙상해질 

무렵 뱀은 사라졌다. 낯선 산 아래서 지낸 첫 가을이었다.

written 2002
Heeduk Ra | 나희덕
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It Was Autumn

It was autumn. A snake cried in the thicket. The sound was like the tinkle of a bell 
or a birdcall, not a snake. Snakes don’t cry. But when I turned around the snake 
cried, “Am I in the thicket? Is the snake crying inside me?” It was autumn. A snake 
was crying. But I couldn’t see it because of the thicket. The leaves in the thicket 
were dropping, the thorns sharpening. Why did it try to speak to me? When I 
climbed down the mountain, the sound followed me. The snake was still in the 
thicket. It was autumn. I couldn’t talk to anyone. I went to the mountain again 
the next day. The snake was crying. When I looked into the thicket, the crying 
stopped. But when I turned around I heard it again. When the thicket was bare, 
the snake finally disappeared. It was the first autumn I endured under that strange 
mountain.

translated from Korean by
Won-Chung Kim & Christopher Merrill
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Improvisation 1, 2 & 3  
(u.a. nach Han Shan)

      “Niemand weiß, woher Han Shan kam.”
Er stieg aus der Ebene auf den
        Kalten Berg,

        schrieb, “was soll ich hier tun?”, in den Stein,

  die Überschriften fehlten, keine Numerierung

        er saß und sah auf den Schnee,

  die Erklärungen, “Fußnoten,” folgten später, erklärten nichts.

Die Kalligraphien in der Kälte, weiß,
das Anschauen des Steins, das Vergessen

          der Erinnerungen, was

eine Leistung ist. Er schrieb, “der Wissende
hat keinen Pfennig,” als er wieder

        überrumpelt
wurde vom Verlangen, den Berg
zu verlassen, geplagt von der “Kondolation der Fliegen”

&, als er das Zimmer ausfegte, war er zufrieden.

(continued)
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Improvisation 1, 2 & 3  
(after Han Shan)

      “No one knows from where Han Shan came.”
He climbed down from the plateau on
        Cold Mountain,

        wrote, “what should I do here?” in the stone,

  there were no titles, no numbers

        he sat there and looked at the snow,

  the explanations, “footnotes,” came later, explained nothing.

The calligraphy in the coldness, white,
the staring at the stone, the forgetting

          of memories, which is

an achievement. He wrote, “the wise man
has not a penny,” as he was again

        caught by surprise
with the desire to leave
the mountain, troubled by the “condolence of the flies”

&, as he swept out the room, he was contented.

(continued)
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    2

       Klack, klack: die Gesellschaft
ist das Abstrakte,                                    (“alle gaffen
		  mich an, seit ich den
du hörst die vielen                                     Weg verlor”)
Geräusche die Schuhe,

                                             (“die Personen der
                                          Handlung sind frei erfunden,
es ist dasselbe                                   dasselbe gilt für
unendliche Geräusch,                             die Handlung”)

das die Welt erfüllt, überall, wo du bist.
Und, sagen wir, noch einmal: “plötzlich”
als du die Kurve nahmst,
        aus der Stadt herausfuhrst,
nachts auf der Autobahn,                (“gibts was zu
und die Lichterketten zu Ende          freuen, freue dich
waren, hast du’s gewußt,               daran”)/wenn erst
                                  Unkraut durch den
       klack, klack (wie Chachacha)         Schädel sprießt
                                           etc.)
die Wirkung. Und wirklich
ist schwierig, das nicht länger anzusehen,
          sondern einzelnes.

(continued)
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    2

      Clack, clack: the society
is the abstract,                                          (“everyone 
		  stares at me, since I lost
you hear the many                                        the way”)
sounds of the shoes

                                              (“the persons in the
                                              story are fictitious, that
it’s the same                                           goes for the
endless noise                                        story as well”)

which fills the world, wherever you are.
And, let’s say, once again: “suddenly”
as you took the curve
      driving out of the city,
night on the autobahn,                             (“if there’s something
and the chains of lights came                  to be happy about, be happy
to an end, you knew                                 about it”)/when finally
		  weeds sprout through
      clack, clack (like cha-cha-cha)                       your skull
                                                       etc.)
the effect. And really,
it’s difficult not to see that anymore,
            but rather the oneness.

(continued)
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    3

                Ein Lied zu singen
                mit nichts als der Absicht,
                ein Lied zu singen,

                ist eine schwere Arbeit,
                wie vor dem Schnee bedeckten
                Berg zu sitzen,

                ihn jahrelang, ohne
                Ablenkung, anzuschauen und
                dann, eines Tages,

                mit einem einzigen
                Strich weißer Tusche
                auf das weißes Papier

                zu setzen, daß jeder
                sieht der Berg ist
                absolut leer.

written 1970–1975
Rolf Dieter Brinkmann
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    3

                To sing a song
                with no other purpose
                than to sing a song,

                is a hard job,
                like sitting before the
                snow covered mountain,

                for years, without
                distraction, staring, and
                then, one day,

                with a single 
                stroke of white ink
                on the white paper,

                so placed that everyone
                sees that the mountain
                is completely empty.

translated from German by
Mark Terrill
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Александру Ильянену

Снег падает на плечи матросу.

Матросик, произноси уверенней звук the, –
это то, чего можно коснуться
(раздвоенный подбородок друга),
или поймать (его взгляд),
или запомнить (улыбка).

Он перебегает улицу на розовый свет.
Белое зарево мятущейся геометрии ниже нуля.
Справа красное солнце,
слева легкая полиэтиленовая луна.
Ей лишь два оборота до белой ночи.
На восточном стебле розы ветров набухают вербные почки.

Он переходит улицу.
Или улица проходит через него.
Пересеченье вспыхивает.
Негатив оседает
в физрастворе
желаний,
в фиксаторе снов.

Матросик Петров,
золотые пуговицы,
высокие ботинки.
Ты всегда спешишь.

Небезопасно бежать в переулках славянского мира –
в нем нет очертаний.
Нет артиклей, вымеряющих расстояния.
Разбирай – все твое.

(continued)
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For Aleksandr Ilianen

Snow falls on the young sailor’s shoulders.

Sweet sailor, say “the” with confidence — 
it is a thing that one can touch
(a friend’s dimpled chin),
or catch (his glance),
or fix in memory (his smile).

He runs across the street into the rosy light.
The white glow has dropped below zero in its skewed geometry.
The red sun is on the right,
a weightless polyethylene moon is on the left.
Barely two phases of the moon till White Nights.
On the Eastern stem of a wind rose compass, willow buds swell up. 

He crosses the street.
Or the street walks through him.
The crossing flashes with light. 
The negative settles
in the salty chemical mix 
of desires,
in a fixative solution of dreams.

Sweet sailor Petrov,
with your gold buttons
and high boots,
you are always in a hurry.

It’s not safe to run down back streets in the Slavic world,
where boundary lines cannot be seen.
There are no articles to measure out the distances.
You figure it out — it all belongs to you.

(continued)
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И тебя заберут, перетянут. Ты – ничей.
Часть лучей,
пересекшихся улиц,
двухголосное пенье толпы.
Блеск твоих пуговиц
рассылает снопы.

Воздухошественно,
как стяги или хоругви,
они вырастают вдали,
и у водных границ
в амальгаму летучих знамен
хмуро смотрят военные корабли.

written 1999–2000
Aleksandra Petrova | Александра Петрова
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You will be taken up, pulled to one side. You belong to no one.
You are one of the light beams 
that crossed these streets,
you are the two-part harmony of public song. 
The shine on your buttons
sends out rays in all directions.

You are a procession that moves on air,
banners and standards
that grow in the distance
and reach the very edge of the water,
where warships wait gloomily
and stare at the mass of flags.

translated from Russian by
Stephanie Sandler
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diari

    i

sottendi il nome in quanto già ti estendi
coerentemente in mùscoli, in parole
di un solidìssimo modus vivendi.

    ii

se, viceversa, ai nomi della mente 
non riferisco essenze è perché trovo 
ardui contesti per i miei strumenti.

(continued)
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diaries

    i

you subtend your name as you expand
coherently in muscles, in words
of a most solid modus vivendi.

    ii

if, inversely, I do not connect essence
to mental names, it is only because I find
difficult contexts with my instruments.

(continued)
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    iii

benché mi finga, in pectore, realista
constato che mi sfuggi, onde mi scorgo
behaviorista, operazionalista.

    iv

dolore degli -ismi, e sua cogenza
diagnosticando tare in cento errori
di una faticosa convergenza.

(continued)
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    iii

Although I pretend to be, in pectore,
a realist, you escape me, so I now see
behavioralist, operationalist.

    iv

grief of the “isms,” and their cogency
diagnosing tares in a hundred errors
of an oppressive convergence.

(continued)
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    v

divèrgere nei segni che rivèndichi
per te, per me – e che disattendo:
fallii di amarti ontologicamente.

    vi

se in certi giochi manco un referente
oscillo e mi dibatto fra scacco e
fra semàntica – e, vedi, non mi salvo.

(continued)
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    v

diverging in the symbols you might claim
for you, for me — and that I dismiss:
I err in loving you ontologically.

    vi

if in certain games I lack a referent,
I waver, struggling between chaos and
semantics — and see, I am not saved.

(continued)
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    vii

ma tu verìssima, fascio di referenti,
forse tu mi addestrasti (e ti ringrazio)
ai segni e alla sintassi di altri enti.

(e qui desisto, e taccio, al che prevengo
usi prolissi: vedi già ti scrissi
ventuno endecasìllabi in due giorni.)

written 2000
Marcello Frixione
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    vii

but you most true, bundle of referents,
perhaps you have taught me (and I thank you)
the symbols and syntax of other entities.

(and here I leave off, in silence, before
I get prolix: see, I’ve just written you
twenty-one eleven-beat lines in two days.)

translated from Italian by
Joshua Adams & Joel Calahan
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Cimio

Ein roter Himmel von Bukarest nach Paris:
Dein Körper ist über und über voll schwarzer Augen.
Wir legen die Hände gegeneinander wie große Fächer, wenn wir uns lieben.
Dein Blinddarm ist krank, davon bist du sehr gelb.

Fliedersträuße wachsen aus deinen Ohren.
Dein ganzer Kopf ist voll Flieder. Aufgezäumt bist du mit Flieder.
Deine Augenwimpern zucken und schlagen gleich Schmetterlingsflügeln.
Deine Nase ist einer Klaviertaste sehr ähnlich.

Tanzende Hände hast du, Töchterchen.
Dein schmales Becken bewegt sich, wenn du an meiner Seite flatterst,
Sanftsüchtig gegen den Wind. Die großen glühenden Frauen liebst du.
In deinem Lächeln lallen Apachenlieder.

In Constanza heulte das Meer deinen Ohren.
Deine Finger stechen wie Dolche klirrende Glissandos in die Luft.
Deine Zunge ist roter Kopf einer Schlange, brennender Docht einer Lampe.
Auf deinem Schatten, Cimio, purzeln die kleinen Teufel
Wie schnalzende Fische, die man vom Bottich aufs Trockene schüttet.

written ca. 1913
Hugo Ball
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Cimio	

A red sky from Bucharest to Paris:
Your body is teeming with black eyes.
We put our hands together like large fans when we love one another.
Your appendix is ill, it has made you very yellow.

Lilac bouquets grow out of your ears.
Your entire head is full of lilacs. You are bridled with lilacs.
Your eyelashes twitch like butterfly wings.
Your nose much resembles a piano key.

You have dancing hands, little daughter.
Your narrow hips move as you flutter at my side,
Mildly manic against the wind. You love large luminous women.
Apache songs prattle in your smile.

In Constanţa the sea howled at your ears.
Like daggers, your fingers stab clanging glissandos into the air.
Your tongue is the red head of a snake, the burning wick of a lamp.
Little devils tumble on your shadow, Cimio,
Like whip-cracking fish poured from a tub onto land.

translated from German by
Shon Arieh-Lerer
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Los pasos de Parra 
 

Ahora Parra camina 
Ahora Parra camina por Las Cruces 
Marcial y yo estamos quietos y oímos sus pisadas 
Chile es un pasillo largo y estrecho 
Sin salida aparente 
El Flandes indiano que se quema allá a los lejos 
Un incendio rodeado de huellas 
O los restos de un incendio 
Y los restos de unas huellas 
Que el viento va borrando 
O diluyendo 
Nadie te da la bienvenida a Dinamarca 
Todos estamos haciendo 
Lo indecible 
Nadie te da la bienvenida a Dinamarca 
Aquí está lloviendo 
Y las cruces exhiben huellas 
De hormigas y de incendios 
Oh el Flandes indiano 
El interminable pasillo de nuestro descontento 
En donde todo lo hecho parece deshecho 
El país de Zurita y de las cordilleras fritas 
El país de la eterna juventud 
Sin embargo llueve y nadie se moja 
Excepto Parra 
O sus pisadas que recorren 
Estos tierrales en llamas 
Petrificadas 
Estos camposantos arados por bueyes 
Inmóviles 
Oh el Flandes indiano de nuestra lengua esquizofrénica 
Toda pisada deja huella 
Pero toda huella es inmóvil 
Nada que ver con el hombre o la sombra 

(continued)
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Parra’s Footsteps

Now Parra is walking
Now Parra is walking around Las Cruces
Marcial and I are still and hear his footsteps
Chile is a long, narrow hallway
Without a visible exit
The Indian Flanders burning there in the distance
A fire surrounded by footprints
Or a fire’s remains
And traces of some footprints
The wind goes on erasing
Or dissolving
No one welcomes you to Denmark
All of us are doing
The unspeakable
No one welcomes you to Denmark
It’s raining here
And the trees show traces 
Of ants and of fires
Oh the Indian Flanders
The endless hallway of our discontent
In which everything done seems undone
Country of Zurita and fried cordilleras
Country of eternal youth
Nevertheless it rains and no one gets wet
Except for Parra
Or his footsteps that roam
These burning valleys 
Petrified
These graveyards plowed by 
Motionless oxen
Oh the Indian Flanders of our schizophrenic tongue
Every footstep leaves a print
But every print is still
Nothing to do with the man or the shadow

(continued)
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Que una vez pasó 
O que en el último suspiro intentó 
Materializar la cobra 
Del sueño inmóvil 
O de lo que en el sueño sobra 
Representaciones representaciones 
Carentes de sustancia 
En el Flandes indiano de la fractura 
Infinita 
Pero nosotros sabemos que todos 
Nuestros asuntos 
Son finitos (alegres, sí, feroces, 
Pero finitos) 
La revolución se llama Atlántida 
Y es feroz e infinita 
Mas no sirve para nada 
A caminar, entonces, latinoamericanos 
A caminar a caminar 
A buscar las pisadas extraviadas 
De los poetas perdidos 
En el fango inmóvil 
A perdernos en la nada 
O en la rosa de la nada 
Allí donde sólo se oyen las pisadas 
De Parra 
Y los sueños de generaciones 
Sacrificadas bajo la rueda 
Y no historiadas 

 written 1980–1998
Roberto Bolaño 

 

© 2006 by Heirs of Roberto Bolaño, translated by permission of New Directions 
Publishing Corporation, New York, and Carmen Balcells Agencia Literaria, Barcelona.
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That once passed
Or that, with a final breath, tried
To conjure the cobra
From the stillness of sleep
Or from that which lingers in sleep
Representations representations
Lacking in substance
On the Indian Flanders of the 
Infinite fracture
But we know that all
Our affairs
Are finite (charming, yes, ferocious,
But finite)
The revolution is called Atlantis
And it’s ferocious and infinite
But it’s totally pointless
Get walking, then, Latin Americans
Get walking get walking
Start searching for the missing footsteps
Of the lost poets
In the motionless mud
Let’s lose ourselves in nothingness
Or in the rose of nothingness 
There where the only things heard are 
Parra’s footsteps
And the dreams of generations 
Sacrificed beneath the wheel
Unchronicled

translated from Spanish by
Laura Healy
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水源路伊甸

盛夏鳴蟬
取代了隔牆喝叱與誦讀的聲音

灑水車準時澆灌柏油路面
標誌著夜已深至不能再深時分

書架上的果樹仍然
在我翻開書頁之際爭先茁長

連接到牆上一個神秘的孔洞
風扇源源不絕地旋轉

音樂──那是誰在悲傷的草原吟唱
此刻竟從音箱注滿了窄小的房間

我們赤身露體行走坐臥
一如馬蒂斯剪貼畫中失去引力的魚鳥

為感謝所有成就此一樂園的生靈
我呼喚起蛇以及上帝

written 2005
Hung Hung | 鴻鴻
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Our Eden on Reservoir Road

The chirr of midsummer cicadas 
Supplants the neighbor’s shouts and the drone of classroom recitation

Like clockwork the street sweeper appears ex machina 
Marking the moment when night can advance no farther

On the fruit-laden shelves the tree of knowledge runs riot
As I idly turn the pages of a book

In a cryptic hole in the concrete wall
The fan blades spin ad infinitum

Music—whose voice is that singing this sad Balkan ballad
Now flooding our tiny apartment	

Naked, we move about the room or lie at rest
Like the weightless creatures in a cutout by Matisse

To give thanks to those responsible for making this Eden
We invoke both the Serpent and God

translated from Chinese by 
Steve Bradbury
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Lisbonne

sept collines et pas de pape un tremblement
quand le grand soleil mâche la mer de paille
les maisons rangées comme des spectateurs
restent debout devant d’autres qui regardent
vieillir sur elles la lingerie du temps
la ville est tellement chapeautée de rouge
qu’on la croit d’en haut prise d’un coup de sang
l’œil cherche partout le blanc de la légende
mais le petit présent a tout recouvert
seul le corps du poète est resté intact
l’alcool conserve bien mieux que la mémoire
aussi cache-t-on sous une pierre lourde
la preuve que l’être est moins que le non-être
qui saura jouer de l’intranquillité
pour que la durée empaille enfin la peau
et change l’apparence en chair immortelle
d’un instant à l’autre un nouveau mort est mort
autant que le plus ancien de tous les morts
étrange égalité qui défait le temps

published 1997
Bernard Noël
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Lisbon

seven hills and no pope a trembling
when the great sun gnaws the sea of straw
the houses lined up like spectators
stay upright in front of others that see
age on them the lingerie of time
the city is so splattered with red
that from above one thinks it has taken a bloody hit
the eye seeks everywhere for the white of legend
but the puny present has enveloped everything
only the body of the poet has remained intact
liquor preserves much better than memory
so does one hide under a heavy stone
proof that being is less than non-being
who will know how to play the intranquillity
for the duration to at last stuff with straw skin
and change appearance into immortal flesh
in one instant to the next a new corpse is dead
just as much dead as the oldest of all corpses
strange equality that collapses time

translated from French by 
Eléna Rivera
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Le jardin d’encre 

    1

et maintenant c’est encore maintenant bien que tout glisse
bien que tout s’en aille en laissant sur la peau une traînée
on ne sait ni pourquoi ni en quoi cette chose passante
la gorge est lasse de brasser l’air pour faire un mot
une chose fourmille nocturne et sombre peut-être la fatigue
il faut que le monde vieillisse encore et se délie de sa limite
comme le corps trouve tout seul l’infini dans le sommeil
alors il ne sait pas qu’un songe a remplacé la vie
et que tout fait silence pour fêter ce remplacement
quelque chose remue pourtant dans l’arrière-pays de tête
est-ce une ombre qui vient une ombre qui s’en va
ou simplement le monde enfin réduit à sa fumée
le vent cherche une âme il croit la trouver sous la porte
en expédiant son souffle dans le noir mais qui est là
dans le couloir où la poussière a recueilli des traces 
et maintenant il faut lever le poing et battre la mémoire
comme un tapis qui doit brutalement restituer l’image

(continued)
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The Ink Garden

    1

and now it’s still now despite everything sliding
everything going leaving a trail on the skin
no one knows why or of what this passing thing
the throat is tired of brewing the air to make a word
something swarms nightly and somber perhaps fatigue
the world still has to age free itself from its limit
as the body finds by itself the infinite in sleep
then it doesn’t know how a dream replaces life
and how all is stilled in celebrating this
but something moves about behind the head
is it a shadow coming a shadow leaving
or simply the world at last reduced to its smoke
the wind seeks a soul thinks it finds one under the door
as it expels its breath in the darkness but who’s there
in the corridor where the dust has gathered the traces
now you have to raise your fist to beat the memory
like a rug restoring the image so brutally

(continued)
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    2

et maintenant c’est toujours maintenant bien que le visiteur
tarde à réparer le cœur qui donnera le rythme du présent
sait-on comment s’anime la pensée dans ce bruit-là
un vieux chuchotis remonte les racines des nerfs
tant de fantômes dans la chair ils aiguisent l’incertitude
la langue trie son passé au fond de la décharge interne
mais où est la bouche assez pleine d’oubli pour crier Non
à ces lambeaux qu’on pourrait prendre pour des souvenirs
une phrase une autre et l’angoisse dessous pourtant nouvelle
une lueur tremble dans la syllabe un éclat d’os
un reste d’avenir usé déjà par la grammaire
‘qui ne vient pas vers les mots avec l’espoir d’une éclaircie
et quoi l’énigme fait de beaux yeux aux visages défaits
on avait compté sur la règle ou sur la loi ou même
sur la justice mais comment sentir qu’un organe
est un maintenant qui a pris forme et qui la maintient
en dépit de la raison et du vocabulaire

(continued)
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    2

and now it’s always now that the visitor
delays repairing the heart for the present rhythm 
who knows how thought awakes in this sound
an old whisper climbs up the roots of the nerves
so many ghosts in the flesh whetting uncertainty
the tongue sorts its past in unloading deep within
but where’s the mouth full enough to cry No
to these shreds you might take for memories
one sentence another and below the anguish yet new
a gleam trembles in the syllable a shard of a bone
remnant of the future already used by grammar
not moving towards words in hopes of some clearing
and then enigma flirts with destroyed faces
we had counted on the rule or the law or even
on justice but how to feel that an organ
is one now that’s taken form and maintains it
despite reason and all the words

(continued)
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    3

et maintenant dis-tu pourquoi la solitude est-elle informe
on aimerait en mouler la substance et la poser devant
les mots sont faits pour ça ou peut-être la mort ou
la nuit qui de toute chose s’empreinte et n’en garde rien
on pense parfois à un linceul entrebâillé une phrase folle
faisant fuir hors de soi toute l’horlogerie des règles
mais en quoi sont les jours l’un après l’autre tirés du même
mouvement la chose invisible et régulière et si banale
que le poème joue son sens à vouloir y manger le temps
est-ce une langue ou bien un doigt pointé sur l’élevage de
poussière les mots tracés y deviennent aussitôt des ombres et qui
regarde avec un œil lecteur n’a dans les yeux qu’une buée
dès lors tout point de vue s‘abolit et voici que maintenant recule tombe
là-bas presque sous l’horizon devient geste d’adieu dont le cœur refuse
l’émotion pour demeurer soi
c’est-à-dire un organe pratique une simple pompe active
à tout moment au milieu de l’appétit de vivre

(continued)
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    3

and now you ask why is solitude so unformed
we’d like to mold its substance and place it in front
words are made for that or perhaps death or
night which is marked by each thing and keeps none
sometimes you think of a windingsheet gaping a mad phrase
making the whole timekeeping of rules flee forward
but what are days one after another drawn from the same
motion the thing invisible regular and so banal
the poem plays its meaning wanting to eat up time there
is it a tongue or then a finger pointed at the nourishing 
dust the words traced there become shadows and
whoever looks with a reader’s eye sees just a fog
from then on all viewpoint is abolished and now
falls almost under the horizon a farewell gesture
whose emotion the heart refuses so as to remain itself
that’s to say a practical organ a simple active pump
at every moment amid the appetite for living

(continued)
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    4

et maintenant il n’y a plus moyen de rapiécer le jour
tout ce qui promettait une vie meilleure a détourné la tête
le silence règne du côté gauche et cela met toujours plus de blancs dans
la pensée dans les yeux qui ne voient plus le sens
le passé est revenu en force il a changé de nom il a cassé
les vieux jouets sociaux on en devine encore quelques traces
petits coups de pinceaux qui autrefois furent des mots
le regard n’y cueille que des restes puis reprend l’air
il ne sait plus que fut cet acte au fond de lui qui parle
avec du silence parfois cela fait un noeud dans la gorge
et c’est la brusque certitude d’une pendaison intérieure
il faut vivre ensuite malgré ce mort en soi devenir
le tombeau qui fait semblant d’être un corps ordinaire
on regarde alors sa peau comme le bord d’une misère
et maintenant les images s’y mettent qui collent les paupières
puis derrière elles mangent toute l’intimité ce peu d’espace
où survivait autour du mort un râle de révolte

(continued)
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    4

and now there’s no way to restitch the day
all promise of a better life has turned its head aside
silence reigns on the left and always makes more
white spaces in thought in eyes no longer seeing the meaning
the past has returned in force changed its name broken
the old social toys you still see some of their traces 
little strokes of the brush that were words 
gazing only gathers from them some remains and takes to the air
no longer knowing this act in its own depths speaking
with silence sometimes that knots up the throat
and it’s the sudden certainty of an interior hanging
we have to live on despite this death in the self become
this tomb which seems an ordinary body
we look then at our skin like the edge of a mystery
and now the images come sticking the eyelids together
and behind them devour all the intimacy this small space
where around the dead man remained revolt’s deathrattle 

(continued)
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    5

et maintenant où est la porte pour se jeter dans l’avenir
autrefois elle était dans la bouche et l’âme y venait seule
toucher l’âme de l’Autre maintenant des épines de sel
gardent les lèvres une rangée de dents supplémentaires
la sortie n’est nulle part les mains s’obstinent à chercher 
s’en vont les yeux fermés toucher la chair des signes d’encre
trouvent des courbes des élans les débris d’un message
croient que ces os d’ombre sont le squelette d’une vérité
au bout des doigts la pulpe se fait encore plus sensible
se veut pareille à un filet de voix mais la main tout à coup
s’engorge et redevient l’organe du silence
la poussière d’une présence pleut lentement à contre jour
on aimerait croire encore au mystère et y voir s’agiter
des traces d’ailes ou bien le dernier geste de l’en-deça
ou pourquoi pas l’un des glorieux mensonges du poète
mais maintenant il n’y a plus assez de présent pour voir
transparaître le rien qui germe sous chaque acte

(continued)
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    5

and now where’s the door to hurl our selves futureward
once it was in the mouth and the soul came there alone
to touch the soul of the Other now the thorns of salt
keep guard on the lips a row of extra teeth
the exit is nowhere the hands keep seeing
the closed eyes depart to touch the skin of the ink signs
to find the curves the thrusts forward the debris of a message
believing these bones of shadow are the skeleton of a truth
at the end of the fingers the skin becomes still more sensitive
desires to be just a thread of the voice but the hand suddenly
swells up and becomes again the organ of silence
the dust of a presence rains slowly backlit
we’d like still to believe in mystery see moving about there
traces of wings or then the last gesture this side
or why not one of the glorious lies of the poet
but now there’s not enough present to see
the nothing sprouting under each act

(continued)
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    6

et maintenant chacun s’éloigne dans le mouvement de l’approche
comme font les vers qui dérobent leur sens à mesure qu’il vient
mais sommes-nous jamais identiques à l’être qui respire en nous
Lui a l’avantage de rester à l’écart d’un visage de rester
tout entier dans son infinitif tandis que nous allons au milieu
du visible en posant notre ombre sur chaque chose et elle attend
et voudrait faire croire qu’elle a pris la chose dans sa toile
pour qu’une fois digérée elle soit enfin réellement le mot qu’elle est
notre ombre fait confiance au vocabulaire elle aime la langue morte
celle qui met dans la bouche une matière aussi fumeuse
qu’en met l’ombre sur nos talons comment arracher de nous l’insaisissable
et provoquer alentour le bruit d’un monde qui s’éteint
il est temps de replier sa peau et de dire à maintenant
regarde ces lignes ces taches ces oiseaux d’encre
peut-être tout cela ne raconte-t-il rien et pourtant
une vie remue parmi ces plis et son tremblement dit
la présence est un geste qui oriente l’espace

(continued)
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    6

and now each one departs in the motion approaching
like the verses eluding their meaning as it comes
but are we ever like the being breathing in us
It can remain apart from a face can remain entire
in its infinitive while we go to the center
of the visible placing our shadow on each thing and it waits
and would have us believe it took the thing in its net
so that digested it would be really the word it is
our shadow confides in vocabulary loves dead language
the one that places in our mouth such a smoky matter 
shadows our heels how to snatch from us the ungraspable
and provoke around the sound of a world dying out
it is time to fold up one’s skin and say to the now
look at these lines these spots these birds of ink
perhaps all that tells nothing and yet
a life is stirring among these pleats and its trembling says
presence is a gesture that orients space

(continued)
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    7

et maintenant est-ce le corps qui a vêtu la langue ou bien
fallait-il qu’existât ce vêtement de chair pour que vienne s’y prendre
cette rumeur qui cherchait bouche et nous voilà sur la fin de l’histoire
tout étant consommé non par l’usage mais par la destruction
le poète amoureux des anciens Grecs nous avait prévenus disant
des mots qu’ils sont les bâtards misérables du réel et du néant
cependant le choix d’être ou de n’être pas ne fut point obéré
par cette bâtardise car consonnes et voyelles ont assez de substance sonore
pour offrir au moins un suaire à nos pensées au lieu de la manger
comme font les images et maintenant la tête vide et le cœur sec
chacun abandonne aux fantômes cette paroi au fond des yeux
où l’un poussant l’autre leur défilé sans cesse dévore la vie
mieux que jamais ne le firent les maladies ainsi trépassons-nous
à l’intérieur de nous même tout en gardant bonne apparence
et maintenant allons main dans la main au jardin d’encre
l’arbre qu’a planté le pinceau est aussi un arbre de mémoire
et renaissante la lecture est là qui bruit parmi les feuilles

written 2007
Bernard Noël
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    7

and now it’s the body which has clothed language or did
this clothing of flesh have to exist enabling this sound
seeking its mouth and here we are at the end of history
all being consumed not by use but destruction
the poet in love with the ancient Greeks warned us saying
of words they are just bastards of the real and nothing
yet the choice of being or not being was never involved
in this bastardy consonants and vowels have a sounding substance
that can offer our thoughts a shroud instead of consuming them 
as do images and now with head emptied and heart dry
each gives over to the ghosts this wall deep in the eyes
where one pushing another their endless parade devours life
better than ever the sickness did so we are trespassing
inside ourselves while keeping up appearances
and now we go hand in hand to the garden of ink
the tree that the brush planted is also of memory
and the reading reborn rustles there among the leaves

translated from French by
Mary Ann Caws
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十九の自由律俳句

頭をそつて出る小さい町の海風

        •

す けゝた障子にわがかげうつる夜となる

        •

汐干の貝が台所でぶつぶつ云つてる

(continued)
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19 Free Verse Haiku

Shaving my head and going out—the sea breeze through the small town

        •

My shadow falls on the smoky paper door as evening arrives

        •

Shells from the low tide are muttering in the kitchen

(continued)
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柿若葉の頃の二階を人に貸してる

        •

所在不明の手紙がこつそり戻って来て居る

        •

借金とりを返して青梅かぢつて居る

(continued)
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Renting the second floor to a man while the persimmon leaves are still young

        •

A missing letter secretly returns

        •

Sending away a debt collector, I bite into a young plum 

(continued)
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破れたまんまの障子で夏になつてゐる

        •

根も葉も無い話しで田舎の夜が更ける

        •

わかれてから風邪薬をかつて寐にもどる 

(continued)



63

I leave a rip in the paper door—it turns to summer 

        •

While we talk idly, night deepens in the countryside

        •

After parting, I buy a cold remedy and return to sleep

(continued)
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鶏頭切つてやる実をこぼし

        •

案山子の顔をこう書いてやらう

        •

朝顔べつたり咲かせて貧乏だ

(continued)
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I go to cut the cockscomb—spilling the pollen

        •

I’ll make the scarecrow’s face like this!

        •

Morning glories bunched together and blooming—I’m poor

(continued)
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一番遠くへ帰る自分が一人になつてしまつた

        •

初夏の女の足が笑ひかける

        •

鐘がなる鐘がなる夜の風が持つて歩るく　　　　

(continued)
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Having the farthest way home, I was alone

        •

In early summer, a woman’s feet giggle at me

        •

A bell rings, a bell rings—the wind walks it through the night

(continued)
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酒夜となる蛙等の夜となる

        •

晩の葱四五本洗ひあげて足りる

        •

嫁さんが来た淋しい町だ

        •

まだ明かるい空に親しみ

written 1925–1926
Ozaki Hπsai | 尾崎放哉
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It becomes a night of drinking—it becomes a night of frogs

        •

Washing four or five leeks in the evening—these will do

        •

A bride arrives in the lonely town!

        •

I feel close to a sky that’s still lit

translated from Japanese by
James Shea
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contemplând o mocirlă

şi dacă stai şi contempli îndelung o mocirlă
şi dacă realizezi ce ţi se întâmplă
(procesul absorbţiei e de neevitat)
şi mai ai şi curajul să spui — cu un rest
de orgoliu al speciei din care te numeri — 
câte pericole te pândesc
în postura aceasta deloc fericită
înseamnă oare că-ţi cultivi
— cu anume voluptate — 
o imagine tragică?

să rezumăm simplu: istoria noastră nu are stil
ce mai înseamnă strigătul meu
în malaxorul confuziei valahe?
omorul meu — frumos ca un păcat
pe poligonul fără ambiguităţi al destinului?

înger sălbatec îmi vor spune
evitând (ca in Proust) să întârzie cu privirea
din teamă să nu pară vulgari

written 1998
Vasile Gârne‰
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contemplating a puddle

if you stay and contemplate a puddle at length
and if you realize what is happening to you
(you can’t avoid the process of absorption)
and you still have courage to speak — with a remnant 
of the arrogance belonging to the species in which you are numbered — 
of how many dangers lie in wait for you
in this not at all happy condition
does it have to mean that you cultivate for yourself
— with voluptuous satisfaction — 
a tragic image?

to sum it up simply:  our history doesn’t have style
what else could this roar of mine mean
inside the fruit-press of Balkan confusions?
my murder — beautiful like a sin
on a firing range, without destiny’s ambiguities?

wild angel, they’ll call me
avoiding a late opinion (as in Proust)
from their fear of seeming vulgar

translated from Romanian by
Carrie Messenger
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泪水

最后的山顶树叶渐红
群山似穷孩子的灰马和白马
在十月的最后一夜
倒在血泊中。

在十月的最后一夜
穷孩子夜里提灯还家    泪流满面
一切死于中途    在远离故乡的小镇上
在十月的最后一夜

背靠酒馆百墙的那个人
问起家乡的豆子地里埋葬的人
在十月的最后一夜
问起白马和灰马为谁而死 . . . . . . 鲜血殷红

他们的王人是否提灯还家
秋天之魂是否陪伴着他
他们是否都是死人
都在阴间的道路上疯狂奔驰

是否此魂替我打开窗户
替我扔出一本破旧的诗集
在十月的最后一夜
我从此不再写你。

written ca. 1986
Haizi | 海子
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Teardrops

The last of the summit’s leaves slowly redden
The mountain range seems a poor child’s gray and white horses 
In October’s final night
Fallen into a pool of blood. 

In October’s final night
The poor child, carrying a lamp in night, is on his way home  tear-flow covers 

the face
All die midway  to the distant home’s small town
In October’s final night

That man with his back to the tavern’s white wall
Asks about the man buried in the pea-field at home  
In October’s final night 
Asks for whom the white horse and the gray horse die . . . . . . blood blackish-red

Whether their master, carrying a lamp, has returned home or not
Whether the specter of autumn is keeping him company or not 
Whether they are all corpses or not
All madly stampeding on that road to the Abyss 

Whether this specter opens a window for me
To toss me a worn-out collection of poems
In October’s final night
From now on I’ll never write you.

translated from Chinese by
Gerald Maa
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    ᚢ  ūr

byþ anmōd    and oferhyrned,
felafrēcne dēor    —feohteþ mid hornum—
mǣre mōrstapa;    þæt is mōdig wuht!

    ᚦ  ðorn

byþ ðearle scearp,    ðegna gehwylcum
anfengys yfyl,    ungemetum rēþe
manna gehwylcum    ðe him mid resteð. 

    ᚩ  ōs

byþ ordfruma    ǣlcre sprǣce,
wīsdōmes wraþu    and witena frōfur
and eorla gehwām    ēadnys and tōhiht. 

(continued)
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The Old English Rune Poem

    Beast

The fierce ur-ox, so myths go, wields huge horns—
fights with a courageous, angry spirit;
it protects the moors because it walks there.

    Thorn

Bravery that dulls a sharpened spike,
like any keen mind, grasps the unyielding call
for dreadful giants to stalk our dreams.

    Voice

A strong author inspires other tongues,
coaxes wisdom out of winsome sounds—
a source of refuge for a warrior’s quests.

(continued)
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    ᚳ  cēn

byþ cwicera gehwām    cūþ on fȳre
blāc ond beorhtlīc;    byrneþ oftust
ðǣr hī ǣþelingas    inne restaþ. 

    ᛇ  ēoh

byþ ūtan    unsmēþe trēow,
heard hrūsan fæst,    hyrde fȳres,
wyrtrumun underwreþyd,    wynan on ēþle. 

    ᛈ  peorð

byþ symble    plega and hlehter
wlancum . . . . . ,    ðār wigan sittaþ
on bēorsele    blīþe ætsomne. 

(continued)
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    Torch

The lamp endows its light, an intimate flame,
illumines the face with brilliant clarity—
princes bestow such a dignity, as does the balefire.

    Yew

Bark rough and crust-like, not smooth,
stuck fast in bitter loam. A chieftain
of fire and deep roots please the land.

    Play

Smith of luck and mirth, the game never
stops its proud . . . forging would-be heroes
in the beer-hall’s crucible, blithely wrought.

(continued)
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    ᛉ  eolhx

secg eard hæfþ    oftust on fenne,
wexeð on wature;    wundaþ grimme,
blōde brēneð    beorna gehwylcne
ðe him ǣnigne    onfeng gedēð. 

    ᛋ  sigel

sēmannum    symble biþ on hihte,
ðonn hī hine feriaþ    ofer fisces beþ,
oþ hī brimhengest    bringeþ tō lande. 

    ᛒ  beorc

byþ blēda lēas;    bereþ efne swā ðēah
tānas būtan tūdder;    biþ on telgum wlitig,
hēah on helme,    hrysted fægere;
geloden lēafum,    lyfte getenge. 

(continued)
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    Blade

Elk-sedge grass, the native fen-dweller, 
flourishes in marsh-water, but dishes out
searing gashes, stains rust-red the bloodied
hand that dares go ungloved against it.

    Sun

The fire beacon wheels above sailors sailing
home, kindles the rowers’ wayfaring hopes,
wave-riders riding across the fish’s bath.

    Birch

Fruits without fruit, shoots without seed,
branching offspring beyond count; the first
tree, gleaming, leaf-laden, wreathed by fate;
heaven’s ladder clears the vaulted clouds.

(continued)
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    ᛗ  man

byþ on myrgþe    his māgan lēof:
sceal þēah ānra gehwylc    ōðrum swīcan,
for ðām Dryhten wyle    dōme sīne
þæt earme flǣsc    eorþan betǣcan. 

    ᛝ  Ing

wæs ǣrest    mid Ēast-Denum
gesewen secgun,    oþ hē siððan ēst
ofer wǣg gewāt;    wǣn æfter ran;
ðus heardingas    ðone hæle nemdun. 

    ᛞ  dæg

byþ Drihtnes sond,    dēore mannum,
mǣre Metodes leoht,    myrgþ and tōhiht
ēadgum and earmum,    eallum brīce. 

(continued)
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    Person

Being by nature merry-making, humans bind
in household love what every dweller’s doomed to sever;
sentenced by God, shedding its dusty mask, 
bone houses collapse with no clapping.

    Ing

Sighted first among the House of Scylding,
he walked amid the Daneland thanes; later
they watched him leave, east across the waves
upon his shield, giving this hero his name.

    Day

God brings dark and light; men and women love it.
Flawless in design, trying hopes and dreams, shines
on rich and poor who dree their weird together.

(continued)
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    ᚫ  æsc

biþ oferhēah,    eldum dȳre
stīþ on staþule;    stede rihte hylt,
ðēah him feohtan on    fīras monige. 

    ᛡ  īar

byþ ēafixa;    and ðēah ā brūceþ
fōdres on foldan;    hafaþ fægerne eard
wætre beworpen,    ðǣr hē wynnum leofaþ. 

    ᛠ  ēar

byþ egle    eorla gehwylcun,
ðonn fæstlīce    flǣsc onginneþ,
hrāw cōlian,    hrūsan cēosan
blāc tō gebeddan;    blēda gedrēosaþ,
wynna gewītaþ,    wēra geswīcaþ.

written circa 950 CE
Anonymous
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    Ash

The ash towers overhead, untranslated stock
bearing its steady trunk; fearless, a resolute
presence threatened only by ravenous men.

    Newt

Born a riverfish (some say eel, some Jormungand
the serpent), it crawls on shore to eat; holdings so
vast—on the earth, not of it—it dwells with joy.

    World

Dreaded by each and all, the grave marks
an end—its fastness once the earth, the flesh 
grows corpse-cold, dirt its dark bedmate; crops
fail, gladness withers, covenants fall to greed.

translated from Old English by
John Estes
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No kura stāva mēs runājam? 

No kura stāva mēs runājam? Dialogus var iedalīt pa stāviem. Teiksim, pirmā 
stāva dialogs.

Pirmajā stāvā runā aklais ar aklo, kurlais ar kurlo, ēdājs ar ēdāju, gulētājs ar 
gulētāju. Te pieder runas par laiku un slimībām, par to, cik bērniņš gudrs un cik 
kaimiņu Jūle nekrietni izdarījusies.

Kāpēc daudzi cilvēki nevar sarunāties, iesāk un apklust? Pavediens pārtrūkst. 
Nav par ko runāt. Tāpēc, ka viņi runā katrs savā stāvā.

Viens runā pirmajā, otrs — otrajā. Ko var pateikt caur grīdu? Ko var dzirdēt 
caur griestiem?

Citā stāvā runā asāks prāts un lokanāka mēle.
Te spēlē tenisu ar vārdu bumbiņām. Sitiens prasa atsitienu, 

atsitiens — pretsitienu. Te veikli servē un atņem, gremdē un bloķē. Te mīt 
ekvilibristi un vārdu žonglieri. Te aiz vārdiem slēpjas kā Goldoni komēdijās 
aiz puķu podiem. Te spēlē vistiņas. Vārdi flirtē, patskaņi koķetē, līdzskaņi 
amizējas. Te stāsta anekdotes. Rotaļīgā gaismā spīd vārdu mānīgās mozaīkas. Vai 
šīs piparkūkas ēdīs, vai ar tām dekorēs eglīti? Vai šovakar runāsim kardamonu, 
kanēli vai vanīliju?

Kādā citā stāvā runā maizi. Runā pašcepto maizi. Vārdu, ko pats iejāva 
citos vārdos, pats gaidīja, kad rūgs. Pats lika uz lizes un šāva krāsnī. Jā, garoza ir 
atlēkusi, šoreiz garoza ir atlēkusi, bet abrā rūgst atkal un vairs neatlēks. Te runā 
arī akmeņus. Akmeņus, ar kuriem logus dauza, un akmeņus, ko pamatā liek.

Te runā brezentu. Lai lietus netek cauri. Un, ja te runā mežģīnes, tad te runā 
arī adāmās adatas. 

 Un šie nav vienīgie stāvi, varbūt arī secība ir cita. Bet zini, mēle, ka vārds ir 
ikdienišķā maize, enerģijas nesējs, manas enerģijas nesējs, tev nesējs.

Kad man pietrūks spēka, vai tavi vārdi atnāks un man palīdzēs?
Kad mani vārdi būs Jaira meitiņa, vai tavi vārdi būs Jēzus Nācarietis?
Vai tavi vārdi mani uzcels no miroņiem?

 written 1978 
 Imants Ziedonis
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From Which Floor Are We 
Speaking?

From which floor are we speaking? Dialogues can be grouped by floors. Take 
the ground floor.

Here are conversations about the weather and one’s ailments, about how 
bright your daughter is and bratty Julia next door. Here eaters speak with eaters, 
sleepers with sleepers, the unseeing and unhearing with each other. 

Why do we begin to talk, and then fall silent? The thread breaks. There’s 
nothing to talk about. Because we speak from different floors: someone from the 
first, someone else from the second. How much can you say through the floor, or 
hear through the ceiling?

Upstairs are nimbler minds and tongues. Words become tennis balls: served, 
returned, volleyed with skill. Here jugglers and acrobats dwell. Hiding behind 
words like Goldini couples behind flowerpots. Playing blindman’s buff. Here 
words flirt, vowels dally, consonants cavort. Anecdotes abound. In shifting light, 
word mosaics sparkle: What shall we do with the gingersnaps? Eat them, or hang 
them on the Christmas tree? Shall we speak cardamom, cinnamon, or vanilla 
tonight?

Elsewhere they speak bread. Home-baked bread. You yourself have kneaded 
words into other words, waited for the dough to rise, put the loaves on a peel 
and flicked them into the oven. Yes, this time the crust is burnt, but new dough 
is rising, and the next loaf will be faultless. Here they also speak stones: rocks 
hurled through windows, and cornerstones laid in foundations. 

On one floor they speak canvas, to shelter us from rain. And if they speak lace, 
they also speak knitting needles.

These aren’t the only floors, and their order can change. But you should know, 
tongue, that words are our daily bread, bearers of energy, yours and mine. 

When my strength is gone, will your words come to help me? When my own 
words are the daughter of Jairus, will yours be Jesus of Nazareth?

Will they raise me from the dead?

translated from Latvian by
Bitite Vinklers
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Хэмпширский Архив. Персоналии
В проекте принимала участие Фрося Крофорд

    I.  Индекс.

всё что ни сделаю бесстыдно иль абсурдно
Богиня Бедности Воображения Судьбы подносит судно
Разряжена в звенящие шелка
На рукаве её зияет Made in China
А башмачки её трухи полны песка
По мне она жалка.
По мне – она необычайна.

(continued)
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Hampshire Archive. Personalia
(This project was completed in collaboration with Frosya Crawford.)

    I.  Index

All that I do is shameless or absurd
Queen of Poverty, Imagination, Fate presents a chamber pot
Festooned in clinking silk
On her sleeve gapes Made in China
Her shoes are dust full of sand
For me she is a bit pathetic.
For me — she is extraordinary.

(continued)



88

    II.  Приезд Анны.

Китагава Утамаро. Самый конец Восемнадцатого века.
Предпочитал изображение ракушек изображению человека.

А когда уж ему приходилось включать изображения детей-рыбаков-
куртизанок в свои композиции,

То все они собирали ракушки.
Возбуждённые, продрогшие на ветру, краснолицые.

Блуждали в полных песка полосах прибоя
Извлекали оттуда удлинённые круглые плоские острые похожие на 

тюленье ушко.

На этой раковине расплёскано тревожное голубое
У этой оторвано крылышко –

Замечает чувствительная красавица, похожая на осьминога,
Другой красавице с длинной кроваво-красной раковиной в руке.
Та склоняет голову набок и смеётся: убога
Наша страсть реализовывать стыдливо створками придавленные 

метафоры.

Раковина твоя раковина полыхает в песке!!!!

(continued)
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    II.  Anna’s Arrival

Kitagawa Utamaro. Tail of the eighteenth century.
Preferred to depict seashells rather than people.

On the occasion that he did include the child-fisherman-courtesan in his compositions,
He had them all gathering seashells
Excited, chilled by the wind, ruddy-faced.

Wandering along the surf ’s sandy lines
Bring forth elongated round flat sharp resembling a seal’s ear.

An anxious blue spilt over this shell
And this one’s had its wing torn off — 

A sensitive belle, who looks like an octopus, informs
Another holding a long sanguine shell in hand.
The latter tilts her head and laughs: poor thing
Our passion, a little shy to realize the metaphors squeezed by the shell

Your shell hot in the sand!

(continued)
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    III.  Нонна говорит – “Афанасий Фет написал вот именно в такую 
          погоду”:

С вечера всё спится,
На дворе темно.
Лист сухой валится,
Ночью ветер злится
Да стучит в окно.

[ . . . ]

Выйдешь – поневоле
Тяжело – хоть плачь!
Смотришь через поле
Перекати-поле
Прыгает как мяч.

(continued)
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    III.  Nonna says, “In this kind of weather Afanasy Fet wrote”: 

Sleepy since the evening
In the courtyard dim,
The dry leaves are falling,
Night, the wind is fuming
Beating window’s rim

[ . . . ]

Step out — accidentally
Heavy — on the heart
Look across — the pasture
Tumbleweed — the pasture
Like a ball, it jumps

(continued)
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    IV.  Алладин

Помутневший жестяной контейнер из-под молока
Содержит письмо Израиля Лихтенштейна,
Написанное в 1942ом году естественно.
Естественно в Варшавском Гетто
За две недели до его отправления в Треблинку.
Естественно.

Письмо Гласит:
Я принимаю забвение для себя и своих близких
Моя жена (имя которой упоминать бесмысленно,
Пусть отныне будет она без-ымя-нна и без-лика)
Готова, стать жемчужной ниткой зубов,
прядью каштановой в матрасе, тенью.

Но нам бы было очень желательно,
Чтобы нашедшие эту жестянку с письмом помнили про нашу дочь – Маргалит.
Ей сегодня исполнилось двадцать месяцев.
О, это необыкновенный ребёнок!
Как, я вам доложу, она хорошо говорит

Гавалит гавалит гавалит
Gavalit Gavalit Gavalit

[Производит маленький гвалт]

Я обнимаю забвенье
Но я вас говорю:

Margalit

(continued)
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    IV.  Aladdin

A pale can which once held milk
Contains the letter from Israel Lichtenstein,
Written in 1942, naturally.
Naturally, in the Warsaw ghetto
Two weeks before he was sent to Treblinka.
Naturally.

The Letter Reads:
I accept oblivion for myself and my family
My wife (whose name it is arbitrary to mention,
Let her from this point on be name-le-ss and face-less)
Is ready, to become a pearl of strung teeth,
A chestnut tress in a mattress, a shadow.

But we would very much like it,
If those who found this letter remembered our daughter — Margalit.
She turned twenty months today.
O, she is an extraordinary child!
How well, I tell you, she speaks

Speags speags speags
Gavalit Gavalit Gavalit

[Make a slight uproar]

I embrace oblivion
But I say to you:

Margalit

(continued)
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    V.  Слушатель овец,

профессор когнитивистики,
седовласый красавец,
покуривает трубочку.

Он слушает овец,
Он ходит лишь туда,
Где движутся во тьме
Болтливые стада.

Средь клевера и пчёл и листьев златочёрных
Как радужный Адам до серого греха,
Он слышит средь овец особый склад стиха
Особых звуков смесь. Податливых? Упорных?

Я говорю ему: Что кроме бееее и мееее
Вы слышали от них?
Он отвечает мне,
Как в октябре, во тьме

Однажды он сидел,
Они стояли рядом.

“Я слышал тихий звон
Их тихих языков,
Как облако, тот звук лежал над сонным стадом,
Тот звук и звон, тот плеск, стеклянных башмаков.”

(continued)
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    V.  The Sheep Whisperer

The professor of cognitive science,
handsome and gray haired,
smokes his pipe.

He listens to the sheep,
He walks only to where
Loquacious flock
Is moving in the dark.

Among the clover, bees, and golden leaves
Blissful as Adam before the gray sin,
He hears among the sheep a certain poetry
A certain mix of sound. Complaisant? Intransigent?

I say to him: What have you heard
Besides the bahhhh and mehhhhh?
And he responds,
Like in October, in the dark

Once he was still,
They stood beside him.

“I heard the muted peal
Of their hushed language,
It hung above the flock as if a cloud,
A sound and noise, a trace of crystal hooves.”

(continued) 
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    VI.  Художница: 

с недавнего времени я работаю с телом, 
умирающим, стареющим, безобразным. Также меня занимает тема 
нестандартной сексуальности и инцеста. Поэтому я включила в 
экспозицию фотографии своего отца. Да, вот здесь он уже совсем 
слабенький, атерсклероз, Альцгаймер . . . Слюна течёт по щеке. В данный 
момент нахожусь в поиске новых образов . . .
Замечание из зала: а здешняя природа вас вдохновляет?
Художница: природа?
Замечание из зала: у нас здесь знаете ли очень красиво зимой. Деревья 
замерзают и на ветвях образуются прозрачные наросты, ледяные шишечки. 
И через лёд чёрное видно. Вот бы вы изобразили!
Художница: наросты? Шишечки? Ну не знаю . . . Не знаю . . . Может быть.

(continued)
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    VI.  Q and A with a Female Artist

Artist: Lately I’ve been working with the body, the absurd, dying, aging body. 
Also, I’ve been interested in extra-normative relationships, especially incest. 
This is why I included the photos of my father in the exhibition. Yes, here he is 
entirely feeble: atherosclerosis, Alzheimer’s . . . drool running down his cheek. But 
currently I am searching for new inspiration.
Q: Does nature inspire you?
Artist: Nature?
Q: Yes, you know it is very beautiful here during winter. The trees freeze and 
on their branches form crystal figures, like little ice pinecones. And if you look 
through them a blackness is seen. It might interest you!
Artist: Figures huh? Pinecones? Um, I don’t know . . . Maybe . . . Maybe, who 
knows?

(continued)
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    VII.  Имена городов. Кара.

Мне досталось сегодня немного тепла
Как снегурочка я над землей протекла
К удивлению бабки и дедки

Тучка-тучка, а вовсе не чёрный квадрат,
Я летела над сном массачуссетских хат,
Где машины живут и объедки.

Я летела над сыпью пустых городков:
Чикопи-Ничевог-Агавам.
Самый мёртвый из правивших здесь языков
Дал родиться клыкастым словам.

Я летела над чёрною связью дерев,
Занесённых над серой травой.
Там река издавала мучительный рёв
Чуть подальше – отчаянный вой.

Как зовут вашу реку? Коннектикут. Врут.
Имя ей – разложившийся вчернь изумруд
В блеклой пене и мутной парше –
Как прелестница с мёртвым ребёнком в душе.

Как зовут вашу зиму?
Никак не зовут.

written 2006
Polina Barskova | Полина Барскова
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    VII.  The Names of Cities. Kara.

I got some warmth today
Like Snegurachka I floated about the earth
To the astonishment of the old woman and the old man

A tiny cloud, not in the least a Black Square,
I flew over the dreams of Massachusetts huts,
Where cars and leftovers live.

Over the scattering of empty towns:
Chikopee, Nichewaug, Agawam
The deadest of the languages that govern this place
Let taloned words be born into the world.

I flew above a dark patch of trees,
Standing over gray grass.
There the river gave out a disconsolate roar
A bit farther — a desperate cry.

What is your river called? Connecticut. Lies.
Its name — macerated in an emerald mob
In a flat foam, a dull tetter — 
Like a prelestnitsa with a dead child.

What is your winter called?
It doesn’t have a name.

translated from Russian by
Peter Golub
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“Hampshire Archive. Personalia”
    Notes
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Section IV, stanza 4, line 2 (“Gavalit Gavalit Gavalit”):  
A distortion of the Russian verb “to speak”.

Section VII, stanza 1, line 2 (“Snegurachka”): 
The Russian word Cнегурочка (transliterated here as: Snegurochka) is the 
name of Father Winter’s daughter. There is a fairytale in which Snegurochka 
yearns for human companionship. She meets a shepherd named Lel, but is 
unable to love him, because her heart is cold. Her mother takes pity, and 
grants Snegurochka the ability to love, but upon falling in love with Lel, 
Snegurochka’s heart becomes too warm, and she melts. I always think of it as 
the Russian Icarus story. 

Section VII, stanza 5, line 4 (“prelestnitsa”): 
The Russian word прелестница (here transliterated as: prelestnitsa) is an old 
Russian word meaning: whore. In contemporary Russian it is often confused 
with the word прелесть (which means: wonderful or charming). Due to this 
strange amalgam the word means something like: sweet whore.
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Vlak New York–Montreal,  
24. 1. 1974

Najprej sem se tresel kot šiba na vodi
zaradi »verige slučajev«. Druga misel je 
bila, da bi bil rad toliko sistematičen

kot je bil Swedenborg. Je bil okvir jasen
in sem ga sprejel, čeprav še vsi pasovi
telesa niso šli skozi utor? Takoj zatem —

v blisku sem videl — angeli so cenzura in
megla, samo polje prostora, ki te potegne v
sredo. Hitro so zbledeli in se zlepili v

kepo. Začutil sem fizične roke, ki so
me nežno prijele pod pazduho. Zrak je
brnel, ampak ne tako kot če gre trdo telo

skozi njega, bilo je kot bi me nekdo vlekel
skozi mleko. Vsi so me pričakovali, čeprav
so mojo fizično prisotnost opazili šele

postopoma: najprej stari, potem tisti
srednjih let, potem mladi. Kot bi kdo z
reostatom širil njhovo vidno polje.

Nekateri so mi pripovedovali (dali vedeti),
da so bili korenje, in da so z njih spraskali
kožico že na zemlji. Nekateri so imeli

samo jasen občutek, da morajo z glavo skozi
slap. Zanimalo me je, po kakšni selekciji
so tu, ampak ta misel je zamrla, ker so

(continued)
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New York–Montreal Train,  
24 January, 1974

At first I was shaking like a switch in water
because of “the chain of accidents.” My second thought
was that I’d gladly be as systematic 

as Swedenborg was. Was the frame clear
and did I accept it, though all the zones 
of my body had yet to go through the slot? Immediately after—

I saw it in a flash—angels are censorship 
and fog, merely a field of space that hauls you 
toward the center. They quickly paled and glued 

in a lump. I felt physical hands, 
they caught me gently under the armpits. The air 
whirred, but not as if the firm body

would go through, it was as if someone were dragging me
through milk. They all expected me, though 
they noticed my physical presence only 

gradually: first the old, then the middle-aged, 
then the young. As if someone with a rheostat
had broadened their field of vision.

Some reported (let me know)
that they were carrots, and that their scraped
skin was already in the earth. Some felt

clearly that they must go only headfirst through
the waterfall. I was interested, they were here
by some selection, but this thought died away because

(continued)
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jo ustavili in je nisem mogel izreči. 
Ustavljanje je bilo kot kaplja, ki
pade v vodo in se potem širi v krogih.

Jasni valovi, potoval sem z njimi.
Kompaktna kepa (nad glavo) me je
lizala in preplavljala z ganjenostjo in

užitkom. Pramen (stožec), ki je prihajal
iz te kepe, me je vlekel narazen,
širil horizontalno, čeprav sem bil isti.

Vedel sem: druge vire imajo, neskončno
bolj močne, neskončno bolj mirne.
Opazil sem navidezno sorodnost v obleki.

Pajčolane (oblake), v višini prsi. Nisem hodil po
tleh, ampak po nečem obešenem, podobnem
ledu ali steklu (optično), čeprav sem občutil vse:

mah, parket, travo, asfalt (zelen!). Tega 
nisem videl z očmi, ampak s kožo, podobno je
kot bi gledala koža. Obenem bral, Haiku, I. G.

Plamen in nekaj časa Village Voice. Bil v
vlaku in gledal skoz okno, spet bral. Takoj sem
razumel vse. Jezik je »artikuliran« in »nem«

obenem, dogaja se v mlačnih bliskih. Slučaji
so humus. Kot da letijo ping pong žogice
iz vseh smeri naenkrat in te masirajo.

written 1974 
Tomaž Šalamun
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they stopped it and I couldn’t utter it.
It was like stopping a drop that falls 
into water and then spreads in circles.

Clear waves, I traveled with them.
A solid lump (above my head)
licked and flooded me with pity 

and delight. A strand (a cone) coming from 
this lump pulled me apart, 
spread horizontally, though I was the same. 

I knew: they have other sources, infinitely
more powerful, infinitely more tranquil. 
I noticed an apparent affinity in dress. 

Veils (clouds) at the height of the chest. I didn’t walk
along the ground, but along something hanged, resembling
ice or glass (optically), though I felt it all: 

the moss, the parquet, the grass, the asphalt (green!). 
I didn’t see this with eyes but with skin, 
as if the skin was watching. At the same time I read Haiku,

I. G. Plamen, and for some time The Village Voice. 
I was in the train and looking through the window, reading again.
In an instant I grasped everything. Language is “articulated” and “mute”

at the same time, it occurs in tepid flashes. Accidents 
are the humus. As if ping pong balls would fly 
in all directions at once and massage you.

translated from Slovenian by
Brian Henry
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Človek. Ki sem ga spoštoval

Ko sem se vrnil iz Mehike, sem bil kot
smrt. Usta so se mi zrušila in
preperela. Kazen sem plačeval za
grehe, nebo se mi je raztopilo.
Z jezikom sem se lahko dotikal
možgan direktno. Bilo je boleče, strašno in
sladko. Ko je zunaj, v čakalnici sedel
Svetozar, sem zrušil omaro z instrumenti.
Ne, nisem natančen, pred mano je
šel iz ordinacije, samo slutil sem, kdo je,
nisem ga niti poznal. Ko sem se usedel
na stol, je moja energija zrušila omaro
z instrumenti. Prestopati iz sveta v
svet pomeni potres. Včeraj je umrl.

written 1997
Tomaž Šalamun
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The Man I Respected

When I returned from Mexico, I looked like
death. My mouth collapsed
and disintegrated. I was paying a penalty
for my sins, my palate had dissolved. 
I could touch my brain with my tongue. 
It was painful, horrible and sweet. 
While Svetozar sat outside in the waiting room, 
I tore down the instrument case. 
No, I am not being precise: he left the office 
before me, I only suspected who he was, I didn’t even 
know him. When I sat in the chair, 
my energy tore down the instrument case.
To pass from world to world 
means an earthquake. Yesterday he died.

translated from Slovenian by 
Brian Henry
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L’instituteur révoqué

Trois personnages d’une banalité éprouvée s’abordent à des titres poétiques divers 
(du feu, je vous prie, quelle heure avez-vous, à combien de lieues la prochaine ville ?), 
dans un paysage indifférent et engagent une conversation dont les échos ne nous 
parviendront jamais. Devant vous, le champ de dix hectares dont je suis le labou-
reur, le sang secret et la pierre catastrophique. Je ne vous laisse rien à penser. 

written 1931
René Char

From Le Marteau Sans Maitre, 1934. Reprinted with permission of Editions Corti.
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The Dismissed Instructor

Three fictional speakers of proven banality greet each other with varied poetic de-
vices (please, got a light, how many leagues to the closest town, what’s the time?). In 
an average locale they engage in chitchat  whose echoes will never come close  to 
our ears. Before you, the metered field of ten hectares. I am its plowman, its secret 
blood, its calamitous stone. I leave you nothing to fill your mind.

translated from French by
Nancy Naomi Carlson
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An Anna Blume

Oh Du, Geliebte meiner 27 Sinne, ich liebe Dir!
Du, Deiner, Dich Dir, ich Dir, Du mir, — wir?
Das gehört beiläufig nicht hierher!
Wer bist Du, ungezähltes Frauenzimmer, Du bist, bist Du?
Die Leute sagen, Du wärest.
Laß sie sagen, sie wissen nicht, wie der Kirchturm steht.
Du trägst den Hut auf Deinen Füßen und wanderst auf die Hände,
Auf den Händen wanderst Du.
Halloh, Deine roten Kleider, in weiße Falten zersägt,
Rot liebe ich Anna Blume, rot liebe ich Dir.
Du, Deiner, Dich Dir, ich Dir, Du mir, — wir?
Das gehört beiläufig in die kalte Glut!
Anna Blume, rote Anna Blume, wie sagen die Leute?
Preisfrage:
  1.  Anna Blume hat ein Vogel,
  2.  Anna Blume ist rot.
  3.  Welche Farbe hat der Vogel?
Blau ist die Farbe Deines gelben Haares,
Rot ist die Farbe Deines grünen Vogels.
Du schlichtes Mädchen im Alltagskleid,
Du liebes grünes Tier, ich liebe Dir!
Du Deiner Dich Dir, ich Dir, Du mir, — wir!
Das gehört beiläufig in die — Glutenkiste.
 Anna Blume, Anna, A—N—N—A!
Ich träufle Deinen Namen.
Dein Name tropft wie weiches Rindertalg.

(continued)
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To Anna Bloom

Oh you, beloved of my 27 senses, I love to you!
You, of you, you, yours, I yours, you mine, — we?
That, by the way, doesn’t belong here!
Who are you, uncounted hussy, you are, are you?
The people say you were.
Let them talk, they don’t know how it is.
You wear your hat on your feet and wander onto your hands
On your hands you wander.
Halloh, your red dress, sawn into white folds,
Red I love you Anna Bloom, red I love to you.
You, of you, you, yours, I yours, you mine, — we?
That belongs, by the way, in the cold glow.
Anna Bloom, red Anna Bloom, what do people say?
Million dollar question:
  1.  Anna Bloom has a screw loose,
  2.  Anna Bloom is red.
  3.  What color is her screw?
Blue is the color of your yellow hair,
Red is the color of your green screwing.
You slick girl in everyday clothes,
You dear green animal, I love to you!
You of you you yours, I yours, you mine, — we!
That belongs, by the way, in the — spark and ashtray.
Anna Bloom, Anna, A—N—N—A!
I trickle your name.
Your name drips like soft tallow.

(continued)
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Weißt Du es Anna, weißt Du es schon,
Man kann Dich auch von hinten lesen.
Und Du, Du Herrlichste von allen,
Du bist von hinten, wie von vorne:
A—N—N—A.
Rindertalg träufelt STREICHELN über meinen Rücken.
Anna Blume,
Du tropfes Tier,
Ich—liebe—Dir!

written 1919
Kurt Schwitters



113

Do you know, Anna, do you know already,
That one can read you from behind.
From behind, and from the front, you are:
A—N—N—A.
And you, you loveliest of all,
From behind, and from the front, you are:
A—N—N—A.
Soft tallow trickles TO STROKE over my back.
Anna Bloom you drippy animal,
I—love—to you.

translated from German by
Christina Svendsen
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Hannover

Die Hannoveraner sind die Bewohner einer Stadt, einer Großstadt.  
Hundekrankheiten bekommt der Hannoveraner nie. Hannovers Rathaus gehört 
den Hannoveranern, und das ist doch wohl eine berechtigte Forderung. Der 
Unterschied zwischen Hannover und Anna Blume ist der, daß man Anna von 
hinten und von vorn lesen kann, Hannover dagegen am besten nur von vorne. 
Liest man aber Hannover von hinten, so ergibt sich die Zusammenstellung 
dreier Worte: „re von nah“. Das Wort „re“ kann man verschieden übersetzen: 
„rückwärts“ oder „zurück“. Ich schlage die Übersetzung „rückwärts“ vor. 
Dann ergibt sich also als Übersetzung des Wortes Hannover von hinten: 
„Rückwärts von nah“. Und das stimmt insofern, als dann die Übersetzung des 
Wortes Hannover von vorn lauten würde: „Vorwärts nach weit“. Das heißt also: 
Hannover strebt vorwärts, und zwar ins Unermeßliche. Anna Blume hingegen ist 
von hinten wie von vorne: A—N—N—A. (Hunde bitte an die Leine zu führen.)

written 1920
Kurt Schwitters 
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Hannover

The Hannoverians are the inhabitants of a city, a major city. They never get dog 
diseases. Hannover’s town hall belongs to the Hannoverians, and that is definitely 
a justified demand. The difference between Hannover and Anna Bloom is that, 
while one can read Anna from the front and from behind, by contrast Hannover 
only exists from the front. If you try to read Hannover backwards, you only get 
the combination of three words, “re von nah.” The word “re” can be translated 
in different ways: “backwards” or “back.” I suggest the translation “backwards.” 
Then you have a backwards-translation of the word “Hannover” as “backwards 
from near” (Rückwärts von nah). And that’s right, insofar as then the translation 
of the word “Hannover” forwards would be: “forwards to far” (Vorwärts nach 
weit). That means, in other words, that Hannover strives forwards, into the 
infinite. Anna Bloom, on the other hand, can be taken from the back and from 
the front as A—N—N—A. (Please keep your dogs on a leash).

translated from German by
Christina Svendsen
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Durere de dinți

Să dea Cel Mare să nu vă pierdeți speranța
cînd cei mici își pierd
punțile și podurile șubrezite
și cînd nici nu mai au nevoie de acestea
pentru că nu mai au de nici unele.
Să dea Cel Mare să se transforme el însuși
și să poată suferi de măsele
și să aibă de toate,
și chiar de-ar rîvni cornul lunii,
să nu-l poată mînca,
să nu-l poată ciuguli,
să-și deie seama că-l refuză
măselele cu găuri prin care luna
se hlizești și rîde galben :
ha-ha, ha-ha !
Și fiecare ha al lunii
să-l străfulgere cu o durere
pe care nimeni n-o poate vindeca.
Și să vă deie Cel Mare
tot ceea ce nouă ne dă,
fără să-i cerem :
o Durere nouă, care să vă trezească
și care să vă poată alătura nouă !

published 1980 
Eugen Jebeleanu
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Toothache

May the Big One not let you lose hope,
even when the small ones are losing
the weakened crossings and bridges
they don’t even need anymore
because they carry nothing.
May the Big One transform itself,
and may his wisdom teeth suffer an ache
and all that comes with it
so that even should he dream to possess
the crescent roll of the moon
may he not eat it,
may he not pluck it,
may he realize that this is refused
by wisdom teeth with their holes through which
the moon giggles and yellowly laughs. 
And may every ha! of the moon
strike him with a pain
which no one can cure.
Let the Big One give you
without being asked
all that he gives us:
a new Pain to awaken you
and allow you to join us. 

translated from Romanian by
Radu Ioanid & Matthew Zapruder
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Înainte

Cum să vă părăsesc ? Și totuși va s-o fac,
dar fără voia mea, vai, fără voie,
cum se urcau împinse de mai rău
acele animale, cîte două,
în arca monstruoasă a lui Noe.

Voi merge înainte neștiind
unde mă duc și către care drum
și nici o stea să-mi vină-n ajutor,
nici de argint și nici de plumb,
și înainte fum și-n urmă fum
sau nici atît.

Și o să las în urmă cîteva
cuvinte în zăpadă
cîteva zbîrcituri de sunete,
pe care fără grabă, liniștit,
o să le șteargă vîntul.

published 1980 
Eugen Jebeleanu
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Before

How could I leave you?  
Yet I will, oh I will without wanting to,
just as something much worse
pushed those animals in pairs
into Noah’s monstrous ark.

I will move ahead without knowing
where or towards which road I go.
No star from silver and no star from lead
will come to my aid.

There will be smoke before and smoke after,
or maybe not even that.

And I will leave behind
some words in the snow,
wrinkles of sound
that without haste, calmly,
the wind will erase. 

translated from Romanian by
Radu Ioanid & Matthew Zapruder
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Essere animale per la grazia
di essere animale nel tuo cuore.
Mi scorge amore, mi scorge quando dormo.
Per questo io dormo. Di solito io dormo.

written 2004
Patrizia Cavalli
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To be animal for the grace
of being animal in your heart.
Love perceives me, it perceives me when I sleep.
That’s why I sleep. Usually, I sleep.  

translated from Italian by
Damiano Abeni & Moira Egan
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太皇太后東三条にわたり給たりける比其みだうに宇治前太政大
臣の扇の侍りけるにかきつけ侍ける

つもるらん塵をもいかではらはまし法にあふぎの風のうれしさ

written in the 11th century
Ise no Tayû  |  伊勢大輔
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Sent with her father’s fan, which the Empress Dowager  
found when she moved to the palace at Higashi Sanjô

        the dust of suffering
    that must always gather—
I wish I could whisk it away
		
        as easily
    as the Law fans
the wind of happiness

translated from Japanese by
Patrick Donnelly & Stephen Miller
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das folgende
( from Lingos VIII)

beruht wie so vieles auf einem verhör. gestalt seines werdens 
mischt es entsprechend verlustig gehalt mit verdank: sein 
bestand. es erscheint fehlerhaft und birgt wie so manches 
nichts weniger als ein sekret. erinnerung aber kann listen

erstellen oder entziehn. ihr enzym. dies vorneweg. nun also
erste auflösung nach re: in fallgewicht steckt fassung. kul-
tur und zucht schmeckt rasse erbig. aber: im los port s sucht
mund das wort das schrift auslöst. formaler schmied firmiert

als bindeglied zu “ranke”. (— wie die erinnerung beschaffen
war? flach! wie also wurde sie verdichtet? tiefer noch treibt
sich der docht in die weiche/der dorn riecht die wunde usw.):
schwere abstossung. dann zweite sogenannte hohe auflösung nach

er: blasser brecht der dachse wägenswertes gattern. röter.
und barmet den kecken zengeln die nährung. (in satzpflicht
genommen. ergo unfreiwillig gnomisch.) fürwahr eine enor-
me leistung obschon obszön lücken klaffen. obs fruchtet

oder nicht: die schösse sind gelöscht. der rest nach hand-
abzug ist korrektur: ein vanitabler zeitvertreib. wie
ALSO wurde er verrichtet. neben erwerb. die dritte auf-
lösung fällt gott lob aus. doch “lieblos wie sie ist”

nimmt platz. ich picht und laucht. folg langen regungs-
ständen bötig-strangig. da lernte findung schallend schauern:
die satzhandlung war von bedarf. (“. . . und das ist die
integration?” “— die einzige von der ich je gehört habe!”)

published 1998
Ulf Stolterfoht
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the following
( from Lingos VIII)

like much else is based on mishearing. informed by
its development accordingly mixes forfeited substance
with formal thanks: its status. seems faulty and like
many a thing hides nothing less than a secretion. but

memory can draw or withdraw lists. their enzyme.
this for a start. now then first resolution after er: got
rand and stwhile rant. is ectile os ubescent satz go
ring mine ode. the mouth seeks words to trigger writ.

Form-smith confirmed connecting link to “creeper.”
(— what was the nature of this memory? flat! how
then was it compressed? deeper yet burrows wick
into flank/sniffs prick the wound etc.): severe
repulsion. then second resolution so-called high

after re: bate bellion to fine ference counting lapse.
member. and pair the parable with very verse. (past
peal fresh veal. ergo unintentionally gnomic.) verily
a huge achievement though gaping with obscene gaps. 

useful or not: the wench is quenched. the rest is
handpulled proofs to correct: a vanitable pastime.
how THEN was it done. moonlighting. the third
resolution is thank god called off. but “unkind as

she is” takes a seat. gent tails and tires. collects public 
pulsion lapsed late. here quest for sin presents its
pose. medial volution verbing fuse. (“. . . and that is
integration?” “— the only one I’ve heard of!”)

translated from German by
Rosmarie Waldrop
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verselbständigungstendenzen
( from Lingos VIII)

    1

denen es raushing wie sine qua non dass
wenn sie in die kniee gingen dann ganz
bestimmt nicht um zu beten (old school)
denen also wurden die köder plötzlich zum

sinn — die aber modern still vor sich hin
waren denen anscheinend relativ corpus/
total oral bis massgeblich larynx — will sagen:
sie hatten zuhause gierige mäuler zu stopfen

die wiederum waren stolz ihrer zeuger sauger
geblieben und egal ob final oder rettend so-
lange hauptsache rorschach galt kam bald
auch dieser unterleib stachel voran im estrich

zu stehn: zitternd — darf man? darf man hier
mal was zu gehör bringen? sind damals auf-
gegriffen worden beim versuch gewisse schäden
nachzubilden die eigentlich von giften (aufzählung

der gifte) ausgelöst dann eines morgens schien
das warten auf die blutung schon vergebens
als unverhofft die hand so rosenfingrig an ver-
räumlicht legten für deren frühgeschichte

gelten kann: gegen zehrgeld durch ekle stapfen
gerobbt von daher gewusst wie der schwamm auf
der schaufel sich fühlt waren sie unsres
dafürhaltens euter und rohling in einem/

(continued)
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tendencies toward independence
( from Lingos VIII)

    1

they let it hang out as sine qua non that if
they bent their knee it certainly was not
for prayer (old school) for them the decoy
suddenly made sense — but now they

molder on in peace apparently relationship
to corpus/totally oral to authoritatively
larynx — i mean had greedy mouths to
stuff at home: these their begetters’ pride

in turn remained clean sucklers and — no
matter if final or expedient as long as mainly
rorschach counts — these bellies too with
spike up front soon took their stand on the

floor: trembling — may one? may one for
once say something here? were caught in the
attempt to mimic certain injuries that actually
were caused by poisons (here enumerate the

poisons) then one morning when the wait
for monthly bleeding seemed already vain
they unexpectedly laid hand so rosyfingered
on a space that can be taken as their early

history: for room and board had crawled in
loathsome footsteps and therefore knew just
how a sponge feels on the shovel they in our
estimate were udder and ruffian in one/

(continued)
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    2

sahen sich selbst jedoch meinten sie hätten
des öfteren an den verboten geleckt (klippschul)
dass allein der gedanke daran “wer einmal” bei
solcher häufung entfalle statt dessen süchtig nach

satzbau: der soll auch immer tüchtig wirkung
zeigen an deren anhalt denen gelegen hatte und
war (betrachtet die spargeln) natürlich die furcht
vor verfärbung geringer je weniger eiter die kunst

desto eher gehet es wohl um bestimmte formen
des fackelns (art von verkehrsüberlieferung) so
fallen denen es anhing wie klafter jene mit psalmen
ins haus: soll man? man soll! nun vor allem

die endung der wespen im auge behalten (ab-
zählung quidquid bis agunt) und mit dem
munde bezahlen die offene schuld war deren 
sache nicht die dem feuchten gedachten in

thermen von “nasszelle” die keinesfalls die ihren 
waren — schaudernd: selbst teil zu sein des
beständigen rinnens wie des rauschens im rohr
wofür es sich lohnt in die kniee zu gehen

(zunge im ohr/ohr an die wand): hört man
gepresst das wachsen fremder kulturen
das junge grün beginnt in den winkelm
denen zu wuchern die lippen bereits aber wie

published 1998
Ulf Stolterfoht
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    2

though in their own eyes thought they had
so often licked the rules (see boarding school)
that with such frequency the mere thought of

“even just once” became irrelevant. instead

craved sentence structure: which is said
to have immense effect they wanted to
preserve and were of course (consider the
asparagus) the less afraid of color change

in tests the less septic the art the more it’s
a matter of certain forms of wavering (a
kind of traffic lore) so on those badmouthed
guys the guys with psalms descend like a

cord of wood: shall we? we shall! above
all keeping an eye on the ending of wasps
(countdown quidquid to agunt) and paying
by mouth the open debt was not their thing

who thought of wet in therms of “bathroom”
by no means their own — with a shudder:
to be themselves part of the steady pouring
and roaring in the pipes worth bending

your knee for (tongue in ear/ear against
wall): you hear compressed the growth of
alien cultures young green begins in
corners where lips already run riot but how

translated from German by
Rosmarie Waldrop
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“Lingos VIII”
    Notes
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“the following”, stanza 4, line 1 (“after: re”):  
Obviously the “resolutions” after “er” and after “re” yield a rather different 
vocabulary in German.

“tendencies toward independence”, section 2, stanza 4, line 3  
(“countdown quidquid to agunt”): reference to the Latin proverb, quidquid 
agis, prudenter agas et respice finem whatever you do, do it prudently and 
consider the outcome. 
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terra terror terra terror
preikšnojautas nenovēršamas kā gravitācija
un tu smagām acīm ainavu vēro
jūtot ka tevi nepareizi mācīja

kā ērkšķi pret debesīm gotistkās smailes
dievs tās jau pameta vakar
kas atliek? par daili apvārdot bailes
pirms melnas drānas uz spoguļiem sakar

izslēdz no dienas kārtības pēdējās ziņas
asiņains vējš griež vējdzirnavas
nevajag uzvaru ja tādas tās cīņas
vajag vien to kā tev nav bijis un nava

published 2006
Peters BrŸveris



133

terra terror terra terror
presentiments inevitable as gravity
and with heavy eyes you view the landscape
feeling that you’ve been taught incorrectly

like thorns against the sky gothic spires
abandoned by god already yesterday
what remains? to charm away fear through art
before black cloth is draped over the mirrors

lock out from the day’s order the last news
a bloody wind causes the windmills to turn
victory’s not called for if such the battle
necessary only what has not been nor is

translated from Latvian by
Inara Cedrins
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胡桃の戦意のために（抄） 

    34

難破する光り。割れた唇をさらに大きくひらき、髪を銹びつかせた海をお
まえは呼び込む。泡沫と涯てばかりでつくられた献身の街へ、一月の黒馬
の息で乗りあげるときにも。七つの灘に崩れる胸、水の布として一気に、ひ
きちぎられる宙。いま人間はその瞬時の裂け目、応えるものをもたぬ、彼方
の影にすぎない。だが、見ろ。難破し、捩じられる光りの端よ。砂粒をつけ
たおまえの踵の腱が、跳躍の青褪めた収縮に耐えはじめたさまを。侮蔑の、
打擲の、草の香りの立ち昇る中に。 
 

(continued)
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from For the Fighting Spirit of  
the Walnut

    34 
 
A shipwrecked light. Opening your cracked lips still wider, you call in the rusty-
haired ocean. Even as you ride into the city of devotion composed only of ephemera 
and horizon, on the breath of a black horse in January. Your heart crushed upon the 
seven seas, space torn apart at once as the fabric of water. A person now is a breach 
of the moment — lacking that which responds, is nothing but a yonder shadow. But 
look — O twisted edge of the shipwrecked light. This sight of the tendons in your 
heel, with grains of sand on them, beginning to withstand the pale constriction of 
your leaps. Amidst the rising scent of grass, of thrashing, of disdain. 
 

(continued)
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    39
 
周縁の稀薄さを主題にして、成就しなかったもののかたちを見極めること。
たとえば、わたしの亡骸を覆いはじめていく風のかさぶた。そのあえかな
細胞を出入りし、息づ かせてもいる、懲りない誕生への欲望の音楽。 

(continued)
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    39
 
Taking the sparseness of the fringes as subject, to assess the shape of that which 
remains unfulfilled. For example, the scab of wind which begins to shroud my 
remains. The music of a desire towards birth that never learns its lesson — coming 
and going through those fragile cells, making them breathe. 

(continued)
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    41 
 
錐もむ岬の、はだらのたてがみにしがみついて冬波の夜へ、流れる閾を過
ぎた。日は落ち、燈台なお暗く眠りこみ、海一面で風が錫に吹き変わった。
ときすでに遅くぼくは見た、つくばって抱く土の舳先の海へ海へ躪る内部に、
潮さびた地下鉄道が眼差しよりまっすぐに轟いてゆくのを。その最後尾に
は、背に緑のヒトデをつけたぼくの死んだ人たち… 
 

(continued)
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    41 
 
Holding fast to the patchy mane of the drill-worn cape, into a night of winter 
waves, I crossed a flowing threshold. The day sunk, the lighthouse fell still darker 
into sleep, and over the entire ocean the wind blew itself to tin. Already too late, 
crouched over the prow of the ground as it sidled towards the ocean, the ocean, 
I saw it — through its interior the sea-rusted subway thundering along, straigher 
than a gaze. And at the very end, my dead people, wearing green starfish on their 
backs . . . 
 

(continued)
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    43 
 
蜘蛛は天才である。季節をつなぐ雲よりもさらに高い大気の層を気団を率
い移動する神速。蜘蛛は天才である。降下十六方への燦きは重力を逃れ
るパラシュートでなく、空全体に筋を与え、光りの雫を地へみちびく。つい
でに自分を降ろすにすぎない。あんなに透きとおる骨、折れてもあふれる
骨があるだろうか。しかも彼は種子。忍耐と想像を滋養として、策謀はむし
ろ無。魔術はむしろ無。おのれをふくむ、誰の栄光も認めない軽やかな邪
悪。蜘蛛はただの天才である。 

(continued)
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    43 
 
The spider is genius. The celerity which moves — leading the air mass — the 
atmosphere level that falls higher than the clouds connecting the seasons. The 
spider is genius. The brilliance descending omnidirectionally is not a gravity-
evading parachute, but striates the entire sky, guiding drops of light towards the 
ground. And it just lowers itself down along the way. How can there be such 
transparent bones — bones that flood over, even as they break. And plus he is a 
seed. With endurance and imagination as nourishment, the scheme is rather null. 
Sorcery is rather null. A light-handed evil which admits no glory, not even your 
own. The spider is simply genius. 
 

(continued)
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    44 
 
詩句は被分断を力としている。未来にも過去にも頼らず、行間と行間のあ
いだをひたすらに懸垂している。たったひとりで闇の中で、長く泣きつづ
ける子供のように、みずからを時の影からどこまでも引き離そうとしている。
しかも、そんなものたちが、分断を介して連なっているのだ。 
 

(continued)
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    44 
 
Verse finds strength in being segmented. Dependent on neither future nor past, it 
persistently dangles between line space and line space. Like a child that cries for a 
long time all alone in the dark, it tries to tear itself as far away as possible from the 
shadows of time. Nevertheless, they are the ones that are, through segmentation, 
placed into lines. 
 

(continued)
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    64 
 
眼差しは、長すぎるからすぐにつかまる。つぶらな湖へ注いで、ひどくしぶく。
しぶきをつなぐ振り返った眼差しと、一瞬の間なく絡みあう。道と道とが
交わるように、自他を失くすまで睦みあう。憎しみの冬、蔑みの夜、決然と
した拒絶の丘の朝にさえも。長すぎる意味の糸がほつれて、失神の沖が青
くひろがる。ひとりの瞳を見る者は、もう、すべての水への溺死者。 

(continued)
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    64 
 
The gaze is easily caught because it is too long. Pouring into that beady round lake, 
it makes a great spray. And without a moment’s pause gets entangled with the gaze 
that turns back, connecting the spray. As a street will cross another street, they 
get along well to the point that they lose the distinction between self and other. 
For the winter of hatred, evening of contempt, even for the morning on the hill of 
resolute rejection. The thread of the too-long significance unravels and the open 
sea of the swoon spreads, in blue. One who looks at a single eye has already been 
drowned towards the water of all things. 
 

(continued)
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    69 
 

（こんなところに転がっていても、砲弾に負傷し、繃帯を巻かれた、ギヨー
ム＝アルベール＝ウラジミール＝アレクサンドル＝アポリネール・コストロヴ
ィツキーの恋する大きな頭部について、ぼくは片時だって忘れたことがな
い）。 
 

(continued)
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    69 
 
(Even as I roll about here, I have never for a moment forgotten about the loving, 
large head of Guillaume Albert Vladimir Alexander Appollinaire Kostrowitsky, 
injured by a shell and wrapped up in bandages.) 
 

(continued)
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    74 
 
洪水も木霊も、ウレタンと下水道に吸われて終る。遠くの窓から途切れが
ちにピアノ、窓の近くは若いケヤキのざわざわ。それらもやがて、燃える鼓
膜に吸われたままで終るだろう。人混みに呑まれてもうみえないひとよ、ぼ

くは元気だ。洪水も木霊もなく、しごく元気だ。 

(continued)



149

 

    74 
 
Floods and echoes all end by being sucked into the sewer with urethane. Intermittent 
piano sounds from a distant window, the rustling of a young Zelkova tree near the 
window. They, too, will eventually come to their ends, while being sucked into the 
burning eardrum. O no longer visible person swallowed by the crowds — I am well. 
With no floods nor echos, I am extremely well. 
 

(continued)



150

 

    87 
 
羽蟻を潰すときいっそう細い指先の、闇雲のうごき。誤字を消すときいっ
そう太くぐぢゃぐぢゃと湧く、黒雲の筆跡。おれが死ぬとき、ほんとうの雲
間から、どんな鳥が胸もとへ降り立ち、どんな錯乱の爪跡を残して、絶え
絶えの魂を啄むだろう。 

(continued)
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    87 
 
The movement in my fingertips — all the finer, beclouded — as I crush a winged 
ant. The dark cloud of handwriting that gushes forth as I erase a mistake, all the 
thicker and messier. When I die, I wonder just what kind of bird will decend on my 
chest from between the real clouds, leaving what kinds of deranged scratch marks, 
pecking at this feeble spirit. 
 

(continued)
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    100 
 
最後の力をふるい起してぼくは、きみの青褪めた戸口へプレゼントしよう。
別の瞳へ向うための、最初の食べものとなるように。封印された渦潮。繃
帯もあらたな太陽。智恵ある石果。

published 1982
Takashi Hiraide | 平出隆
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    100 
 
Summoning up my last bit of energy, I shall give a gift to your pale doorway. So 
that it might become your first bit of food before heading over to the other eye. 
Whirling tides that are sealed in. And the sun with new bandages. Drupes with 
wisdom. 

translated from Japanese by
Sawako Nakayasu
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Homophonic Feature

byþ anmōd    and oferhyrned,
felafrēcne dēor    —feohteþ mid hornum—
mǣre mōrstapa;    þæt is mōdig wuht!

•

These lines were translated based on their sound  
to create the poems on the following pages.

.
The lines are taken from “The Old English Rune Poem,”  

which appears on page 74 facing a translation by John Estes.
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A keyhole mind wants an offering:
take off the freezing doors. Fear is buzzing.
Air roars over lava — don’t tell the movie world.

•

If it’s a keyhole you are offering and not a door
then door, door, door      — freak the hornet — 
I’ll marry the thick field, maybe more;
who can say what’s in the wood

•

A fern in a keyhole is an animal
Shoot her through the door
Some fellas drop some go touring
Mama don’t stop me  this is the world

Elaine Bleakney



158

By the corner of Anmod and Oferhyrned
This fashionable frathouse—fetid with horniness—
Is a mother’s nightmare. What did you expect!

Billy Collins



159

    Tamar’s Plea

Bide, Amnon,        Do not offend.
Felicity’s my freezing door      — Fried cakes mid-morn instead —
My ear more stoppered        (My mother, other)	
But Dad will mourn (our common King)    What unmakes me Monday’s wife!

Sharon Dolin
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Bip and Mod. An offer. Hire Ned.
Fellow freak knee, Dior. — Free your tepid-horn. Um —
Mere more stop ah. Pet is moo. Dig? What!

Keith Ekiss



161

    Note to an Aspiring Unicorn

Bring your own pan, Maude, and over-yearned,
freelance in ore,

die a mare in transformation —
gold alicorn half-risen —

your hoof-steps on a tape in morse,
to be dug out of peat!

Farnoosh Fathi
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By then, Maud        hand over hand
fell afresh; “Need      Orfeo, timid or numb,
Miriam — or — stop!      Thetis moody, what?”

Caroline Knox
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Bypass modernity
and over-hyphenated
feelings, doors —
faith might harmoniously
mirror missteps:
ashes modest & white!

Brett Fletcher Lauer
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beerily mad        he dove over the net
feeling freshened or  feathered with horns, sun
a mere morsel of pain      pelts his molting will

•

a barren maid         offered her need
falling through French doors        fainting into mid-Autumn
merry its Morse tapping              pit against this moody weight

Andrea Lingenfelter
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bitten mode    and oh fair hornèd

fella freak knee day or       fey of death mid whore numb
            dare
         need air

mayor aye moors topple    Thetis muddy goo wot
                      that is      go what
                                  gore watt

Wendy Walker
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Poets
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Hugo Ball
Hugo Ball (1886–1927) was a German poet, prose writer, playwright, and journal-
ist, and one of the foremost members of the Dadaist Movement. He was the au-
thor of the Dada Manifesto and a co-founder of the Cabaret Votaire. As a poet, he 
published extensively in the leading German language literary magazines of the 
day. Among his best known works are the play Michelangelo’s Nose (1911), Cabaret 
Voltaire (1916), Critique of the German Intelligentsia (1919), Flight Out of Time 
(1927), and a biography of Hermann Hesse published in 1927.

Polina Barskova
Polina Barskova was born in St. Petersburg, Russia in 1976. She received her 
Ph.D. from UC Berkeley in Russian Literature and Film. She currently teaches at 
Hampshire College, MA.

Roberto Bolaño
Chilean-born Roberto Bolaño co-founded the Infrarealist poetry movement in 
Mexico City in the 1970s. He later moved to the Catalonia region of Spain where, 
after becoming widely recognized for his novels and short stories, he published two 
collections of poetry: The Romantic Dogs and Three. His most recent collection, 
The Unknown University, was published posthumously in 2007. Nicanor Parra, the 
Chilean antipoet, was Roberto Bolaño’s idol and friend.

Rolf Dieter Brinkmann
Rolf Dieter Brinkmann was born in Vechta, Germany in 1940 and died in 1975 in 
London after being struck by a hit-and-run driver. Brinkmann’s posthumous po-
etry collection, Westwärts 1 & 2, appeared in 1975 and was awarded the prestigious 
Petrarca Prize. A collection of Mark Terrill’s translations of Brinkmann, Like a 
Pilot, is available from Sulphur River Literary Review Press.

Peters BrŸveris
Peters Brūveris was born in Riga in 1957 and has worked as a literary consultant to 
the newspaper Latvijas Jaunatne (Latvian Youth) and as the director of the literary 
department of the newspaper Literatura un Maksla (Art and Literature). Eight col-
lections of his poetry have been published, most recently Behind Glass (2006). He 
has also written four books for children. He translated and edited a collection of 
Turkish poetry entitled Courtyards Filled with Pigeons (1988, together with Uldis 
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Bērziņš), and has translated the works of many Lithuanian poets as well as poetry 
and prose from Azerbaijani, the Crimean Tatar language; Russian; German; and 
Prussian. His honors include the Days of Poetry Prize, the Award in Literature 
from the Baltic Assembly, and the National Prize for Best Book.

Patrizia Cavalli
Patrizia Cavalli was born in Todi, Umbria and lives in Rome. She has published Le 
mie poesie non cambieranno il mondo (1974), Il cielo (1981), Poesie 1974–1992 (1992), 
L’ io singolare proprio mio, and Sempre aperto teatro (1999). In 2006, she published 
Pigre divinità e pigra sorte, which won the Pier Paolo Pasolini Poetry Prize. All 
of her books have been published by Einaudi, for whom she has also translated 
Shakespeare’s A Midsummer Night’s Dream.

René Char
French poet René Char (1907–1988) was influenced by the surrealists, his love of 
his native Provence, and his active participation in the French Resistance during 
World War II. He is known for his economy of style, including his aphorisms and 
his short bursts of prose.

Marcello Frixione
Marcello Frixione is Associate Professor of Philosophy of Language at the 
University of Salerno, where he writes and teaches on artificial intelligence. He is 
the author of two books of poetry, including Ologrammi (2000), from which the 
sequence in this issue is taken.

Vasile Gârne‰
Vasile Gârneţ is the author of four books of poetry and one novel. He is the edi-
tor of Contrafort, Republic of Moldova’s leading cultural magazine, and currently 
serves as Moldova’s representative to PEN. His poetry has been translated from 
Romanian into French, German, and Italian. In the fall of 1998, he attended the 
International Writers Program in Iowa City.
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Haizi
Haizi (pen name of Zha Haisheng) was born in the city of Gaohe in Anhui prov-
ince. He studied law at Beijing University and upon graduating was appointed pro-
fessor at Chinese Politics and Law University. On March, 26 1989, Haizi, while 
traveling alone, committed suicide by laying down on a railroad track near Jiayu 
Gate at the western end of the Great Wall of China. The Chinese consider him—a 
symbolist in the company of Rimbaud, Hölderlin, Henry Vaughan, and Trakl—
one of their nation’s most important and influential Modernist poets.

Takashi Hiraide 
Takashi Hiraide, born in Fukuoka prefecture in 1950, is one of the most well-re-
spected and admired poets coming out of Japan’s postwar generation. He is the 
author of over 15 books, and is a recipient of several literary awards in the various 
genres in which he writes. These include poetry in free verse (The Inn), prose poetry 
(For the Fighting Spirit of the Walnut), off-prose poetry (Notes for My Left-hand 
Diary), tanka (One Hundred and Eleven Tankas to Mourn My Father), criticism 
(At the Tip of Attack), essay (The Berlin Moment), and fiction (A Guest Cat). He is 
a Professor of Art Science and a member of the Institute for Art Anthropology at 
Tama Art University.

Ozaki Hπsai
Ozaki Hōsai (1885–1926) graduated from Tokyo Imperial University and began 
working for an insurance firm. He eventually gave up his position and moved from 
temple to temple, writing free-verse haiku. The selections included here have been 
culled from 2,721 poems written during the last year of his life and discovered in 
1996. Hōsai’s Japanese poems can be found in his Collected Works: Hōsai Zenshū 
(Chikuma Shobō, 2001).

Hung Hung
Hung Hung (sometimes spelled Hong Hong) is a poet, translator, and award-
winning filmmaker. He lives in Taipei, where he co-edits the avant-garde journal 
Xianzai Shi (Poetry Now) and curates the Taipei International Poetry Festival. 

“Our Eden on Reservoir Road” is from his fourth collection of poetry, Tuzhi 
zhadan (Homeland Bomb).
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Ise no Tayû
Ise no Tayû lived during the middle part of the Heian period (784–1185) in Japan, 
an era known for its high aesthetic standards. In 1007 she began serving Empress 
Shôshi (also known as Jôtômon-in, 988–1074) and through her life participated in 
numerous poetry contests. She is widely anthologized in imperial poetry antholo-
gies, and there is a private collection of her poems known as the Ise no Tayû-shû. 
Between the 10th and 15th centuries, the Japanese emperors ordered the compila-
tion of 21 anthologies of poetry. The original of the poem in this issue is a waka 
(31-syllable poetic form) that appears in the Goshûishû, the Collection of Later 
Gleanings of Japanese Poetry, the fourth such anthology, which Emperor Shirakawa 
commissioned Fujiwara no Michitoshi to compile in 1086. The Goshûishû was the 
first anthology in which Buddhist-themed poems were given a subsection, titled 
Shakkyo (teachings of the Buddha). These teachings are the “Law” to which the 
poem refers.

Eugen Jebeleanu
The work of Eugen Jebeleanu (1911–1991), one of Romania’s most important and 
challenging 20th-century poets, is virtually unknown in the West. He published 
over 12 collections of poems, received numerous prestigious European literary 
awards (including the Italian Taormina Prize and the Austrian Herder Prize), and 
in the 1970s was nominated by the Romanian Academy for the Nobel Prize. These 
translations from his final collection, Secret Weapon (published in Romania in 
1980), are the first widespread appearance of his work outside of Romania.

Bernard Noël
Poet, novelist, essayist, historian, and art critic Bernard Noël received the Prix 
National de Poésie in 1992. He was given the poet laureateship as well as the Grand 
Prix International Guillevic-Ville de Saint-Malo for his oeuvre in 2005. In France, 
his poems are accessible in three pocketbook editions: La Chute des temps and 
Extraits du corps from Poésie/Gallimard and Le Reste du voyage from Points/poésie 
Seuil. 
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Aleksandra Petrova
Aleksandra Petrova (b. 1964, Leningrad) studied in Tartu, emigrated to Jerusalem, 
and since 1998 has lived in Rome. Her two volumes of poetry in Russian are Liniia 
otryva (1994) and Vid na zhitel’stvo (1999). A third collection is in press in Moscow. 
She has also published a “philosophical operetta” entitled Pastukha Dolli that re-
counts a tale of cloning in pastoral terms. The poem published here is dedicated to 
Aleksandr Il’ianen, contemporary Russian fiction writer and poet.

Heeduk Ra
Heeduk Ra was born in Nonsan in 1966 and educated at Yonsei University. She has 
published five books of poetry and two of prose, for which she has received many 
honors, including the Suyeong Kim Literary Award, Today’s Young Artist Award, 
the Modern Literature Award, the Ilyeon Literary Prize, and the Isan Literary 
Award. She teaches creative writing at Chosun University, and is regarded as one of 
the best poets in Korea.

Tomaž Šalamun
Tomaž Šalamun was born in 1941 in Zagreb, Croatia and raised in Koper, Slovenia. 
He has a degree in Art History from the University of Ljubljana. He has published 
more than 30 books of poetry in Slovenia and is recognized as one of the leading 
poets in Central Europe. His honors include a Pushcart Prize, a visiting Fulbright 
to Columbia University, and a fellowship to the International Writing Program 
at the University of Iowa. He also has served as Cultural Attaché to the Slovenian 
Consulate in New York. He has had nine collections of poetry published in 
English, including The Selected Poems of Tomaž Šalamun (Ecco Press, 1988), edited 
by Charles Simic; Feast (Harcourt Brace, 2000); and Poker (Ugly Duckling, 2003). 
Woods and Chalices, translated with Brian Henry, is forthcoming in 2008.

Kurt Schwitters
Kurt Schwitters (1887–1948) was born in Hannover, Germany and lived there un-
til 1937 when he was forced to flee the Nazi regime, which included his art in the 
famous 1937 exhibition in Munich of “degenerate art.” He fled first to Norway, 
then England, where he was held briefly in an internment camp before being al-
lowed to move to the Lake District. Fascinated by found objects and found phrases, 
Schwitters was a master of the collage in all media: sculpture, sound, literature, 
architecture, cabaret performance, and typography. He often called his creations 

“Merzbau,” which can be translated as Merz-constructions or Merz-buildings, be-
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cause he intended his art to create a complete, inhabitable environment for his audi-
ence. “Merz” was his own movement, an alternative to officially belonging to Dada, 
although he was also frequently known as being the outpost of Dada Hannover. 
Schwitters’s artworks can be seen in the permanent collections of MoMA, the 
Guggenheim Museum of Venice, and the Sprengel Museum in Hannover. His 
poem “An Anna Blume,” which he once translated himself into eccentric English 
as “To Eve Blossom,” is perhaps the most famous of all Dada poems.

Jan Skácel
Jan Skácel was a Czech poet who was born in 1922 in the small Moravian village of 
Vnorovy. He moved to Brno to study and spent the rest of his life there. Between 
1957 and 1969, he published several collections and became the editor-in-chief of a 
monthly journal Host do domu (Welcome, Guest). After the Soviet occupation of 
1969, the Communist regime prevented him from publishing in Czechoslovakia. 
Some of his work was published in samizdat and abroad. The loosening of restric-
tions in the 1980s allowed him to publish books of older poems before his death 
in 1989. The poem in this issue was first published in Host do domu in 1962. In the 
same year, Skácel included it in a collection of poems called Hodina mezi psem a 
vlkem (The Hour between Dog and Wolf ).

Ulf Stolterfoht
Ulf Stolterfoht was born in 1963 in Stuttgart and now lives in Berlin with his wife 
and three children. He has published three books of poems, all called Fachsprachen 
(lingos, jargons, technical terms): Fachsprachen I–IX (1998), Fachsprachen 
X–XVIII (2002), for which he received the Hans-Erich-Nossack-Förderpreis and 
the Christine Lavant-Preis respectively, and most recently, in 2004, Fachsprachen 
XIX–XXVII, which received the Anna-Seghers-Prize.

Imants Ziedonis
Imants Ziedonis (b. 1933) has been one of Latvia’s most prominent writers and 
cultural leaders since the late 1960s. He is the author of many volumes of poetry, 
children’s books, nonfiction, and film scripts. Although his work has been trans-
lated into numerous European languages (Swedish, German, Russian, and others), 
little has appeared in English. The selection here is from his first collection of prose 
poems titled Epiphanies.
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Translators
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Damiano Abeni
Damiano Abeni is an epidemiologist who has translated American poetry since 
1973. In Italy, he has published translated volumes of Elizabeth Bishop, Allen 
Ginsberg, Mark Strand, Charles Simic, and others. With Mark Strand, he edited 
West of Your Cities, a bilingual anthology of contemporary American poets. His 
translations appear in numerous Italian journals, and he is among the editors of 
the journal Nuovi Argomenti.

Joshua Adams & Joel Calahan
Joshua Adams and Joel Calahan are staff members at the Chicago Review. Their 
translation of Marcello Frixione’s Holograms is forthcoming from Cracked Slab 
Books.

Shon Arieh-Lerer
Shon Arieh-Lerer is a poet and translator, and is working on endangered language 
preservation. He lives in Brooklyn, New York.

Elaine Bleakney
Elaine Bleakney’s work has appeared in Hotel Amerika, Konundrum Engine 
Literary Review, and other journals. She is a recipient of a poetry fellowship from 
the International Institute of Modern Letters. She lives in Brooklyn and works at 
the Academy of American Poets in New York City.

Steve Bradbury
Steve Bradbury has published several volumes of poetry in translation, most re-
cently Feelings Above Sea Level: Prose Poems from the Chinese of Shang Qin (Zephyr 
Press, 2006).

Nancy Naomi Carlson
Author of Kings Highway (WWPH) and two prize-winning chapbooks, Nancy 
Naomi Carlson is an associate editor for Tupelo Press and an instructor at the 
Bethesda Writer’s Center. She holds a PhD in foreign language methodology. Her 
work has appeared in such journals as Poetry, Prairie Schooner, and Shenandoah.
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Mary Ann Caws
Mary Ann Caws is Distinguished Professor of English, French,  Comparative 
Literature, and Film Studies at the Graduate Center, CUNY. Her many books in-
clude Surprised in Translation; Glorious Eccentrics: Modernist Women Writing 
and Painting; To the Boathouse: A Memoir; and Illustrated Lives of Marcel Proust, 
Virginia Woolf, and Henry James. She is the editor of The Harper Collins World 
Reader, Mallarmé in Prose, The Yale Anthology of Twentieth Century French Poetry, 
and Surrealism.  The recipient of Guggenheim, NEH, Getty, and Rockefeller 
fellowships, she is past president of the MLA and the American Comparative 
Literature Association.

Inara Cedrins
Inara Cedrins is an artist, writer, and translator from Latvian into English. In 
2005–2006 she lived in Riga and taught Creative Writing at the University of 
Latvia. Her latest collection of poetry, Fugitive Connections, was published last 
year by the Virtual Artists Collective. She now lives in Albuquerque.

Billy Collins
Billy Collins’s most recent books of poems are She Was Just Seventeen (2006) — a 
letterpress edition of haiku, and The Trouble with Poetry (2005). He is a former U.S. 
Poet Laureate.

Sharon Dolin
Sharon Dolin won the 2007 AWP Donald Hall Prize in Poetry for Burn and 
Dodge, which will be published by the University of Pittsburgh Press in 2008. She 
is the author of three previous books of poems including Realm of the Possible and 
Serious Pink. Dolin is Poet-in-Residence at The New School for Liberal Arts. She 
also teaches poetry workshops at the 92nd Street Y and directs the Center for Book 
Arts Annual Letterpress Poetry Chapbook Competition. 

Patrick Donnelly
Patrick Donnelly’s collection of poems is The Charge (Ausable Press, 2003). He 
is an Associate Editor at Four Way Books, and will be faculty fellow in Poetry 
at Colby College in 2007–2008. With Stephen Miller he has translated the 16th-
century Japanese Nô play Shunzei Tadanori.
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Moira Egan
Moira Egan’s first poetry collection, Cleave (2004), was nominated for the National 
Book Award and was a finalist for the ForeWord Book of the Year. Recent poems 
have appeared in Hampden-Sydney Poetry Review, Notre Dame Review, Poetry, 
Prairie Schooner, and other journals, and in the anthologies Lofty Dogmas and 
Discovering Genre: Poetry. She and Damiano Abeni are collaborating on an an-
thology of contemporary Italian poets.

Keith Ekiss
Keith Ekiss is the Jones Lecturer in Poetry at Stanford for 2007–2009. The past 
recipient of a Witter Bynner Poetry Translators Residency from the Santa Fe Art 
Institute, his translations of the Costa Rican poet Eunice Odio have appeared in 
Modern Poetry in Translation, Poetry International, New England Review, Two 
Lines, Circumference (5), and other journals.

John Estes
John Estes is an instructor and doctoral student at the University of Missouri-
Columbia. Recent poems have appeared or are forthcoming in Zoland Poetry, Ars 
Interpres, The Journal, Notre Dame Review and Literary Imagination. A chapbook, 
Breakfast with Blake at the Laocoön, is due this year from Finishing Line Press.

Farnoosh Fathi
Farnoosh Fathi lives in Texas, where she studies literature and creative writing. Her 
poems and translations have appeared in Denver Quarterly and Circumference (2).

Peter Golub
Peter Golub is currently enrolled in the MFA program at the University of Nevada, 
Las Vegas. His translations can be found in Absinthe: New European Poetry, 
Caketrain, Cimarron Review, and St. Petersburg Review. He is an associate editor 
of the online magazine Zone (zonefornone.blogspot.com).
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Laura Healy
Laura Healy has studied Literary Translation and Latin American Studies at 
Brown University and La Universidad de la República in Montevideo, Uruguay. 
Poems from her translation of Roberto Bolaño’s collection, The Romantic Dogs, 
will also appear in Soft Targets Journal, The Threepenny Review, and The Believer.

Brian Henry
Brian Henry is the author of five books of poetry, most recently The Stripping 
Point (Counterpath, 2007) and Quarantine (Ahsahta, 2006). His translation of 
the Slovenian poet Tomaž Šalamun’s book Woods and Chalices will appear from 
Harcourt in 2008.

Radu Ioanid
Radu Ioanid was born in Bucharest, Romania. He is the author of several books 
on Romanian history and the Holocaust, including Sword of the Archangel (East 
European Monographs, 1990), The Holocaust in Romania (Ivan R. Dee, 2000), 
and The Ransom of the Jews: The Story of the Extraordinary Secret Bargain Between 
Romania and Israel (Ivan R. Dee, 2005). He works as Director of International 
Archival Programs Division at the US Holocaust Memorial Museum. 

Won-Chung Kim
Won-Chung Kim is a professor of English Literature at Sungkyunkwan University 
in Seoul, Korea, where he teaches contemporary American poetry, ecological lit-
erature, and translation. He earned his PhD in English at the University of Iowa in 
1993. He has translated Chiha Kim’s Heart’s Agony and Choi Seungho’s Flowers in 
the Toilet Bowl. He will soon publish translations of Hyonjong Chong’s Trees of the 
World and an anthology of Korean nature poets. 

Caroline Knox
Caroline Knox’s sixth book, Quaker Guns, is forthcoming from Wave Books in 
April 2008.
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Daniela Kukrechtová
Daniela Kukrechtová was born in Brno, Czech Republic in 1972. She translates 
from Czech into English and writes poetry in English. She is currently a doctoral 
candidate in the Department of English and American Literature at Brandeis 
University, and is writing a dissertation about the role of the metropolis in early 
20th-century American poetry. 

Brett Fletcher Lauer
Brett Fletcher Lauer is the Managing Director of the Poetry Society of America 
and a Poetry Editor at A Public Space. His poems have appeared in Bomb, Boston 
Review, The Modern Review, and elsewhere. He lives in Brooklyn.

Andrea Lingenfelter
Andrea Lingenfelter writes poetry and translates contemporary Chinese poetry 
and fiction. Her publications of translations include the novels Candy by Mian 
Mian (Back Bay Books) and Farewell My Concubine by Lilian Lee (William 
Morrrow and Co). Her translations of poetry have appeared in various journals 
and anthologies. She is currently working on a book-length collection of poems by 
Zhai Yongming, China’s foremost feminist poet.

Gerald Maa
Gerald Maa is currently in the mfa program at the University of Maryland, 
College Park.

Christopher Merrill
Christopher Merrill has published four collections of poetry, including Watch 
Fire, for which he received the Peter I. B. Lavan Younger Poets Award from the 
Academy of American Poets; several edited volumes and works in translation; and 
four books of nonfiction, The Grass of Another Country: A Journey Through the 
World of Soccer, The Old Bridge: The Third Balkan War and the Age of the Refugee, 
Only the Nails Remain: Scenes from the Balkan Wars, and Things of the Hidden God: 
Journey to the Holy Mountain. He directs the International Writing Program at the 
University of Iowa.
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Carrie Messenger
Carrie Messenger learned Romanian as a Peace Corps Volunteer in Moldova. Her 
translations have appeared in The Literary Review, Salmagundi, and the anthology 
Words Without Borders. It was her good fortune to work with Vasile Gârneţ while 
she was at the Iowa Writers’ Workshop.

Stephen Miller
Stephen Miller is assistant professor of Japanese Language and Literature at the 
University of Massachusetts, Amherst. He is translator of A Pilgrim’s Guide to 
Forty-Six Temples (Weatherhill Inc, 1990) and editor of Partings at Dawn: An 
Anthology of Japanese Gay Literature (Gay Sunshine Press, 1996).

Sawako Nakayasu
Sawako Nakayasu was born in Japan and has lived most of her life in the US. Her 
forthcoming books include Hurry Home Honey (Burning Deck) and Texture Notes 
(Letter Machine). A translation of For the Fighting Spirit of the Walnut by Takashi 
Hiraide in its entirety is forthcoming from New Directions.

Eléna Rivera
Eléna Rivera’s translation of Raymond Roussel’s Locus Solus (Chapter V) was pub-
lished in the Chicago Review. She is currently working on a translation of Isabelle 
Baladine Howald’s book-length poem Secrets of the Breath. Her latest book of poetry 
Mistakes, Accidents and the Want of Liberty was published by Barque Press (2006).

Stephanie Sandler
Stephanie Sandler teaches in the Slavic Department at Harvard University. She 
has written about Pushkin, including Commemorating Pushkin: Russia’s Myth of a 
National Poet (2004), about sex and gender in Russian culture, and about contem-
porary poets. She translated poems by Elena Fanailova, Nina Iskrenko, and Elena 
Shvarts for An Anthology of Contemporary Russian Women Poets (2005).

James Shea
James Shea’s poems have appeared in various journals, including American Letters 
and Commentary, Black Clock, The Canary, and Crowd. His translations of con-
temporary haiku poets can be found in the Japanese journal Ginyu.
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Christina Svendsen
Christina Svendsen is a doctoral candidate in Comparative Literature at Harvard 
University. She is writing a dissertation on the rhetoric of architecture, particularly 
in Walter Benjamin, Proust, Ruskin, Hegel, and Woolf.

Mark Terrill
Mark Terrill shipped out of San Francisco as a merchant seaman, studied and spent 
time with Paul Bowles in Tangier, Morocco, and has lived in Germany since 1984. 
Recent books include Bread & Fish (The Figures) and Kid with Gray Eyes (Cedar 
Hill Books). 

Bitite Vinklers
Bitite Vinklers is a translator of Latvian folklore and contemporary literature. Her 
translations have appeared in anthologies and periodicals, most recently in The 
Paris Review, Seneca Review, and Words Without Borders. She lives in Brooklyn.

Rosmarie Waldrop
Rosmarie Waldrop’s trilogy (The Reproduction of Profiles, Lawn of Excluded Middle, 
and Reluctant Gravities) has just been reprinted by New Directions under the title: 
Curves to the Apple. Her collected essays, Dissonance (if you are interested), was pub-
lished by University of Alabama Press in 2005.

Wendy Walker
Wendy Walker is an editor of Proteotypes (Proteus Gowanus Publications), which 
will publish Blue Fire, her ideogrammatic history of the Road Hill House Murder, 
in 2009.

Matthew Zapruder
Matthew Zapruder is the author of two collections of poetry: American Linden 
and The Pajamaist, winner of the 2007 William Carlos Williams Award from the 
Poetry Society of America. He is also the co-translator of Secret Weapon, the final 
collection by the late Romanian poet Eugen Jebeleanu, forthcoming from Coffee 
House Press. He teaches in the MFA Program at the New School and works as an 
Editor for Wave Books. He lives in New York City.



184



185



186

Index by Language
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Chinese  40, 72

Czech  10

French  42, 44, 108 

German  16, 34, 110, 114, 124, 126

Italian  26, 120

Japanese  58, 122, 134

Korean  12, 14

Latvian  84, 132

Old English  74

Romanian  70, 116, 118

Russian  22, 86

Slovenian  102, 106

Spanish  36
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...l ink ing high school  students  f rom 222 nat ions 
            and ter r itor ies  under  one (digital)  roof.
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The Santa Fe Art Institute announces the
November 30, 2007 (postmark) deadline for
Witter Bynner Poetry Translator applica-
tions.

This residency is open to emerging, mid-career and estab-
lished translators. Two recipients of the award are selected
each year.  The residency is held at the SFAI facility, which
was designed by Ricardo Legoretto, and is located in the
geographically and culturally rich area of northern New
Mexico.   Residency recipients are eligible for a one month
residency, a stipend of $500 and a travel stipend of $500
(US dollars).  Information and applications can be found on
line at www.sfai.org

The SFAI’s biannual residency deadline for visual artists and
writers is July and January 5 (postmark) of each year.  A jury
of writers and visual artists select new talent to receive a resi-
dency at the SFAI. Information and applications can be found
at www.sfai.org.

www.sfai.org
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