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Dear Readers,

One reason to read poems is to move into new angles of 
orientation toward the things around us—to find new ways of 
seeing, of hearing, and of thinking.  In “Come with me I know 
exactly where we’re going,” Romanian poet Dan Sociu writes, 
“Saying Paris is Bucharest’s older sister is like saying I myself have 

an older sister in Paris.” Reading, we live in his idea for a moment, we believe it as 
fact. And from that fact, we may move into a logic outside our own.

This torquing and highlighting of perception— so urgent for us, as editors — is a 
practice that can extend to life. The experience of poetry is larger than the experience 
of the poem. By feeling the call of different ways of seeing (and of imagining, and of 
making, and of saying), we also become aware of our own locations, our own syntacti-
cal systems, our knowledges, our limits, and finally, chances to re-draw those limits.

In these ways, editing CIRCUMFERENCE is an intensely personal act, as it is 
always, also, a global one. Sometimes, when arguing for a given poem, one of us will 
quote lines to the other as though these lines could be self-evident testaments to 
the work’s obvious brilliance, often saying in that act more about one’s self than the 
poem. Just as the act of translation is an interaction (the facing pages of CIRCUM-

FERENCE are an imprint of the back-and-forth process), the act of reading is also 
an interaction. These conversations are individual and specific, but through them 
everyone is changed.

We invite you in this issue, as in all issues, to join the conversation, to bring your 
ways of seeing, to react both to what is new and what is familiar in these pages. We 
hope you take these poems personally, but also that you read them with the under-
standing that they speak across great distances. We wish you both struggle and reso-
nance in your reading.

Best wishes,
The Editors
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Без названия 

ярче сердца любого единого дерева

и:

    (Тихие места – опоры наивысшей силы
пения. Она отменяет там слышимость, не вы-
держав себя. Места не-мысли, – если понято
« нет »).

written 965
Gennady Aygi | Геннадий Айги 
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  Untitled

brighter than the heart of any single tree

and: 

    (Quiet places — supports of the highest strength
of singing. It takes away hearing there, un-
able to hold back. Places non-thoughts — if you understand
“non”).

translated from Russian by
Sarah Valentine
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Аннене

Эсĕ хирĕç ан тух эп киле таврăнсан,
Уçса хур алăка, тухса кай пахчана.
Кулленхи ал ĕçне сак çине хăварсам – 
Тахçанах ман валли çыхакаи чăлхана.

Çĕр улми калакне таянтар кĕтессе,
Кăранташ татăкне хур эс кантăк çине,
Эп ăнланăп хамах кĕсьери конвертсем
Ма тĕл-тĕл сарăхса, хуралса пĕтнине.

Сăмахпа эс каллех упкелеймĕн мана: 
Упкев- манăçать эп килте пулнă чух.
Ăсатса янă чух-ятламаççĕ çынна . . .
Эп киле таврăнсан эсĕ хирĕç ан тух.

written 977
Gennady Aygi | Геннадий Айхи
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To Mother 

Do not confront me when I come home:
Open the door, leave the garden.
I have left my needlework on the bench —
I’ve had stockings that fasten for a long time. 

Put the spade in the corner,
Place the pencil stub on the window.
I have read the envelopes in my pocket a hundred times:
That is why in places they are faded, the endings blackened out.  

You will not be able to reproach me again:
Shamefully, he forgets that I was at home as I ought.
They will barely chide a man when they let him go . . .
When I come home do not confront me.

translated from Chuvash by
Sarah Valentine
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Mundo Pequeno

O mundo meu é pequeno, Senhor.
Tem um rio e um pouco de árvores.
Nossa casa foi feita de costas para o rio.
Formigas recortam roseiras da avó.
Nos fundos do quintal há um menino e suas latas
  Maravilhosas.
Seu olho exagera o azul.
Todas as coisas deste lugar já estão comprometidas
  com aves. 
Aqui, se o horizonte enrubesce um pouco, os
  besouros pensam que estão no incêndio.
Quando o rio está começando um peixe,
            Ele me coisa
Ele me rã
Ele me árvore.
De tarde um velho tocará sua flauta 
para inverter os ocasos. 

published 993
Manoel de Barros
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Small World

My world is small, Lord.
There is a river and a few trees.
The back of our house faces the water. 
The ants trim Grandmother’s rose beds. 
In the backyard, there is a boy 
  and his wondrous tin cans.
His eye exaggerates the blue.
Everything from this place has a pact
  with birds. 
Here, if the horizon reddens a little, 
  the beetles think it’s a fire.
Where the river starts a fish,
          river me a thing
River me a frog 
River me a tree. 
In the evenings, an old man plays his flute  
to invert the sunsets.

translated from Portuguese by
Idra Novey
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Aproveitamento de materiais e 
passarinhos de uma demolição

   Passeio N° 

 Depois de encontrar-me com Aliocha Karamazoff,
deixo o sobrado morto
 Vou procurar com os pés essas coisas pequenas do 
chão perto do mar
 Na minha boca estou surdo
 Dou mostras de um bicho de fruta.

(continued)
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The Use of Materials and Birds  
for a Demolition

   Walk No. 

 After getting together with Alyosha Karamazoff
I leave behind the dead house
 With my feet, I try to find the little things
on the ground near the ocean
 In my mouth a deafness
 I exhibit the traits of a fruit fly

(continued)
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   Passeio N° 2

 Um homem (sozinho como um pente) foi visto da
varanda pelos tontos
 Na voz ia crescendo uma árvore
 Aberto era seu rosto como um terreno

(continued)
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   Walk No. 2

 A man (lone as a bridge) was seen 
from the veranda by a group of fools 
 A tree was growing in his voice
 And his face was an open field

(continued)
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   Passeio N° 3

 Raízes de sabiá e musgo
subindo pelas paredes
 Não era normal 
o que tinha de lagartixa na palavra paredes

(continued)
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   Walk No. 3

 Thrush roots and moss
climb up the walls
 It wasn’t normal
the lizard feeling he found in the word walls

(continued)
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   Passeio N° 4

 O homem se olhou: só o seu lado fora subindo
a ladeira . . .
 Caminhos que o diabo não amassou – disse.
 Atrasou o relógio.
 Viu um pouco de mato invadindo as ruínas de
sua boca!

(continued)
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   Walk No. 4

 A man saw himself: only his outer side climbing 
up a ladder . . .
 Paths the devil didn’t knead — he said.
 The clock ran behind.
 He saw a little scrub grass invading the ruins of his mouth.

(continued)
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   Passeio N° 5

Casebres em ruínas
 muros
escalavrados...
E a lesma – na sua liberdade de ir nua
 úmida!

published 970
Manoel de Barros
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   Walk No. 5

Hovels in ruins
 cracks
in the walls
And the slug — in its freedom 
 to go about naked and damp!

translated from Portuguese by
Idra Novey
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A Brief Note on Linked Verse 
Sean Price
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Linked verse (renga), to put it simply, is a Japanese form of 
collaborative poetry, composed usually by two or more poets in 
alternating stanzas of 5-7-5 and 7-7 syllables. This particular poem is a 
kasen, the 36-stanza form favored by Bashō and his disciples.
 The rules of composition are complex (a major one being the 

placement of verses referring to love and seasonal topics, such as the moon and cherry 
blossoms), but the basic idea in linked verse is that of “link and shift”: one verse must 
link with the preceding verse while shifting the mood, scene, or even the season away 
from the one before that. As a rule, there is usually no narrative progression beyond a 
string of two consecutive stanzas.
 There are typically three kinds of links: word links (based on puns or word 
associations), content links (extension of the scene or narrative), and links by “scent” 
(nioi, a subtle link through mood or tone). In the poem translated here, content and 
scent links are most common.

Matsuo Bashō (644–694) is one of the most revered of all Japanese poets. Born a 
low-ranking samurai, at a young age he gave up his status to pursue a poetic life. Today 
he is known primarily for his hokku (haiku) and travel accounts. Hamada Chinseki 
(d. 737) was a physician in Zeze, Ōmi Province, Japan (modern-day Shiga Prefecture).  
Suganuma Kyokusui (d. 77) was a high-ranking samurai in Zeze. He committed 
suicide after taking the life of a disloyal vassal.
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木のもとにの巻 

 花見

木のもとに汁も膾も櫻かな 翁

 西日のどかによき天気なり 珍碩

旅人の虱かき行春暮て 曲水

 はきも習はぬ太刀のひきはだ 翁

月待て假の内裏の司召 碩

 籾臼つくる杣がはやわざ 水

鞍置る三歳駒に秋の來て 翁

 名はさまざまに降替る雨 碵

入込に諏訪の涌湯の夕ま暮 水

 中にもせいの高き山伏 翁

いふ事を唯一方え落しけり 碵

 ほそき筋より恋つのりつゝ  水

(continued)
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Beneath the Trees:  
a Haikai Linked-Verse Poem

 At a blossom-viewing party:

Beneath the trees soup, salad, everything: cherry petals Bashπ

  The sun sinks in the calm . . . it’s good weather Chinseki

A traveler passes scratching at lice as spring dusks Kyokusui

  Not used to wearing a sheathed sword B.

They wait for moonrise to make promotions at the interim court C.

  The woodcutter turns out a quick rice-huller K.

To the saddled pony a third autumn has just come B.

  As the rain changes so do its names C.

Men and women soak at Suwa’s hot springs in the twilight K.

  In there, among them a tall mountain priest B.

Everything he says drops off on his side of things C.

  From such thin reasoning her love just intensifies K.

(continued)
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物おもふ身にもの喰へとせつかれて 翁

 月見る顔の袖おもき露 碵

秋風の船をこはがる波の音 水

 雁ゆくかたや白子若松 翁

千部讀花の盛の一身田 碵

 巡禮死ぬる道のかげろふ 水

何よりも蝶の現ぞあはれなる 翁

 文書ほどの力さへなき 碵

羅に日をいとはるゝ 御かたち 水

 熊野みたきと泣給ひけり 翁

手束弓紀の関守が頑に 碵

 酒ではげたるあたま成覧 水

双六の目をのぞくまで暮かゝ り 翁

 假の持佛にむかふ念仏 碵

中々に土間に居れば蚤もなし 水

 我名は里のなぶりもの也 翁

憎れていらぬ躍の肝を煎 碵

 月夜つきよに明渡る月 水

(continued)
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Deep in yearning, she has to be reminded to eat something B.

  That face viewing the moon sleeves heavy with dew C.

A boat in the autumn winds she’s frightened by the crash of the waves K.

  Where are the geese going — to Shiroko? Wakamatsu? B.

Priests recite one thousand scrolls Ishinden is in full bloom C.

  A pilgrim dying on the path within the heat shimmers K.

More piteous than anything is the butterfly’s reality B.

  She lacks the strength to even write the letter C.

Clad in gauzy silks a noble figure hides from the sun K.

  “But I wish to see Kumano!” with an elegant sob B.

Bow in hand, the guard at Ki Barrier a tenacious one C.

  Looks like he’s gone bald from drinking too much K.

They play dice until they’re squinting in the dark B.

  At an improvised altar prayers to the Buddha C.

“It’s nice, actually, sitting on the earth floor not a single flea” K.

  “My name in this village will solicit laughter” B.

Though scorned he keeps butting into the festival dance C.

  Night after moonlit night a bright moon till dawn K.

(continued)
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花薄あまりまねけばうら枯て 翁

 唯四方なる草庵の露 碵

一貫の錢むつかしと返しけり 水

 醫者のくすりは飲ぬ分別 翁

花咲けば芳野あたりを欠廻 碵

 虻にさゝ るゝ 春の山中 水

written 690
Matsuo Bashπ | 松尾芭蕉, 

  Hamada Chinseki | 浜田珍碩,  
& Suganuma Kyokusui | 菅沼曲水
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Silver grass: excessive beckoning has withered its plumes B.

  A mere four walls of dewy thatch C.

“All this money is just trouble,” then he gives it back K.

  A decision not to take the good doctor’s cure B.

The cherries bloom and he’s running all about Yoshino C.

  Bitten by horseflies in springtime mountains K.

translated from Japanese by
Sean Price
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Riesgos de una lectura imprecisa

Hace más de veinte años Leticia
leyó en alto Segovia
cuando lo que quería decir era
sequoia 
y todas nos reímos.

Sabíamos lo que era Segovia, es más,
habíamos visitado su acueducto
romano. Era uno de los tesoros
de nuestro país.
Sabíamos también que la sequoia 
era un árbol gigante

   (En el libro de texto
   figuraba la foto de una sequoia
   a través de la cual pasaba un coche.)

La sequoia crecía en América. La mayoría no 
conocíamos América. O al menos, no tanto
como ahora. La mayoría creíamos posible 
modificar nuestro zodiaco torpe manipulando sólo 
algunas consonantes.

A día de hoy la sequoia 
no nos ofrece sino desproporción

   —la ciudad del acueducto 
y esos cerdos pequeños, descuartizados 
con un plato de loza,
ya no nos interesan.

written 2005
Mercedes Cebrián
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Dangers of an Imprecise Reading

More than twenty years ago Leticia
read Segovia out loud 
when what she meant to say was
sequoia
and we all laughed.

We knew what Segovia was, furthermore
we had even visited its Roman
aqueduct. It was one of the treasures
of our country.
We also knew that the sequoia
was a gigantic tree. 

   (In the textbook
   there was a photo of a sequoia 
   with a car under it.)

The sequoia grew in America. Most of us had never
visited America. Or at least not
as much as we do now. Most of us believed it possible
to change our clumsy zodiac by manipulating 
a few consonants. 

Nowadays the sequoia
offers us no more than disproportion.

—the city of the aqueduct
and those suckling pigs, quartered 
with a plate of crockery,  
no longer interest us. 

translated from Spanish by 
Alison Hughes
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Кокош у соби

од ормана до врата
дрвено сам легло попречио
под њеним прљавим присуством
ствари да уздрхте

свакодневно узбирам
продевене перјем
пепељасте хрпице

јаје кад снесе позваћу пријатеље
да га с длетима отворимо
или да га из куће изгурамо

њу не видим
иако собни простор
квоца и узмахује
да ми ваздух лице шиба

кад цигарете или прсте запаљујем
креста се на шибици јави

published 974
Novica Tadiœ | Новица Тадић



35

Hen in the Room

Underneath her filthy presence
I built a wooden nest
from the wardrobe to the door;
everything shakes.

Every day I collect
little ashen feathers
with jutting quills.

I call my friends when she lays an egg 
to crack it open with chisels
or roll it out of the house.

I don’t see her
though the room
is clucking and flapping;
my face is wing-whipped.

When I light up a cigarette or my fingers
her crest appears on the match.

translated from Serbian by
Steven Teref & Maja Teref
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Edward Hopper:  
Western Motel, 957

Que em vas agradar des del primer dia
ja ho he donat a entendre prou. Tens por
que entrem en l’esfera de l’impossible
quan pretenem crear un “terreny neutral”
per a la comprensió i el respecte
perquè a l’amor, l’έρως, li és inherent
la discòrdia i el recel. L’herència
biològica i l’educació
volgué el destí que et fossin favorables.
Ets íntegra per dir el que cal que es digui
i per guardar silenci quan guardar-lo
ve al cas. Asseguda a l’extrem del llit
amb el cos retallant-se tot enterc
contra la vista de la nostra cambra
sobre els tossals del desert, em preguntes
pel meu lleuger optimisme i jo, que sec
en un racó del quadre escenogràfic,
formulo respostes. I així el susdit
amor, l’amor-a-l’altre, sincronitza
la pujada d’adrenalina abans
que els pneumàtics del cotxe giravoltin
sobre la capa de quitrà bullent
cap a una destinació d’ensomni.

published 2006
Ernest Farrés



37

Edward Hopper:  
Western Motel, 957

I liked you from the very first day
as I’ve made clear enough. You’re scared stiff
we’re entering the sphere of the impossible
when we try to create a “neutral ground”
for understanding and respect
because discord and mistrust are inherent
in love, έρως. Fate willed that
biological inheritance and education
would prove auspicious in you.
You’re honest to say what must be said
and to keep quiet when to do so
is fitting. Perched on the edge of the bed,
your body a very erect outline
against the view from our room
over the desert ridges, you ask
about my shallow optimism and I,
gruff in a corner of the stage set,
formulate answers. And so the aforesaid
love, love-for-the-other, synchronizes
with the boost of adrenaline before
the car’s tires turn
over the layer of boiling tar
heading for some dream-like destination.

translated from Catalan by
Lawrence Venuti
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vino cu mine ştiu exact unde 
mergem

Neonul din baie mă urîţea dimineaţa înainte de job. După ce proprietarul garsonierei 
m-a dat afară am descoperit stima de sine. Prietenii de obicei se străduie dar să fim 
serioşi la TV lucrurile sînt mai bine organizate. Aici nimeni nu se oboseste să respecte 
un minim principiu de regie. La spital mi-era un fel de frică de linişte dar uneori 
liniştea era altceva. Monitorul colorat făcea ping! din cînd în cînd şi dacă stăteai să 
asculţi şi stăteam puse cap la cap la cap într-o oră se adunau cît de-o mică melodie 
chinezească. Prietenul lui Anthony ieşise în fugă şi în paralel alerga un tip la costum şi 
bluetooth. Cînd turnul s-a prăbuşit suflul l-a ridicat cîţiva metri si a continuat să alerge 
în aer. Şi chiar după ce l-a aşezat pe trotuar a fugit mai departe fără să înţeleagă. M-am 
gîndit e un jeg de Wall Street nu merită să afle că tocmai a avut momentul vieţii lui. In 
postoperatoriu la gastrointestinale după ce tragi primul pîrţ îţi suni rudele. De 
pocnitorile zemoase depinde totul cînd eram mic m-au păcălit să le colorez cu carioca. 
Emoticoanele sînt cei mai simpatici oameni pe care-i cunoşti. Avantajul Capitalei e că 
poţi s-o întîlneşti orîcînd pe bătrîna de pe sticlele de ulei Bunica. În Piaţa Unirii pe un 
ecran uriaş Philips compania înfiinţată de unchiul lui Marx scrie: Cele mai bune vorbe 
ale lui Karl nu-i aparţin. Noile magazine de haine au toate podele de sticlă şi sub ele 
vezi atelierele cu muncitoare. Mi-am fotografiat papucii de casă şi i-am pus pe desktop 
aştept să intre cineva şi să-i vadă. Am coborît din maşină eu să fumez tu să aduni 
buburuze ne-am oprit lîngă o buturugă. Am făcut doi copii într-un an furtuna ne-a 
luat pe sus acoperişul. Într-altul bucătăria de vară a ars pîn-la temelii. Ţi-ai pus 
buburuzele în buzunar şi ne-am urcat înapoi în maşină. Numele acestui fişier e spital 
cînd îl închid sînt întrebat salvaţi modificările făcute în spital? Trecerea la ora de iarnă 
îmi provoca voluptate cînd eram copil încă un simţ pierdut. Mulţimile care aşteaptă la 
semafor sint o forţă. Serialele tv ne ţineau familia împreună legau săptămînile între ele 
ne legau de alte familii. Şi chiar după ce l-a aşezat pe trotuar a fugit mai departe fără să 
înţeleagă. Magnetorezistenţa gigantică a micşorat totul e greu să-ţi mai omori secretara 
cu organizerul. Mi-e frică să ies din supermarket. Să stau azi acasă la tv sau să merg la 
un party cu staruri tv şi să mă prefac că nu le cunosc. Fumezi numai iarbă homegrown 

(continued)
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Come with me I know exactly 
where we’re going 

The bathroom neon made me look ugly every morning before work. After the landlord 
threw me out of the studio apartment I discovered self-esteem. Friends usually make 
some effort but let’s be real things make more sense on TV. Not a single person gives a 
damn about following directions in here. While I was in the hospital I felt some kind 
of fear of quietness but sometimes quietness meant something else. The color screen 
was pinging from time to time and if you stood and listened and I stood in an hour 
they collected all the pings and it sounded like a little Chinese song. Anthony’s friend 
went out running and next to him a guy was in costume and had a bluetooth and was 
also running. When the tower collapsed the explosion lifted him a few feet off the 
ground and he kept running in the air. And even after the explosion threw him back 
onto the sidewalk he kept running without knowing why. I thought he was Wall Street 
trash who didn’t deserve to know that he had just lived the moment of his life. In the 
postoperative room after gastro-intestinal procedures you call your relatives after your 
first fart. Everything depends on the juicy crackers when I was little they tricked me 
into drawing them with markers. The emoticons are the nicest people you can meet. 
Bucharest’s advantage is that you can always run into the old lady on Grandma’s oil 
bottles. In Unirii Square on a huge Philips screen the company founded by Marx’s 
uncle said: Karl’s best sayings aren’t his. The new clothing stores have floors made 
entirely of glass and you can see the factories underneath. I photographed my slippers 
and put them on my desktop I’m waiting for someone to come in and see them. We 
got out of the car me to smoke you to collect ladybugs we stopped by a tree stump. We 
made two children in one year the storm took away our roof. In another year the 
kitchen burned down. You put your ladybugs in your pocket and we got into the car. 
The name of this folder is hospital and when I close it I am asked do you want to save 
changes to hospital? As a child the hours of winter made me feel the voluptuousness 
yet another lost sense. The crowds waiting at the traffic light are a force. The TV series 
used to keep our family together for weeks together they connected us to other 
families. And even after the explosion threw him back on the sidewalk he kept running 
without knowing why. A gigantic magnetic resistance has shrunk everything it’s hard 
now to kill your secretary with a filofax. I’m afraid to leave the supermarket. Staying 
home to watch TV or going to a party with TV stars and pretending not to know who 

(continued)
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poate aşa o să uiţi că la tine acasă nu creştea nimic. Să spui Parisul sora mai mare a 
Bucureştiului ca şi cum aş avea eu o soră mai mare în Paris. Nu există emoticoane 
pentru ce simt acum parcă ducem împreună copilul beat la şcoală. Bacteriile din 
pămînt activează serotonina. Amiază de toamnă copiii au fost alimentaţi şi 
funcţionează afară în lumina naturală. La Buchenwald jurnalul Annei Frank se vinde 
cu reducere. Şi cînd îşi suna rudele da da ştiu e groaznic ce se întîmplă dar ascultă. 
Maică-sa îl înşela pe taică-su de cînd era mic şi acum el ne trimite tuturor bancuri prin 
email. Într-o fotografia veche cu noi doi pe televizorul de lîngă umărul tău scrie Am 
accelerat şi. Mi-ar fi foarte greu să-mi scriu povestea ar trebui să mă pun în pielea unui 
ratat. Denumezu urăşte arbitrarul semnului lingvistic să scrii adică să vorbeşti fără să fii 
întrerupt. Pentru că timpul ne distruge exact acele resurse de narcisism care ne ajută să 
supravieţuim. Prietenul lui Anthony a aflat pe  septembrie că are cancer şi cînd îşi 
suna rudele: Da da am auzit ştiu e groaznic ce se întîmplă dar ascultă. So Anthony 
fucking 9. ruined my cancer moment. Cum să nu mori de rîs în seara în care m-au 
operat cînta Gloria Gaynor în România. Erai mort acum dacă ajungeai la Urgenţe în 
oricare alt oraş din România. Cu excepţia Bucureştiului sînt mort în toate oraşele 
fantomele mele bîntuie România. La noua firmă le-au cerut să renunţe la verbe 
conjuncţii şi prepoziţii. Copiii care nu ştiu engleza să moară la naştere nu-mi pasă 
vreau desene animate nedublate. Pe Lună e un pisoi chior îl aud în unele nopţi scîncind 
rătăcit pe terenul lui Clint Eastwood. Sîntem mult mai frumoşi în imagini zîmbim sub 
straturile de noroi de pe multitouchscreen. Eram în spital a sunat fiică-mea mi-a zis să 
nu aplaud să nu zboare fluturaşul de pe tricou. Şi va fi o vreme numai marţi şi miercuri 
şi marţi miercuri marţi miercuri marţi an după an. Cu tot sevrajul de pînă la 
descoperirea tutunului cînd am făcut un an bunicul a tăiat un porc. I-a găsit în stomac 
cîteva componente mici şi turtite ale unui satelit erau ştanţate-n chirilice. Ne aflăm 
apoi în iarna lui 732 cîţiva indivizi s-au strîns la marginea cimitirul de maşini. Urlă 
îngroziţi şi arată cu degetul înspre locul absenţei mele va fi pancreasul noul sex? Cînd 
mă operau m-ai auzit spunînd cu vocea altcuiva dragă mulţumesc că mi l-ai încălzit. 
Necesitatea morţii e cel mai bun prieten imaginar. Ca o soţie de samurai care strînge cu 
dragoste bani să-i cumpere o mască înspăimîntătoare

written 2007
Dan Sociu
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they are. You only smoke homegrown pot maybe this will make you forget that 
nothing grew at home. Saying Paris is Bucharest’s older sister is like saying I myself 
have an older sister in Paris. There are no emoticons to express what I’m feeling right 
now it’s as if we are taking our drunk kid to school. The bacteria in the soil activate the 
serotonin. Autumnal noon the children have been fed and are now functioning 
outside in natural daylight. Anne Frank’s diary is on sale at Buchenwald. And when he 
called his relatives yeah yeah I know it’s awful what’s going on but listen. When he was 
young his mother cheated on his father and now he’s sending us all jokey emails. In an 
old photo of the two of us on the TV near your shoulder it says I’ve sped and. It would 
be difficult for me to write my story I’d have to cast myself as a loser. God hates the 
arbitrariness of the linguistic sign writing is talking without being interrupted. Because 
time destroys the precise resources of narcissism that make us survive. On September 
th Anthony’s friend found out he had cancer and when he called his relatives: yeah 
yeah I know it’s awful what’s going on but listen. So Anthony fucking 9/ ruined my 
cancer moment. It’s impossible not to burst into laughter the night they operated on 
me Gloria Gaynor was giving a concert in Romania. You would be dead if you were 
taken to an emergency room in any other city in Romania. I’m dead in every city 
except Bucharest my ghosts are haunting Romania. At the new company they were 
asked to give up verbs conjunctions and prepositions. Children who don’t know any 
English should die at birth I don’t want synchronized spoken translated cartoons. 
There’s a one-eyed tomcat on the moon I can hear it whining lost on Clint Eastwood’s 
property. We are much prettier in pictures we smile under the multitouchscreen layers 
of mud. I was in the hospital my daughter telephoned me she told me not to clap my 
hands otherwise the butterfly would fly away from my t-shirt. And someday there will 
only be Tuesday and Wednesday and Tuesday and Wednesday Tuesday Wednesday 
Tuesday year after year. So much withdrawal until the discovery of tobacco when I was 
one my grandfather slew a pig. In its stomach they found some small flattened 
components of a satellite they were embossed in Cyrillic. Then it was the winter of 
732 a few guys stood around at the end of the car cemetery. They are screaming 
terrified and pointing at my absent spot is pancreas the next sex? When they were 
operating on me you heard me saying with somebody else’s voice thank you dear for 
warming it up for me. The necessity of death is the best imaginary friend one can have. 
Like a samurai’s wife who’s saving money to buy him a terrifying mask.

translated from Romanian by
Paul Killebrew & Dan Sociu
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Toată iarna am aşteptat durerea 
mea anuală de dinţi 

Care mă ia de obicei prin ianuarie
  comunicare instalare planificare coordonare
şi mă ţine cîte două, trei săptămîni cumplite,
  investigare pregătire antrenare demonstrare
anul ăsta m-a prins în martie,
  proiectare angajare dezvoltare îmbunătăţire
cînd tocmai credeam că, gata, am scăpat,
  programare administrare evaluare prognozare
şi mă pregăteam să vorbesc mult, să trăncănesc, să bolborosesc 
  îndrumare asistare implementare motivare
timide, neînţelese declaraţii de dragoste în halbe adînci, 
  clasificare iniţiere negociere rezolvare
acum nu pot decît să tac, să nu las aerul să-mi intre în gură,
  conducere inspectare ocrotire convingere
şi să mă zvîrcolesc neputincios, nici un analgezic nu mă ajută,
  instruire organizare supervizare testare
mama tuşeşte lîngă mine fără oprire, şi nu mai avem bani pînă pe opt,
şi verificare şi vînzare, spune un om deştept la televizor,
acestea toate sînt cuvintele de succes ale noii generaţii,
Cuvintele, şopteşte, înfiorat, şi-şi mîngîie ramele argintii ale ochelarilor. 

written 2007
Dan Sociu
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I was waiting for my annual 
toothache all winter 

which usually begins around January 
  communication installation calculation coordination 
and lasts for two or three horrible weeks. 
  investigation preparation entertainment demonstration 
This year it began in March, 
  projection engagement development improvement 
and just when I felt like it might finally be over 
  appointment administration evaluation prognostication 
and just as I was about to talk a lot, to blabber and to mumble 
  guidance assistance implementation motivation 
shy, obscure declarations of love from deep mugs of beer, 
  classification initiation negotiation salvation 
I had to be totally quiet and blow all the air out of my mouth, 
  management inspection protection persuasion 
and now I’m twitching feebly without anesthetic. 
  instruction organization supervision evaluation 
Mom coughs relentlessly beside me, and we’re out of money until the 8th, 
and experimentation and commercialization as well, says the bright fellow on TV. 
These are the auspicious words of the new, 
the words he whispers movingly while caressing the silver frames of his glasses.

translated from Romanian by
Paul Killebrew & Dan Sociu



44

de Secret des souffles

Nous savions où était l’effroi,
et nous n’avons rien dit,
nous l’avons accepté.

Mais nous avons oublié au nom de quoi,
de qui.

À cela – écrire –, astreints, silencieux :

(continued)
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from Secret of Breath

We knew where the terror was,
and we said nothing,
we accepted it.

But we forgot in the name of what,
of whom.

To this — to write —, compelled, silent:

(continued)
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Il demandait sans cesse du papier. 

(continued)
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He kept on asking for paper.

(continued)
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Respirer un temps sur deux,
par l’autre bouche qui lui insuffle de l’air

— même plus embrasser, je ne t’embrasse même plus, comme
scellée dans l’écart —

ne bouge plus, l’un
ne bouge plus, l’autre.

(continued)
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Breathing every other time,
with the other mouth’s breath 

— not even a kiss, I don’t even kiss you anymore, as if
sealed by the distance

no longer moves, the one
no longer moves, the other.

(continued)
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La seule réponse, si elle a lieu,
nous ne l’entendrons pas.

Imagine cela comme ce qui n’a cessé de nous réveiller,
ce sifflement strident, ou cette crampe, ce sursaut,
quand on s’endort.

published 2004
Isabelle Baladine Howald

© éditions Melville/Léo Scheer, 2004
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The only response, if it occurs,
won’t be heard.

Imagine this as that which never ceased to wake us,
the piercing whistle, or this spasm, this twitch,
on falling asleep.

translated from French by
Eléna Rivera
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Gendun Chopel 
Donald S. Lopez, Jr.
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Gendun Chopel (Dge ’dun chos ’phel) is widely acknowledged 
— both within the Tibetan regions of the People’s Republic of 
China and in the Tibetan exile community — as the greatest  
Tibetan poet of the twentieth century. He was born in 903, in 
the far northeastern region of the Tibetan cultural domain, the 

same year that British troops invaded Tibet. He died in 95, shortly after troops of 
the People’s Liberation Army marched into Lhasa. Identified as an incarnate lama as a 
young boy and trained as a Buddhist monk at the highest levels of the Tibetan acad-
emy, Gendun Chopel left Tibet in 934, spending the next twelve years in South Asia. 
He wrote extensively during this period, both poetry and prose, composing works 
ranging from a pilgrimage guide to the sacred Buddhist sites of India, to the most 
famous treatise on erotica in Tibetan literature. He returned to Tibet in January 946. 
In the late summer, he was arrested, presumably for his political views, and spent the 
next three years in the prison at the foot of the Potala. The following poem was written 
in prison. In this poem, Gendun Chopel uses archaic words and images to evoke the 
pre-Buddhist religion of Tibet, which told of a sacred cord. When that cord is cut, 
death ensues. He next introduces Buddhist imagery, seeing the cord as something that 
binds the enlightened mind to the benighted body. When the cord is cut, liberation 
ensues. Until then, one is bound to the world. The poem appears in the fifth volume 
of his collected works, ’Dzam gling rig pa’i dpa’ bo mkhas dbang dge ’dun chos ’phel gyi 
gsung ’bum, 5 vols. (Zhang kang gyi ling dpe skrun khang, 2006). 
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Song Sent to Hor khang from Prison

Unknown here by anyone in any way
This long cord of the changeless god
Ties the boundless sphere of reality to the sphere of awareness
Ties the awareness of the child to the interior of the body
Ties the stone heap of the body to food and drink
Ties food and drink to external causes.
Thus the cord is tied, one to the other.
There are no points where it can be cut but these:

The first place is desired by none;
It is death, where the cord of body and mind is cut.
The other place is known by none;
It is where the cord decays, merging sphere and mind.

This mind is a goddess, beyond all bounds.
The homeland of this goddess is not this world,
Yet the little toe of the goddess of the mind
Is tied tightly to this body by a thread.

Then, until this thread is cut
Whatever the body feels, seems to be felt by the mind.
Whatever help or harm is done to this little toe
The goddess feels as pleasure and pain.

If the cord is cut, all is well.
Yet the whole world fears the cord’s cutting.
In striving to keep the cord connected
The ends of the cord become wrapped in thorns.

To extract the point of each thorn
We study each category of culture;
We stay busy with this taxing toil,
Extracting thorns until we die.

(continued)
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This unfinished busy-ness, never abandoned,
Seems an entrance; its purpose, the rebirth of beings.
When just one part of this mind, equal to space,
Sinks into the mire of deeds of flesh and blood,
Then there are terrors of hot and cold, hunger and thirst, hope and fear.
I wonder if this suffering ever ends.

Yet this body, fashioned by the glory of culture,
Achieved through a hundred endeavors,
In keeping with the truth of the queen of heaven’s prophecy
Must remain on this earth a few more years.

I sang this song.

translated from Tibetan by
Donald S. Lopez, Jr.
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Cálculo de lindes

  

Entre las partes
y el todo–ninguna
relación.

   Sin embargo
se movía, astuto, aquello, a
ras de tierra interpretando
el Libro de Instrucciones.

(continued)
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A Calculus of Boundaries

  

No relationship 
between the parts
and the whole.

   Nonetheless
that one was persuasive, astute,
interpreting the Book of Instructions 
at the most basic level.

(continued)
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  2

La imposibilidad de moverse
en el vector de la vida: el bosque
resultó abrupto, inexplicable, sin espesor
los árboles en la cuadrícula del córtex
y en la cuadrícula del territorio
también sin espesor.

(continued)
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  2

The impossibility of moving aside
on life’s vector: the woods
turned out to be rugged, inexplicable, the trees
in the checkerboard of the cortex without density
and in the checkerboard of the territory
without density as well.

(continued)
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  3

Primo: elegir
por azar
del anaquel
un cerebro de circunvoluciones mondas ad usum

Segundo: cocer
la cínica cabeza del caimán
(cocer y cantar, incluso bailar)
con hilo y pegolín.

Tercio: ajustar
el sistema
a las variedades del inconsciente.

Así circuló por entre nuestras mujeres:
con la ferocidad del dinero. Muñeco,
no ángel: somos gente sencilla
y hemos visto rodar
desde el cielo
estirpe semejante,
otros lelos
de frente trepanada
por el rodillo de la Naturaleza.

(continued)
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  3

First: select
by chance
from the shelf
a brain whose convolutions 
have been stripped bare ad usum

Second: stew (and sew)
the cynical head of the crocodile
(stewing and singing, also dancing)
with thread and paste.

Third: adjust 
the system 
to the diversity of the unconscious.

In this manner he made his way among our wives:
with the ferocity of money. A doll, 
not an angel: we are simple folk
and we have seen
a similar breed descend
from the sky,
other dimwits
their foreheads crushed
by Nature’s rolling pin. 

(continued)
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  4

Operaciones básicas:

 a) Errar.

 b) Mirar la luna.

 c) Mugir (como una vaca en celo).

(continued)
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  4

Basic operations:

 a) Wander

 b) Look at the moon.

 c) Low (like a rutting cow).

(continued)
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  5

De las marionetas conservaría la inespecífica atracción por el vacío: series desconcentradas 
prolongándose en una maraña de modus operandi. Su umwelt, como el de las arañas: 
pura virtualidad.

(continued)
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  5

He would retain the marionette’s nonspecific attraction for the void: a disoriented series 
continuing in a thicket of modus operandi. Its umwelt, like a spider’s: pure virtuality.

(continued)
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  6

en
una rápida volición

con
el puño abierto

casi sin
sentido

pescar

en
el 

aire

(continued)
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  6

with
a quick volition

open-
fisted

almost 
unconsciously

fishing

in

air

(continued)
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  7

vio
en el pasto
conjuntos discretos de vacas

extensiones vacías
de conceptos
en el pasto (pensó)

(no obstante
finalmente
vacas) pensó

mientras se borraba el pasto

(continued)
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  7

he saw
in the field
discrete groups of cows

empty extensions
of concepts
in the field (he thought)

(nevertheless
in the end
they were cows) he thought.

(continued)
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  8

Migrañas, etc.

(continued)
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  8

Migraines, etc.

(continued)
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  9

Abrir
claros en el bosque.
Encima
negra nube de anófeles y abajo
– inter castaños – quebrar
gaznates de jabatos,
que husmean zurrones,
que muerden bellotas,
como él.

Entrambos – máquina y cerdo – una
solución para el cálculo de lindes
en tiempo de Movilización Total.

Visto de golpe, el asunto: empresas
de la Razón. O mejor dicho
visto el bosque
de conjunto: un
Dichtung.

Y en detalle
(intra bellota rota):
¡partículas de luz!

(continued)
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  9

Opening 
clearings in the woods.
Above
a black cloud of anopheles mosquitoes and below
—inter chestnut trees—breaking 
the windpipes of young boars
that sniff the game-bags,
bite acorns,
like him.

Both—machine and pig—a 
solution for the calculus of boundaries
in a time of Total Mobilization.

Seen in a flash, the theme: Reason’s
businesses. Or better,
the forest
seen as a whole: a
Dichtung.

And in detail
(intra a broken acorn):
particles of light 

(continued)
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  0

       (coro de niños)

no partí
yo la nuca
del occiso
en cuestión

ya chillaba

ya la luna
alta y blanca
en la fronda
lo enfriaba

y en el fondo
sombras densas
y no menos
inhumanas

ya fugaban

(continued)
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  0

       (boys’ chorus)

I didn’t separate
the nape 
from the victim
in question

I already screamed

the moon
high and white
in the foliage
already chilled it

and at the bottom
shadows dense and
no less
human

had already run away

(continued)
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  

Nada brilló
en la borrosa constancia de la realidad.

published 2000
Rolando Sánchez Mejías
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  

Nothing shone
in the blurred constancy of reality.

translated from Spanish by
Mark Weiss
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Taivas, Sveitsin ilmatila, 30.2. 

Liu’umme puolenpäivän tarjottimella,
hiihdämme, pujottelemme pilvilakeuksilla.
Lentokoneen siivessä lukee: Älä astu
tämän alueen ulkopuolelle, 
ei tulisi mieleenkään, sen lupaan, 
on sitä paitsi kylmä, -65°C.
Räkä valuu, otan pernaruttonäytteen
nenästäni, kaipaan sinua! edes 
tulipalopakkasessa en pysty 
keskittymään siihen mitä on,
olemaan siellä missä olen. 
Korkeuksissa 

olemme epäilemättä 
vähintään  880 metriä.
Tuo pilvi on poikkeuksellisen pitkä
berberiksi, päälaki hipoo taivaan
valkoisia enkeleitä. Niin
se on yöllä tähtitaivas,
siitä on oltava kiitollinen,
jos vielä kaiken huipuksi ei olisi 
kiitollinen, mitä siitä seuraisi?
Eurooppa makaa höyhenpeiton alla
väsyneenä niihin jotka tulevat
taivaasta, kirkkaalta, salamat
pilvien kylkiluut iskevät alas
jumalaiseen näytelmään.

(continued)



81

The sky, Swiss air space,  
December 30

We slide on the tray of noon, 
we ski, we slalom on the expanse of the clouds. 
On the plane’s wing it says: Do not step 
outside this area, 
I would never dream of it, I promise you, 
anyway it’s cold out there, –65°C. 
The snot runs, what joy
to be able to pick an anthrax sample 
from one’s nose, I long for you! even 
in the deep frost I can’t 
concentrate on what is, 
be where I am. 
We are

unquestionably at an altitude 
of at least ,880 meters. 
That cloud is tall 
for its age, the hairs on its crown 
touch the angels of heaven. So 
at night it’s the starry sky, 
one must be thankful for that, 
if on top of everything else one wasn’t 
thankful, what would happen then? 
Europe lies under an eiderdown 
weary of those things that come 
from the sky, from the blue, the bolts 
the ribs of the clouds slamming down 
into the divine comedy.  

(continued)
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Vaikene, vaikene ensyklopedia.
Käsitteet polttavat korviasi 
kun et tiedä mitä niiden takana on, 
kiitollisuus, vapaus, rakkaus. Viattomuus 
on valkoinen talo ja tyhjä pullo, 
joko viisastuit. Maalaismaisema
ylhäältäpäin kalju mokkatakki,
koinsyömä täytetty poro, mitä tästä
kuvasta vielä puuttuu. Suihkukoneiden
vanojen varjot vetävät ruksin
sen yli.

Maa on aina ollut kasvien peitossa
ja simpukoiden kuorruttama. Ihmekö tuo
jos muutama niistä säilyy, ikuistuu kiveen
tai pihkaan, marmoriin, pehmeään.
Mutta onko mahdollista 
että yksikään annos spagetti Bolognesea
missään olosuhteissa säilyy? 
Vuoret kasvavat karhuntaljaa, 
sitten tuhkautuvat, 
romanttiset rannat kivettyvät,
viestit katoavat puhelinvastaajasta,  
mutta hennoimmista sattumanvaraisin 
säilyttää muotonsa, joutuu jäämään,
liikuttaa mieliä, asetetaan näytteille,
saa sattumalta arvonsa, 
mielekkään ytimen.

Graniitti häilyy.
Ihminen haluaa tietää 
tarkan sijaintinsa, arviolta
sormituntumalta
peruskallion, ja miten kauan
sormea voi pitää kynttilänliekissä
ennen kuin se palaa –
ja jos alapuolella on kiveä
niin onko yläpuolella? ja mikä
meteori putoaisi juuri minun
päähäni, jos eläisin kyllin kauan? ja (continued)
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Be quiet, be quiet, Encyclopedia. 
The concepts burn your ears 
as you don’t know what is behind them, 
gratitude, freedom, love. Innocence 
is a white house and an empty bottle, 
are you wiser now? From above the rural landscape 
is a threadbare suede coat, 
a moth-eaten stuffed reindeer, what else is 
missing from this picture. The shadows of 
the trails of jet planes ticking 
over it.  

The earth’s face has always been hidden by plants 
and encrusted with bivalves. Is it any wonder 
that some of them were preserved, perpetuated 
in stone or resin, marble, softness. 
But is it possible 
that even one portion of spaghetti Bolognese 
will be preserved in any circumstances? 
The mountains grow bearskin, 
then turn to cinders, 
the romantic beaches grow fossilized, 
the messages vanish from the answering machine, 
but the most haphazard one of the most tender things 
preserves its form, remains, moves minds, 
is put on display, receives its value by chance, 
a nucleus of meaning.  

The granite flickers. 
A human being wants to know 
his exact location, approximately 
by rule of thumb 
the bedrock, and how long 
a finger can be held in the candle flame 
before it burns — 
and if there is stone underneath 
is there also stone on top? and what 
meteor would fall 
on my head, if I lived long enough? and 

(continued)
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olenko jo elänyt yli sen hetken, jolloin
minun olisi pitänyt kuolla? 
ja puskenko pääni
harmaan graniitin läpi
vielä hautausmaallakin.

Mutta tässä on pinta, johon
ei tule säröä: horisontti.
Voitte valita vapaasti
mielivaltaisen pisteen
mistä tahansa paikasta maapallolla,
ja tulette huomaamaan että kaikki
katseet kohdistuvat lopulta siihen.
Ennen sitä ne kuitenkin suorittavat
käsittämättömän monimutkaisen
kuviotanssin koordinaatiston
neljällä ulottuvuudella.

Katselen ovaalista ikkunasta
miten saavumme maaliin.
En ole ollenkaan liikuttunut.
Auringossa ylhäältäpäin katsottuna 
kaupungit ovat peilimurskaa, josta 
muistot heijastuvat vääristyneinä.
Puristat kätesi nyrkkiin
hyväilet tyhjyyttä.
Kuolleiden olisi syytä 
itkeä elävien puolesta
eikä päinvastoin

written 2003
Anni Sumari
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have I already lived beyond the moment when 
I ought to have died? 
and will I push my head 
through the gray granite 
even in the graveyard.  

But here is a surface  
which will not be breached: the horizon. 
You can freely choose 
an arbitrary point 
anywhere on the globe, 
and you will notice that all 
gazes finally turn there. 
Before that, however, they perform 
an inconceivably complex 
figure-dance at the fourth dimension 
of the system of coordinates.  

Through the oval window 
I watch us reach our goal. 
I am not touched at all. 
In the sunlight, seen from above, 
the cities are broken mirrors 
in which your memories 
are distorted in reflection. 
You clench your fist 
you caress the emptiness. 
The dead would do well 
to weep for the living 

translated from Finnish by
David McDuff
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Coro

C’era la stanza dove paura e tempo ruotavano.
Dove lui le accarezzò la schiena lavando con l’acqua ogni traccia di respiro.
Le loro ossa brillarono in segreto.
Quando pensarono di amarsi
la luna sollevò l’acqua in due diverse maree.
Quando lei rispose lui era già lontano.
Lui parlò, lei stava cercando di raggiungerlo
il cane abbaiava nel vento. Cane e vento confusero entrambi
e più di tutto confuse la torcia di chi li andava a cercare.
L’amore s’incise a quel punto.
Lei restò tra gli scogli e la sabbia.
Il mondo si fece rosso e il cane le coprì le ginocchia.
Notte e maestrale li gelarono insieme.

Ecco per te che ti fermi e ascolti – questo dettaglio
mentre il freddo mi sale:

“Essi vivono dietro una veranda di vetro. Essi scaldano i rispettivi corpi.” 

written 2005–2007 
Antonella Anedda
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Chorus

There was the room where fear and time spun.
Where he caressed her back bathing every trace of breath.
Their bones shone in secret.
When they thought they loved each other
the moon lifted the water into two different tides.
When she answered he was already distant.
He spoke, she was trying to reach him,
the dog barked in the wind. Dog and wind confused them both
and most confusing of all was the torch of those who went looking for them.
Love etched itself in at that point.
She remained between rocks and sand.
The world became red and the dog covered her knees.
Night and the mistral froze them together.

Here’s to you who stop and listen — this detail
while the cold climbs me:

“They live behind a glass veranda. They warm up their own bodies.” 

translated from Italian by
Damiano Abeni & Moira Egan
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El comedor de las viudas

Ves pasar el invierno y, en las habitaciones cóncavas, bajo los grandes decimales, suda  la 
plata funeraria.

Ah las cucharas: ésa es tu audición cuando el azúcar hierve;

ah las cucharas en el corazón seducido por las alondras de la muerte.

written 977–986
Antony Gamoneda
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The widows’ dining room 

You see winter pass and, in the hollow rooms, under the large decimals, the funereal 
silver sweats.

Oh the spoons: that is what you hear when the sugar boils;

oh the spoons in the heart seduced by the larks of death.

translated from Spanish by
Donald Wellman
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Jean Parmentier 
Chad Parmenter
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Jean Parmentier (494–529) was a French poet, translator, navigator, 
and cosmographer, whose work in all four areas influenced French exploration 
of, and Renaissance perspectives on, the New World. Raised in Dieppe, on 
France’s northern coast, he wrote from an early age on faith, navigation, and a 
cosmography where both cohered. As navigator and mapmaker, Parmentier  

    worked for Jean Ango, who sponsored the earliest French exploration of the 
Americas. The extent to which Parmentier explored them isn’t confirmed, and the 
information that he brought back was kept confidential, but Dieppe maps of the time 
show Brazil’s coasts mapped with a specificity that seems his. 
 In 529, he participated in the expedition that went around Africa to Sumatra, and, 
according to his journal, reached Sumatra before he died, reportedly of a sickness that 
affected much of the crew. Pierre Crignon, friend and first mate, brought back 
Parmentier’s journal, as well as a long poem, two sections of which follow. Parmentier’s 
work is commonly classed with that of Rhetoriquers like Villon, and recent work on 
cartographic writing puts his work antecedent to that of Pierre de Ronsard and Andre 
Thevet; the translations are meant to emphasize the work’s cartographics by using a 
landform, prosey shape, and playing, as the Rhetoriqueurs did, with typography. 
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de Traicte en Forme d’Exortation, 
Contenant les Merveilles de Dieu 
et la Dignite de l’Homme

  II
 
Je suis pensant pour quelle fantasie, 
Je quicte Europe; et tant je fantasie
Que veulx lustrer toute Affrique la nove. 
Encores plus, je ne me rassasie 
Si je ne passé oultre les fins de Asie, 
À celle fin que quelque ouvre je innove. 
Mon cervault boult, mon esprit se renove 
Car pour repos il prend solicitude; 
Mais dont me vient telle effrenée estude ?

(continued)
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from Draft of an Exhortation  
on the Marvels of God and  
the Dignity of Man

  II

Wonder much what dream is calling you from Europe, into its own sea. 
This dream is sailing around new Africa; it will not let you land until you’ve passed 
the back of Asia. 
       Tied to that fate, with its wind and wake, 
let your mind be guided by it, and your heart renewed. Let preparation be peace. 
            Why is such effort needed for relief ? 

(continued)
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  III
 
Diray je, avec Horace ou Juvenal,
En concluant soubs sun propos final, 
Que aux Indes vays pour fuyr povreté? 
Cest argument est faulx et anormal; 
Faulte d’argent ne me peult faire mal, 
Point ne le crains, car j’ay plus povré esté. 
Sur quel propos suis je donc arresté, 
Quand j’ay conceu voyage si pesant? 
Ainsi j’estoie a part mon devisant

written 529
Jean Parmentier 
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  III 

Should you, like Juvenal and Horace, say in vanished Latin, Impiger extremos currit 
 mercator ad Indos per mare pauperem fugiens—into the sea, 
its Indies, means a flight from poverty? 
               That mindset—you can recognize it—myth. 
Lacking money, you’ve never gone to ground on pain. You’ve been more poor 
than now. What’s the other thought, the higher guide, if you’re not guided here 
by money’s shine? 
        Leave it. Leave all thought of wealth behind.

translated from French by
Chad Parmenter
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written 963 by
Ismail | 
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Tree, My Guru

Flung from the tree-bow,
the sparrow flits
like a forgetful arrow.

The worm,
wriggling to uncork
the secret earth,
gets stuck like a corkscrew.

Part worm, part bird,
the tree,
probing the earth and spanning the sky,
gets crowned with flowers.

translated from Telugu by
D. Kesava Rao
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Осень

Уж убран с поля начисто турнепс
и вывезены свёкла и капуста.
На фоне развернувшихся небес
шёл первый снег, и сердцу было грустно.

Я шёл за снегом, размышляя о 
бог знает чём, берёзы шли за мною.
С голубизной мешалось серебро,
мешалось серебро с голубизною.

written 999
Boris Ryzhii | Борис Рыжий
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autumn

they’ve already harvested the brown field
the cabbage and turnips and radishes
snow fell from the unraveling heavens
and my heart was heavy passing the cleared field

i walked after the snow, the birches after me
god knows what i was thinking
but in the blue mist, a silver interference—
silver interfering with the blueness

translated from Russian by
James Stotts



100

Nachmärz. Nacht. Gewaltschlaf.
für Björn Kuhligk

ostsee sieben, böen acht, die Nacht ist deutlich hörbar,
der Schlaf wie Meerschaum porös, wenn denn wer schläft: 
den Schlaf schläft vergessener Fensterläden,
den leichten Schlaf auf Kaltstart gestellter Münder,
den Schlaf von Ohren, die ununterbrochen Windhäfen sind.
widerwillige Muscheln.
und der Wind souffliert: die Stühle des nächsten Tages
sind in Bewegung gesetzt, Blech folgt Holz,
Sturmhand in Sturmhand der Rest.
die Außenbezirke rotieren in einem Kraftkreis. Klimmzüge 
der Zweige in den Bäumen, Nackengymnastik im Gras.
unfreiwilliger, als man vielleicht denken mag. 
es sind nicht nur die Basstöne, es ist auch der tiefe Geruch 
der Luft. als verbrenne man irgendwo draußen
den Winter. aber Winter brennt nicht.

written 2003
Ron Winkler
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Nachmärz. night. violent sleep.
for Björn Kuhligk

Baltic seven, gusty eight, the night is clearly audible,
the sleep porous as sea foam, if I am indeed asleep:
sleeping the sleep of forgotten shutters,
the light sleep of mouths given a cold start,
the sleep of ears, those undisturbed wind harbors.
reluctant mussels.
and the wind prompts: tomorrow’s chairs
have been set in motion, metal over wood,
the rest in storm’s hand in hand.
the outskirts rotate in an Exercise Circuit. branches
doing pull-ups in trees, neck gymnastics in the grass.
involuntarily, as you might assume.
it’s not only the bass notes, it’s also the profound odor
of the air. as if someone outside were burning
winter. only winter won’t burn.

translated from German by
JD Schneider
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de Ficticia, II
 

Crees que afuera hay colinas de hielo. 
Sueñas con el aire acondicionado del Hilton, 
con la apariencia fugaz de un platillo de lujo
que alguien lleva a tu habitación mientras tú 
escuchas al mar en la coladera. 
A nadie necesitas. 
Prefieres caminar por tu avenida 
de rascacielos y palmeras.
Flota en el aire el sonido 
de un trasmisor descompuesto.
Es un cangrejo. 
En ese lado de la costa esperas ver mujeres
que vayan hacia a ti 
en un momento de calma o de marea.
Escuchas el bullicio de muelles invisibles.
La carne de los marinos que se desprende cual corteza.
Alguien limpia por ti un poco de sudor en tu mejilla.
Un halo de voces inunda a las criaturas secretas. 
Ya no quieres oírlas.
Son las argucias de tu corazón, 
las líneas de tus manos
que imploran un poco de verdad a secas.
Resistes el anhelo de ser uno a uno con el tiempo.
Sabes que ha de llover un poco de justicia 
en tu barrio de arena.

(continued)
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from Ficticia, II
 

You think there are mounds of snow outside.
You dream of the Hilton’s controlled climate,
of the brief appearance of a golden platter
that someone brings to your room while you
listen to the sea in the drain.
You don’t need anybody.
You prefer to walk down your boulevard
of skyscrapers and palm trees.
A broken transmitter’s sound
hangs in the air.
It’s a crab.
On this side of the coast you wait to see women
moving toward you
during a moment of calm or of ebb and flow.
You listen to the commotion of invisible docks.
The flesh of sailors that peels off like bark.
Someone wipes a trace of sweat from your cheek.
A halo of voices floods in from secret creatures.
You’re tired of their sounds.
They are your heart’s chicanery,
your hands’ lines
begging for a morsel of truth and nothing more.
You resist the desire to look time in the face.
You know there must be a modicum of justice
drizzling on your neighborhood of sand.

(continued)
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La plenitud es una campánula abierta 
a los oficios del insecto,
el abrevadero de la verdad y la clemencia 
donde nadie puede negar
el desperdicio de una vida que se agota.
Piedad, dices, piedad por la imprudencia. 
Y te deleitas.

written 2006
María Baranda
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Fullness is a bellflower open
to the insect’s occupations,
the trough of truth and mercy
where nobody can refuse
an exhausted life’s waste.
Pity, you say, pity for such negligence.
And you’re delighted.

translated from Spanish by
Joshua Edwards
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SMS

— Megali nixta appopse
— Nai megali, to proi oi efialtes tha exoun aftoktonhsei
— Arkei na mhn paroun kai emena mazi tous
— Avrio einai h afethria sou
— Thn afethria mou thn exo kapsei, eixa ola ta kalokairia tou kosmou kai ta kana 

fotografies
— Liose ta asteria se ena koutali
— Den thelo na zhso ksaplomenos, thelo na troo me ta xeria, allios ti ta thelo ta xeria 

mou
— Tis kores ton mation sou sygkrato mh spasoun, ta kalokairia sou pos tha sta gyriso 

piso na ta pareis zontana?
— Kourastika leo na koimitho

written 2007
Stathis Baroutsos
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Txt Message

— Big night 2nite
— Yep, by morning all nightmares will have committed suicide
— As long as they dont take me with them too
— Ur turning a new leaf tomorrow
— Ive burnt my new leaf, I had all the summers of the world & turned them into pics
— Dissolve the stars in a spoon
— I dont want to live lying down, I want to eat with my hands, otherwise what do I 

need my hands 4
— Im restraining the pupils of ur eyes so they wont shatter, how can I return ur 

summers to you alive?
— Im tired, Im off to bed

translated from Greek by
Peter Constantine
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«исступление». 972 год

хичкок появляется в роли мертвеца

никогда пожалуйста
гроб жирной прямоугольной комнатки
с неработающими кислородными коридорчиками

written 2006
Andrei Sen-Senkov | Андрей Сен-Сеньков
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frenzy. 972

hitchcock plays the corpse

please no
a coffin is a fat rectangular room
with broken oxygen tanks

translated from Russian by
Zachary Schomburg
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«психо». 960 год

на рождество
рядом с чучелом птицы
появляется неподвижный птенец

никто не знает
«он очень хочет что-нибудь оттуда
куда уползает вкусное?»

written 2006
Andrei Sen-Senkov | Андрей Сен-Сеньков
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psycho. 960

on christmas
next to the stuffed bird
a baby bird is still

no one knows
does it really want anything from there
where the tasty things crawl?

translated from Russian by
Zachary Schomburg
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«психо». 963 год
вадиму калинину

клюв ангела выродившегося в птицу
немного напоминает нос
когда мякоть убегающего ребенка
начинает пахнуть

written 2006
Andrei Sen-Senkov | Андрей Сен-Сеньков
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the birds. 963
to Vadim Kalinin

the angel becomes a bird whose beak 
looks a little like a nose
when the pulp of the running child
begins to smell

translated from Russian by
Zachary Schomburg
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Christian Dotremont

Christian Dotremont (922–979) was a Belgian poet and 
painter. He published his first poems and tracts in Belgian and 
French surrealist reviews in the early 940s. During World War II, 
he lived clandestinely for a time in Paris and participated in Noël 
Arnaud’s surrealist offshoot La main à plume (Pen in Hand). In 947 

he founded the politically-minded surrealist group, Revolutionary Surrealism, and in 
948 he co-founded the experimental art movement Cobra (an anagram for the three 
capital cities of the countries that the artists came from — Copenhagen, Brussels, and 
Amsterdam). After the dissolution of the Cobra group, Dotremont wrote a novel, La 
pierre et l’oreiller (The Stone and the Pillow, 955) and made several trips to Lapland, 
whose culture and environment remained a source of comfort and inspiration to 
him for the rest of his life. 

In the 960s, Dotremont developed the logograms, a genre in which he blended 
poetry and painting. The logograms are spontaneous, visual poems that Dotremont 
usually painted in India ink on paper. They range in length and size from one word on 
a small sheet of paper, to multiple paragraphs on mural-sized canvases. The poems are 
written with such expressive flourishes that the writing is almost always illegible. 
Dotremont, however, wanted his work to be both seen and read, so he always recopied 
the text in a legible hand at the bottom of the page. When the logograms were 
published in book form, he substituted a typeset text for this handwritten 
transcription. The logograms have been exhibited in major galleries and museums 
around the world. In 998, Mercure de France published Dotremont’s collected poems, 
and in the same year, Cobraland, a collection of his writings on art, appeared. Recent 
catalogues, such as J’écris pour voir (Buchet Chastel, 2004) and Les développements de 
l’œil (Free University of Brussels, 2004) have made high-quality reproductions of his 
logograms more widely available. 

Nathan Hoks
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À Tervuren le taxi pour Bruxelles . . . , India ink on paper, 972, 73 × 54 cm
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À Tervuren le taxi pour Bruxelles . . .

À Tervuren le taxi pour Bruxelles, à Bruxelles le train pour Copenhague, train sur 
bateau sur la Baltique, à Copenhague le train pour Mjölby en Suède, train sur bateau sur 
l’Øresund, à Mjölby le train pour Boden, à Boden le train pour Haparanda, à 
Haparanda le taxi pour Tornio en Finlande, à Tornio le train pour Rovaniemi, à 
Rovaniemi l’autobus postal pour Ivalo, à Ivalo l’autobus postal pour Kaamanen, à 
Kaamanen la chenillette postale pour Sevettijärvi, à Sevettijärvi plus rien que des 
traîneaux-barques, la brusquerie des traîneaux-barques tirés par un renne, et aussi la 
lenteur, enfin absolue, comme si j’étais mort, d’aller seul à nulle part qu’énormes la neige, 
la glace, les astres et l’air, tellement d’air que mon souffle me tire, comme si j’étais vivant. 

written 972
Christian Dotremont
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In Tervuren the taxi to Brussels . . .

In Tervuren the taxi to Brussels, in Brussels the train for Copenhagen, train on boat 
over the Baltic, in Copenhagen the train for Mjölby, Sweden, train on boat over the 
Øresund, in Mjölby the train for Boden, in Boden the train for Haparanda, in 
Haparanda the taxi for Tornio, Finland, in Tornio the train for Rovaniemi, in 
Rovaniemi the mail car for Ivalo, in Ivalo the mail car for Kaamanen, in Kaamanen the 
mail carrier to Sevettijärvi, in Sevettijärvi nothing but bark-sleighs, the abruptness of 
bark-sleighs pulled by a reindeer, and also the slowness, absolute at last, as if I were 
dead, going alone to nothing but enormous snow, ice, stars and air, so much air that 
my breath pulls me, as if I were alive.

translated from French by
Nathan Hoks
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Naturaleza, lección del 
contemplante

(Por una vez el Río de la Plata tiene razón)

  I

La rana recorre la recta anual, tan de repente.
Sobre el astro lacustre la luz hecha de ébanos
veía al abeto hasta que la velocidad lo decida.
Hoy se habla del sentido trágico del ejemplo,
ese otro minuto de res respirando a propósito.
Cómo decir, la carne y el costo atravesado, se 
encuentra cuchillo, hayan un chillido especial.
Y ahora: ¿cuándo las palabras dejarán de ser?

(continued)
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Nature, the Contemplative’s  
Lesson

(For once the Rio de la Plata is right)

  I

The frog of a sudden travels the annual direction.
Above the lacustrine star I could see on the fir tree 
the ebony light until speed would decide it.
Today we speak of the example’s tragic meaning,
that other moment of the beef breathing accordingly.
As we say, meat and cost pierced, and
a knife is found, there’s a special squeal.
And at present, when will the words cease to be?

(continued)
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  II

En la respiración, la respuesta del aire.
Herido sirve al bien cuando viene solo.
Aire, país de Aries, hará que esto dure.
Con el habla vence al laberinto debido,
con la música al eco que nunca canta.
Toca con la tarde el tenebro al tiempo
que es tan poco, resplandor en apogeo,
morada de la aridez a llamarla mirada.
El mundo dura quieto en cuanto cabe y
aquí, ibiscus y cuis, ecos como querrían.

(continued)
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  II

Breathing, the air answers.
A blessing for the wounded to come alone.
Air, the domain of Aries, may it long endure.
He conquers the requisite labyrinth with words,
the echo that never sings with music.
With evening the shadow knocks at fleeting
time, the flash at the apogee, abode
of dryness to call it a glance. The world 
falls silent as soon as it falls, and here, 
hibiscus and guinea pigs, are the echoes one would hope for.

(continued)
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  III

Piensa el paisaje por las apariencias 
pero las deja ojear: al adjetivo bajan,
a la torcaza en el caserío estremecen,
semillas, yararás y rayos a una yarda.
Con quienes un témpano entregan a
la redoma renace la visión invisible,
bien hilvana el rebaño a las bestias,
la estepa que atina trina en lo social
asomando a la manera de nacer más.
Lumínica cavidad que ideas da a la
indecisión de los cedros o del nardo
ordenando con un río las orografías.
Entonces es sano cesar de saber, ¿o
quién escribiría de la vida al oírla?

(continued)
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  III

It’s through appearances that the landscape thinks
but they allow it to see: they bow to the adjective,
trembling before the farmhouse dove,
seeds, vipers, and beams of light in a yard.
With whom do they present to the roundabout
an ice flow, the invisible vision reborn,
the herd a patchwork of animals,
the precise prairie thrilled by the social
displayed in the act of more being born.
A glowing cavity that ideas give to the
indecision of cedars and nard
arranging reliefs with a river.
It’s healthy then to cease knowing, or
who hearing it will write of life?

(continued)
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  IV

Justifica el final la efímera efigie,
casi un ansia de sentidos a la sien.
Siente el ámbito al venir al viento
una bala y una oveja bala en abril.
Pasan cosas, aunque sin excusa sea 
nacida la idea en uno de los cielos.
Por capaz se aparta del atardecer y
tiembla de blanda en valva nupcial.
Valva como de lábaros y baqueano,
playa para el ave de los aniversarios
aunque encante a quién la capuera.
De lobos hablaba el rebuzno, el iris
del desterrado de la idea que le dan:
esta naturaleza no ha sido porque sí.
(Nada, ni después puede ser sabido,
todo lo demás alguna vez lo valdrá.) 

(continued)
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  IV

The ephemeral effigy justifies the end,
almost an anguish of senses in the brow.
At the advent of wind the field senses
a bale and a sheep bleats in April.
Things pass away, even if, without apology,
an idea is born in one of the heavens.
Given space it strays from sunset and
trembles with faintness in the nuptial valve.
Like the valve of labarums and a guide,
a beach for the bird of birthdays
though the cleared field enchants someone.
The braying spoke of wolves, the exile’s
iris of the idea that they gave it:
this nature hasn’t been because yes.
(Nothing, nor can it be known afterwards,
all the rest will one day be worth it.)

(continued)
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  V

Pero ahora es lo que diría el deseo,
y dirá que está bien vivir tan abajo.
Pone nombres a cambio del verdor,
una moneda pone para unir al pony 
con el colibrí abrumado por el brío.
Juntos: abeja y atajo de enjambres.
Juntos, metáfora y tafetán, anfibio
de los abisinios dividiendo al rubí.
Tan felices que nada de todo dirán,
tan ínfimos confiados al hado fácil.
Sueña en ellos la callampa llanera,
holgura para la era de los sureños.
Va la voz al encuentro del indicio,
piensa la sauria en el uso resuelto.
El ojo gorjea: la contemplación
es un diálogo con el silencio.

written 2000
Eduardo Espina
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  V

But now is what desire would say,
and it will say that it’s good to live so low.
It puts names to the change of greenery,
places a coin to join a pony
and a hummingbird burdened with energy.
Together: a bee and a shortcut for crowds.
Together, metaphor and taffeta, abyssinian
amphibian dividing the ruby.
How happy are they who say nothing at all,
how infamous those who trust in easy fate.
The mushroom of the plains sleeps in them,
comfort for the age of southerners.
The voice goes off to meet the sign,
the dinosaur thinks in the usual way.
The eye warbles: contemplation
is a dialogue with silence. 

    translated from Spanish by
Mark Weiss
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Two poems by Bernard Radfar 
Bruno Navasky



129

The Aramaic of Bernard Radfar is a coelacanth — ancient tongue 
of the Levant, it swims deep in the flow of history and surfaces now 
and again, spoken by a handful in Helsinki, Moscow, Istanbul, Los 
Angeles, Tel Aviv. The dialect originated among the Jews of Northern 
Persia, now scattered across the globe. A dying language, it exists 

largely in oral tradition, and encompasses a tale of diaspora. Irene Garbell provides a 
standard linguistic transliteration for the dialect, but the version here was chosen as 
more intuitive and reader-friendly.
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takooluh

la yillam
qahl-diqdeh 
levekh
 
vir’ram 
bah’rush
ma’tiveervuh
khidirruh
yömam
 
ah’nuh
gal leleh
resh khah’see

wrtten 2002
Bernard Radfar
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alone

we didn’t know
that we
weren’t together

we went into it
and later 
what was broken
became
days
 
and me
with night
riding me

translated from Persian Azerbaijani Jewish Neo-Aramaic by
Bruno Navasky & Bernard Radfar
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ma’yed tishyen

rikhitlee 
g’pökhuh
 
khah’eh mishtikhlee
ay’deedee lahivyoo
 
mooroon ay’deedkhooneeluh
mooroon fikeeretoonuh
 
ruh’buh kimree
g’day o’lum
 
ahnush peeshen
gal dim’ed ahr’mahneh
resh leled mamoolee
leleh
 
leven lökah
g’shinded
khah’uh

wrtten 2004
Bernard Radfar
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what I’ve hidden

I ran 
into the wind
 
and found lives
that weren’t mine
 
say that it’s yours
say that you’ve understood
 
they say plenty
in this world
 
and I stay
with pomegranate blood
on this night of plain
night
 
I’m gone
in the sleep
of life

translated from Persian Azerbaijani Jewish Neo-Aramaic by
Bruno Navasky & Bernard Radfar
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La terrasse

Il regarde la terrasse par la fenêtre ce corps intermédiaire
il n’a plus aucune prétention à la vie qui éclate et coule
derrière
parmi les palmiers les chênes-lièges les mimosas
dressés sous le ciel mauve et l’aveuglement du soleil
des tourterelles s’effraient des opérations jardinières
s’enfuient à tire-d’aile
puis le calme revient et on les entend bientôt roucouler dans les branches
cette simplicité le cours prévisible des choses qui sont le temps
échappent à sa portée
il voit les balustres et l’appui
des taches jaunes sur fond blanc
ou blanches sur fond jaune
il a encore des incertitudes et des illusions
des rapidités
l’encadrement le rassure
fixe la chambre sa vision aussi
qui errerait sinon sans repos
la table se compose
avec la brioche la tasse la théière en faïence chinoise
le sucrier la grappe de raisin aux grains couleur de varech
le coquetier et son ombre délicate
sur le fond strié d’azur de la nappe
il croit y apercevoir aussi le coquillage qu’il avait trouvé un matin sur la plage
et rapporté en courant à la maison pour le montrer à ses sœurs comme à la vieille nourrice
qui dort depuis tant d’années au-dessus d’une autre mer

written 2007
Emmanuel Moses
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The Terrace

He watches the terrace through the window that interpreter
he no longer has any claims on the life that bursts and flows
beyond it
among palm trees, cork-oaks, mimosas
set there beneath the mauve sky and the blinded sun
doves startled by the gardening operations
flee in a feathered flurry
then calm returns and they are soon heard cooing in the branches
this simplicity the predictable course of things which make up time
escape his grasp
He sees the balustrades and iron railings
yellow stains on a white ground
or white on yellow
he still has uncertainties and illusions
swiftnesses
the frame reassures him
it fixes the room his gaze as well
which would otherwise wander restlessly
the table composes itself
with the brioche the cup the Chinese earthenware teapot
the sugar bowl the kelp-colored bunch of grapes
the egg-cup and its delicate shadow
on the azure-striped ground of the tablecloth
he thinks he can also see that shell he found one morning at the beach
which he ran to bring back to the house and show
to his sisters and the old governess
who has slept for so many years now above another sea

translated from French by
Marilyn Hacker
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Bleieis

Gletscherkalt
strömt wieder Eiszeit aus allen Mündern
in Gutenachtwort
Wir werfen ständig Sätze ab
die sinken

Besser wäre Fluß zu sein der kennt
kein Stillstehn seiner Arme
Doch das ist Gesetz Wie die 
Schärfe der Nadel
daß uns nur Bleieis einzieht ins Körperinnre
und die Muskeln frieren blau

Auch das Blut hat seine Straße 
Karawanenartig alte Wege
sind in uns programmiert
zum Warmbleiben Es ist
Vogelflug auf den gewohnten Routen
wenn wir generationsweise
nach Italien gehn
trotz der Kriege
im Fahrerbeifahrerfeld

Irgendwann dann
brauchen wir weichere Drogen und
irgendwann sind sie dran diese Plätze 
die auch Altelefanten suchen zum
Sterben Klaubt vielleicht einer
auch unsere Zähne auf

(continued)
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leaden ice

cold as a glacier
the ice age flows again from every mouth
a good night greeting.
and we’re constantly shedding sentences 
that sink.

we’d be better off as a river whose arms
don’t know how to stand still.
but it’s a law. like
the sharpness of the needle
that only injects the inner body with leaden ice 
until the muscles freeze blue.

the blood too has its byways.
caravan-like old roads
are programmed in us
so that we can stay warm. it is a flight
of birds along the usual routes
as our whole generation 
heads for italy
despite the war
in the driver’s side passenger’s side 
blind spot.

i guess at some point 
we’ll need softer drugs and
at some point it’ll be their turn — the city squares
all the old elephants are looking for to 
curl up and die in. maybe one of them 
will pick out our teeth.

(continued)
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Aber halt 
noch nicht Ist Beißübung nur
an einfachen Stoffen bisher
Oberirdisch fließt es
stets im gewohnten Lauf
Unterschiedslos nahezu
leben die Wesen

Nur bei Schwierigkeiten
hängt Nebel verdickt sich das Dunkel
dann gehn Vögel nicht etwa
zu Fuß wie wir
sondern fliegen über die Wolkendecke
als hätten sie wirklich 
Einmaliges gespritzt
um außerhalb ihrer 
Selbst zu wohnen

written 2000
Silke Scheuermann
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but don’t stop just
yet. up until now we’ve only been gnawing
on fabrics for practice.
above ground it 
runs its usual course.
the creatures live on one
almost indistinguishable from the next.

only when it gets difficult
mist hangs there the darkness thickens 
the birds don’t walk
like us
they glide over the cloudcover
as if they really had
injected themselves with something special
in order to live
outside themselves

translated from German by
Chris Michalski
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Plašč

Se spomniš arhivarja, ki je naredil samomor
Zavoljo enega založenega lista?
Treh knjižničark, ki se niso nikoli več vrnile iz depoja?

Študenta zgodovine, ki je na izpitu pregriznil profesorju vrat,
Ker se ni mogel spomniti cene krompirjeve juhe maja 889?
Papige, ki je brez premora vpila Stalingrad, seksualna revolucija, samostojnost?

Je pa še drug spomin, s katerim ne hraniš ničesar.
Plašč, ki ga ni nihče izdelal, ki ga ne more nihče posedovati.
A lahko si ga izposodiš, da bi ti bilo toplo in bi sanjaril.

Bil gost pri sebi doma. Najemnik druge osebe ednine.
S prvim spominom se zaman poskušaš spomniti vsega.
Na drugega, ki te priklicuje iz ničesar, pa le poredko pomisliš.

written 2005
Aleš Šteger
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Coat

Do you remember the archivist who committed suicide
Because of one misplaced sheet?
The three librarians who never returned from the warehouse?

The history students who bit the professor’s neck in an exam
Because he could not remember the price of potato soup in May 889?
The parrot who endlessly shouted Stalingrad, the sexual revolution, self-reliance?

But there is another memory, with which you hold nothing.
The coat, which no one made, which no one can own.
But which you can borrow, so you can be warm and daydream.

A guest in your own home. A tenant of the second person.
With the first memory you try in vain to remember it all.
You rarely think of the second, which calls you out of nothing.

translated from Slovenian by 
Brian Henry
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de Árbol De Diana

  

He dado el salto de mí al alba.
He dejado mi cuerpo junto a la luz
y he cantado la tristeza de lo que nace.

(continued)
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from Diana’s Tree

  

I have leapt from myself at dawn.
I have left my body next to the light
and sung the sadness of what is born. 

(continued)
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  2

Éstas son las versiones que nos propone:
un agujero, una pared que tiembla . . .

(continued)
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  2

These are the versions proposed to us:
a hole, a wall that trembles . . .

(continued)
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  3

sólo la sed
el silencio
ningún encuentro

cuídate de mí amor mío
cuídate de la silenciosa en el desierto
de la viajera con el vaso vacío
y de la sombra de su sombra

(continued)
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  3

only thirst
silence
no meeting

be careful of me my love
be careful of the silent woman in the desert
of the traveler with the empty glass
and of the shadow of her shadow

(continued)
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  4

           Ahora bien:
Quién dejará de hundir su mano en busca del
tributo para la pequeña olvidada. El frío pagará.
Pagará el viento. La lluvia pagará. Pagará el
trueno.

         a Aurora y Julio Cortázar

(continued)
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  4

           Now then:
Who will cease to plunge deep her hand for 
the tithing owed on a small forgotten girl. The cold will pay.
The wind will pay. The rain will pay. The thunder
will pay. 

        to Aurora and Julio Cortázar

(continued)
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  5

por un minuto de vida breve
única de ojos abiertos
por un minuto de ver
en el cerebro flores pequeñas
danzando como palabras en la boca de un mudo

(continued)
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  5

for one minute of this quick 
and only life with open eyes
for one minute to see
the brain’s miniature flowers 
dancing like words in the mouth of a mute

(continued)
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  8

Memoria iluminada, galería donde vaga
la sombra de lo que espero. No es verdad
que vendrá. No es verdad que no vendrá.

(continued)
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  8

Lambent memory, gallery where the shadow
of my waiting roams.  It isn’t true
that it will come. It isn’t true that it won’t come. 

(continued)
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  9

Estos huesos brillando en la noche,
estas palabras como piedras preciosas
en la garganta viva de un pájaro petrificado,
este verde muy amado,
este lila caliente,
este corazón sólo misterioso.

(continued)
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  9

These bones brilliant in the night,
these words like precious stones
in the living throat of a petrified bird,
this beloved green,
this beating lilac, 
this simply mysterious heart.

(continued)
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  0

un viento débil
lleno de rostros doblados
que recorto en forma de objetos que amar

(continued)



157

  0

a faint wind
full of folded faces
I cut into the shape of things that love

(continued)
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  

ahora
   en esta hora inocente
yo y la que fui nos sentamos
en el umbral de mi mirada

(continued)
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  

today
   at this innocent hour
I sit together with who I was
on the threshold of my gaze

(continued)
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  2

no más las dulces metamorfosis de una niña de seda
sonámbula ahora en la cornisa de niebla

su despertar de mano respirando
de flor que se abre al viento

(continued)
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  2

no longer the sweet metamorphoses of a girl of silk
now a sleepwalker in the fog’s knotty moldings

her awakening by hand breathing
a flower that opens to the wind

(continued)
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  3

explicar con palabras de este mundo
que partió de mí un barco llevándome

(continued)
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  3

to explain with words this world
that set out from me a ship delivering me

(continued)
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  5

Extraño desacostumbrarme
de la hora en que nací.
Extraño no ejercer más
oficio de recién llegada.

(continued)
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  5

Strange to grow alien 
to the hour I was born.
Strange not to be more
experienced as a new arrival.

(continued)
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  6

has construido tu casa
has emplumado tus pájaros
has golpeado al viento
con tus propios huesos

has terminado sola
lo que nadie comenzó

(continued)
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  6

you have built your house
you have feathered your birds
you have beaten the wind
with your own bones

you have finished alone
what no one began

(continued)
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  7

Días en que una palabra lejana se apodera de
mí. Voy por esos días sonámbula y
transparente. La hermosa autómata se canta, se encanta,
se cuenta casos y cosas: nido de hilos rígidos
donde me danzo y me lloro en mis numerosos funerales. (Ella es
su espejo incendiado, su espera en hogueras frías, su
elemento místico, su fornicación de nombres
creciendo solos en la noche pálida.)

(continued)
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  7

Days when a distant word seizes 
me. I move through these days a sleepwalker and
transparent. The beautiful robot sings to herself, charms herself,
tells herself comings and goings: nest of stiff threads
where I dance and grieve at my many funerals.  (She is
her mirror ablaze, her wait at cold stakes, her
mystic element, her fornication with names 
growing singly in the pale night.)

(continued)
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  8

como un poema enterado
del silencio de las cosas
hablas para no verme

(continued)
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  8

like a poem wise
to the silence of things
you speak in order not to see me

(continued)
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  9

cuando vea los ojos
que tengo en los míos tatuados

(continued)
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  9

whenever I see the eyes
tattooed in mine

(continued)
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  20

dice que no sabe del miedo de la muerte del amor
dice que tiene miedo de la muerte del amor
dice que el amor es muerte es miedo
dice que la muerte es miedo es amor
dice que no sabe

         a Laure Bataillon

(continued)
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  20

she says she doesn’t know about fear of the death of love
she says she is afraid of the death of love
she says love is death is fear
she says death is fear is love
she says she doesn’t know

         to Laure Bataillon

(continued)
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  2

he nacido tanto
y doblemente sufrido
en la memoria de aquí y de allá

written 962
Alejandra Pizarnik
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  2

I have been born much
and suffered doubly
in the memory of here and there

translated from Spanish by
Elizabeth Zuba
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Homophonic 
Section
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These lines were translated based on their sound  
to create the poems on the following pages.

Mbas ndarjes 
fjalët janë Afërdita të thyera, 
trena të përmbysur nga shinat.

Pejsazhe me klithma rrufesh 
flokët e shiut shkulin nga dhimbja!
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In Basin There Jests

Fissure-light then.  If aired I’d a flayer,
Train at a brambly-sun airing a sheen at.

Peach-ash meek cliff may roof as
flocking to a shy hatch, culling, and I’m bee-jar!

Stephanie Anderson
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MBA’s (and) Not Archie’s 
Fraudulent Janie (in) Aphrodite’s tee
(From) “thy” era. (A) Trinity
Perm by Sir nags a Sinat(ra).
(A) P.J.’s he-me (named) Clyde — 
They may (be) rough (and) fresh
(as a Berlin polar named) Floke
it (se)es heights cooling
a dim being, a . . .

Mary Jo Bang
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Emboss Santa Raj! [. . .]
if jailed, Yanni, a furred-eyed [. . .]
Eternity permed, bye sirs! [. . .]
 
Pee jazz! He, me, Clith.* [. . .] 
Flock it! Eat! Shoot skulls in [. . .]

Ken Chen
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     Since Thursday
Young Jane had felt afraid to travel.
A train permeated her dreams.

     Please let me stay home
She prayed and shouted to her insensitive mother!

Billy Collins
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my best, and our jest
fudge all edge and eat for Dita
there there, train a temper maybe

sure, Inga shineth
Pidge says he makes lithe male rubbish
flow, Kate, and shy out shekels in God’s djembe!

Emily Drumsta
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The basin, dear, has
fallen, an offered iota to the air.
Trains taper by, urns get shined.

Precious homelight, crawfish,
florets in earshot calling him back!

Adam Giannelli
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Mummy

emboxed in dark jest
   fallen gene: 
         after death, then the earth

tree not tempered   my byssus  
               no go
                shine out

pestle me
         clothe my refreshed flock

eyes shut        shackled in 
               no go
                dim shame

Jac Jemc
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I’m boss not artist
violet genre of our diet, tooth, year
try: not too poor
maybe: sure enough, sure in that.

(pause as he makes light of me or you)
 (fish flock out as should shock)

You loan:
 I’m no good;
 I’m bought.

Karinne Keithley



188

Enough of swords
for Aphrodite is waiting in the garden,
as blossoms rain on her eyelids.

Heavily they close my dream
floating and taunting this battle of morning!

Jill Leininger
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Ambassador Jess!
Follow Jane Aphrodite, Tia Tijera—
try not to perm. Be stern, gosh. Natch.

Pizazz? A chemical edema, or fish.
F! Lock it shut-skull. And get him, by jaw.

Jessica Nordell
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Epitaphs of Lesser Known Film Stars from the 920s

mamba sander:  
“joseph yawl it!”

johnny affair:
“died a tea tyrant”

trina tapir:
“mumbai sir”

inga shin:
“a two-page sized megalith”

maroofesh faqqat:
“issues”

caligula:
“them jaws!”

Matt Reeck
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Untitled

Bless abstract
fragile pain offered to tempt—
time so paradoxical it shivers.

Perhaps I’m a thinner refreshed
forest of shouts shaking down decades!

Eléna Rivera
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Bass and dirges.
For let Jane’s afterthought remain there
Trains to permeable negation.
Passages may zither rue-fresh
Flocks are shut and schooled in news. Dim job!

Christina Svendsen
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Maybe the nadar is just
forgetting your name. Afraid of tears
I train to your permanent shining syringe.

Pajama my cliffnotes’ roughest
flocks and stop sulking at the gym!

•

Embossed darlings,
if some jolly Johnny can afford your tiara,
train your southern berm not to shine.

Presage my roughish isthmus
to flock and shout something not as dimly!

•

Ambassadors, yes,
falling, Cheney affirms he’s retiring.
Trinity per my advisor, go shine it.

Package him with your freshest
flukiest shit, his schooling got him, yeah!

Elizabeth Willis
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The homophonic translations are based on the following poem:

Mbas Ndarjes

Mbas ndjares
fjalët janë Afërdita të thyera,
trena të përmbysur nga shinat.

Pejsazhe me klithma rrufesh
flokët e shiut shkulin nga dhimbja!

written 974
Moikom Zeqo
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After the Separation

After the separation, each word
became a broken Aphrodite,
a train run off its tracks.

Now the images flash —
pulling out the rain’s hair.

translated from Albanian by
Wayne Miller

from I Don’t Believe in Ghosts © 2007, BOA Editions, Ltd., and used with permission.



196



197

Contributors’  
Notes



198

Authors



199

Antonella Anedda
Antonella Anedda was born in Rome in 958, where she currently lives. She teaches Ital-
ian literature at the University of Arezzo and has published four collections of poetry, 
including: Notti di pace occidentale (Donzelli, 999), which was awarded the Montale 
Prize, and Il catalogo della gioia (Donzelli, 2003). Her latest book, Dal balcone del corpo 
(Mondadori, 2007), includes poems written in the dialect of a northeastern area of 
Sardinia and has won the Naples Prize for Poetry. She has also published two books of 
essays, as well as Nomi distanti (Empiria, 998), a collection of translations from, among 
others, Osip Mandelstam, Emily Brontë, Ezra Pound, and Philippe Jacottet.

Gennady Aygi
Gennady Aygi (934–2006) was a Chuvash poet who wrote over twenty books of 
poetry in Russian and Chuvash, including In the Name of the Father, Now Always 
Snows, Field-Russia, and Veronica’s Notebook. Aygi, who lived and wrote in Moscow, 
is considered a classic of the late-Soviet avant-garde and was nominated for a Nobel 
Prize in 99. Chuvash is listed as an endangered language by UNESCO and is little 
known to Western readers. Aygi’s Russian work has been widely translated, but “To 
Mother” is one of the first English translations of his Chuvash poetry.

María Baranda
María Baranda was born in Mexico City in 962. She is the recipient of the Augascali-
entes National Poetry Prize and the FILIJ Children’s Story Prize, among many others. 
Baranda is the author of over a dozen books of poetry, most recently Ficticia, which 
was published in 2006 by Amigos de Editorial Calamus. More translations from Ficti-
cia appeared or are forthcoming in Chicago Review, Northwest Review, Hayden’s Ferry 
Review, turnrow, Action Yes, Washington Square, and Zoland Poetry.

Stathis Baroutsos
Stathis Baroutsos was born in Hanover, Germany, in 980. He is an Athenian poet of 
the Generation of 2000. His poetry has appeared in the original Greek, as well as in 
English and German translation, in publications such as Manavis and Mr. D Workshop.

Manoel de Barros
Manoel de Barros was born in the Pantanal region of Brazil in 96 and is the author 
of over twenty books of poetry. He received Brazil’s highest award, the Jabuti Prize, 
in both 990 and 2002, the Nestlé Poetry Prize in 997 and again in 2006, and the 
Ministry of Culture’s Cecília Meireles Prize in 998. 

Matsuo Bashπ
See page 24.



200

Mercedes Cebrián
Mercedes Cebrián was born in Madrid and has published two books: El malestar al al-
cance de todos (2004) and Mercado Común (2006). Her texts have also been published 
in newspapers and magazines including El País, La Vanguardia, Diario de Poesía (Ar-
gentina), Absinthe (USA), and Passport (USA). She has been a fellow at the Spanish 
Academy in Rome and at Ledig House. She also translates from English and French.

Hamada Chinseki
See page 24.

Christian Dotremont
See page 4.

Eduardo Espina
Eduardo Espina was born in Montevideo, Uruguay, in 954. His books of poetry 
include Valores personales (982), La Caza Nupcial (993), Deslengue (998), Mínimo 
de mundo visible (2003), El cutis patrio (2006), and others. He has also published 
three books of essays. His poems have been included in more than 20 anthologies of 
Latin American poetry, notably Medusario (996), the hemisphere-wide anthology of 
the neobarroco. Since 980, he has divided his time between Uruguay and the United 
States. He teaches at Texas A & M, where he co-edits the Hispanic Poetry Review.

Ernest Farrés
Catalan poet Ernest Farrés, born in Igualada in 967, lives in Barcelona. A journalist 
with La Vanguardia, he has written three volumes of poems: Clavar-ne una al mall 
i l’altra a l’enclusa (996), Mosquits (998), and Edward Hopper (2006), which won 
the Englantina d’Or of the Jocs Florals of Barcelona. He also edited the anthology 2 
poetes del XXI (200). In Spain Edward Hopper has been adapted to the stage in both 
Catalan and Spanish. English versions of Farrés’s poems have recently appeared in 
Calque, The Nation, Words without Borders, World Literature Today, and Zoland Poetry.

Antony Gamoneda
Antony Gamoneda, one of Spain’s most beloved contemporary poets, was recently 
awarded the Cervantes Prize and the Premio Reina Sophia. “The widow’s dining room” 
was originally published in the collection Lápidas (977–986), which in part reflects 
on the atrocities Gamoneda witnessed as a child during the early years of the Franco 
regime. Gamoneda’s poetry is collected in Esta Luz (Galaxia Gutenberg, 2004).

Gendun Chopel
See page 52.



201

Isabelle Baladine Howald
Isabelle Baladine Howald lives and works in Strasbourg, France, where she directs the 

“Philosophical and Literary Encounters” of the Librairie Kléber. From 980 to 982 she 
edited the literary journal ANIMA. Her most recent books are Secret des souffles, Nuit 
d’amour un livre, and Les noms, très bas, published by éditions A Passage, as well as Les 
Etats de la demolition (éditions Jacques Brémond). Three books are forthcoming: La 
séparation de l’âme et du corps, Hantômes (after Mallarmé), and L’origine des larmes. 
Howald’s “Stele for Lenz” appeared in English, in Keith Waldrop’s translation, in Série 
d’Ecriture No. 7 and One Score More: The Second 20 Years of Burning Deck (2002).

Ismail
Ismail (928–2003) was a poet and critic known for changing the landscape of Telugu 
poetry. His adherence to silence in poetry and his battle against Marxists won him a 
wide audience but no awards. 

Suganuma Kyokusui
See page 24.

Emmanuel Moses
Emmanuel Moses, poet, novelist, and translator, was born in 959 in Casablanca. He 
spent his childhood in Paris and Jerusalem. A selection of his poetry called Last News 
of Mr. Nobody was translated into English by Marilyn Hacker, Kevin Hart, and C. K. 
Williams and published by Otherpress/Handsel Books in 2005. His awards include 
the Prix Max-Jacob, the Prix Jean-Malrieu, and the Prix-Nelly Sachs. His recent books 
in French are the novel La danse de la poussière dans les rayons du soleil (999) and the 
collection of poems Le present (999). 

Jean Parmentier
See page 90.

Alejandra Pizarnik
Alejandra Pizarnik (936–972), an Argentine poet, essayist, translator, and painter, was 
an important figure in the post-WWII surrealist and existentialist literary movements 
in France and Latin America. In 960s Paris, she collaborated with and translated works 
by Antonin Artaud, Henri Michaux, Aimé Césaire, and Yves Bonnefoy. In 962 she 
published Árbol de Diana, for which Octavio Paz wrote the introduction. After return-
ing to Buenos Aires, Pizarnik published Los trabajos y las noches (965), which won both 
the Primer Premio Municipalidad de Buenos Aires and the Fondo Nacional de las Artes, 
La condesa sangrienta (965), Extracción de la piedra de locura (968), and El infierno 
musical (97). Pizarnik died of an intentional drug overdose on September 25, 972. 



202

Bernard Radfar
Bernard Radfar writes in English and his first language, Aramaic. He is currently 
working on a spy novel. His previous novels, Nahsh’ed Olam (A Man of the World) and 
Mirpeelah (To Hell with You), have not been translated. 

Boris Ryzhii
Boris Ryzhii was born in Russia’s Ural region. In addition to writing poetry, he studied 
nuclear geophysics and geo-ecology. He committed suicide in 200, leaving behind 
a wife and son. He was awarded the Anti-Booker prize in 2000 and the Northern 
Palmyra, posthumously, in 200.

Rolando Sánchez Mejías
Rolando Sánchez Mejías was born in Holguín, Cuba, in 959. Since 997 he has lived 
in Barcelona, where he teaches at the Ateneu Barcelones. From 997 until 2002 he ed-
ited, with Carlos Aguilera, the influential xerox journal Diáspora(s). He also edited the 
anthologies Mapa imaginario (995), which defined the then-emerging Generation 
of the 80s, and Nueve poetas cubanos del siglo xx (2000). He has published two books 
of fiction and four books of poetry: Collage en azul adorable (99), Derivas (994), 
Cálculo de lindes (2000), and Cuaderno Blanco (2007).

Silke Scheuermann
Silke Scheuermann has been awarded numerous prizes for her poetry and fiction. Her 
work has been translated into various languages. She currently resides in Frankfurt.

Andrei Sen-Senkov
Andrei Sen-Senkov was born in Tajikistan in 968 and now lives in Moscow. He is the 
author of six books of poetry, prose, and visual poems. In 2006 Sen-Senkov spent a 
month watching 40 Hitchcock movies and wrote a poem about each.

Dan Sociu
Dan Sociu was born in Botosani, Romania, in 978, and currently resides in Bucha-
rest. He is the author of the novel Urbancolia and the poetry collections eXcessive 
songs (named Best Book of the Year by the Romanian Writers’ Association), brother 
louse, and well-sealed jars, money for another week. In 2007, he was voted the Most 
Prominent Young Writer by the Younger Writers’ Colloquium in Cluj. Sociu has been 
called a “Miserablist” by Romanian literary critics, a label that refers to the anti-heroic 
speaker of many of his poems, his interest in the banal, and his impatience with the 
preciousness of the Romanian literary tradition. 



203

Aleš Šteger
Aleš Šteger has published four books of poetry, a novel, and a book of nonfiction. He 
received the 998 Veronika Prize for the best Slovenian poetry volume of the year, 
the 999 Petrarch Prize for young European authors, and the 2007 Rožančeva Award 
for the best book of essays written in Slovenian. His work has been translated into 
German, Czech, Croatian, Hungarian, Spanish, and other languages. He is a founding 
editor of the Beletrina publishing house, and founder of the international Medana 
Days of Poetry and Wine festival.

Anni Sumari
Anni Sumari was born in Helsinki, Finland, in 965. She has published a novel, several 
books of poetry and short prose, and has edited various anthologies, including The 
Other Side of Landscape: An Anthology of Contemporary Nordic Poetry (Slope Editions, 
2006) together with Danish poet Nicolaj Stochholm. Sumari was awarded The Danc-
ing Bear Prize for the best poetry collection of the year in 998, and her work has been 
translated and published in over 20 languages. 

Novica Tadiœ
Novica Tadić is the author of fifteen books of poetry. His most recent book is the col-
lection Lutajući Oganj (Wandering Fire, 2007).

Ron Winkler
Ron Winkler, born in East Germany in 973, has published three collections of poetry 
in German, most recently Fragmented Waters (2007). Winkler has also translated 
books of American poetry by Denise Duhamel, Billy Collins, and Jeffrey McDaniel, 
and published an anthology of young American poets. Winkler recently read several 
of his poems while accompanied by chamber music for Carnegie Hall’s Berlin in 
Lights Festival. In the title of the poem in this issue, “Nachmärz,” literally means “Af-
termarch,” which was the period following the German March Revolution of 848.

Moikom Zeqo
Moikom Zeqo, born in Durrës, Albania, in 949, is the author of more than 20 vol-
umes of poetry, as well as many novels, children’s books, monographs, and scholarly 
articles on Albanian history, archaeology, and literature. Albania’s former Minister of 
Culture, Zeqo directed the National Historical museum in Tirana for much of the last 
decade. Today, he works as a freelance writer and journalist. 



204

Translators



205

Damiano Abeni
Damiano Abeni is an epidemiologist who has translated American poetry since 973. 
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. Abeni is among the 
editors of the journal Nuovi Argomenti.

Stephanie Anderson
Stephanie Anderson is the author of In the Particular Particular, winner of the 2006 
DIAGRAM/New Michigan Press Chapbook Prize.

Mary Jo Bang
Mary Jo Bang is the author of five books of poems, the most recent of which, Elegy 
(Graywolf Press), received the National Book Critics Circle Award. A sixth collection, 
The Bride of E, is forthcoming from Graywolf in the fall of 2009.

Ken Chen
Ken Chen is the Executive Director of The Asian American Writers’ Workshop. A 
poetry finalist for The Iowa Review Award and the Yale Series of Younger Poets, his 
work has been published in Best American Essays 2006 and elsewhere. Ken Chen is 
also a founder of Satellite: The Berkeley Magazine of News + Culture and the website 

Arts & Letters Daily.

Billy Collins
Billy Collins’s new collection of poems, Ballistics, was published this year by Random 
House.

Peter Constantine
Peter Constantine’s recent translations include Sophocles’ Theban Trilogy, The Essen-
tial Writings of Machiavelli, The Cossacks, by Tolstoy, and the Complete Works of Isaac 
Babel. He received the PEN Translation Prize for Six Early Stories by Thomas Mann, 
and the National Translation Award for The Undiscovered Chekhov. 

Emily Drumsta
Emily Drumsta recently received a Critical Language Scholarship from the U. S. De-
partment of State to study Arabic in Morocco. She began doctoral study in Compara-
tive Literature at the University of California, Berkeley, in the fall of 2008.



206

Joshua Edwards
Joshua Edwards grew up near Houston and lives in Shanghai. He co-edits Canarium 
Books with Robyn Schiff, Nick Twemlow, and Lynn Xu. His translations of María 
Baranda’s Ficticia were made possible thanks to a Fulbright-Garcia Robles grant and 
Amigos de Editorial Calamus.

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 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 anthology of contemporary Italian poets.

Adam Giannelli
Adam Giannelli is a graduate of the MFA program at the University of Virginia, where 
he was a Henry Hoyns Fellow, and the editor of High Lonesome: On the Poetry of 
Charles Wright (Oberlin College Press, 2006). 

Marilyn Hacker
Marilyn Hacker is the author of a dozen collections of poems, including Desesperanto 
and Essays on Departure. Her recent books of translation include Vénus Khoury-Gha-
ta’s Nettles and Guy Goffette’s Charlestown Blues. 

Brian Henry
Brian Henry is the author of five books of poetry, most recently The Stripping Point. 
His translation of the Slovenian poet Tomaž Šalamun’s Woods and Chalices appeared 
from Harcourt in 2008. He lives in Richmond, Virginia.

Nathan Hoks
Nathan Hoks’s poems and translations have recently appeared in Crazyhorse, eXchang-
es, Pilot Magazine, The Burnside Review, Court Green, and CutBank. He has received 
fellowships from the University of Iowa, the Vermont Studio Center, and the Millay 
Colony for the Arts. He lives and teaches in the Boston area.

Alison Hughes
Alison Hughes, a graduate of Princeton University, has translated the poetry of 
Spaniard Jose Angel Valente and Chilean Violeta Medina as well as the fiction of Julio 
Cortazar and Fernando Botero. She lives in Madrid, Spain.
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Jac Jemc
Jac Jemc received her MFA from the School of the Art Institute of Chicago. Her work 
has appeared in Sleepingfish, Tarpaulin Sky, Zoland Poetry,The Denver Quarterly, and 
elimae. She is an editorial assistant for The Means and a bookseller in Chicago.

Karinne Keithley
Karinne Keithley is a playwright, sound artist, animator, and junior scholar. She 
founded the 53rd State Press, which publishes new plays. Web treasury at www.fancy-
stitchmachine.org. She’s currently thinking on creatural poetics. 

Paul Killebrew
Paul Killebrew was born and raised in Nashville, Tennessee, where he currently works 
as a lawyer. He is the author of the chapbooks Inspector vs. Evader (Ugly Duckling 
Presse, 2006), Buenos Dias, Cap’n Crunch (A Rest Press, 2005), and Forget Rita (Poetry 
Society of America, 2003). 

Jill Leininger
Jill Leininger is part of the international artist community at the Vermont Studio Cen-
ter, where she often pretends to know more about languages than she actually does. 
Recent work can be seen in Shenandoah and Crab Creek Review.

Donald S. Lopez, Jr.
Donald S. Lopez, Jr. is Arthur E. Link Distinguished University Professor of Buddhist 
and Tibetan Studies at the University of Michigan. His translation of the complete 
poems of Gendun Chopel, entitled In the Forest of Faded Wisdom, will be published by 
the University of Chicago Press in spring 2009.

David McDuff
David McDuff ’s translations of Russian prose classics are published by Penguin. 
Bloodaxe Books (UK) has issued his versions of contemporary Nordic poetry. 

Chris Michalski
Chris Michalski’s poems and translations have appeared in countless reviews and an-
thologies. His chapbook paper route and other poems was released last summer by little-
fishcart press in a limited edition. His manuscript of selected poems by Silke Scheuer-
mann, voyages over snow, is currently looking for a publisher. He lives in Vienna.
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Wayne Miller
Wayne Miller is the author of Only the Senses Sleep (New Issues, 2006), co-translator 
of I Don’t Believe in Ghosts (BOA, 2007), and editor, with Kevin Prufer, of The New 
European Poetry (Graywolf, 2008). Wayne lives in Kansas City and teaches at Central 
Missouri State University, where he co-edits Pleiades.

Bruno Navasky
Bruno Navasky is a teacher and writer living in New York City.

Jessica Nordell
Raised in Green Bay, Wisconsin, Jessica Nordell is the Martha Meier Renk Poetry 
Fellow at the University of Wisconsin. Her poems and nonfiction have appeared 
in FIELD, Speakeasy, Slate, and Salon, and she has worked as a comedy writer for A 
Prairie Home Companion.

Idra Novey
Idra Novey’s first book of poems, The Next Country, received the 2007 Kinereth 
Gensler Award from Alice James Books and will be released in fall 2008. She was a 
recipient of a PEN Translation Fund Award for her translations of Brazilian poet 
Paulo Henriques Britto, collected in The Clean Shirt of It, published by BOA Editions 
in 2007. 

Chad Parmenter
Chad Parmenter is currently a creative writing fellow in University of Missouri-Co-
lumbia’s poetry Ph.D. program. His poems have won the Hotel Amerika 2005 poetry 
contest and Black Warrior Review’s Third Ever Poetry Contest. They have appeared 
or are forthcoming in The Harvard Review, Kenyon Review, Smartish Pace, and Best 

American Poetry 2007.

Sean Price
Sean Price has recently returned to his hometown of St. Louis after a two-year stay 
in Japan. He spends his time puttering around the house, eating cereal, and being 
shocked by his native culture.

D. Kesava Rao
D. Kesava Rao is a translator of Telugu poetry into English. 
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Matt Reeck
Matt Reeck lives in Brooklyn. His poetry has appeared or will soon appear in Upstairs 
at Duroc, First Intensity, Web Conjunctions, Aufgabe, They Are Flying Planes, Brooklyn 
Review, Tight, and Other Rooms. His translations from Urdu can be read online at 
eXchanges and are forthcoming in The Annual of Urdu Studies. 

Eléna Rivera
Eléna Rivera’s translation of Isabelle Baladine Howald’s Secrets of the Breath is forth-
coming from Burning Deck Press. Other translations have appeared in the Chicago Re-
view and are forthcoming in Tuesday: An Art Project. She was awarded a 2007 Witter 
Bynner Poetry Translator Residency at the Santa Fe Institute for the Arts. Her latest 
book of poetry is Mistakes, Accidents and a Want of Liberty (Barque Press, 2006).

JD Schneider
JD Schneider studies poetry and languages at Sarah Lawrence College. His transla-
tions of Ron Winkler have appeared in Bordercrossing-Berlin and are forthcoming in 
the Massachusetts Review.

Zachary Schomburg
Zachary Schomburg is the author of a book of poems, The Man Suit (Black Ocean, 
2007), and the co-editor of Octopus Magazine and Octopus Books. He is a Ph.D. 
student in Lincoln, NE. 

James Stotts
James Stotts is a poet living in Boston and starting a family.

Christina Svendsen
Christina Svendsen is a Ph.D. candidate in comparative literature at Harvard Univer-
sity. She is writing her dissertation on the rhetoric of architecture, or buildings and 
destruction, in twentieth-century literature. She has translated poetry and philosophy 
from German, French, and Italian.

Steven Teref & Maja Teref
Steven and Maja Teref ’s translations have appeared in numerous magazines, such as 
New American Writing, Black Clock, Absinthe: New European Writing, and are forth-
coming in Dirty Goat. This summer they presented a paper on Tadić at the Poetry and 
Translation conference at the University of Stirling, Scotland.
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Sarah Valentine
Sarah Valentine received her Ph.D. in Slavic Languages and Literatures from Prince-
ton University and is currently a Mellon Postdoctoral Fellow in the Slavic Department 
at UCLA. Her work has appeared in Callaloo, Slavic and East European Journal, and 
ReDactions: Poetry and Poetics and her book, The Poetics of Gennady Aygi, is forthcom-
ing in 2008. 

Lawrence Venuti
Lawrence Venuti translates from Italian, French, and Catalan. Recent translations 
include Antonia Pozzi’s Breath: Poems and Letters (2002), the anthology Italy: A Trav-
eler’s Literary Companion (2003), and Massimo Carlotto’s crime novel The Goodbye 
Kiss (2006). He is the author of The Translator’s Invisibility: A History of Translation 
(2nd ed., 2008) and The Scandals of Translation: Towards an Ethics of Difference (998), 
and the editor of The Translation Studies Reader (2nd ed., 2004).

Mark Weiss
Mark Weiss’s most recent poetry collections are Fieldnotes (995) and Figures: 32 
Poems (Chax Press, 200). Different Birds appeared as an ebook in 2004 (www.shears-
man.com). As Landscape is due from Chax this year. He edited, with Harry Polkin-
horn, Across the Line / Al otro lado: The Poetry of Baja California (2002). Among 
his translations are Stet: Selected Poems of José Kozer (2006) and Cuaderno de San 

Antonio / The San Antonio Notebook, by Javier Manríquez (2004). His anthology The 
Whole Island: Six Decades of Cuban Poetry is forthcoming in 2009 from University of 
California Press.

Donald Wellman
Donald Wellman teaches at Daniel Webster College. Fields, his selected poems, is 
available from Light and Dust. In addition to the poetry of Antony Gamoneda, Well-
man has translated the work of Emilio Prados and Yvan Goll. Wellman’s poetry also 
includes the ebook, Baroque Threads, from Mudlark, and his poems and essays can be 
found in Eratio Postmodern Poetry, Fascicle, Jacket Magazine, and There.

Elizabeth Willis
Elizabeth Willis’s most recent books of poetry are Meteoric Flowers (Wesleyan 2006) 
and Turneresque (Burning Deck 2003).

Elizabeth Zuba
Poet, artist, and translator, Elizabeth Zuba resides in Brooklyn, where she is the As-
sociate Editor of Swerve magazine. Her poems occasionally appear in unsuspecting 
print. 
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Albanian 94
Aramaic 28, 32

Catalan 36
Chuvash 0
Finnish 80

French 44, 90, 4, 34
German 00, 36

Greek 06
Italian 86

Japanese 24
Portuguese 2, 4
Romanian 38, 42

Russian 8, 98, 08, 0, 2
Serbian 34

Slovenian 40
Spanish 32, 58, 88, 02, 8, 42

Telugu 96
Tibetan 52
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