
circumference
p o e t r y  i n  t r a n s l a t i o n

∆

i s s u e  4



2

circumference
Volume 2, Issue 2  •  Autumn | Winter 2005–2006

© 2005 circumference, Inc.
isbn: 0-974-38633-2

Please visit our website at www.circumferencemag.com.

editors
Stefania Heim

Jennifer Kronovet

designer
Daniel Beraca Visel

language expert
Kevin Herwig

web design
St-Eve.com

advisory board
Joshua Beckman

Caroline Crumpacker
Richard Howard

Brett Fletcher Lauer
J.P. Seaton

Rosmarie Waldrop
Eliot Weinberger

circumference is a sponsored project of the New York Foundation 
for the Arts (nyfa), a 501(c)(3), tax-exempt organization.

To subscribe please make checks payable to circumference. 
Subscriptions are $15 per year (two issues). Single-copy price is $10.

For a list of all funders, see the inside covers.

To become a superhero ($300), hero ($100), or friend ($40) of 
circumference and help sustain this journal, please make all checks 

payable to our fiscal sponsor, nyfa, and mail to our P.O. Box, below. All 
donations are fully tax-deductible to the extent provided by law.

When submitting work, please send five or six translated poems along 
with the originals and a self-addressed, stamped envelope.

Mail all material to:
circumference

P.O. Box 27
New York, New York 10159-0027



3

Dear Readers,

C
ircumference is an international journal—its contents come 
from all over the globe, often making several stops in time and 
space on their way to these pages. But, though circumference 
is global and wide-ranging, the journal’s creation has been, in 
many ways, local, culled and curated in one place: New York City. 

This, the fourth issue, is the first to be created transnationally, with one editor 
and the designer in New York and one editor in Beijing.

When we knew that separation was imminent, we became nervous. How would 
this work, exactly? For two years, we had taken for granted the process of sitting 
on the same couch, drinking from the same pot of coffee, and discussing the 
same physical poem in front of us. Yet, as the issue grew and its poems began to 
speak to each other and resonate with each other and we again fell in love with the 
act of editing, we realized that despite very early morning/late night phone con-
versations replacing the simplicity of physical proximity, we have it easy. It is our 
translators, we understood, who have much greater distances to cross. They, who 
consistently make national, linguistic, and cultural leaps to bridge distances, 
worlds, and eras.

As always, it is our honor to present to you this work. We are in constant admi-
ration of our translators, who travel among languages, surmount many and vari-
ous obstacles, and create something new while respecting what has been given to 
them by others.

Best wishes,
The Editors
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Konec Domotožja

Za vsako kresnico, ki ponikne v nocni molk,
ostane praznina. Za vsako poplavo, ki kaznuje
svet, se lesketa gladka zrcalna površina. Obrazi
naši, zaskrbljeni, v odsevu se ne prepoznajo.
Le kakšen hrib, ki vlažno se napenja, da bi
segel više kot rob postelje, za hip nas zmoti:
že razporek blisne, riž prši, na dolgem krilu
lebdi razkošje izbrancem pred ocmi, in mlada
ženska, ki zlahka bi ji rekel, da po teh krajih še
ni hodila, zamahne z roko. Povabi nas, kakor
da je tu od vecno, temno zeleni reki podobna,
ki obliva grad z izmišljenimi grbi, vrt s pešcenimi
potmi in spalnico, kjer v zavesah dihanje
ljubimcev še izpred zadnje vojne caka, da
sprehod se neha in grejo še price spat,
dekleta nepotešena in matere utrujenih družin,
da spat grejo obleke in obcudovanje dveh celin.
Vabilu sem odzval se, edini buden, in pustil sem
se potegniti kot crta cez zemljevid: kar prej živelo
je kot samotna tocka, zdaj vez postaja, ki
iz ure v uro bolj cvrsto traja in zapovedi rodu
radostno prestopa in s tvojim glasom šepeta:
» Poglej, kako dežela manj trpi, ker ni vec
deviška. «

written 1999 
Aleš Debeljak
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The End of Homesickness

After every firefly has vanished into
silence and night, an emptiness remains.
After all the floods to punish the world
a mirrorlike polish sticks around.
Our faces don’t recognize themselves
inside the worried reflection. Only a hill
disturbs us for a moment, moist and swelling
above the mattress edge: the slit of a skirt
that flashes open, rice falling opulent
on wings before the chosen couple’s eyes,
and a young woman, who cannot be said
to have seen this place before, waves her hand.
She invites us as if she had always been here,
resembling the dark green river
that laps against this castle and its fictitious
coat-of-arms, the garden with sandy paths
and a bedroom, where lovers from before
the war breathe in the curtains, waiting
for the stroll to end, waiting with witnesses,
maids and mothers of tired families
waiting to go to bed, waiting on a pair
of continents, waiting for even the dresses
to get to bed. The only one still awake,
I respond to the invitation, let myself
be drawn across the map: what used to live
as a single point is now becoming a line,
stronger from hour to hour and crossing
every border shaded in by others.
Whispers, in your voice: Look, the country
is no longer a huddled bird, it suffers
a little less than it did before.

translated from Slovenian by 
Andrew Zawacki & Aleš Debeljak



10

      (continued)

שִׁעוּר עִבְרִית

מחזור

"רָאִיתִי מַה שֶּׁרָאִיתִי" מאיר ויזילטיר

שִׁעוּר אָלֶף

הָרֶגַע אֲנִי לוֹמֵד לִכְתּוֹב:

אֵשׁ וְחַשְׁמַל, לְלֹא שְׁגִיאוֹת.

וְהָרֶגַע אוֹחֶזֶת אֵשׁ בְּשֻׁלְחַן הַכְּתִיבָה

וְהַחַשְׁמַל בַּחֶדֶר

בֶה.כָּ

לְאוֹרוֹ שֶׁל הַשֻּׁלְחָן הַבּוֹעֵר

אֲנִי לוֹמֵד לְתָאֵר

אֶת הָאֵשׁ

וְלָגַעַת בַּחַשְׁמַל.
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Hebrew Lesson
a cycle

    “I saw what I saw” (Meir Wieseltier)

  Lesson A

At this moment I’m learning to write:
fire and electricity, mistake free.
And at this moment fire takes hold of the desk
and the electricity in the room
shuts off.
By the light of the burning desk
I learn to describe
the fire
and to touch electricity.

(continued)
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      (continued)

שִׁעוּר בֵּית

הָאִישׁ הַחַי לוֹבֵשׁ חֻלְצָה עִם כַּפְתּוֹרִים קְטַנִּים

וְהָאִישׁ הַמֵת

לוֹבֵשׁ חֻלְצָה עִם

כַּפְתּוֹרִים גְּדוֹלִים

גְּדוֹלִים מֵחֻלְצָתוֹ

 שֶׁל הָאִישׁ הַחַימִיֵּאוּשׁוׁגְּדוֹלִים 

גְּדוֹלִים מִצִלוֹ שֶׁל עֵץ הַמַּסְתִּיר לָנוּ אֶת צִלּהּ שֶׁל פְּלָנֶטָה

גְּדוֹלִים מִזַּעַמוֹ שֶׁל הַפַּטִּישׁ הַמַּכֶּה בַּשֶׁמֶשׁ

כְּמוֹ בְּגוֹנְג אִלֵּם.
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  Lesson B

The living man wears a shirt with small buttons
and the dead man
wears a shirt with
big buttons
buttons bigger than his shirt
bigger than the despair of the living man
bigger than the shadow of the tree that blocks the shadow of a planet
bigger than the rage of the hammer that strikes the sun
like a mute gong.

(continued)
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שִׁעוּר גִימֵל

גֵּרַשְׁתִּי אֶת הַגַּלְעִין מִבֵּיתוֹ

וְהֶחֱלַפְתְּי אוֹתוֹ

בְּגוּשׁ מֶלַח

קָטָן.

לֹא אֶנְגֹּס בַּפְּרִי

וְלֹא אַכְנִיס אֶת יָדִי לְתוֹך הָאֲגַרְטָל

כְּדֵי לְנַעֲנֵעַ

אֶת הָאֲגַרְטָל שֶׁהֻסְתַּר בּתוֹכוֹ.

הַפַּעַם לֹא אַתִּיר לְאִישׁ לַלֶדֶת אוֹתִי.

אֵלֵד אֶת עַצְמִי.

הַמַּיִם הַמַּסְרִיחִים וְהִשְׁתַּקְּפוּיּוֹתֵיהֵם הַמַּסְרִיחוֹת יְדַבְּרוּ אָז

עִבְרִית חֲדָשָׁה.

אֲחוּז תְּזָזִית, פּוֹרֵעַ סֵדֶר, נוֹטֵף זֵעָה,

אֶחֱצֶה אֶת חֲלוֹמוֹתָיו שֶׁל הָאֶסְתֶּטִיקָן.

      (continued)
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  Lesson C

I evicted the pit from his home
and substituted it
with a small
lump of salt.
I won’t bite the fruit
and I won’t put my hand inside the vase
to shake
the vase hidden inside it.
This time I won’t let anyone give birth to me.
I will give birth to myself.
The rancid water and its rancid reflections will then speak
a new Hebrew.
A madman, transgressor, and dripping sweat,
I will cross the esthetician’s dreams.

(continued)
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      (continued)

שִׁעוּר דָּלֶת

אִלְמָלֵא הַמִּלָּה הָעֲטוּפָה

בְּאָרִיג שָׁחוֹר,

לֹא הָיִיתִי אוֹמֵר דָּבָר

עַל הַמִּלָּה הָחֲתוּמָה

בַּמַּעֲטָפָה הָאֲטוּמָה.
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  Lesson D

If it wasn’t for the word wrapped
in black cloth,
I wouldn’t say a thing
about the word sealed
shut inside the envelope.

(continued)
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      (continued)

שִׁעוּר הֵא

כּשֶׁהַמִּלָּה תַּהֲפוֹך לְגוּף

וְהַגּוּף יִפְתַּח אֶת פִּיו

שֶׁמִּמֶּנָּהוְיֹאמַר אֶת הַמִּלָּה 

 נוֹצַר -

אֲחַבֵּק אֶת הַגּוּף הַזֶּה

וְאָלִין אוֹתוֹ לְצִדִּי.
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  Lesson E

When the word turns into a body
and the body opens its mouth
and speaks the word from which
it was created—
I will embrace this body
and lay it down beside me.

\

(continued)
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      (continued)

שִׁעוּר וָו

כִּסִיתִי אֶת הַמִּלָּה

בִּשְֹמִיכָה

וְאָמַרְתִּי לָהּ:

לַיְלָה

טוֹב

וְהַטּוֹב הָיָה רַע

וְהַלַּיְלָה הָיָה צִיּוּר מֻפְשָׁט

עַל גַּבֵּי הַשְּׂמִיכָה

וְהַמִּלָּה לֹא תֵּרָדֵם לְעוֹלָם.
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  Lesson F

I covered the word
with a sheet
and I said to it:
good
night
and the good was bad
and the night was an abstract drawing
on the sheet
and the word will never fall asleep.

(continued)
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      (continued)

שִׁעוּר זַיִן

מִלְחֵי הַהֲרָחָה שֶׁל מַדַם בּוֹנְז'וּר

הִצִּילוּ אֶת תּוֹשָׁבֵי כַּדּוּר הָאָרֶץ

מֵעִלָּפוֹן נִצְחִי.

 מַדַםטוֹעֶנֶתכָּךְ 

 בּוֹנְז'וּר

בְּכָל מְסִיבּוֹת הַקּוֹקְטֵיל

שֶׁעוֹרֶכֶת שַׁגְרִירוּת יְשְׂרָאֵל

בְּפָּרִיז.

אֲנִי לֹא יוֹדֵעַ צָרְפָתִית

וְמַדַם בּוֹנְז'וּר אֵינָהּ יוֹדַעַת עִבְרִית.

לָכֵן, מוּבָן מֵאֵלָיו, כִּי בְּלִי עֶזְרָתוֹ שֶׁל מְתֻרְגְּמָן מְבֹרָךְ,

לֹא אוּכַל לָדַעַת

אִם הִיא שַׁקְּרָנִית

אוֹ דּוֹבֶרֶת אֱמֶת.
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  Lesson G

Madame Bonjour’s smelling salts
saved the inhabitants of the earth
from an eternal blackout.
So claims Madame
Bonjour
at all the cocktail parties
that the Israeli consulate throws
in Paris.
I don’t know French
and Madame Bonjour doesn’t know Hebrew.
Therefore, it’s obvious that without the help of a blessed translator,
I won’t be able to know
if she’s lying
or telling the truth.

(continued)
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      (continued)

שִׁעוּר חֵית

כְּשֶׁאַפְסִיק לְדַבֵּר עִבְרִית

הַשֻּׁלְחָן יֹאמַר: אַ-בָּא

וְהָאָב יַכֶּה בַּשֻּׁלְחָן

בְּאֶגְרוֹפוֹ

וְיִשְׁאַל: הֵיכָן בְּנִי?
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  Lesson H

When I’ll stop speaking Hebrew
the table will say: da-ddy
and the father will hit the table
with his fist
and ask: where is my son?

(continued)
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written 1987–1989
Hezy Leskly

שִׁעוּר טֵית

מִבַּעַד לַחַלּוֹן

אִשָּׁה כְּבַת אַרְבָּעִים, יֶלֶד כְּבֶן שָׁלשׁ

וְיַלְדָּה כְּבַת שְׁמוֹנֶה

מְנַפְנַפִים

בִּידֵיהֵם לְאִישׁ כְּבֶן אַרְבָּעִים

הַיּוֹשֵׁב בּתוֹךְ מְכוֹנִית כְּסוּפָה

כְּבַת חָמֵשׁ.

מִבַּעַד לַחַלּוֹן

בַּיִת, גִּנָּה, דֶּשֶׁא גָּבוֹהַּ

וְעֵץ לִימוֹן אֶחָד

זָקֵן אוֹ

חוֹלֶה.

מִבַּעַד לַחַלּוֹן

שָׁלשׁ חֲנֻיּוֹת וַחֲצִי

שֶׁל חֲנוּת

רְבִיעִית.

מִבַּעַד לַחַלּוֹן

אִישׁ אֵינוֹ מַבִּיט מִבַּעַד לַחַלּוֹן.
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  Lesson I

From behind the window
a forty year-old woman, a boy of about three
and a girl of about eight
wave
to a forty year-old man
sitting in a silver car
that’s about five years old.

From behind the window
a house, a garden, high grass
and a single lemon tree
old or
sick.

From behind the window
three stores and half
of a fourth
store.

From behind the window
no one watches from behind the window.

translated from Hebrew by
Saul Noam Zaritt
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Ri kaj

We kateq’an puwi’ jum ri’j k’isis
we katopan pa ri utza’m ri uq’ab’,
kawilo chi ri uwächulew
man naj ta k’o wi che ri kaj.

Pa chuwitz’aq
katkuwinik kachapo.

El cielo
Si te encaramás a un viejo ciprés
y trepás por sus ramas,
verás que la tierra
no está lejos del cielo.

En Momostenango
podrás tocarlo.

written (in Maya Ki’ché and Spanish) 1990–1995
Humberto Ak’abal
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The Sky

If you climb up an old cypress
and hang on the highest branch,
you will see that the sky
is not far from the earth.

In Momostenango
you can touch it.

translated from Spanish by
John Oliver Simon
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Katpe na jela’

Are chii’ atkaminaq
karakakej ri unimal ri kaj
kejar ri awixk’e yaq.

Kattzalij uloq che ri utzukuxik
che ri utzukuxik ri xaya’ kanoq
chuxo’l taq ri xan.

Volver de allá

Después de muerto
rascarás el infinito.
Se te acabarán las uñas.

Volverás para buscar
las que dejaste en las ranuras
de las paredes viejas.

written (in Maya Ki’ché and Spanish) 1990–1995
Humberto Ak’abal
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Going Back There

After death
you will scratch at infinity.
Your fingernails will give out.

You will return to look for
the clippings you left in the cracks
of the old walls.

translated from Spanish by
John Oliver Simon



32

Nägemus

terve õu täis hõõguvaid kanu
kahesajavatiseid kanu
megavatiseid munejaid

nende keskel kustunud kukk

written 2004 
Andres Ehin
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Vision

a healthy yard full of glowing chickens
two-hundred-watt chickens
megawatt egg-layers

in their midst a rooster has been extinguished

translated from Estonian by
Brandon Lussier
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Finestra illuminata

     I
    Mezzanotte
     a A. B.

Otto . . . nove . . . anche un tocco: e lenta scorre
l’ora; ed un altro . . . un altro. Uggiola un cane.
Un chiù singhiozza da non so qual torre.

È mezzanotte. Un doppio suon di pesta
s’ode, che passa. C’è per vie lontane
un rotolìo di carri che s’arresta

di colpo. Tutto è chiuso, senza forme,
senza colori, senza vita. Brilla,
sola nel mezzo alla città che dorme,
una finestra, come una pupilla

(continued)
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Illuminated Window

    I
    Midnight
    for A.B.

Eight . . . nine . . . another stroke: the hour passes
slowly; and another . . . another. A dog whines.
A last sob from an unknown tower.

It is midnight. A two-fold ringing, an 
ode to pacing that passes. Rolling
carriages on distant roads interrupt

the bell. Everything is closed, without forms,
without colors, without life. A window 
in the middle of the sleeping city shines,
like an open

(continued)
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    II
    Un gatto nero

aperta. Uomo che vegli nella stanza
illuminata, chi ti fa vegliare?
dolore antico o giovine speranza?

Tu cerchi un Vero. Il tuo pensier somiglia
un mare immenso: nell’immenso mare,
una conchiglia; dentro la conchiglia,

una perla: la vuoi. Vecchio, un gran bosco
nevato, ai primi languidi scirocchi,
per la tua faccia. Un gatto nero, un fosco
viso di sfinge, t’apre i suoi verdi occhi . . . 

(continued)
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    II
    A Black Cat

eye. Man awake in the illuminated
room, who keeps you awake?
ancient suffering or juvenile hope?

You look for Truth. Your thoughts resemble
an immense sea: in the immense sea,
a shell; inside the shell,

a pearl: you want it. Old man, a great snowy
forest gone at the first languid sirocco
across your face. A black cat, a dark
portrait, opens her green eyes . . . 

(continued)
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    III
    Dopo?

Forse è una buona vedova . . . Quand’ella
facea l’imbastitura e il sopramano,
venne il suo bimbo e chiese la novella.

Venne ai suoi piedi: ella contò del Topo,
del Mago . . . Alla costura, egli, pian piano,
l’ultima volta le sussurrò, Dopo?

Dopo tanto, c’è sempre qualche occhiello.
Il topo è morto, s’è smarrito il mago.
Il bimbo dorme sopra lo sgabello,
tra le ginocchia, al ticchettio dell’ago.

(continued)
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    III
    After?

Perhaps she is a good widow . . . While 
doing the cross-stitching and basting,
her child comes and asks for a short story.

He comes running: she tells stories of the Mouse,
the Magician . . . He whispers to them into her
sewing, gently, slowly, the last time, After?

After so many stories, always a few buttonholes.
The mouse is dead, the magician lost.
The child sleeps on the stool between
her knees to the ticking of her needle.

(continued)
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     IV
    Un rumore . . .

Una fanciulla . . . La tua mano vola
sopra la carta stridula: s’impenna:
gli occhi cercano intorno una parola.

E la parola te la dà la muta
lampada che sussulta: onde la penna
la via riprende scricchiolando arguta.

St! un rumore . . . ai labbri ti si porta
la penna, un piede dondola . . . Che cosa?
Nulla: un tarlo, un brandir lieve di porta . .
Oh! mamma dorme, e sogna . . . che sei sposa.

(continued)
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    IV
    A Sound . . .

Little girl . . . Your hand flies over
the strident paper: she bristles: 
eyes searching inside a word.

The word gave you the speechless 
lantern that whispers: the pen
takes back the once hoarse voice.

St! A sound . . . in your lips you carry 
the pen, a foot swings . . . What is it? Nothing:
a woodworm, a soft brandishing of the door . . .
Oh! mamma sleeps, and dreams . . . that you are a bride.

(continued)
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    V
    Povero dono

Getta quell’arma che t’incanta. Spera
l’ultima volta. Aspetta ancora, aspetta
che il gallo canti per la città nera.

Il gallo canta, fuggono le larve.
Fuggirà, fuggirà la maledetta
maga che con fatali occhi t’apparve.

Verrà tua madre morta, col suo mesto
viso, col mormorìo della sua prece . . .
ti pregherà che tu lo serbi questo
povero dono ch’ella un dì ti fece!

(continued)
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    V
    Poor Gift

Throw the weapon that enchants you. Hope
the last time. Wait again, wait
the cock crows for the black city.

The cock crows, escapes the larvae.
It will escape, will escape the accursed
sorceress with fatal eyes who appears to you.

Your dead mother will come with her melancholy
face, with the muttering of her prayer . . .
She will pray that you uphold this poor
gift she once gave to you! 

(continued)



44

    VI
    Un rondinotto

È ben altro. Alle prese col destino
veglia un ragazzo che con gesti rari
fila un suo lungo penso di latino.

Il capo ad ora ad ora egli solleva
dalla catasta dei vocabolari,
come un galletto garrulo che beva.

Povero bimbo! di tra i libri via
appare il bruno capo tuo, scompare;
come d’un rondinotto, quando spia
se torna mamma e porta le zanzare.

(continued)
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    VI
    A Baby Swallow

But that’s another thing. Watch a boy
struggle with fate, spinning his long 
Latin thought with rare gestures.

He lifts his head time and again 
from the stack of dictionaries
like a garrulous young cock.

Poor child! from between the books
your dark head appears, disappears;
how a baby swallow spies when
mamma returns and brings mosquitoes.

(continued)
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    VII
    Sogno d’umbra

Rantolo d’avo, rantolo d’infante.
Par l’uno il cigolìo d’un abbaino
a cui percuota l’aquilone errante:

l’altro e come a fior d’acqua un improvviso
vanir di bolla, donde un cerchiolino
s’apre ogni volta e scivola nel viso.

Vissero. Quanto? le pupille fisse
chiedono. Uno la gente di sua gente
vide; l’altro, non sé. Ma l’uno visse
quello che l’altro: un sogno d’ombra, un niente. 

(continued)
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    VII
    Shadow Dream

Ancestral wheeze, infantile wheeze.
The vagrant north wind beats
at the creaking attic:

The other is like a bubble popped
on the water’s surface, every time
a little circle opens and slips away.

They lived. How many? fixed eyes
questioning. One of his people
sees; the other, not itself. But one saw
the other: a shadow dream, nothing.

(continued)
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    VIII
    Mistero

Vergine . . . bianca sopra il bianco letto,
ti prese il sonno a mezzo la preghiera?
Tu hai le mani in croce sopra il petto.

Ti prese tra i due ceri e le corone
quel sonno? in mezzo agli Ave della sera?
Tu dici ancora quella orazïone.

Tieni il rosario tra le mani pie.
Non muove i labbri un tremito leggiero?
Ma non scorrono più le avemarie,
e tu contemplerai sempre un mistero. 

(continued)
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    VIII
    Mystery

Virgin . . . white on the white bed,
did you fall asleep midway through prayer?
your hands crossed on your chest.

Did you fall asleep between the two candles
and the crowns? in the middle of the evening Ave?
You still say that prayer.

You hold the rosary between devout hands.
Don’t her lips move with a joyous trembling?
But the Aves Marias have ended,
and you will always contemplate a mystery.

(continued)
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    IX
    Vagito

Mammina . . . bianca sopra il letto bianco
tu dormi. Chi sul volto ti compose
quel dolor pago e quel sorriso stanco?

Tu dormi: intorno al languido origliere
tutto biancheggia. Intorno a te le cose
fanno piccoli cenni di tacere.

E tutto albeggia e tutto tace. Il fine
è questo, è questo il cominciar d’un rito?
Di tra un silenzio candido di trine
parla il mistero in suono di vagito.

written 1891
Giovanni Pascoli
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    IX
    Wailing

Mammina . . . you sleep white on the white 
bed. Who is composed on your face,
satisfied suffering and a tired smile?

You sleep: inside the languid room
everything looks white. Inside you 
things make small signs of peace.

And everything dawns, soundless.
This is the end, is this the beginning
of a passage? The candid silence
of lace speaks the mystery with a wail.

translated from Italian by
Alina Gallo
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Dziewczyna

Dwunastu braci, wierzac w sny, zbadało mur od marzen strony,
A poza murem płakał głos, dziewczecy głos zaprzepaszczony.

I pokochali głosu d¶wiek i chetny domysł o Dziewczynie,
I zgadywali kształty ust po tym, jak spiew od zalu ginie . . .

Mówili o niej: “Łka, wiec jest!” – I nic innego nie mówili,
I przezegnali cały swiat – i swiat zadumał sie w tej chwili . . .

Porwali młoty w twarda dłon i jeli mury tłuc z łoskotem!
I nie wiedziała slepa noc, kto jest człowiekiem, a kto młotem?

“O, predzej skruszmy zimny głaz, nim smier√ Dziewczyne rdza powlecze!” –
Tak, walac w mur, dwunasty brat do jedenastu innych rzecze.

Ale daremny był ich trud, daremny ramion sprzeg i usił!
Oddali ciała swe na strwon owemu snowi, co ich kusił!

Łamia sie piersi, trzeszczy kos√, próchnieja dłonie, twarze bledna . . .
I wszyscy w jednym zmarli dniu i noc wieczysta mieli jedna!

Lecz cienie zmarłych – Boze mój! – nie wypusciły młotów z dłoni!
I tylko inny płynie czas – i tylko młot inaczej dzwoni . . .

I dzwoni w przód! I dzwoni wspak! I wzwyz za kazdym grzmi nawrotem!
I nie wiedziała slepa noc, kto tu jest cieniem, a kto młotem?

“O, predzej skruszmy zimny głaz, nim smier√ Dziewczyne rdza powlecze!” –
Tak, walac w mur, dwunasty cien do jedenastu innych rzecze.

Lecz cieniom zbrakło nagle sił, a cien sie mrokom nie opiera!
I powymarły jeszcze raz, bo nigdy dos√ sie nie umiera . . .

I nigdy dos√, i nigdy tak, jak pragnie tego ów, co kona! . . .
I znikła tres√ – i zginał slad – i powies√ o nich juz skonczona!

Lecz dzielne młoty – Boze mój! – mdłej nie poddały sie załobie!
I same przez sie biły w mur, huczały spizem same w sobie!

(continued)
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Girl

Twelve brothers who believed in dreams observed the wall from dreaming’s side, 
And past the wall a girlish voice, a squandered voice called out and cried.
 
And they, enamored of that sound, made eager guesswork of the Girl,
And they deduced her mouth’s sad shape by how her singing left the world . . .

They said of her: “She must exist, we hear her weep!”—and that was all,
And crossed themselves and all the world—now meditatively enthralled.

They brought their blows against the wall, their hammers gripped in hardened 
hands, 

And night was blind and did not know where man begins and hammer ends.

“Oh, let’s break down this cold rock fast, before death weaves the Girl a pall!”
So said the twelfth to all his brothers, pounding harder at the wall.

But they had vainly labored on, they’d joined and worked their arms in vain. 
Their bodies spent, their lives were wasted, lost on that enticing dream.

Their chests collapse, their hands break down, their bones are frail and faces 
white . . .

And all twelve died on that same day and in that one eternal night.

But their dead shades did not release—my God!—the hammers from their grasp!
Yet differently the hammers ring—and differently the hours pass.

And ringing forth! And ringing back! With each the sky in thunder rends.
And night was blind and did not know where shade begins and hammer ends.

“Oh, let’s break down this cold rock fast, before death weaves the Girl a pall!”
So said the twelfth to all the shadows, pounding harder at the wall.

But shades cannot resist the dark, and suddenly they lost their strength.
And they ran out in death again, for one is never dead enough . . .

And not enough, and not the way the one who fades would like to run . . .
And content gone—the trace was lost—and all about them said and done.

And yet the hammers bravely—God!—would not submit to dizzy grief!
And beat themselves into the wall; they blasted metal through their sleep.

(continued)
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Huczały w mrok, huczały w blask i ociekały ludzkim potem!
I nie wiedziała slepa noc, czym bywa młot, gdy nie jest młotem?

“O, predzej skruszmy zimny głaz, nim smier√ Dziewczyne rdza powlecze!” –
Tak, walac w mur, dwunasty młot do jedenastu innych rzecze.

I runał mur, tysiacem ech wstrzasajac wzgórza i doliny!
Lecz poza murem – nic i nic! Ni zywej duszy, ni Dziewczyny!

Niczyich oczu ani ust! I niczyjego w kwiatach losu!
Bo to był głos i tylko – głos, i nic nie było oprócz głosu!

Nic – tylko płacz i zal i mrok i niewiadomos√ i zatrata!
Takiz to swiat! Niedobry swiat! Czemuz innego nie ma swiata?

Wobec kłamliwych jawnie snów, wobec zmarniałych w nicos√ cudów,
Potezne młoty legły w rzad na znak spełnionych godnie trudów.

I była zgroza nagłych cisz! I była próznia w całym niebie!
A ty z tej prózni czemu drwisz, kiedy ta próznia nie drwi z ciebie?

written 1933
Bolesław Le÷mian
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They blasted splendor, blasted darkness, dripping now with human sweat,
And night was blind and did not know what hammers are when they are not.

“Oh, let’s break down this cold rock fast, before death weaves the Girl a pall!”
So said the twelfth to all the hammers, pounding harder at the wall.

And echoing a thousand times, the wall collapsed and shook the hills.
But there was nothing past the wall, no living soul, nor any Girl.

And no one’s eyes, nor any mouth, and wreathed in flowers, no one’s fate.
For it was voice and only voice—a voice that does not carry weight.

But nothing—just lament and grief and dark and the unknown and loss.
Such is the world, the hostile world. Why must we have a world like this?

Despite the dreams that were a lie, despite the way that wonders fade,
The heavy hammers came to rest, arranged to mark the work they’d made.

And there was sudden, silent horror—emptiness in airy blue.
So why deride this emptiness? The emptiness won’t sneer at you.

translated from Polish by
Benjamin Paloff
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Place Saint-Jean

Dans cette pharmacie bien située, sans clients, je tends mon ordonnance et 
compte les bocaux. Le comptable sourit, la préparatrice se trompe et l’apprentie 
se cache. Le patron qui entre, obséquieux, me salue. Il jauge ma casquette qui 
répond à l’envers et rêve sur son chèque. Je cherche un mouchoir dans ma poche. 
Un nuage passe. Non, je n’ai pas de revolver. Simplement, je m’occupe.

written 1995
Georges Godeau
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Place Saint-Jean

In this well-situated pharmacy, without customers, I hold out my prescription 
and count the druggist’s short-necked bottles. The bookkeeper smiles, the wom-
an filling the prescription makes a mistake, and the apprentice hides. The boss 
who enters, obsequious, greets me. He judges my looks which don’t please him. 
I look for a handkerchief in my pocket. A cloud passes. No, I don’t have a gun. I 
simply take care of my business.

translated from French by
Kathleen McGookey
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Mutation

J’ai senti le vent, j’ai travaillé, souffert, j’ai compris. Il m’écrivait: “Voilà que 
vos poèmes existent maintenant . . . Dommage que Niort soit si loin.” 

Je ne pouvais me jeter dans la rivière, je n’avais pas de revolver. Simplement, 
j’ai pris ma casquette et j’ai marché dans la campagne. Les érables, les frênes 
étaient des oliviers et les paysans Homère, Ulysse. J’étais en Grèce.

written 1995
Georges Godeau
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Transformation

I’ve felt the wind, I’ve worked, suffered, I’ve understood. He wrote me: “And 
now it so happens that your poems exist . . . Too bad that Niort is so far away.”

I couldn’t throw myself in the river, I didn’t have a gun. I took my cap and 
simply walked in the countryside. The maples, the ashes, were olive trees and the 
peasants Homer, Ulysses. I was in Greece.

translated from French by
Kathleen McGookey
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Tourisme

L’Éclache, un village très haut. Des forêts le coupent du monde. Dans la rue 
principale, la bouse. Deux chiens, au milieu, dorment. Un coq les garde. Plus bas, 
un bijou de chapelle. Des femmes qui causaient se cachent. S’évaporer.

written 1995
Georges Godeau

from On verra bien © Le dé bleu, 1995
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Tourism

Eclache is a village at high elevation. Forests cut it off from the world. In the 
main road, cow-dung. Two dogs sleep in the middle of it. A rooster watches over 
them. Lower down, a chapel like a jewel. Women who were chatting hide. Vanish.

translated from French by
Kathleen McGookey



62

Swing

天亮才睡下午4點起來
一天大勢已去極端自在

無聊的春風伴我經年流浪到
一九九九無賴至極變得張狂

闊別多年回來大家比酷
比賽把什麼人先軋掉
而且還不能太不優美

舞伴酒朋知己炮友
相逢一笑泯恩仇
舉座皆無疑目客

大家都有手提電話

昨天碰到一個中學同學
問他你最近好不好

他說也沒什麼好不好
剛剛卯了一管算爽就是

又問那最近跟那B怎麼樣
他說也過得去還在蹭

我喜歡天才的作品在信上我說
剩下的,當然在進步,我說

是口吃訓練班或是
失語症治療裡那種令人心酸

的進步

信寫好了忽然用手語問旁邊喝啤酒的人
是不是正好有些郵票

他用手語回答我他正好
有一些郵票這是值得一提的
有一個坐在旁邊不認識的人

他正好懂得手語而且
他又有一些郵票為了證明他的存在

我把信寄了

written 1999
Hsia Yü (Xia Yu)
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Swing

It was light before I hit the sack and so I slept till four 
The whole day good as lost but I was feeling mellow as hell
The spring breeze tugging at my elbow all those footloose years
But here at the fag-end of our millennium I’m becoming quite the cavalier 

Whenever chance reunites us we always vie to see 
Who can be the first to waste some so-and-so
But do it with you know a little style 
Dance partners, drinking buddies, fuck-buddies, kindred souls
Hardly seems to matter when you’re sitting around the table 
And get that good-fellow feeling all men are brothers
Everybody’s got a cellular phone

Bumped into a junior high school classmate yesterday  
How’s life I asked not bad he said 
Nothing to write home about but I just got myself off so 
You could say I’m feeling pretty chipper
So I asked whatever happened to that cunt you slummed around with 
And he said we’re still getting it on 

I like a work of genius I wrote in my letter 
As for the rest, of course they’re making progress, I said
The kind that brings you down 
Like seeing someone trying to cure a stutter or 
An aphasic struggling through therapy

I finished my letter and on the spur of the moment signed to the barfly sitting 
Next to me if he had any stamps and wouldn’t you know it 
He knew what I was saying and signed right back and said he did
It’s just the kind of thing worth bringing up  
Some guy you never saw in your life sitting next to you in a bar 
Just so happens to know sign language and is
Carrying around these stamps as if to prove he existed 
So then I mailed my letter

translated from Chinese by
Steve Bradbury
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要不要就一起加入共產黨 

一大塊廢料
般的那種類的
那種悶悶不樂

的導致的不滿的
也導致的類似的

無計可施的
他說你厭倦我了

我說不是的
而且我愛你

我而且真的愛你肥肉
要不要就一起加入共產黨

就可以在黃昏時
感覺身處異國

的時代已經過去了
的時代還會再來

我們真的被時代感害了肥肉
大家一再好言相勸

不斷發明針對彼此的酷刑
後來也更惺惺相惜了

他說你厭倦我了
我說那有

我只會更加愛你肥肉
似的那種悶悶不樂

一大塊肥料那種的
就要一起加入天體營

就再沒有人會顯得支離破碎
而且即便一絲不掛

也只會顯得我更加愛你
而且我愛你肥肉
我而且真的愛你

且看看這些不便攜帶

written 2005
Hsia Yü (Xia Yu)
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Wanna Join the Communist Party 
with Me

Brooding 
Like a scrapheap 
In the dumps 
Of a funk so deep 
He finally came 
To the end of his tether 
And said you’re sick of me
O no I’m not I said and
Besides you know I love you

And besides I really love your fat-meat
Wanna join the Communist Party with me
So at sunset we can feel
Like we’re on some foreign shore 

In an era where the era gone for good
Is sure to make a comeback 

Our era-sensitivity has really spoiled us fat-meat
And so we shower each other with well-meaning advice
In the endless invention of new ways to put each other on the rack   
So that later we can feel that much closer
You’re tired of me he said
Don’t be silly I said 
And besides I love you all the more for this 
Fat-meat scrapheap funk 

You’re always getting into
Wanna join a nudist colony with me
So no one will appear like they’re in pieces
Besides when we haven’t got a stitch on 
It’ll look as though I love you even more
Besides I love your fat-meat
And besides I really do love you and besides 
Just look at all this stuff we’re stuck with

translated from Chinese by
Steve Bradbury
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III.xvi

Gratum est, securus multum quod iam tibi de me
  permittis, subito ne male inepta cadam.
sit tibi cura togae potior pressumque quasillo
  scortum quam Serui filia Sulpicia:
solliciti sunt pro nobis, quibus illa dolori est
    ne cedam ignoto maxima causa toro.

written 1st century B.C.E.
Sulpicia 
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3.16	

Thanks a lot for making me trip all over 
myself with such unwavering grace.
You can have that lay if you want her
but don’t think a lawsuit will put you back into my bio.
What was I thinking, coming here.
They’re all afraid I’ll find myself 
stuck in some perv’s bed—Dearest.

translated from Latin by
Adrienne Ho
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Partir

J’ai aimé les bancs plantés sur les quais des gares
au plus près de la tête encapuchonnée des montagnes, 
dans la proximité du froid et de ton pardon. 
Et quand on bat le sol de ses pieds la nuit près du guichet 
un lama darde son regard humaniste 
dans le regard du voyageur qu’il étonne. 

J’ai désiré là-bas partir, troquer la coutume des livres 
contre le noir sentier à flanc de mont comme un sexe
brandi d’âne violet, trique ou glaive. 

Aimer la neige qui essuie la sombre joue des cimes 
et la mer lavandière qui frotte un linge ensanglanté d’aurore, 
la crime n’est pas dans l’assise, mais dans mon cœur. 
Sur l’île j’ai vécu six fois par l’esprit. 
Et la septième fois l’Esprit m’a délivré. 

Que sont pourtant ces étendues de sable 
face à tes pâturages, sinon le bel ennui orné 
de bleu, un leurre à l’ombre du corail, 
violoncelles de vagues, 
arbres à fruits et sucre lourd. 

written 1999
Philippe Delaveau

from Petites gloires ordinaires © Editions Gallimard, Paris, 1999
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To Leave

I loved the benches planted alongside stations, 
the closest to hooded heads of mountains, 
in proximity to the cold and your forgiveness, 
and when the soil is trodden down every night 
near the ticket counter a lama shoots his humanist eye
into the eye of the traveler he surprises. 

I desired to leave from there, to trade the custom of books 
for the black path on the mountainside like a donkey’s 
dick, purple, brandished, cudgel or broadsword. 

To love the snow that wipes the mountaintop’s somber cheek 
and the launderette sea that rubs at linen stained with dawn, 
the crime is not in the foundation, but in my heart. 
On the island I lived six times by the spirit, 
and the seventh time the Spirit delivered me. 

Even so these stretches of sand 
face your pastures, otherwise big-time trouble 
decorated blue, a lure in the coral dark, 
cellos of influx, 
trees heavy with fruit and sugar.

translated from French by
Mike Alexander
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Pώτησέ το ο Σωκράτης  
είπε η Mαίρυλιν

Είσαι ο γενικός σκύλος
Η πιο μεγάλη η πιο τρομερή φοβερή σκοτεινή
αίσθηση της πιο μεγάλης πλατείας. 
Σκύβοντας λίγο μπροστά
ή
περισσότερο πίσω
Το ζωντανό μέρος
και
λίγο μαλακό πεθαμένο
θ’αφήσει τον πάτο;
Ή το δωμάτιο θα γυρίσει ανάσκελα
σαν μύτη κουταλιού;
Ποιά θα είναι η γενική εικόνα για την κατάσταση;
Θα μου κάνεις άλλες ερωτήσεις;

Αρχίζει να πρήζεται σε γαλάζιο φόντο
το πιο μεγάλο  πιο κίτρινο  πιο μαύρο
οι πιο πολλές πεταλούδες.

written 1977
Ersi Sotiropoulos
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Ask Socrates Marilyn Said 

You are the general dog
The biggest most terrible awful dark
sensation of the greatest square.
Leaning forward a little bit
or
more backwards
the living part and slightly soft dead
will it leave the bottom? 
Or will the room turn upside down
like a spoon’s tip?
What will the general picture of the situation be? 
Are you going to ask anymore questions?

It’s starting to swell against a blue background
the biggest  most yellow  most black
the most numerous butterflies.

translated from Greek by
Stavros Deligiorgis
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Από το χωλλ στην κουζίνα 
διά θαλάσσης

Να κάθομαι πάνω στο κρεβάτι
Να μη βγάζω άχνα
Να πηγαίνω από την κουζίνα στο χωλλ
Να μην κουνιέμαι

Τα κατάρτια του σπιτιού κουδουνίζουν
Σ’αγαπάω

Αναρωτιέμαι 
τι κάνω μαζί σου
κάθε βράδι
κι αν το χθεσινό άθροισμα ήταν σωστό.

Αναρωτιέμαι
αν ο οργασμός της Παρασκευής 8 το βράδι
5 Απριλίου μετά την οδοντίατρο ήταν μίμησις
πράξεως σπουδαίας και τελείας
κι αν οι πατούσες μεγαλώνουν σ’αυτή την ηλικία.

Αναρωτιέμαι
γιατί γράφω 
αυτό το ποίημα
κι αν αυτή είναι η κατάλληλη θέση για ένα μπλοκ
στο ιλιγγιώδες ντεκολτέ των μπουτιών μου φαίνονται
μούρλια σήμερα 11 το πρωί για πρώτη φορά.

Να έχω δίπλα τα τσιγάρα μου
τα σπίρτα το τασάκι
τη ζέστη την αμμωνία τις μασχάλες
τον γλυκό νόστο.
Να έχω μέσα τη φωνή του σπήκερ το εμβόλιο
μέσα στο κεφάλι μέσα στο πράγμα
το όνομα του πράγματος το αυτί του ονόματος.

(continued)
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From the Entrance Hall to 
the Kitchen by Sea

Stay on the bed
Shut my mouth
Go from the kitchen to the entrance hall
Don’t move

The masts of the house are ringing
I love you

I ask myself
what I’m doing with you
every night
and if yesterday’s count was correct.

I ask myself
if Friday night’s orgasm 8 o’clock
April 5 after the dentist was imitation
of a serious and complete action
and if feet keep growing at this age.

I ask myself
why I write
this poem
and if this is the right position
for a notebook
on the vertiginous décolleté of my thighs
seem fantastic today 11 o’clock in the morning.

Have cigarettes near me
Matches ashtray
Heat ammonia armpits
Sweet homecoming.
Have inside the speaker’s voice the vaccine
inside the head inside the thing
the thing’s name the name’s ear

(continued)
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Τώρα γράφω
Πλισσεδωτά χέρια
σέρνοντας από τ’αυτί το κουτί των τσιγάρων
κάτω από πόρτες
τα οδηγείς σε μια σύνθεση άλλη
Παχαίνουν τασάκια στα κρίσιμα σημεία του χωλλ.

Τώρα γράφω
Η γυναίκα είναι μια εποχή.
Η εποχή χάνεται στο αστρικό διάπλατο.
Στη μέση της εποχής είναι ένα λαγκάδι
Παράλληλο στο χωλλ
Πάνω από τις δυνάμεις μου.

Τώρα γράφω
Να γράψω κάπως αλλιώς.

Ο αριθμός δύο.
Ο μόνος άνθρωπος στο χωλλ.      Τον χαιρέτησες;
Η άλλη είναι στο διάδρομο.                          Του μίλησες;
                                                                         Τι θα του χαρίσεις;
    Πρώτα απ’όλα να μη με σκέφτεσαι
    Το βαρύ
    μακρύ
    ξύλινο σαν στόμα
    ζωντανό    ή πόδι
    ζωώδες
    μωρό του χωλλ.
    Είμαι η μητέρα του;
    Είναι ο γιός μου;

    Να λέω όχι.
    Να φεύγω από την πόρτα.

written late 1980s
Ersi Sotiropoulos
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I write now
Pleated hands
dragging by the ear a cigarette pack
you steer them to another synthesis
Ashtrays get fat at the critical points of entry

I write now
Woman is a season.
The season gets lost in the ample stars.
During the season there’s a gorge
parallel to the entrance hall
beyond my strength.

I write now
Write in a different way.

The number two.
The only person in the entrance.        Did you say hello?
She is in the hallway                    Did you talk?
                                    What will you offer him?

First of all don’t think about me.
The heavy
lengthy
wooden like a mouth
living            or foot
beastly 
baby of the entrance hall.
Am I his mother?
Is he my son?

Say no. 
Stay away from the door.

translated from Greek by
Paul Vangelisti & Ersi Sotiropoulos
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XII
(recitativo)

                Pants wet with the sticky 
                White filth of desire
                Sylvia Plath

digan lo que digan
Londres no es real
en Londres

los besos
entran por el río
como pequeñas sinfonías
ardiendo bajo el agua
		
es mejor no soltarse 
de aquello que lastima

la luna hiberna en Londres
me ilumino de inmenso
      como Blake

en el Támesis
yo buscaba el río
pero el río 
      nunca estuvo en su nombre

amor mío el poema
lastima por eso
      y otras perversiones

te bañarás dos veces
en el mismo miedo

digan lo que digan
Londres 

(continued)
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XII
(recitative)

                Pants wet with the sticky 
                White filth of desire
                Sylvia Plath 

no matter what they say
London isn’t real
in London

kisses 
enter through the river
like little symphonies
burning underwater

better not let go
of what hurts

the moon winters in London
I light up with immensity
      like Blake

in the Thames
I searched for the river
but the river
      never was in its name

my love due to that 
and other perversities 	
      a poem causes pain 
 		
you will bathe twice
in the same fear

no matter what they say
London

(continued)
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no es real en Londres
como la infancia no es real
en la infancia

bajo la rosa inglesa
los autobuses rojos
      la noche sexualmente
otras voces cantaban por mi voz
me acunaba saber
que habrás sufrido

how much I love you
Unreal City

es mejor no soltarse
del hombre de una vida
      aquel embebimiento
esta intemperie

las hijas del río
entran por los besos
como pequeñas perversiones
del deseo

no escribiré el poema de las aguas
no escribiré como Blake 
yo es porque amo

amor mío en Londres
ya nada será lo que fue
y quizá
ya nada será simplemente

el mundo entra en el mundo
como una flecha ciega

                luna      beso     
                     muro       fuga	

tu nombre abre las alas
en otra parte

written 2004
María Negroni



79

isn’t real in London
the way childhood isn’t real
in childhood

under the Tudor rose
the red buses
      the night sexually
other voices sang through my voice
knowing that you’d suffer
consoled me

how much I love you
Unreal City 

better not let go
of the man of a lifetime
      that intoxication
this exposure

the daughters of the river
enter through kisses
like little perversions
of desire

I won’t write the poem of the waters
won’t write like Blake
I love therefore I am

my love in London
nothing will ever be what it was
and perhaps
will be nothing at all

the world enters the world
like a blind arrow

                moon      kiss
                    wall      fugue

your name spreads its wings
somewhere else

translated from Spanish by
Anne Twitty
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XVIII
(contrario motu)

                              A esto
                enamorarse le llamamos
                Pere Gimferrer

¿entonces no estábamos bien
cuando estábamos mal?

¿no estábamos tranquilos?
bueno ¿bastante?

qué va—dije yo misma
la vida no es extirpable

sin que nada lo anuncie
un día cualquiera
       algo llega

en efecto algo llega como salido del vacío
como salido del vacío algo llega y se presenta
Bonjour       soy el tema real

un sol      o tal vez una sombra
la tarde con banderas
        la posibilidad de todo

¿estoy allí?
¿estuve allí alguna vez?

mmm—dije yo misma
¿y si no dónde?

oh río
cada cosa recuerda
lo que no ha llegado a ser

a eso lo llamábamos quizá 
enamorarse
      hondamente guerra prolongada
amantes
con ejército encima

(continued)
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XVIII
(contrario motu)

                              A esto
                Enamorarse le llamamos
                Pere Gimferrer

so we weren’t going right
when we were going wrong?

we weren’t O.K.?
I mean getting by?

no way—I said
you can’t extirpate life

without warning
any day now
        something appears

just appears out of nowhere
right out of nowhere appears and introduces itself
Bonjour                    I’m the real deal

a sun          or maybe a shadow
afternoon full of banners
        full of possibility 

am I there?
was I ever there?

mmm—I said 
and if not where?

oh river
everything remembers
what it has not become

maybe that’s what we called
falling in love
        deeply prolonged war
lovers
under an army

(continued)
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      ¿y Ud. qué opina del señor Baudelaire?
      no lo registro

¿y del exilio?
en el campo las espinas

      ¿cómo?
      ¿es posible no estar
      en dos sitios a la vez?

      claro—dije yo misma
habremos estado en Roma
antes o después de Roma
y no fuimos felices
no lo somos

a propósito—dije
en toda vida
      como en todo poema
toma tiempo avanzar
por la palabra 
nunca

con un poco de suerte
avanza el corazón 
      ávido de nada

el río sueña

tu flecha distraída
      se posa en lo indecible

written 2004
María Negroni
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        and what do you think of Mr. Baudelaire?
        not on my agenda

and about exile?
a pain in the country

        huh?
        is it possible not to be
        in two places at once?

        of course—I said
even though we’ve gone to Rome
before or after Rome
we weren’t happy
we aren’t

by the way—I said
in every life
        as in every poem
it takes time to advance
through the word
never

with a little luck
far away
but near
there’s the heart
        avid for nothing

the river dreams

your absent-minded arrow
        lights on the unsayable

translated from Spanish by
Anne Twitty
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Danse macabre
À Ernest Christophe

Fière, autant qu’un vivant, de sa noble stature,
Avec son gros bouquet, son mouchoir et ses gants,
Elle a la nonchalance et la désinvolture
D’une coquette maigre aux airs extravagants.

Vit-on jamais au bal une taille plus mince?
Sa robe exagérée, en sa royale ampleur,
S’écroule abondamment sur un pied sec que pince
Un soulier pomponné, joli comme une fleur.

La ruche qui se joue au bord des clavicules,
Comme un ruisseau lascif qui se frotte au rocher,
Défend pudiquement des lazzi ridicules
Les funèbres appas qu’elle tient à cacher.

Ses yeux profonds sont faits de vide et de ténèbres,
Et son crâne, de fleurs artistement coiffé,
Oscille mollement sur ses frêles vertèbres.
Ô charme d’un néant follement attifé!

Aucuns t’appelleront une caricature,
Qui ne comprennent pas, amants ivres de chair,
L’élégance sans nom de l’humaine armature.
Tu réponds, grand squelette, à mon goût le plus cher!

Viens-tu troubler, avec ta puissante grimace,
La fête de la Vie? ou quelque vieux désir,
Éperonnant encor ta vivante carcasse,
Te pousse-t-il, crédule, au sabbat du Plaisir?

Au chant des violons, aux flammes des bougies,
Espères-tu chasser ton cauchemar moqueur,
Et viens-tu demander au torrent des orgies
De rafraîchir l’enfer allumé dans ton coeur?

Inépuisable puits de sottise et de fautes!
De l’antique douleur éternel alambic!
À travers le treillis recourbé de tes côtes
Je vois, errant encor, l’insatiable aspic.

(continued)
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Danse Macabre
To Ernest Christophe

Proud—as if she were living—of her noble stature, with her big bouquet, her 
hanky and her gloves, she has the nonchalance and off-hand manner of a thin 
and silly-looking flirt.

Was a more slender figure ever seen at the ball? Her extravagant robe in its 
royal plenitude subsides voluminously onto wizened feet pinched into slippers 
with pompoms pretty as flowers.

The fluted fabric, dallying at her collarbone like a lewd streamlet rubbing 
against the rocks, modestly expunges from these ridiculous scenes the funereal 
appeal she’s concerned to hide.

Her sunken eyes are made of emptiness and the dark, and her skull, 
artistically wreathed with flowers, bobs feebly on its frail neckbone. What 
fascination in a madly bedizened nonexistent!

Some may label you a caricature, besotted flesh-lovers, not comprehending the 
elegance of human scaffolding. You answer to my taste exactly, superb skeleton.

Are you here, with your bold grimace, to trouble Life’s merrymaking? or is it 
some old desire, spur still to your undead carcass, that propels you, credulous, 
into this sabbat of Pleasure?

Amid the strains of the violin, amid the candle flames, do you hope to evict 
your derisive nightmare? Are you here supposing a torrent of orgies will cool the 
hell ablaze in your heart?

Inexhaustible well of stupidity and blunder! Ancient agony eternally 
distilling! Through the bent trellis of your ribs I see, again at large, the asp 
unsatisfied.

(continued)
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Pour dire vrai, je crains que ta coquetterie
Ne trouve pas un prix digne de ses efforts;
Qui, de ces coeurs mortels, entend la raillerie?
Les charmes de l’horreur n’enivrent que les forts!

Le gouffre de tes yeux, plein d’horribles pensées,
Exhale le vertige, et les danseurs prudents
Ne contempleront pas sans d’amères nausées
Le sourire éternel de tes trente-deux dents.

Pourtant, qui n’a serré dans ses bras un squelette,
Et qui ne s’est nourri des choses du tombeau?
Qu’importe le parfum, l’habit ou la toilette?
Qui fait de dégoûté montre qu’il se croit beau.

Bayadère sans nez, irrésistible gouge,
Dis donc à ces danseurs qui font les offusqués:

« Fiers mignons, malgré l’art des poudres et du rouge
Vous sentez tous la mort! Ô squelettes musqués,

« Antinoüs flétris, dandys à face glabre,
Cadavres vernissés, lovelaces chenus,
Le branle universel de la danse macabre
Vous entraîne en des lieux qui ne sont pas connus!

« Des quais froid de la Seine aux bords brûlants du Gange,
Le troupeau mortel saute et se pâme, sans voir
Dans un trou du  plafond la trompette de l’Ange
Sinistrement béante ainsi qu’un tromblon noir.

« En tout climat, sous tout soleil, la Mort t’admire
En tes contorsions, risible Humanité,
Et souvent comme toi, se parfumant de myrrhe,
Mêle son ironie à ton insanité! »

written 1859 
Charles Baudelaire
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Truth to say, I’m afraid the rewards of your coquettishness will not come up to 
the effort expended: who, of these mortal hearts, can take a joke? Only the strong 
are exalted by the charms of horror.

The abyss of your eyes, filled with horrible thought, exudes vertigo, and 
prudent dancers will not, without bitter nausea, contemplate the eternal smile of 
your thirty-two teeth.

But who has not held a skeleton in his arms, and who has not fed on grave-
stuff? What matter, how smelly, or how dressed, or how laid out? The squeamish 
make clear how they think themselves beautiful.

Noseless bayadere, irresistible floozy, say to these dancers so easily shocked, 
“Cocky darlings, despite the arts of powder and rouge, you smell one and all like 

death! O musky skeletons,

“withered Adonises, bald-faced dandies, glassy corpses, Lovelaces in decline, 
the universal shimmy of the danse macabre carries you away into unknown 
regions.

“From the cold quay of the Seine to the fiery banks of the Ganges, the mortal 
herd gambols and falls in a faint, without seeing, through a cloven ceiling, the 
ominous flare of the Angel’s trump, alongside a black blunderbuss.

“In every clime, under any sun, Death admires you in your contortions, 
ludicrous Mankind, and often, like you, scenting himself with myrrh, mixes his 
irony with your madness!”

translated from French by 
Keith Waldrop
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An wen auch immer ich mich wende

Mein Kriegsherr, mein Friedefürst,
mein großer Bruder, mein Goldkind,
                            es spielt keine Rolle,
mein guter Stern, mein schlechter Stern,
                            es spielt keine Rolle,
du machst mir was vor.

An wen auch immer ich mich wende,
wenn mich der Stiefel drückt, der goldene Stiefel,
der schwarze Stiefel, es spielt keine Rolle,
dein Laden hat immer geschlossen,
dein Diener hat immer Ausgang,
dein Telefon ist immer besetzt.

Wann kriege ich dich dran, wann reichst du mir
den kleinen Finger, den kleinsten nur,
wann zeigst du dein Gesicht, dein schönes Gesicht,
dein häßliches Gesicht, es spielt keine Rolle,
dein Gesicht?

Du bist sicher, daß ich dir nachlaufe,
du bist sicher, daß es nicht ohne dich geht,
das kann sich ändern.
Was wird dann aus dir, mein Kriegsherr, ohne
meinen Ruin, von dem du dich nährst,
was fängst du dann an, mein Hofnarr,
                            es spielt keine Rolle,
mein großer Häuptling, mein Goldkind,
                            es spielt keine Rolle,
ohne mich?

published 1959
Christoph Meckel
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Whichever One of You I Turn To

My warlord, my prince of peace,
my big brother, my golden child,
                        whatever,
my good star, my evil star,
                        whatever,
you’re putting me on.

Whichever one of you I turn to
if the boot’s too tight, the golden boot,
the black boot, whatever,
your store is always closed,
your servant always out the door,
your phone is always busy.

When will I finally corner you, when will you give me
your little finger,  a touch of it only,
when will you show your face, your handsome face,
your ugly face, whatever,
your face?

You are sure that I’m running after you,
you are sure that nothing’s possible without you—
that can change.
Then what will become of you, my warlord, without
my ruin, on which you feed,
what will you do then, my court jester,
                        whatever,
my big chief, my golden child,
                        whatever,
without me?

translated from German by
Roy Scheele
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written  1977
Gita Chattopadhyay
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Thou Art Durga

At noon, the truant boy floats a boat 
                made from a page torn out of his history book, 
but there’s no sleep yet in the eyes of the shadow 
                on the wall, Her Majesty the Queen in the map. 
Up to the forehead fly the art-scroll, vermilion dust, 
                a palm grove, and the eyeliner horizon. 
The sari’s drenched border moves as far 
                towards the future as the crops; 
the infinite bracelet of language surrounds the life-breath’s vessel, 
                all the dearest banks of rivers. 
The footprints’ moon is painted on my heart since birth, 
                my whole life’s sun and stars.
Here must I return, my courtyard today is covered with floor paintings. 
However far I’ve gone, my feet have drawn wondrous lotus vines 
                full of wounded pride, 
as long as I keep going ruthlessly back 
                there’s a bouquet of silence with me. 
Who’s come all this way?  Suddenly I turn and see that
                that is every road’s end. 
From all ten directions, my sins come down 
                in annihilation; there stands my motherland.

translated from Bengali by
Paramita Banerjee & Carolyne Wright
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La vita . . . è ricordarsi di un risvelgio
triste in un treno all’alba: aver veduto
fuori la luce incerta: aver sentito
nel corpo rotto la malinconia
vergine e aspra dell’aria pungente.

Ma ricordarsi la liberazione
improvvisa è più dolce: a me vicino
un marinaio giovane: l’azzurro
e il bianco della sua divisa, e fuori
un mare tutto fresco di colore.  

written 1927–1938
Sandro Penna
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Life is . . . to remember waking up
sad in a train at dawn: to have seen
the light hesitate outside: to have felt
in your broken body the tart 
and virgin sorrow of sharp air.

But to remember the sudden
release is sweeter: a young sailor
beside me: the blue and white 
of his uniform, and outside
the sea all fresh with color.

tranlated from Italian by
Adam Giannelli
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Autunno

Il vento ti ha lasciata un’eco chiara,
nei sensi, delle cose ch’ài vedute
—confuse—il giorno. All’apparir del sonno
difenderti non sai: un crisantemo,
un lago tremulo e una esigua fila
d’alberi gialloverdi sotto il sole.

written 1927–1938
Sandro Penna
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Autumn

The wind left your senses with a crisp echo
of the things you saw adrift 
that day. You can’t defend yourself
from rising sleep: a chrysanthemum
a trembling lake and a thin line
of yellow-green trees beneath the sun.

tranlated from Italian by
Adam Giannelli
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Se dietro la finestra illuminata
dorme un fanciullo, nella notte estiva,
e songerà...
          Passa veloce un treno
e va lontano.
          Il mare è come prima.

written 1927–1938
Sandro Penna
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If behind the lit window
a child sleeps, in the summer night,
and dreams...
                A fast train passes
into the distance.
                The sea is still the same.

tranlated from Italian by
Adam Giannelli
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Anche se il vento copre
la primavera, il popolo
canta alla notte.

L’ascolto io dal mio letto. Lascio
« La vita di Gesù ». Ardo a quel canto.

written 1927–1938
Sandro Penna

from Tutte le Poesie © Milano Garzanti, 1996
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Even though the wind envelopes
the springtime, people
sing at night.

I hear them from my bed. I put down 
“The Life of Jesus.” I burn to that song.

tranlated from Italian by
Adam Giannelli
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Les mimosas de Picafort

C’étaient les derniers de la saison
le cuivre avait remplacé l’or
ils se tenaient au bord des chemins
ou des terrains vagues
dédaignés des fleurettes nouvelles
qui  cueillait leurs branches désormais
sinon quelques enfants en mal de jeux
un vieil homme pour décorer la chambre de malade
de sa vieille ?
aucun insecte ne les approchait plus
on les aurait dit vaguement honteux
d’être encore là
ternissant les feuillages
alors qu’ils se savaient attendus ailleurs
et souhaitaient peut-être déjà s’y trouver
eux seuls en ces jours indécis
acceptaient leur sort avec sagesse
la mer écumait
le ciel tonnait
le vent s’arc-boutait
comme un immense cheval
mené de force dans l’île
pourtant ils avaient encore beaucoup à donner
à tout cœur meurtri

written 2004
Emmanuel Moses
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Mimosa at Picafort

They were the last of the season
copper had replaced gold
they kept to those roadsides
and vacant lots
disdained by fresher blossoms
who would pluck them now
bedsides a few children tired of playing
an old man, to brighten his old wife’s
sickroom?
insects no longer approached them
they seemed vaguely ashamed
to be there still
tarnishing the foliage
while they knew they were expected elsewhere
and wished perhaps to be there already
they alone through those days of indecision
accepted their lot with resignation
the sea foamed
the sky thundered
the wind braced itself
like a huge horse
brought by force to the island
they still had everything to give
to any hurt heart

translated from French by
Marilyn Hacker
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Veille et sommeil

En ce lieu de conciliation où le temps ploie et s’éparpille
les canards volent au-dessus des roseaux à balai
quand on parvient à la vieille fabrique
s’élève encore le chant des semeuses de riz
avec celui de la hulotte

l’eau verte et argentée ne reflète plus les genoux
les ombres ont fui . . .
on retrouve parfois les anciens visages
sous un masque ridé
dans les appartements lugubres en banlieue des stations
mais les délicates couronnes du trèfle
protègent ces enclos de servitude
et le soir les allume comme des bougies de Noël
jaillissant des neigeux fourrés de digitales . . .

pour qui perd souvent son chemin
les ornières n’ont pas de secret
par-delà le petit pont commencent d’autres territoires
qui entretiennent leurs propres légendes
de métamorphoses amoureuses
quand arrive le balbuzard
gare aux demoiselles endormies

written 2004
Emmanuel Moses
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Between Waking and Sleeping

In this place of reconciliation where time bends and is scattered
ducks fly above the reeds
when you reach the old factory
the song of women planting rice still rises
with the tawny owl’s cry

green and silver, the water no longer reflects knees
and the shadows have fled
sometimes you find  bygone faces
beneath wrinkled masks 
in gloomy flats on the outskirts of resorts
but delicate clover crowns 
protect these paddocks of servitude
and evening lights them up like Christmas candles
thrusting from snowy clumps of digitalis

for anyone who loses his way often 
these ruts have no secrets
beyond the little bridge are other territories
which keep up their own legends
of amorous metamorphoses
sleeping maidens take warning
when the osprey arrives

translated from French by
Marilyn Hacker
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      (continued)

چون حبا ب آئينهء ما از خموشى روشن است                     بهم بستن چراغ عافيت را روغن است

ياد آزاديست گلزار اسيران قفس                                زندگى گر عشرتى دارد اميد مردن است

 تيره روزان بر نيايند از لباس عاجزى                        همچو گيسو سايه را افتادگى جزوتن است

عيب پوشيها ست در سير تجرد پيشه گان                        نقش پاى سوزن ما بخيهء پيراهن است
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A Ghazal

                I

Within evening stillness, a bubble
    and the firmament ignites;
        let sealed lips
            fuel the muttering lamp.

                II

The meadow’s singing plants
    frame a cageling’s memory.
        Does death hold the one release
            from its teeming labyrinth?

                III

A few frayed togs
    don’t unmake the man;
        yet no hair is more rooted
            than my penury.

                lV

The man blind to short-comings
    has taken a long step down
        the solitary path; my shirt
            is stitched with footsteps.            

(continued)
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      (continued)

سر نمى تا بم ز برق فتنه تا دارم دلى                                  موج آتش جوهر آئينهء داغ منست

ا طاس افلاك پيش از پردهء چشمى نبود                       چون نگه عريا نيم از تنگىء  پيراهن است

نيست از مشق ادب در فكر خويش افتا دنم                غنچه تا سر در گريبا نست پا در دامن است

وا صلانرا سرمه ميباشد غبار حادثات                       چشم ماهى از سواد موج دريا روشن است



107

                V

Not for me to reject
    the appeals of lightning.
        May my heart radiate
            the ink of its fiery waves.

                VI

Much as the eyelids’ curtain
    eclipses celestial satin,
        so can a punctilious stare
            burn a hole in my shirt.

                VII

Succumbing to self-analysis
    isn’t part of my lesson plan.
        For this schoolboy bud
            a tight skirt, hobbled steps.

                VIII

Mascara, rouge, powder,
    all originate in road dust.
        What lights a fish’s eye?
            Black ocean depths.
                                      

(continued)        
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written mid-17th century
Bidel

لاله سان از عبرت حال دل پر خون مپرس                        داغ چندين گلخنم آئينه دار گلشن است

حلقهء گرداب غير از پيچش امواج نيست                      عقدهء كا ريكه من دارم هجوم نا خن است

اى ز تيغ مرگ غا فل نفس چندين مناز              نيست جز نقش حباب آن سركه موجش گردن است

همچو دريا(بيدل) از موج بزرگى دم زدن                      پشت دست خود بدندان ندامت كندن است
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                IX

Of a tulip never ask
    the why of its blood-stained heart.
        In the garden pond I behold
            a mirror aflame.

                X

How can a whirlpool’s maelstrom panic
    when the mere wobble 
        of an inky finger
            wrecks the best knotted line?

                XI

O you unscarred by death’s blade
    needn’t shout. A bubble
        only recognizes the wave
            when its head is rolling.

                XII

Bidel resembles the ocean
    whose pounding waves are the poem;
        is a finger in each eardrum
            how I bail out?

translated from Persian by
Michael Beard & Robin Magowan
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Kolomb

Wünsht’ ich der Helden einer zu seyn
Und dürfte frei, mit der Stimme des Schäfers, oder eines Hessen,
Dessen eingeborner Sprach, es bekennen
So wär’ es ein Seeheld.  Thätigkeit, zu gewinnen nemlich
Ist das freundlichste, das
Unter allen

Heimische Wohnung und Ordnung, durchaus bündig,
Dürre Schönhiet zu lernen und Gestalten
In den Sand gebrannt
Aus Nacht und Feuer, voll von Bildern, reingeschliffenes
Fernrohr, hohe Bildung, nemlich für das Leben
Den Himmel zu fragen.

Wenn du sie aber nennest
Anson und Gama, Äneas
Und Jason, Chirons
Schüler in Megaras Felsenhöhlen, und
Im zitternden Reegen der Grotte bildete sich ein Menschenbild
Aus Eindrüken des Walds, und die Tempelherren, die gefahren
Nach Jerusalem Bouillon, Rinaldo,
Bougainville  [Entdekungsreisen
als Versuche, den hesperischen
orbis gegen den
orbis der Alten zu bestimmen]

Gewaltig ist die Zahl
Gewaltiger aber sind sie selbst
Und machen stumm

            die Männer

Dennoch

(continued)
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Columbus

If I wanted to be a hero
Of my own free will, with the voice of a shepherd or Hessian,
Speaking his native dialect,
I’d be a sea hero.  Because a life of action
Is best of all.

Native dwelling and order, convincing throughout,
To learn barren beauty and figures
Burnt into sand
From night and fire, full of images, telescope
Polished to a trueness, utmost expertise, that is, for life
To question the sky.

But when you name them
Anson and Gama, Aeneas
And Jason, Chiron’s
Student in Megara’s rocky cave, and
In the shivering rain of the grotto a man’s image is formed
From the forest’s impressions, and knights templar who traveled
To Jerusalem Bouillon, Rinaldo,
Bougainville    [travels of discovery
seeking to distinguish the western
world from the
world of the ancients]

Their number is powerful
They are even more powerful
And strike men

              Dumb.

And yet

(continued)
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Und hin nach Genua will ich
Zu erfragen Kolombos Haus
Wo er, als wenn
Eins der Gotter eines wäre und wunderbar
Der Menschen Geschlecht,
In süßer Jugend gewohnet.  Licht
Aber man kehret
Wesentlich um, wie ein
Bildermann, der stehet
Vorm Kornhaus, von Sicilien her vieleicht
Und die Bilder weiset der Länder
Der Großen auch
Und singet der Welt Pracht,

                so du
Mich aber fragest

So weit das Herz
Mir reichet, wird es gehen
Nach Brauch und Kunst.
Zu Schiffe aber steigen
ils crient rapport, ils fermes maison
‘tu es un saisrien’

Ein Murren war es, ungedultig, denn
Von wengen geringen Dingen
Verstimmt wie vom Schnee war
Die Gloke, womit
Man läutet
Zum Abendessen
Die Erde zornig und eilte, während daß sie schrien
Manna und Himmelsbrod
Mit Prophezeiungen und
Großem Geschrei, des Gebets mit Gunst.
Sauer wird mir dieses wenig
Geduld und Gütigkeit mein Richter und Schuzgott
Denn Menschen sind wir
Und sie glaubten, sie seien Mönche.
Und einer, als Redner
Auftrat uns als Pfarherr
Im blauen Wamms
entière personne content de son
âme difficultés connoissance
rapport tire                            (continued)
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And I will go to Genoa
To ask where Columbus lives
Where he spent his sweet youth,
As though he were one of the gods and
The human species were wonderful.  Light
But one turns
Around, like a
Picture man standing
In front of a corn crib, from Sicily maybe,
And shows pictures of countries
And of celebrities and
Also sings of the world’s splendor,

                    but if
You ask me

How far my heart 
Reaches, it goes
Toward custom and art.
But they embark
ils crient rapport, ils fermes maison
‘tu es un saisrien’

It was an impatient murmur, one
Of those little things,
As when a bell
One rings
For supper
Is put out of tune by snow.
The earth became angry and hurried, while they shouted
Manna and Heavens-bread
With prophecies and 
Great cries of gracious prayer.
This upsets me, little
Patience and goodness my judge and guardian god
For we are human
And they believed
They were monks.  
And one, as a speaker,
Appeared to us as a vicar
In a blue coat
entière personne content de son
âme difficultés connoissance
rapport tire                              (continued)
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Doch da hinaus, damit
Vom Plaze
Wir kommen, also rief
Gewaltig richtend
Die Gesellen die Stimme des Meergotts,
Die reine, daran
Heroen erkennen, ob sie recht
Gerathen oder nicht—

Stürzet herein, ihr Bäche
Von Leib und Gottes Gnad und Glück im seinen, 
Kräfte zu begreiffen, o ihr Bilder
Der Jugend, als in Genua, damals
Der Erdkreis, griechisch, kindlich gestaltet,
Mit Gewalt under meinen Augen,
Einschläfernd, kurzgefaßtem Mohngeist gleich mir
Erschien

Das bist du ganz in deiner Schönheit apocalyptica

moments tirées hautes sommeils der Schiffer
Kolombus aber beiseit Hypostasierung des vorigen orbis
Naiveté der Wissenschaft
Und seufzeten miteinander, um die Stunde,
Nach der Hizze des Tags.
lui a les pleures

Sie sahn nun

Es waren nemlich viele,
Der schönen Inseln.
                damit
Mit Lissabon

Und Genua theilten;

Denn einsam kann
Von Himmlischen den Reichtum tragen
Nicht eins; wohl nemlich mag
Den Harnisch dehnen
                  ein Halbgott, dem Höchsten aber
Ist fast zu wenig
Das Wirken                wo das Tagslicht scheinet,
Und der Mond,

(continued)
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But let’s go, 
Get moving, thus
Judging
The pure voice of the sea-god
Called the companions,
By which heroes reckon
If they’ve turned out
Right or not—

Rush in, streams
Of love and God’s favor and fortune in what’s his,
To understand strengths, o images
Of youth, when Genoa was
The world, Greek, childishly shaped
And powerful under my eyes,
It lulled me to sleep, appearing to me
Like the spirit of crushed poppies.

That’s you in your beauty apocalyptica.

moments tirées hautes sommeils the sailor
Columbus alone hypostasis of previous worlds
Naiveté of science
And sighed together, at the hour,
After the heat of day.
lui a les pleures

Now they saw
The lovely isles,
For there are many
                so that
Lisbon shared

With Genoa;

For one can’t
Endure the wealth of the gods
By himself; for indeed
              a demi-god
Can stretch his armor, but 
To the all-powerful
Such work 
Is too little 
Where the daylight shines,
And the moon,

(continued)



116

            Darum auch

                       so

Nemlich öfters, wenn
Den Himmlischen zu einsam
Es wird, daß sie
Allein zusammenhalten

              oder die Erde; denn allzurein ist
Entweder

              Dann aber

written ca. 1805
Friedrich Hölderlin
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            therefore

                    so

Often when
The gods become
Too lonely, so that
Alone they hold together

              on the earth, which is all too pure
Either

              But then

translated from German by
Maxine Chernoff & Paul Hoover



118

Умывался ночью на дворе.
Твердь сияла грубыми звездами.
Звездный луч — как соль на топоре.
Стынет бочка с полными краями.

На замок закрыты ворота,
И земля по совести сурова.
Чище правды свежего холста
Вряд ли где отыщется основа.

Тает в бочке, словно соль, звезда,
И вода студеная чернее.
Чище смерть, солонее беда,
И земля правдивей и страшнее.

written 1921
Osip Mandelstam
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I was washing in the yard at night.
The firmament was brilliant with rude stars.
Starlight lay like salt upon the axe,
The barrel cooling, filled up to the brim.

The gates are tightly shut and locked,
And the earth is stern and conscientious.
No foundation is likely to be found
As pure as the truth of a fresh canvas.

Like a grain of salt, a star melts in the barrel,
And the cold water grows blacker—
Death grows purer, misfortune saltier,
And the earth more terrible and truthful.

translated from Russian by
Ilya Bernstein
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За гремучую доблесть грядущих веков,
За высокое племя людей, — 
Я лишился и чаши на пире отцов,
И веселья, и чести своей.

Мне на плечи кидается век-волкодав,
Но не волк я по крови своей:
Запихай меня лучше, как шапку, в рукав
Жаркой шубы сибирских степей . . .

Чтоб не видеть ни труса, ни хлипкой грязцы,
Ни кровавых костей в колесе;
Чтоб сияли всю ночь голубые песцы
Мне в своей первобытной красе.

Уведи меня в ночь, где течет Енисей
И сосна до звезды достает,
Потому что не волк я по крови своей
И меня только равный убьет.

written  March 1931 and late 1935
Osip Mandelstam



121

For the rattling glory of ages to come,
For the high tribe of men,
At the feast of the fathers I have forfeited my cup,
And my joy, and my honor as well.

A wolfhound-age leaps up on my back,
But I am not a wolf by blood.
Better stuff me inside the sleeve, like a hat,
Of the coat of Siberian steppes . . .

Let me no more look at the coward, at the mire,
At the bloody bones in the wheel,
Let the blue foxes blaze the whole night through
In their primordial beauty for me.

Lead me into the night, where the Yenisei flows
And the pine tree reaches the star,
Because I am not a wolf by blood
And only an equal will kill me.

translated from Russian by
Ilya Bernstein
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Ариост 

Во всей Италии приятнейший, умнейший,
Любезный Ариост немножечко охрип.
Он наслаждается перечисленьем рыб
И перчит все моря нелепицею злейшей.

И, словно музыкант на десяти цимбалах,
Не уставая рвать повествованья нить,
Ведет туда-сюда, не зная сам, как быть,
Запутанный рассказ о рыцарских скандалах.

На языке цикад пленительная смесь
Из грусти пушкинской и средиземной спеси —
Он завирается, с Орландом куролеся,
И содрогается, преображаясь весь.

И морю говорит: шуми без всяких дум,
И деве на скале: лежи без покрывала . . .
Рассказывай еще — тебя нам слишком мало,
Покуда в жилах кровь, в ушах покуда шум.

О город ящериц, в котором нет души, —
Когда бы чаще ты таких мужей рожала,
Феррара черствая! Который раз сначала,
Покуда в жилах кровь, рассказывай, спеши!

В Европе холодно. В Италии темно.
Власть отвратительна, как руки брадобрея,
А он вельможится все лучше, все хитрее
И улыбается в крылатое окно —

Ягненку на горе, монаху на осляти,
Солдатам герцога, юродивым слегка
От винопития, чумы и чеснока,
И в сетке синих мух уснувшему дитяти.

А я люблю его неистовый досуг —
Язык бессмысленный, язык солено-сладкий
И звуков стакнутых прелестные двойчатки . . .
Боюсь раскрыть ножом двустворчатый жемчуг.

(continued)
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Ariosto

In all of Italy the most genial, the smartest,
Courteous Ariosto has grown slightly hoarse.
He takes delight in reciting lists of fishes
And peppers all the seas with wicked nonsense.

And like a musician playing on ten cymbals,
Untiringly tearing his narration’s thread,
He leads hither and yon, himself not knowing where,
A tangled tale of scandals and chivalry.

In the language of cicadas, a captivating mix
Of Pushkin’s wistfulness and Mediterranean bluster,
He trips over his own lies, reveling with Orlando,
And shudders suddenly, transfiguring himself.

And he commands the sea: be noisy without thoughts.
And the maiden on the rock: lie without covers . . .
Tell us more and more—we cannot have enough of you
While blood runs in our veins and noise is in our ears . . .

And city of lizards, city without a soul,
If only you gave birth to such men more often,
Hard Ferrara! Once more, right from the start,
While blood runs in our veins, tell us again!

Europe is cold. And Italy is dark.
Power is repulsive, like the barber’s fingers.
But he continues to play the courtier to perfection,
Cunningly smiling through the winged window

At the lamb on the hill, at the monk on the donkey,
At the soldiers of the duke, slightly deranged
From wine-drinking, the plague, and garlic,
And at the infant slumbering under a net of insects.

And I love his tumultuous amusement—
Meaningless language, sweet-and-salty language,
And the delightful dyads of coupled sounds . . .
My knife is afraid to open the bivalve pearl.

(continued)
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Любезный Ариост, быть может, век пройдет —
В одно широкое и братское лазорье
Сольем твою лазурь и наше черноморье.
 . . . И мы бывали там. И мы там пили мед . . .

written May 4–6, 1933
Osip Mandelstam
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Courteous Ariosto, maybe a century will pass
And into a single broad and brotherly blueness
We will pour your azure and our Black Sea.
 . . . We were there too. We, too, have heard those stories . . .

translated from Russian by
Ilya Bernstein
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Crépuscule

Un éléphant dans sa baignoire
et les trois enfants dormant
singulière singulière histoire
histoire du soleil couchant

written 1922
Philippe Soupault
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Twilight

An elephant in its bathtub
and the three children sleep
strange strange story
story of the setting sun

translated from French by
Nick Moudry
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Georgia

Je ne dors pas Georgia
je lance des flèches dans la nuit Georgia
j’attends Georgia
je pense Georgia
Le feu est comme la neige Georgia
la nuit est ma voisine Georgia
j’écoute  les bruits tous sans exception Georgia
je vois la fumée qui monte et qui fuit Georgia
je marche à pas de loup dans l’ombre Georgia
je cours voici la rue les faubourgs Georgia
Voici une ville qui est la même
et que je ne connais pas Georgia
je me hâte voici le vent Georgia
et le froid et le silence et la peur Georgia
je fuis Georgia
je cours Georgia
les nuages sont bas ils vont tomber Georgia
j’étends les bras Georgia
je ne ferme pas les yeux Georgia
j’appelle Georgia
je crie Georgia
j’appelle Georgia
je t’appelle
Est-ce que tu viendras Georgia
bientôt Georgia
Georgia Georgia Georgia
Georgia
je ne dors pas Georgia
je t’attends
Georgia

written 1922
Philippe Soupault
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Georgia

I do not sleep Georgia
I launch arrows in the night Georgia
I wait Georgia
I think Georgia
The fire is like the snow Georgia
the night is my neighbor Georgia
I listen to all the noises Georgia
I see the smoke that climbs and that flees Georgia
I walk in the path of the wolf’s shadow Georgia
I run here the street the suburbs Georgia
Here a town that is the same
and that I do not know Georgia
I bring the wind Georgia
and the cold and the silence and the fear Georgia
I flee Georgia
I run Georgia
the clouds are low they will fall Georgia
I extend my arms Georgia
I do not close my eyes Georgia
I call Georgia
I shout Georgia
I call Georgia
I call you
you will come Georgia
soon Georgia
Georgia Georgia Georgia
Georgia
I do not sleep Georgia
I wait for you
Georgia

translated from French by
Nick Moudry
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Lekcja snu

Dzis w nocy
odfrunelo miasto.
Nie wiem dokładnie dokad.
Moje łózko
stało na nieskonczenie pustym placu
O  swicie
okazało sie,
ze miasto wróciło,
Ale było juz wtedy
za pó¶no na
przypomnienie sobie
kursu pierwszej pomocy.

written 1979
Katarzyna Boru‡-Jagodzi‡ska
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Dream Lesson

Tonight
the city flew off,
Where, exactly, 
I don’t know.
My bed stood 
on an endlessly vacant lot.
At daybreak, 
it seemed,
the city came back,
but by then 
it was too late
to remember the first aid course.

translated from Polish by 
 Justyna Kostkowska & Kathleen Snodgrass
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Dalla rocca di Bergamo Alta 

Hai udito il grido del gallo nell’aria 
di là dalle murate, oltre le torri
gelide d’una luce che ignoravi,
grido fulmineo di vita, e stormire
di voci dentro le celle, e il richiamo
d’uccello della ronda avanti l’alba.
E non hai detto parole per te:
eri nel cerchio ormai di breve raggio:
e tacquero l’antilope e l’airone
persi in un soffio di fumo maligno,
talismani d’un mondo appena nato.
E passava la luna di febbraio
aperta sulla terra, ma a te forma
nella memoria, accesa al suo silenzio.
Anche tu fra i cipressi della Rocca
ora vai senza rumore; e qui l’ira 
si quieta al verde dei giovani morti,
e la pietà lontana è quasi gioia.

written ca. 1947
Salvatore Quasimodo

Reprinted by permission of Farrar, Straus and Cudahy, Inc. 
© Arnoldo Mondadori Editore, Milan, 1947 
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From the Fortress of Upper 
Bergamo

You heard the cock crowing in the air
beyond the walls, beyond the castle towers,
in the cold light you didn’t recognize,
the lightning-cry of life, and the mumbling
of voices in the cells and the warning cry
of a bird circling the towers before dawn.
And you had nothing to say for yourself then:
by then you were encircled in brief rays;
and the antelope and heron became silent,
lost in a sudden puff of deadly smoke,
talismans of a world that’s scarcely born.
The February moon has now gone by
openly over the world, but only a form
within your memory, lighted in its silence. 
Among the cypresses of the Fort you too
now move around silently; and here the rage
is silenced by the green of the young dead,
and the distant pity almost turns to joy.

translated from Italian by 
Charles Guenther
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Το  Βραδάκι
μνήμη

Λύνει τα κορδόνια
Καπνίζουν τα παπούτσια του
Ανακωχή στη λεκάνη
Το ζεστό νερό
Στα πόδια
Γεμίζει το μπαρούτι του.

written 1986 
Christos Tsiamis
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In the Evening 
memory

He unties his laces
His shoes give off smoke
Cease-fire in the bucket
The warm water
On his feet
Refills him with gunpowder.

translated from Greek by
Jane Nisselson Assimakopoulos
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Fragment 59

  Soleil couché
et vent
  or parti, et
vent de rien
qui souffle
(lâ, le néant
? moderne)

written ca. 1892
Stéphane Mallarmé
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Fragment 59

  Setting sun
and wind
  now vanished, and
wind of nothing 
  that blows
(here, the nothingness
  ? the modern)

translated from French by
Louis E. Bourgeois
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Fragment 109

Oh! que les yeux des morts
etc.

    ont plus de force
que ceux, les plus beaux
des vivents

      qu’ils vous attireraient

written ca. 1892
Stéphane Mallarmé
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Fragment 109

Oh! The eyes of the dead
etc.

    have more power
than the eyes
of the living

      they will lure you in.

translated from French by
Louis E. Bourgeois
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„Wir alle sind hier gestorben“

Sanft. 
Brustfell, den. 
Ich weiss nicht ob diese Filter uns klären können: 
„Wir gehen nach Majdanek einem abgeschlossenen  
Intervall; 
und nahmen es nicht hin. 
Wir alle sind hier gestorben.“ 
Hart. Brustfell, der. 
Ich weiss dass das Gegebene sich nur  
durch die Sprache und in ihr gibt 
mit diesen kleinen externen Schritten (von der Brust herab,  
von einigen Tischen, von einigen groben 
Berührungen ) 
gehe ich durch Lublin. Von „Rezeption.“ Mit der musikalischen Decke des  
„zerhacken“ und „spalten“ 

written 2002
Peter Pessl

©Das fröhliche Wohnzimmer Verlag, Vienna, 2002
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“We’ve all died here”

Soft.
Pleura, that.
I don’t know if this filter can clarify:
“We’re going to Majdanek unto a secluded
interval;
and wouldn’t accept it.
We’ve all died here.”
Hard.  Pleura, that.
I know that the given only exists
through these words, and within it
with these small, external steps (from the chest down,
from a few tables, from some crude
groping)
I’m going on, through Lublin.  From the “perception.”  With musical accompaniment,
of “hacking,” and of “splitting”

translated from German by
Mark Kanak
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Sacar la palabra del lugar de 
la palabra

Sacar la palabra del lugar de la palabra
y ponerla en el sitio de aquello que no habla:
los tiempos agotados,
las esperas sin nombre,
las armonías que nunca se consuman,
las vigencias desdeñadas,
las correintes en suspenso.

Lograr que la palabra adopte
el licor olvidado
de lo que no es palabra,
sino expectante mutismo
al borde del silencio,
en el contorno de la rosa,
en el atrás sin sueño de los pájaros,
en la sombra casi hueca del hombre.

Y así sumado el mundo,
abrir el espacio novísimo
donde la palabra no sea simplemente
un signo para hablar
sino también para callar,
canal puro del ser,
forma para decir o no decir,
con el sentido a cuestas
como un dios a la espalda.

Quizá el revés de un dios,
quizá su negativo.
O tal vez su modelo.

written 1991 
Roberto Juarroz
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To take the word out of its 
place

To take the word out of its place
and put it in the site of what doesn’t speak:
exhausted times,
nameless delays,
harmonies that are never consumed,
scorned conventions,
currents in suspense.

To get the word to adopt
the forgotten liquid
of what isn’t word,
but eager dumbness
at the edge of silence,
in the shape of the rose
in the dreamless back of birds
in the almost hollow shadow of man.

And thus the world added up,
to open the newest space 
where the word isn’t simply
a sign to speak
but also to keep silent,
pure channel of being,
a form of saying and not saying,
with the feeling
like a god at one’s shoulder.

Perhaps the opposite of a god,
perhaps his negative.
Or maybe his model.

translated from Spanish by
Mary Crow
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The Seafarer

Mæg ic be me sylfum    soðgied wrecan,
siÞas secgan,    hu ic geswincdagum
earfoðhwile    oft Þrowade,
bitre breostceare    gebiden hæbbe,
gecunnad in ceole    cearselda fela,
atol yÞa gewealc,    Þær mec oft bigeat
nearo nihtwaco    æt nacan stefnan,
Þonne he be clifum cnossað.    Calde geÞrungen
wæron fet mine,    forste gebunden,
caldum clommum,    Þær Þa ceare seofedun
hat ymb heortan;    hungor innan slat
merewerges mod.    þæt se mon ne wat
Þe him on foldan    fægrost limpeð,
hu ic earmcearig    iscealdne sæ
winter wunade    wræccan lastum,
winemægum bidroren,  
bihongen hrimgicelum;    hægl scurum fleag.
  þær ic ne gehyrde    butan hlimman sæ,
iscaldne wæg,    hwilum ylfete song
dyde ic me to gomene,    ganetes hleoÞor
ond huilpan sweg    fore hleahtor wera,
mæw singende    fore medodrince.
Stormas Þær stanclifu beotan,    Þær him stearn oncwæð
isigfeÞera;    ful oft Þæt earn bigeal,
urigfeÞra.     Nænig hleomæga
feasceaftig ferð     frefran meahte.
  ForÞon him gelyfeð lyt,    se Þe ah lifes wyn
gebiden in burgum,    bealosiÞa hwon,
wlonc and wingal,    hu ic werig oft
in brimlade    bidan sceolde.
Nap nihtscua,    norÞan sniwde,
hrim hrusan bond,    hægl feol on eorÞan,
corna caldast.    ForÞon cnyssað nu
heortan geÞohtas,    Þæt ic hean streamas,

(continued)
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The Seafarer

The history of myself
is a book of water.
I’ve tossed in the deep’s care,
and stood night watch
against the black waves
threatening our ship
into cliffs.
The freeze cut my legs
but the grief stayed warm
in my heart and worry
ate my mind.

Land-people don’t know
the sadnesses of exile.
I did my winters alone
in the ice storms
listening to the sea.

Sometimes I had theatre
in the crying swans. Instead
of women’s laughter the ganets
and curlews sang, and the
barroom was replaced by the
shriek of gulls. Swallows and
eagles answered the weather.
Still, there were no friends
to keep me from turning destitute.

(continued)
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sealtyÞa gelac    sylf cunnige;
monað modes lust    mæla gehwylce
ferð to feran,    Þæt ic feor heonan
elÞeodigra    eard gesece.
ForÞon nis Þæs modwlonc    mon ofer eorÞan,
ne his gifena Þæs god,    ne in geoguÞe to Þæs hwæt,
ne in his dædum to Þæs deor,    ne him his dryhten to Þæs hold,
Þæt he a his sæfore    sorge næbbe,
to hwon hine Dryhten    gedon wille.
Ne biÞ him to hearpan hyge    ne to hringÞege,
ne to wife wyn    ne to worulde hyht,
ne ymbe owiht elles    nefne ymb yða gewealc;
ac a hafað longunge    se Þe on lagu fundað.
Bearwas blostmum nimað,    byrig fægriað,
wongas wlitigað,    woruld onetteð;
ealle Þa gemoniað    modes fusne
sefan to siÞe,    Þam Þe swa Þenceð
on flodwegas    feor gewitan.
Swylce geac monað    geomran reorde,
singeð sumeres weard,    sorge beodeð
bitter in breosthord.    þæt se beorn se wat,
secg esteadig,    hwæt Þa sume dreogað
Þe Þa wræclastas    widost lecgað.
  ForÞon nu min hyge hweorfeð    ofer hreÞerlocan,
min modsefa    mid mereflode,
ofer hwæles eÞel    hweorfeð wide,
eorÞan sceatas,    cymeð eft to me
gifre ond grædig;    gielleð anfloga,
hweteð on hwælweg    hreÞer unwearnum
ofer holma gelagu.
            ForÞon me hatran sind
Dryhtnes dreamas    Þonne Þis deade lif,
læne on londe.    Ic gelyfe no
Þæt him eorðwelan    ece stondað.
Simle Þreora sum    Þinga gehwylce
ær his tid aga    to tweon weorÞeð:

(continued)
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Those who take their pleasure
in the city, calm and wine drunk,
can only read about the Way,
how shadows from the north snow
darken frost when hail falls 
to the earth like the coldest of seeds.

The urge is on me again now
to go across the salt
to another country.
I’m right behind my lust,
though I’m not so young
that I don’t fear the death
God’s planned for me
on one of these crossings.
Not for war stories
not for money
not for girls
not for happiness,
just to go.
The blossoms remind me.

(continued)
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adl oÞÞe yldo    oÞÞe ecghete
fægum fromweardum    feorh oðÞringeð.
ForÞon Þæt eorla gehwam    æftercweÞendra
lof lifgendra is    lastworda betst,
Þæt he gewyrce    ær he on weg scyle,
freme on foldan    wið feonda niÞ,
deorum dædum    deofle togeanes,
Þæt hine ælda bearn    æfter hergen,
and his lif siÞÞan    lifge mid englum
awa to ealdre,    ecan lifes blæd,
dream mid dugeÞum.
            Dagas sind gewitene,
ealle onmedlan    eorÞan rices.
Nearon nu cyningas    ne caseras
ne goldgiefan    swylce iu wæron,
Þonne hi mæst mid him    mærÞa gefremedon
and on dryhtlicestum    dome lifdon.
Gedroren is Þeos duguð eal,    dreamas sind gewitene;
wuniað Þa wacran    and Þas woruld healdaÞ,
brucað Þurh bisgo.    Blæd is gehnæged,
eorÞan indryhto    ealdað and searað,
swa nu monna gehwylc    geond middangeard.
Yldo him on fareð,    onsyn blacað,
gomelfeax gnornað, wat his iuwine,
æÞelinga bearn    eorÞan forgiefene.
Ne mæg him Þonne se flæschoma,    Þonne him Þæt feorg losað,
ne swete forswelgan    ne sar gefelan,
ne hond onhreran    ne mid hyge Þencan.
þeah Þe græf wille    golde stregan
broÞor his geborenum,    byrgan be deadum
maÞmum mislicum    Þæt hine mid wille,
ne mæg Þære sawle    Þe biÞ synna ful
gold to geoce    for Godes egsan,
Þonne he hit ær hydeð    Þenden he her leofað.

written ca. 850
Anonymous
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My course points
to the horizon of whales.
It’s a blessing 
to leave illusions.
Wealth is dust.
There are three ways by which
everyone will be taken:
disease or old age or violence.
And the best eulogies
are given to seafarers.

Time is limited.
There are no empires
or generals like before.
Weak men up front are
living off the old fame.
But nothing hurts when
you know about death.
Bury your brother with
the gold he lived for;
God is terrible on those souls.

translated from Old English by
Paul Wasserman
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Psaume 22

Il y a des étoiles dans mon ciel que l’on ne voit pas à l’oeil nu,
dans ma nuit privé, je les nomme.

Comme l’espèce l’a fait pour les grands astres,
je les fixe, je leur donne des noms.

Mon ciel de nuit ne change guère,
j’avance dans le temps et elles sont toujours là.

Comme un devin, je dis les bonnes, les mauvaises,
comme un juge qui fait crédit à son jugement.

A leur clarté, je vois rôder des formes sur ma terre,
des bêtes qui ne sortent qu’au soir tombant.

Je dis encore les bonnes, les nuisibles,
comme un penseur qui se classe lui-même parmi les innocents.

Et puis brusquement, je dois me taire,
toute ma faune, toutes mes étoiles en fumée.

Seigneur, la vocation d’un poète est tragique,
surtout lorsque pour toi il veut tout renouveler.

Et lorsqu’il prend de ta parole pour comprendre,
ce qu’il en fait scintille un moment et s’abat.

Le vent chasse comme des nuages ses poèmes,
il envoie son esprit au monde, et son esprit ne revient pas.

Il reste face à face avec la seule question: Pourquoi faire ?
et puis la vie insiste en disant:  Tu feras.

Mais toi, le Seigneur de la vie, dis-tu de même ?
tout vacille, le soir s’étend. . .  est-ce toi ?

written  1938
Patrice de La Tour du Pin
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Psalm 22

In my sky there are stars invisible to the naked eye
and alone at night, I name them.

I arrange them, I give them names
from a taxonomy invented for the great stars.

My night sky hardly changes—the stars
remain fixed while I move through time.

I’m the one who determines which ones are good, which bad,
like a judge who finds his own rulings final.

By starlight, I can just begin to see the roaming bodies
of the nocturnal creatures who first appear at dusk.

Again I say which are good, which are bothersome,
just like a thinker who classifies himself among the innocent.

And then abruptly I have no choice but silence
as all my fauna, all my stars turn to smoke.

Lord, the vocation of a poet is tragic,
especially when for you he wants to make everything new.

And when he uses your words to understand,
whatever he makes sparkles for an instant and falls away.

He sends out his spirit to the world, and his spirit does not come back.
Like wind chasing clouds, his poems disappear.

He remains face to face with the only question: Why do this?
and then life insists, saying: You will.

But you, the Lord of life, is that what you say?
everything sways, the night stretches out—is it you?

translated from French by
Jennifer Grotz



152

Poëzie

Een schilderij heeft een lijst nodig,
zoals geluk doodsangst.

Wind bladert in de tuin
en ineens slaat een bladzij
zich om. Zoals ik door je haren ga,
en zo anders als ze dan liggen.

Eindelijk is alles hetzelfde.
Kijk eens, zegt geluk, en toont ons het nu.
Het beeft een beetje in zijn handen.

written early 1990s
Herman de Coninck
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Poetry

A painting needs a frame,
like happiness needs mortal fear.

Wind leafs through the garden
and suddenly a page
is turned. Like me ruffling your hair,
and how it lies differently now.

Yet nothing changes after all.
Look, says happiness—cradling this moment,
which shivers a little in its hands.

translated from Dutch by
Laure-Anne Bosselaar & Kurt Brown



154

Paul Celan’s   
      Concept of “Breathturn” 

P
aul Celan, the greatest German-language poet of the second half of the 
twentieth century, left us very few statements concerning his poetics. 
Until such time as we will have access to his diaries and notebooks—in 
which we may or may not find relevant material—, and besides those 
parts of his correspondence that have been published to date, there are, 

beyond a number of helpful programmatic poems, only two short essays by the 
poet giving us some insight into what he himself thought he was doing as a poet 
and what he wanted poetry to be. The major one of these—and thus the core state-
ment of his poetics—is the “Meridian” speech, the address he gave in 1960 upon 
recieving the Georg Büchner prize for poetry. He knew for months in advance 
that he was going to be given the prize and that a poetological address was expect-
ed from him at the official ceremony in Darmstadt, and he thus spent the major 
part of that year composing the essay. The final piece was honed down to roughly 
15 pages, enough for the required 30 to 40 minute long public presentation.

Following, in the original German and in my English translation, are pages 
from his notes on the concept of “Atemwende,” “breathturn,” a word that seven 
years later would become the title of the seminal collection of poems that inau-
gurates the late work, by marking a strong “turn” away from the poetics of the 
early work. They show a thinking and writing process of many months during 
which the poet took notes, tried out lines, rejected them, recast the text, etcetera. 
This “behind the scenes” work of the writer can now be seen and studied in detail 
in Der Meridian: Endfassung, Vorstufen, Materialien, the superb scholarly Tübinger 
Ausgabe edited by Bernhard Böschenstein and Heino Schmull and published by 
Suhrkamp—which Stanford University Press will publish in their Meridian: Cross-
ing Aesthetics series in an English edition in 2006. This edition shows not only 
the various draft stages of the essay, but also retranscribes all of Celan’s notes 
and jottings from notebooks, diaries, typescripts, loose leafs, etcetera. It groups 
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these by subject matter and reproduces them with their erasures, inserts, varia-
tions, abbreviations, and typos, while also giving in the margins a complex and 
complete numerical system of reference to the various bibliographical sources. 
The pages that follow are from a section of the book the editors called “Materialien” 
(“Materials”), made up from the background writing that went into the composi-
tion of specific conceptual areas of the final essay. In this case the “materials” 
have been assembled under the title “Breathturn,” and they are not only “about” 
the theme of a turning of the breath, they can also be seen as the massa confusa, 
the nigredo even, in alchemical parlance, that is the dark mass of materials which 
enter the poetico-alchemical retort that is the practice of writing, to be clarified, 
honed, purified, until the poetic equivalent of the alchemist’s philosopher’s stone 
is finally won. In the final version of the speech, the word “breath” occurs on a 
number of occasions, in various contexts, slowly approaching the new concept of 
a “breathturn,” to be finally concretized in the following paragraph: 

Poetry is perhaps this: an Atemwende, a breathturn. Who knows, perhaps 
poetry goes its way—the way of art—for the sake of just such a turn? And 
since the strange, the abyss and Medusa’s head, the abyss and the au-
tomaton, all seem to lie in the same direction—it is perhaps this turn, this 
breathturn, which can sort out the strange from the strange? It is perhaps 
here, in this one brief moment, that Medusa’s head shrivels and the au-
tomatons run down? Perhaps, along with the I, estranged and freed here, in 
this manner, some other thing is also set free?

My hope in reproducing these few pages, is to give the reader some insight into 
this transformatory process through which a given language matter will go until it 
finally congeals in what feels like a simple and quasi-spontaneous piece of writing. 

Pierre Joris
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Atemwende

Atemwende

Ms.	 C 3,3	 370	 381◂▸590

Ich hatte einiges überlebt, − Überstehn ist ja wohl doch nicht „alles“ –, ich hatte ein 	 282, 335, 579,

schlechtes Gewissen; ich suchte – vielleicht darf ich es so nennen? – d meine Atemwende . . .	   656

•  •  •

Ms.	 C 24,1	 371	 401◂

auch da noch gibt es dir eine Chance	

  zu schweigt dich an:	 184, 496, 513

└
vielleicht dürfen wir uns hier an

┘└
erinnern wir uns an

┘
•das Medusenhafte an der Dichtung

└
erinnern:

┘
; es 

schweigt dich an; es verschlägt dir den − falschen − Atem; du stehst an der Atemwende.

Ms.	 C 24,2	 372

•vielleicht dürfen wir uns hier – es ist ja 
└

auch hier
┘

von {~} Fremdestem, von anderswoher gekommen

 Außermenschlichem 
└

und dem Menschen Zugewandtem
┘

 die Rede − an das Medusenhafte erinnern	 131, 195

Ms.	 C 24,3	 373	 ▸13

Anschweigen:

    Das Ganze es verdichtet sich um den Schmerz, soviel mit soviel Vergeisti zu Geist Geklärtem

└
vergebens

┘
 vor dich 

└
den Unwürdigen

┘
getreten zu sein; 

└
zu dir

┘
 gekommen zu sein; es schweigt 

dich;

•  •  •

Ms.	 C 25,4	 374	 310◂▸86

Lenz: das Medusenhafte der Dichtung – zu: schweigt dich an, es verschlägt dir den – 	 715

falschen − Atem; du bist

      an der Atemwende

•  •  •

Involution

Ms.	 E 12,2	 375/738	 737◂▸930

. . . letzte Worte Büchners auf dem Sterbebett, Lenzens Worte (Moskau) sind nicht überliefert –

es ist die Rückkehr in das eben noch Stimmhafte, wie im Wozzeck – es ist Sprache als 

Involution, Sinnentfaltung in der einen, wortfremden Silbe −: der das es ist die im

(continued)

////
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Breathturn

Breathturn

Ms.	 C 3,3	 370	 381◂▸590

I had survived some things, – but survival hopefully isn’t  “everything” –, I had a bad	 282, 335, 579,

conscience; I was searching for – maybe I can call it that? – a my breathturn . . .	   656

•  •  •

Ms.	 C 24,1	 371	 401◂

there too it still gives you a chance

    to it faces you with silence:	 184, 496, 513

└
maybe here we can 

└
remember the

┘
 •the medusa-like of poetry 

└
remember:

┘
; it faces you with silence; it takes

your – false – breath away; you have come to a breathturn.

Ms.	 C 24,2	 372

•maybe here we can – for
└

here to
┘

there is talk of {~} the strangest, come from elsewhere, from  outside the 

human 
└

and what’s turned toward the human
┘

 – to remember the  medusa-like	 131, 195

Ms.	 C 24,3	 373	 ▸13

To face with silence:

The whole it tightens \coalesces\trunes poem\ around the pain, so much with so much

that has been  spiritualized clarified into spirit  
└

to no avail
┘

 tighten 
└

the unworthy one
┘

to have

stepped; to have come 
└

to you
┘

 ; it silences you;

•  •  •

Ms.	 C 25,4	 374	 310◂▸86

Lenz: the Medusa-likeness of poetry – to: faces you with silence, it takes your – false – 	 715

breath away; you have come 

      to the breathturn

•  •  •

Involution

Ms.	 E 12,2	 375/738	 737◂▸930

... Büchner’s last words on the deathbed, Lenz’s words (Moscow) have not come down to 

us  − it is the return into the just still voiced, as in Wozzeck − it is language as 

involution, unfolding of meaning in the one, word-estranged syllable −: t he it is the

‘rootsyllable,’ recognizable  in

(continued)

////
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└
durchröchelten

┘
 Stammeln erkennbare ‚Stammsilbe‘, die 

└
Sprache als

┘
 das in den Keim	 476

Zurückgekehrte – der Bedeutungsträger ist der {M} sterbliche Mund, dessen Lippen sich 

nicht mehr ründen. Muta cum liquida, −und vokalisch gestützt, der Reimlaut als Selbstlaut.	 506

•  •  •

Ms.	 F 103	 376/530	 112◂▸29

Das Kunstfeindliche – also nicht an
└

der
┘

Entfaltung, sondern der Involution Verschworene –	 330

bei Büchner: es gehört zweifellos zu dem uns Ansprechenden.

  Kunst, das ist das Künstliche, Erkünstelte, Synthetische, Hergestellte: es ist das menschen-	 16, 638: 561

und kreaturferne Knarren der Automaten: es ist, schon hier, Kybernetik,
└

auf
┘

empfangsbereite	 16, 718: 40

eingestellte Marionette, es ist der Mensch diesseits und jenseits seiner selbst: der aus dem

Schoß der Technik geborene Weltraumschiffer, dem Sprache einen Rückfall in eine Vor-	 619, 634

Existenz bedeutet. –

•  •  •

Ms.	 F 8, 4	 377	 687◂▸340

Das Stimmhafte des Gedichts heute; im Anlaut: muta cum liquida.

•  •  •

Ms.	 F 89, 2	 378	 663◂

die Sprache des Gedichts: involutiv → am Lichtsinn errätst <du> die Seele: das Kreatürliche 	 219; 212, 344

als Horizont des Gedichts –

			   ▸862 

28.9.60, Ts.(Ms.)	 F 90, 1	 379	 =861

BR    28.IX.60

Das Gedicht ist bei sich selber; es hat auch den Gesang, den es bewiesen hat, 

zurückgenommen  →  Faltung  →  Involution

                

•  •  •

21.8.59, Ms.	 A 8–10 [Auszüge]	 380	 64/102◂▸179

(Der Mann ohne Brille

„Involution“, sagte er, „jaja.“ „Rückbildung{“} – ich brauche es Ihnen ja nicht zu erklären.“ 

Ich nickte.

<...>

Der Mann ohne Brille: Involution

„Gleichsam“: genießt es wie „Involution)

<...>

•  •  •
(continued)
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the 
└

death-rattled
┘

 stuttering, the 
└

language as
┘

 what has returned into the germ  – the	 476

meaning-carrier is the {mou} mortal mouth, whose lips no longer grow round. Muta cum

liquida, – and vocalically supported, the rhyme-sound as self-sound. 	 506

•  •  •

Ms.	 F 103	 376/530	 112◂▸29

Enmity toward art – thus not of 
└

the
┘

 development’s, but involution’s conspirators – in 	 330

Büchner: without a doubt it belongs to what speaks to us.

  Art that is the artificial, the faked, the synthetic, the manufactured: it is human- and 	 16, 638: 561

creature-distanced creaking of the automatoms: it is, here already, cybernetics, puppets 	 16, 718:40

readied for reception prepared, it is man this and that side of himself: the cosmonaut, born

from the womb of technology, for whom language means a fall-back to a pre-existence. –	 619, 634

•  •  •

Ms.	 F 8, 4	 377	 687◂▸340

The voiced-ness of the poem today; in the anlaut: muta cum liquida.

•  •  •

Ms.	 F 89, 2	 378	 663◂

the language of the poem: involutive → by the lightsense  <you> find the soul: the	 219; 212, 344

creaturely as the poem’s horizon –

			   ▸862 

28.9.60, Ts.(Ms.)	 F 90, 1	 379	 =861

BR    28.IX.60

The poem is with itself, it has also taken back the song it has proved  →  folding  →  	 175

involution

          

•  •  •

21.8.59, Ms.	 A 8–10 [Auszüge]	 380	 64/102◂▸179

(The man without glasses

“Involution”, he said, “yeahyeah.” “backformation{“} – I don’t need to explain that to 

you.” I nodded assent.

<...>

The man without glasses: involution

“As it were”: enjoy it like “involution)

<...>

•  •  •
(continued)
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Sprung

Ms.	 C 3,2	 381	 97◂▸370

Wortmaterial – das hat sein 
└

dürfte ein gewisses
┘

Gewicht
└

haben
┘

; Dichtung ist ein Sprung; 	 70, 281; 4/696

man soll sich keine Gewichte anhängen, wenn man hinüber – und zurück will. Sprache ist

unsichtbar	 239

•  •  •

ab 7.10.60, Ms.	 F 26,3	 382	 350◂

  O. Becker:  Gelingen = Nichtausreichen	 429, 438, 928

             Glück
             

Ms.	 F 26,4	 383	 ▸254

Vorbereitung: Das Übertragen von Gedichten ist eine Übung in diesem Sinn: es geschieht 	 601

über die Abgründe der Sprachen hinweg: das Einende ist der Sprung. – 
└

Solcher Sprung 

ist Glück und Gelingen –
┘

•  •  •

Ms.	 C 26,2	 384/68	 86◂▸715

39b Das Gedicht ist der Ort, wo alle Synonymik 
└

und aller Gleich
┘

aufhört; wo alle Tropen 	 210/410, 338

└
und alles Uneigentliche

┘
 ad absurdum geführt werden; das Gedicht hat, einen glaube ich, 

noch da wo es am bildhaftesten ist, einen antimetaphorischen Charakter; es ist unübertragbar; 

das Bild hat einen phänomenalen, durch Anschauung erkennbaren Zug.  – Was dich von 	 121, 256, 333

ihm trennt, überbrückst du nicht; du mußt dich zum Sprung entschließen.	 428, 549           

•  •  •

Ms.	 F 5,1/6,1	 385/505	 17◂▸129

Es wäre falsch, den Totalitätsanspruch des Gedichts als eine – mehr oder minder lückenlose – 

Zusammenschau zu sehen, vielmehr geht hier ein Auge, das – und damit meine ich nicht 

└
etwa

┘
ein vom Menschen ablösbares und optisch perfektioniertes Organ – mit dem 

└
bisher

┘
 	 181

Gesehenen zu zu den einzelnen Dingen – und mit ihnen weiter. Denn im Gedicht tritt ein 

jedes in ein Geschehen, ein Geschehen, das vom Hinzutretenden mitbestimmt wird. /Wo 

das nicht geschieht, d.h., wo das lyrische Ich zu den Dingen geht, um sie sprachlich zu 

liebkosen, da haben wir jene, gewiß der „Stimmung“ nicht entbehrende, genrehafte Poesie, 

die den Augenblick ihres „Dortgewesenseins“ nicht überlebt; solche
└

n
┘

Gedichte
└

kann man
┘

haben zweifellos den Reiz des Ephemeren nicht absprechen; aber sie entbehren auch 

ebensowenig der Größe wirklicher Untergänge. ×/

×/ jenes Weltgewinnen und 
└

zugleich
┘

 Weltfreiwerden, in dem Sinne, daß sich das im 	 523, 823

einzelnen mitrepräsentierte wollende Ganze aller Kontingenz zu entledigen sucht; si das 	 689

Unen Endlich-Unendliche des Dichterischen zerfällt hier in seine Teile.	 82,287,461,520      

•  •  •
(continued)
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Sprung

Ms.	 C 3,2	 381	 97◂▸370

Word-material – that has its 
└

could have a certain
┘ 

weight; poetry is a leap; one should not 	 70, 281: 4/696

weight oneself down, when one wants to set over and return. Language is invisible

	 239

•  •  •

ab 7.10.60, Ms.	 F 26,3	 382	 350◂

  O. Becker:  success = the not sufficient	 429, 438, 928

             happiness         

Ms.	 F 26,4	 383	 ▸254

Preparation: The translation of poems is an exercise in this sense: it happens across the	 601

languages’ abysses: the leap is what unifies/unites. –
└

Such a leap is happiness and success  –
┘

•  •  •

Ms.	 C 26,2	 384/68	 86◂▸715

39b The poem is the place where all synonymity
└

and all same
┘

stops; where all tropes
└

and	 240/410, 338

everything inessential
┘

 is lead ad absurdum; the poem has, a I believe, even there where it

is most visually vivid \bildhaftesten\ , an anti-metaphorical character; it is untranslatable;  the

image has a phenomenal aspect, recognizable through perception \Anschauung\. – What	 121, 256, 333

separates you from it, you cannot bridge; you have to decide to leap. 	 428, 549      

•  •  •

Ms.	 F 5,1/6,1	 385/505	 17◂▸129

It would be wrong to see the poem’s claim for totality as a – more or less gapless – 

synopsis, rather, here an eye, that – and with this I do not mean 
└

for example
┘

an organ 

detachable from the human and optically perfected – goes with the 
└

so far
┘

seen to to the	 181

single objects – and continues with them. For in the poem every thing enters into a 

happening, a happening that is determinhed by the entering into it. Where that does not 

happen, i.e., where the lyrical I goes to the things to caress them with language, there we have

that genre-bound poetry which though not lacking in “mood” will not survive the

moment of its “having been there” ; such poems have doubtlessly 
└

one cannot deny
┘

 the 

charm of the ephemeral; but they lack as little \ebensowenig\ |sic| the greatness of true 

decline.×/

×/ that world-gaining and 
└

simultaneous
┘

 world-freeing, in that sense that the willing and	 523, 823

in the co-represented whole tries to rid itself of all contingency; \ si\ the infi finite-	 689

infinite of the poetic decomposes into its parts here.	 82,287,461,520      

•  •  •
(continued)
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Ts.(Ms.)	 C 10,3/11	 386C	 252◂▸82

Es gibt, und das hat nichts mit irgendwelchen Räuschen zu tun, Ekstasen.	 597; 414, 718

Weltgewinn, Wirklichkeitsgewinn, 
└

und damit meine ich nicht etwa ein Resultat, sondern	   843;

eine Richtung –
┘

 das bedeutet im Gedicht gleich-zeitig auch dies:	 39/342

→ Hinaustreten aus der Kontingenz.

•  •  •

Ms.	 ÜR 6.12,13v [2]	 387

–
└

jenes
┘

 „unsinnige“ Lachen: im Absurden bricht er es 
└

wird er weltfrei –
┘

 befreit er sich 	 12/710

aus der Kontingenz

•  •  •

Ms.	 ÜR 6.12,4r	 388

└
in jenem

┘
 jenes „unsinnige“, unheimliche Lachen

└
des Verstummenden

┘
realisiert sich der 

Ausbru – und das ist ein alter Traum des Dichterischen − der Ausbruch aus der Kontingenz:	 205/633

•  •  •

Ms.	 ÜR 6.12,27 [1]	 389

In der Verendlichung spüren wir das Infinitivische, spüren wir jene 
└

– von Hofmannsthal 

oft beschworene –
┘

 „scharfe Spitze des Unendlichen“ Baudelaires.	 137, 797, 805,

Es ist, wo Welt gebannt werden will; der uralte Traum: gleichz. weltfrei zu werden –	   876

Ms.	 ÜR 6.12,27 [2]	 390

Und eben dieses In-der-Zeit-Verharren wird ihm die sow.<jetische> Kritik als Statik ankreiden

└
und

┘
als „fortschrittsfeindlich“ verwerfen –

Ms.	 ÜR 6.12,27 [3]	 391

Es ist die – uralte – doppelte Bewegung des Dichterischen: indem Welt im Wort entbunden 

wird, wird  – was?  weltfrei

•  •  •

Ms.	 ÜR 6.12,21 [1]	 392

 M

das Absurde 
└

– Weg in die andere Existenz
┘

ein absolutes Lachen, das weltfrei macht

das Absurde:

das Hinaustreten aus der Kontingenz

ein absolutes
└

„absurdes“
┘

Lachen, das aus der
└

(den Ausbruch aus der)
┘

Kontingenz 
└

(erlaubt.)
┘

 

befreit. 

written 1960 
Paul Celan
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Ts.(Ms.)	 C 10,3/11	 386C	 252◂▸82

There are – and this has nothing to do with any intoxications – ecstasies.	 597; 414, 718, 

World-gain, reality-gain, 
└

and by that I do not mean a result, but a direction –
┘

 in the poem 	   843;

that means at the time this too:	 39/342

→ To step out of contingency.

•  •  •

Ms.	 ÜR 6.12,13v [2]	 387

–
└

that
┘

 “nonsensical” laughter: in the absurd he breaks it 
└

he becomes world-free –
┘

 he frees	 12/710

himself from contingency

•  •  •

Ms.	 ÜR 6.12,4r	 388

└
in that

┘
 that “nonsensical”, uncanny laughter 

└
of the |one who is| falling silent

┘
 the escape 

from contingency – and that is an old dream of the poetic – is realized.	 205/633

•  •  •

Ms.	 ÜR 6.12,27 [1]	 389

In the finite-making we feel the infinitiveness, we feel that 
└

– so often invoked by

Hofmannsthal –
┘

 “sharp point of the infinite” of Baudelaire.	 137, 797, 805,

It is there where world wants to be banned; the ancient dream: simult. to become world-	   876

free –

Ms.	 ÜR 6.12,27 [2]	 390

And exactly this remaining-in-time will make the sov<iet> critics accuse him of being

static 
└

and
┘

 reject him as “anti-progress” –

Ms.	 ÜR 6.12,27 [3]	 391

It is the – ancient – double movement of the poetic: as the world is delivered in the world,  

something  – what?  becomes world-free

•  •  •

Ms.	 ÜR 6.12,21 [1]	 392

 M

the absurd 
└

– path into the other existence
┘

an absolute laughter that frees from the world

the absurd:

the escape from contingency

an absolute 
└

”absurd”
┘

 laughter, which 
└

(permits.)
┘

 
└

(the escape from)
┘

 frees from 

contingency. 

translated from German by
Pierre Joris
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homophonic 
feature
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Zo is hier elke dag: de bloemen

gaan de perken te buiten, bomen

waaien in het honderd, en van overal

stroomt klaarte toe

als volk voor een voetbalwedstrijd.

These lines were translated  
based  on their  sound to create  

the following poems:
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So shy, Rilke the aged: able women
gay, and he—poor—can’t he brighten the yeoman?
Weighing in, he thundered 
in vain overalls:
true empty clarity. He toils
while quarrying.
Woe, edible weeds—try jade.

•

Through ice hire Al-Qaeda, God—able omen—
gain deeper keen debut. It: embalming
rain in heathen dirt.
Envy no virile’s 
trumpet. Clear that
oils woke warring
through its boldest: rigid.

Oni Buchanan
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Yesterday Zo was in love with Dag:
her cheeks were in bloom, her behind so perky, but
he boasted of having had a hundred girls in his off-road van
so he got a swift kick in the pants
and now all the people know him to be a complete voetbalwedstrijd.

Billy Collins 

•

Soothes her earwig jag to blame men.
They begin to prank and butt in, those beaux men.
In vain, in high dudgeon, in vain, hovers all.
She’s trumped clarity too—
Ill-spoken for, even football, when they’d stride in.

Sharon Dolin
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When you arrived at the zoo: the flowers
Perked up and rallied together, as a single flower
Composed of hundreds of others in desire, so naturally
When you left they died
And my job is to bury them all in elephant shit.

Joshua Edwards

 
•

So here is Elk Day: the blooms
perk up around the building, no bombs
startle the hundred Elks in overalls
on tiptoe at the bar. Clarity
at Al’s Volkswagen, too, across the street.

Elizabeth Macklin
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So is here like that? The blooms
gone, the park empty? Bitten omens
whining? Thunder (in vain, overall)
strews empty clarities, too
old for your enviable weather.

 
•

Those heroes are dead. The blue men
can depart. Their boots and bombs
wane in a hundred envelopes—
stamped, clear totals
of foreign foes—bellwethers.

 Philip Memmer
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Summer Subway Stop

So here are all the dogs: the blooming
gone, the perky beaten, the bums
wan in the hot hundred, and in vain overalls
Clair strums to all
us folk for wherever we strive.

Philip Metres

 
•

The polite way is yesterday’s wet dog—
Of blossoms bygone,
There’s no reason to blather;
Nor of mongrels with a hundred spots.
In speaking pleasantries,
Plain speech is as perfect as 
War Veteran’s Street.

Rick Moody
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So here is the first day: the flowers
Along the park call to you. Prayers
Rise by the hundreds.
A thoroughly 
Undeniable desire pulls
The people toward an
Abandoned main street.

Amy Osborn

 
•

Zoe is her awesome dog: a tale.
Winning the perky dog award in Bomen,
Zoe was wailing with happiness,
In her overalls,
She declared that the next day,
There shall be a spelling bee
On antidisestablishmentarianism.

Anna Saxon
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He is here with them: exploding
Out of time and room, burning
Ashes falling next to us.
Beside us in the sky
Thunder trumpets loudly
And lightning splits the heavens
Peacefully.

Ross Saxon

 
•

Here is Elkie Sommers digging: bloom nests.
She, a beauty-bomb in the park, gained
One hundred years in Wayne’s van and overalls,
Little Thumbelina, clear your garden, tow
All the volts, for you are scotchrich and westbound.

Joanne Straley
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So here’s your bloomin’ Elkie again,
the one with the perky botty, her bum
waving with the heat under her overalls.
Strum your guitar, offer her some claret,
don’t just fock off to the football.

Frances Thompson

 
•

Dzo hair Elk dig: da blue mane
gan ta perk in da bootin, bowmen
wearin hundred herd heinie, en van over Aalst
met true Tao clarity even
Volk Voor’s ass-lickin balls stretched void.

Jeffrey Yang
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Zooey is Herr Rilke’s dog 1:
The blue men2 gain the park3 and Taboo Ten4,

“Bowmen5 weighin’6 in,” he thundered.7 
“Envy and over, Al.”8 “Strum it, Claire.”9

“Tutoyez,” Al spoke10. “Vous renvoyez.”11 
“But Al, we destroyed it!”12

Mary Jo Bang
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1.	 Is this Zooey of Frannie and Zooey, the famous story by reclusive writer J. D. Salinger? 
And, if so, is the poet suggesting that Salinger, an iconic 20th c fiction writer, best 
known for the classic coming of age story, Catcher in the Rye, should be viewed as an 
earlier blip on a continuum line with Rainer Maria Rilke (1875–1926), the lyric poet 
who authored Duineser Elegien (Duino Elegies) in a chateau in Muzot, Switzerland? If 
the reader assumes that’s the case, what continues to be unclear is whether the poet is 
casting aspersions on Salinger (in Freudian/Oedipal terms, the artistic son of the elder 
Rilke) by labeling (libeling?) his art as a dog? Rilke famously wrote, “I implore those 
who love me to love my solitude.” It is entirely possible that this is the link between the 
creator of “Zoey” and the lyric poet—their love of solitude and inability to maintain 
long-term relationships with women (See Joyce Maynard’s  At Home in the World). The 
unanswerable question is whether these prior artists speak for the poet herself. Does 
she wish to communicate the need for, or perhaps love of, solitude? And how does one 
establish the “normal” degree of solitude necessary for the creation of art? What of 
the prolific* Virgil Thomson, who is said to have worked while surrounded by people? 
(Personal communiqué from Richard Howard.) 

*	 Virgil Thomson was a many-faceted American composer of great originality and a 
music critic of singular brilliance. Born in Kansas City, Missouri, on 25 November 
1896, Thomson studied at Harvard. After a prolonged period in Paris where he 
studied with Nadia Boulanger and met Cocteau, Stravinsky, Satie, and the artists 
of Les Six, he returned to the United States where he was chief music critic for the 
New York Herald Tribune. Virgil Thomson composed in almost every genre of music. 
Utilizing a musical style marked by sharp wit and overt playfulness, Thomson 
produced a highly original body of work rooted in American speech rhythms and 
hymnbook harmony. His music was most influenced by Satie’s ideals of clarity, 
simplicity, irony, and humor. Among his most famous works are the operas Four 
Saints in Three Acts and The Mother of Us All (both with texts by Gertrude Stein with 
whom he formed a legendary artistic collaboration), scores to “The Plow That Broke 
the Plains” and “The River” (films by Pare Lorentz), and “Louisiana Story” (film 
by Robert Flaherty). In addition to his compositions, he was the author of eight 
books, including an autobiography. Included in his many honors and awards are 
the Pulitzer Prize, a Brandeis Award, the gold medal for music from the American 
Academy and Institute of Arts and Letters, the National Book Circle Award, the 
Kennedy Center Honors, the National Music Council Award, and 20 honorary 
doctorates.” For more information, see www.virgilthomson.org/bio.html.

2.	 The Blue Man Group is, according to their official website, “a creative organization 
dedicated to creating exciting and innovative work in a wide variety of media . . . 
combin[ing] theatre, percussive music, art, science and vaudeville into a form of 
entertainment that is like nothing else.” For additional information, see www.blueman.
com/about_bmg/whatisBMG.shtml. Since only a colon separates Salinger and Rilke from 
the Blue Man Group, it’s tempting to read this formal device as indicating that the 
eclectic art of the BMG is the next development on the literary timeline, i.e., poetry 
as spectacle. Or spectacle as poetry. Or poetry as passé. Or animal spectacle as peta 
trigger, but first passing through P. T. Barnum and Cracker Jack followed by fireworks 
on the 4th of July. For 4th of July, see the Oliver Stone film, Born on the same, staring 
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Tom Cruise. For Popcorn, see Orville Redenbacher’s homepage: www.orville.com.

3.	 There is no geographic reference in the poem to assist us in knowing which park 
the Blue Man Group has “gained.” A search of the Internet did not yield any specific 
references to open air performances. 

4.	 “Taboo Ten” is, on the surface, a confusing reference. There is, however, a blues-rock 
group called “Taboo Blue” [Spacely Sparks (1996), Baby in the Bottom (1998), Mood 
Swings (2001), The Wrath of God and a Plymouth Fury III (2002)]. From their label 
website: “The group blends classic American blues sounds with mandolin and slide 
guitar within the standard rock ensemble. The songs tell colorful tales of love and 
crime, escape and commitment, all in the context of vintage dancefloor rock idiom. 
See coldwind.emediadesign.net/cCatalog.html for more information. Is the Blue Man 
Group collaborating with Taboo Blue? And to what does the “Ten” refer? Ten songs? Ten 
performances? Ten thousand dollars? We’re given no clues but the encoding of Taboo 
Blue as Taboo Ten is typical of the groups tendency, first seen in Baby in the Bottom, to 
use abbreviation and substitution.

5.	 Contemporary “bowmen” are members of archery clubs. For earlier uses of the word 
“bowmen,” and an exhaustive discussion of the role of the longbow in transforming 

the nature of battle between the 12th and 15th c, see Bowmen of England: The Story of 
the English Longbow by Donald Featherstone (Pen & Sword Press). “No other weapon 
dominated the battlefield as it did, and it was the winning factor in every major battle 
from Morlaix in 1342 to Patay in 1429. Donald Featherstone’s study of the English 
longbow from its early development until the Wars of the Roses is an inspiring and 
authentic reconstruction in human terms in an age of courage, vitality and endurance. 
He provides an enthralling footnote to the history of the longbow by recording 
the engagement in which it was last used in France in 1940” (amazon.com). For a 
contemporary example of book as footnote/footnote as book, see Jenny Boully’s The 
Body, Slope Editions, 2003.

6.	 To “weigh in,” of course, means to ascertain the heaviness of but it can also mean to 
contribute to a discussion. Are the archery club members putting their two cents into 
a discussion? Or actually having their weight measured? And if they are participating 
in, or even mediating, a discussion, what is being discussed? Music? The artistic merits 
of the Blue Men Group? Of the blues-rock group Blue Taboo? The potential outcome of a 
collaboration between the two Blue groups?  

7.	 Why “thundered”? Why is he speaking loudly? To be heard over the fray of the 
“bowmen”? This suggests the discussion, if in fact there is a discussion, is loud and 

animated and moves our interpretation towards the “weigh in” over the “being 
weighted,” as it were, “in.” However, it is unclear who “he” is. 

8.	 The “he” of the previous line now appears to speak to someone named Al. “Envy and 
over” seems to be playing with the phrase, “over and out,” that is used to indicate that 
one is ending the transmission; the phrase is commonly used by pilots, cbers and 
children using Walkie Talkies. “Over and Out is also the name of a song by Foo Fighters, 
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the final stanzas of which are formed by a litany of questions: “Are you there? / Do you 
read me? / Are you there? / I don’t feel you anymore // Are you there? / Will you give in? / 
Are you there? / If I give out.” It’s possible to see this as yet another reflection of the 
questions of the tenuous connections between people. There is also a board game called 
Over and Out which is, according to the manufacturer, an “exciting numbers game for 
of all ages. (It’s a fun way for kids to learn adding and subtracting, too!). Add your cards 
to the pile, but don’t go over the ‘Tip Top’ limit. As the numbers add up, so does the 
excitement. Last player in the game wins. Use some strategy, along with a little luck, to 
put your opponents over and out! Safety Information: warning: choking haz ard – 
Small parts. Not for children under 3.” This last bit suggests the game isn’t for “all” ages 
after all. Additionally, there is a television drama, available on dvd, called Probe 7 – Over 
and Out; it was “written by Rod Sterling for the fifth season of The Twilight Zone [and] 
examines the relationship of two beings, Richard Basehart and Antoinette Bower, the 
sole survivors of their respective annihilated planets.” This could be another nod 
toward alienation. Of course the question remains, why “envy” and out, why not “over 
and out.” Who is envying whom? Is the speaker suggesting that Al is envious of the 

“bowmen”? Is the speaker envious of Al? Is envy anathema to human relationships?

9.	 Someone named “Claire” is apparently playing an instrument and is being encouraged 
by the speaker. It’s tempting to imagine a lyre, the instrument that accompanied poetry 
over four thousand years ago but the poem offers no evidence of that. It’s just as likely 
that it’s a steel guitar. Everything, so far, has argued for the present as the setting for 
the poem. Present = 2005. See 1984 for a prophetic vision of the recent past when it was 
the only a surmise of the future based on hyperbole, a trope. See www.literature.org or  
www.filmsit.org. 

10.	Al now speaks. What is slightly strange is that he speaks in French (Is the poet 
Canadian?) and uses the second person singular or plural (French doesn’t 
differentiate—“vous” serves for both) to say, “Use the ‘tu,’ or the familiar, form of 
address.” It’s not clear why, if he wants someone to use the “tu” form, he, himself, isn’t 
using it. And why does Al choose to speak French to the aforementioned speaker, who 
apparently knows English? 

11.	Al continues using the formal “vous” and says, “Vous renvoyer.” Renvoyer, in French, 
means to dismiss or fire (someone) or to send someone or something back. In this 
case there is no direct object so we don’t know what the “you” (again, singular or plural, 
it’s not made clear which) is being directed to do. It appears to concern the “it” in the 
following line. The imperative, “Send it back,” would be one way to read this phrase; 
another would be, “You’re taking it back.” (Attitude towards this action is unstated.) 
Could it also be “You’re fired!”? If this is the case, might it be someone imitating the 
financier-turned-reality-t v-”actor,” Donald Trump? Or Donald Trump himself, in 
a walk-on poetic cameo role? (This, of course, begs the question of whether a “real” 
person can be the speaker in a poem. See “The Fictional ‘I’ in Fiction and Poetry, and 
Other Meta-literary Trends as Reflected in Paul Goodman’s Growing Up Absurd” in This is 
Today: Trends, Out of print.) But why, especially if this is meant to invoke Donald Trump, 
is it written in French? Is this some nod to “old Europe” versus the brash “young 
America” with its poetic eclecticism and crass capitalism?
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12.	The speaker replies to Al, saying that whatever he wanted returned can’t be returned 
because “we” have destroyed it. “We” is unclear. Is “we” the speaker plus Al, in which 
case the speaker is reminding Al that together they previously destroyed “it.” Or 
is the speaker informing Al that the speaker and others “destroyed it” earlier? In 
general, there is pathos in this notion that “it” has been destroyed. While there is no 
central figure embodying a poetic subjectivity, all of these fragments, shorn against 
the poet’s future ruin (see T. S. Eliot: “These fragments I have shorn against my 
ruin / why then will fit you”), suggest a sense of pre-w wi longing which has peut-etre 
morphed into a sense of 21st c anxiety-at-the-edge-of-eco-disaster. What is clear is 
that something has been destroyed and that the destruction appears to the speaker to 
be a wrong that can’t be righted. Outside of that, the poet, I fear, has left a great deal 
to the reader’s imagination, a position consistent with post-modern (or mid-to-late 
20th c Modernism; please, once more see teak in a room in a house of the mid-century 
modernist Scandinavian furniture) “indeterminacy” of all stripes. See Marjorie 
Perloff, The Poetics of Indeterminacy: Rimbaud to Cage, Northwestern U Press, 1999. 

 (With deference to Monica de la Torre’s Illustrations and Appendices, and Jenny Boully’s The Body.) 
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These lines were taken from the beginning of the Flemish  
poem “Zo Is Hier Elke Gad” by Herman de Coninck.

every day here is like this: the flowers
growing beyond the palings, trees
blowing at 6’s & 7’s, & clarity
that streams in from everywhere
like fans for a soccer game.

translated from Flemish by
James S. Holmes

The poem and the translation appeared in Cross-Cultural Review #3: Five Contemporary 
Flemish Poets (Compiled by Hans van de Waarsenburg, Cross-Cultural Communications, 
Merrick, New York, 1979).
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Poets

Humberto Ak’abal
Humberto Ak’abal (whose Mayan name 
means Storm at Dawn) was born in 1952 in 
Momostenango, Guatemala. He left school 
after sixth grade to herd his family’s sheep, 
but he never stopped reading and writing 
poetry. His first book of poems, El animale-
ro, was published in 1990. A selected vol-
ume, Ajkem Tzij/Tejedor de palabras (Weaver 
of Words), was published in 1996. In 2004 
he rejected Guatemala’s most prestigious 
literary prize, the Premio Miguel Angel 
Asturias, because of racist statements made 
by the eponymous Nobel laureate. 

Charles Baudelaire
In his life, Charles Baudelaire (1821–1867) 
published one book of poems, Les Fleurs du 
mal. The first edition (1857) was prosecuted 
for obscenity, the second (revised and en-
larged, but excluding six banned poems) 
came out in 1861. A volume of prose poems, 
Paris Spleen, was published posthumously. 
Baudelaire was a major art critic and the 
translator into French of Edgar Allen Poe. 

“Danse macabre” was first published in 1859. 
The text in this issue is from the second edi-
tion of Les Fleurs du mal.

Bidel
Bidel, also pronounced Bêdil (“without a 
heart,” meaning heart-broken), is the pen-
name of Mirzâ ‘Abdul-Qâdir (1644–1721), a  
major practitioners of the Indian style in 
Persian poetry. In the Persian poetry of north 
India, the 17th century was a period of com-
plex, self-aware, and unpredictable turns. 
Bidel was a prolific writer of lyric poetry and 
the author of an idiosyncratic mystical narra-
tive in mixed prose and verse, entitled Chahâr 

‘Unsur (The Four Elements).

Katarzyna Boru‡-Jagodzi‡ska
Katarzyna Borun-Jagodzinska is the author 
of several books of poetry. Translations of 
her work have appeared in American Poetry 
Review, Artful Dodge, Poetry East, and The 
Marlboro Review. She lives in Prague.

Paul Celan
Paul Celan was born in Czernowitz, the capital 
of the Bukovina (now part of the Ukraine and 
Rumania), in 1920, to a Jewish family. In 1940, 
Soviet troops occupied his home town, only to 
be replaced by Rumanian and German Nazi 
troops the next year. Celan worked in forced 
labor camps, where, in the fall of 1942, he 
learned that his father had been killed by the 
SS. Later that winter the news reached him 
that his mother too had been shot. In 1947, he 
clandestinely crossed over to Vienna, which 
he left in 1948 to settle in Paris, the city that 
was home until his suicide in April 1970. 
Among Celan’s major writings are Mohn und 
Gedächtnis (1952), Die Niemandsrose (1963), 
Atemwende (1967), and Lichtzwang (1970). 

Gita Chattopadhyay
Gita Chattopadhyay was born in 1941 into 
a traditional landholding family in North 
Kolkata. She has devoted herself to writ-
ing poetry and literary criticism and to ex-
tensive reading in Bengali, Sanskrit, and 
English. She lives in seclusion and remains 
an elusive and highly respected figure in 
contemporary Bengali letters. Translations 
of her work by Carolyne Wright and Paramita 
Banerjee have appeared in many journals 
and the anthologies In Their Own Voice: The 
Penguin India Anthology of Contemporary 
Women’s Poetry and The Penguin New Writing 
in India.
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Herman de Coninck
Herman de Coninck (1944-97) was Flanders’ 
leading poet, renowned journalist, literary 
critic, and essayist. In 1984, he founded New 
World Magazine (Nieuwe Wereldtijdschrift), 
which became the most respected and im-
portant Flemish (and Dutch) literary review. 
The author of five highly acclaimed books of 
poetry, he also published two books of criti-
cal essays. His work has been translated into 
Polish, Chinese, Bulgarian, and German. 

Aleš Debeljak
Aleš Debeljak (b. 1961) is director of the 
Center for Cultural and Religious Studies 
at the University of Ljubljana in Slovenia. A 
poet, cultural critic, and translator, he has 
won several awards including the Slovenian 
National Book Award. His books have ap-
peared in over a dozen languages. His vol-
umes in English translation are The City and 
the Child (White Pine, 1999), Dictionary of 
Silence (Lumen, 1999), and Anxious Moments 
(White Pine, 1994). His scholarly works 
include The Hidden Handshake: National 
Identity and Europe in the Post-Communist 
World (Rowman & Littlefield, 2004) and 
Twilight of the Idols: Recollections of a Lost 
Yugoslavia (White Pine, 1994). 

Philippe Delaveau
“Partir” appeared in Philippe Delaveau’s 
1999 collection Petites glories ordinaries 
(Gallimard), which won the 2000 Max Jacob 
prize. He edited La Poésie Française au tour-
nant des années 80, a collection of essays on 
contemporary French poetry, in 1988, and 
has since published prolifically. 

Andres Ehin
Andres Ehin has authored 12 books of poetry, 
two novels, and a collection of short stories. 
His poems have won many awards, includ-
ing the Estonian Cultural Capital Prize for 
the best book of the year and the Estonian 
National Prize. Ehin has translated many au-
thors into Estonian and is a recipient of the 

Finnish Ponkala Foundation Prize for the 
best introduction of Finnish culture abroad. 

Georges Godeau
Georges Godeau (1921-1999) was born in 1921 
in Villiers-en-Plaine. He worked as an engi-
neer and published 16 books before his death. 
His work won the Prix du Livre in Poitou-
Charentes. Widely translated into Russian 
and Japanese, next to none of his poetry has 
appeared in English.

Friedrich Hölderlin
Friedrich Hölderlin was born in 1770 in 
Lauffen. His first poetry publication was in 
1791, and in 1792 he began work on his poet-
ic novel Hyperion. Due to his mental illness, 
he was known in his lifetime primarily for 
Hyperion and his idiosyncratic translations 
of Sophocles. From 1806 until his death in 
1843, he was either hospitalized or in the the 
care of cabinet-maker, Ernst Zimmer, who 
had admired his novel. Richard Sieburth’s 
Hymns and Fragments by Friedrich Hölderlin 
(Princeton University Press, 1981) brought 
new critical attention to the poet’s work. 

Hsia Yü
Hsia Yü (Xia Yu) was born in Taiwan but has 
spent much of her adult life in France. She now 
lives in Taipei, where she makes her living as 
a song lyricist and translator. “Swing” is from 
her fourth collection of verse, Salsa (1999). 

“Hey Let’s All Join the Communist Party” is 
from a forthcoming volume as yet untitled. 

Roberto Juarroz
Roberto Juarroz published 15 books of 
poetry, all titled Vertical Poetry, plus sev-
eral works on poetics. His work has been 
translated into French, German, Italian, 
Greek, Danish, Dutch, Romanian, Hindu, 
Arabic, and English. W. S. Merwin pub-
lished his translations of Juarroz in Vertical 
Poetry (1977 and 1987), and Mary Crow pub-
lished her translations of his later poems in 
Vertical Poetry: Recent Poems (1992). 
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Patrice de La Tour du Pin
Patrice de La Tour du Pin (1911–1975) 
achieved early literary fame in 1931 when 
the Nouvelle Revue Francaise published his 
poem “Les Enfants de Septembre” on the 
recommendation of Jules Supervielle. His 
most ambitious work, Une Somme de poésie, is 
a three-volume multi-genred work he con-
tinually revised throughout his life. Late in 
his career, La Tour du Pin collected his most 
powerful lyrical poems, written in the form 
of psalms, into Psaumes de tous mes temps.

Hezy Leskly
Hezy Leskly was born in in 1952 in Rehovot, 
Israel to Czech parents. Though he never 
graduated high school, at age 22 he moved to 
Holland to study multi-media studies at the 
Open Academy of Art in The Hague. Later, he 
returned to Israel and published four books 
of poetry in Hebrew during the 80s and 90s 
while also working as a dance critic and cho-
reographer. He died of aids in 1994.

Bolesław Le÷mian
Bolesław Lesmian (1877 or 1878–1937) is, as 
Czesław Miłosz noted, “considered by many 
people today as the most accomplished 
Polish poet of the twentieth century,” 
though he was not fully appreciated until 
20 years after his death. His four collec-
tions of poems continue to be admired for 
their innovative language and philosophi-
cal preoccupations, and the Polish govern-
ment plans to designate 2007 “The Year of 
Lesmian” to honor his life and work.

Stéphane Mallarmé
Stéphane Mallarmé (1842–1898) began 
writing poetry at an early age under the in-
fluence of Charles Baudelaire. According to 
Mallarmé’s theories, nothing lies beyond re-
ality, but within this nothingness lies the es-
sence of perfect forms, and it is the task of the 
poet to reveal and crystallize these essences. 

Osip Mandelstam
Osip Mandelstam (1891–1938) was one of 
the great Russian poets of the 20th century. 
The first of the poems printed in this is-
sue was written shortly after Mandelstam 
heard of the arrest and execution of his fel-
low poet Nikolai Gumilev.

Christoph Meckel
Christoph Meckel was born in Berlin in 1935. 
His first collection of poems, Tarnkappe 
(Cloak of Invisibility), appeared in 1956, fol-
lowed by a number of additional volumes and 
various collections of prose. Meckel has also 
published several cycles of etchings. 

Emmanuel Moses
Emmanuel Moses was born in Casablanca 
in 1959, spent his early childhood in France, 
lived in Israel from age 10 to 18, and then 
returned to France where he still lives. The 
author of four collections of poems and two 
novels, he is also a translator of contemporary 
Hebrew poetry, notably of Yehuda Amichai. 
Last News of Mr. Nobody, a collection of his po-
ems translated into English by Kevin Hart, 
Marilyn Hacker, C.K. Williams, and others, 
was published by The Other Press in 2005. 

María Negroni
María Negroni was born in Argentina and 
holds a Ph.D. in Latin American Literature 
from Columbia University. She has pub-
lished numerous books of poetry, includ-
ing Islandia (Monte Avila Editores, 1994),  
Camera delle Meraviglie (Quaderni della 
Valle, 2002), and Arte y Fuga (Editorial Pre-
Textos, 2004). She has also published three 
books of essays, a novel, and a book-object, 
Buenos Aires Tour (with Argentine artist Jorge 
Macchi). She is the recipient of many awards, 
including Guggenheim and Rockefeller 
Foundation fellowships and a National 
Book Award. She teaches Latin American 
Literature at Sarah Lawrence College.



183

Giovanni Pascoli
Giovanni Pascoli (1855-1912) was born in 
the Italian village of San Mauro di Romagna 

. When Pascoli was 12, his father was myste-
riously murdered while coming home from 
work, an event that would haunt and grace 
nearly all of Pascoli’s creative work. Pascoli 
studied literature under Giosuè Carducci at 
the University of Bologna. In 1905, Pascoli 
succeeded his teacher as chair of the Italian 
literature department. His works comprise 
10 books of poetry and an equal number 
of prose volumes, most notably Myricae 
(1891), I Canti di Castelvecchio (1903), Poemi 
Conviviali (1904), and Il Fanciullino (1907). 

Sandro Penna
Sandro Penna (1906-1977) was born in 
Perugia. At the age of 23, he moved to Rome, 
where he lived for the majority of his life. 
Penna never had a solid career and often 
bordered on poverty. As a young man, he de-
veloped a friendship with the poet Umberto 
Saba, who helped Penna publish his poems, 
leading to his first book, Poesie (Poems), in 
1939. Several collections followed. Penna was 
awarded the Premio Viareggio award in 1957. 

Peter Pessl
Peter Pessl was born in 1963 in Frankfurt. 
An author since 1984 and audio/radio art-
ist since the beginning of the 1990s, Pessl 
currently lives in Vienna. He is the author 
of six books, including Aquamarine, forth-
coming in 2006 (Twisted Spoon Press). He 
is a regular contributor to Austria Radio’s 
critically acclaimed Kunstradio repertoire.

Salvatore Quasimodo
Recipient of the 1959 Nobel Prize for 
Literature, Salvatore Quasimodo (1901–
1968) was a leader of the Hermetic move-
ment. Educated as an engineer, he gave up 
that profession to teach Italian literature. 
He was the author of more than 10 volumes 
of poetry, including Giorno dopo Giorno 
(1947), from which the poem in this issue 

was taken. His later poems were deeply af-
fected by W WII and its horrors. A prolific 
translator, he published translations of 
six Shakespeare plays, as well as works by 
Moliere, Pablo Neruda, and e.e. cummings. 

Ersi Sotiropoulos
Ersi Sotiropoulos is a Greek poet, novel-
ist, and short story writer. Her novel, Zigzag 
through the Bitter Orange Trees, was awarded 
both the National Literature Prize and the 
Book Critics’ Award in 2000. She has writ-
ten scripts for film and television and par-
ticipated in several exhibitions of Visual 
and Concrete Poetry.

Philippe Soupault
Philippe Soupault (1897–1990) was a prolif-
ic poet, novelist, translator, and critic. From 
1919–1923, he co-edited, with André Breton 
and Louis Aragon, the magazine Littérature, 
which published the work of many Dada and 
Surrealist writers. In 1920, he co-authored, 
with Breton, Les Champs Magnétiques, the 
first work of automatic writing. “Georgia” 
and “Twilight” are from Georgia, which was 
published in 1926, the same year Soupault 
broke with the Surrealists over aesthetic 
and political differences.

Sulpicia
Sulpicia (1st century bce) is the only extant 
female love poet from ancient Rome. Her six 
poems totaling no more than 40 lines were 
found at the end of Tibullus’ manuscript, 
and their epigrammatic style and fierce, 
conflicting emotion follows the tradition 
of Catullus. Sulpicia’s corpus offers unique 
insight into a woman’s life and mind in a 
time when most females remained not only 
illiterate, but, in the male-dominated world 
of elegiac poetry, also silent. 

Christos Tsiamis
Christos Tsiamis was born in Patras, Greece. 
A graduate of City College and Columbia 
University, he lives in New York. He has 



184

published three books of poetry, Polytropo 
(Patras, 1979), Garden with Roots in the Moon 
(Athens, 1996), and The Auto-mobile of Love 
(Athens, 2000), as well as a book of trans-

lations of Lawrence Ferlinghetti (Athens, 
1995). His work has appeared in magazines 
and anthologies in Greece and the U.S. 

Translators

Mike Alexander
Mike Alexander has been an associate editor 
for lyric poetry review. His work has appeared 
most recently in Fashioned Pleasures, ibodi, 
Alabama Literary Review, and an anthology of 
Houston poets by Mutabilis Press. 

Jane Assimakopoulos
Jane Assimakopoulos is an American writer 
and translator living in Ioannina, Greece. 
She has co-authored and published numer-
ous books, including several series of chil-
dren’s books. Her translations from Greek 
and French include novels by Thanassis 
Valtinos (Northwestern Univ. Press), as 
well as poems and stories in such journals 
as Absinthe, Harvard Review, The Iowa Review, 
London Magazine, and Metamorphoses. 

Paramita Banerjee
Paramita Banerjee, born in 1958 in Kolkata, 
received a Ph.D. in Social Philosophy 
and a research fellowship from Jadavpur 
University. She writes for theater and literary 
magazines and has translated several Bengali 
novels into English for Penguin India. With 
Carolyne Wright, she has translated poems 
by many leading West Bengali women poets. 

Mary Jo Bang
Mary Jo Bang’s most recent book is The Eye 
Like a Strange Balloon (Grove, 2004). She is 
also the author of three other books of po-
ems, including Louise in Love (Grove, 2001). 

Individual poems have appeared in The New 
Yorker, The New Republic, Paris Review, Fence, 
Verse, Denver Quarterly, New American Writing, 
Best American Poetry 2001 and 2004, and 
elsewhere. She is currently an Associate 
Professor of English and Director of the 
Creative Writing Program at Washington 
University in St. Louis.

Michael Beard
Michael Beard is a co-editor of the jour-
nal Middle Eastern Literatures. He teaches 
English at the University of North Dakota. 
His most recent translations are a collec-
tion of poems written in Persian by the 
filmmaker Abbas Kiarostami, Walking with 
the Wind (in collaboration with Ahmad 
Karimi-Hakkak), and a forthcoming sequel 
to be published in Tehran (in collaboration 
with the late Karim Emami). 

Ilya Bernstein
Ilya Bernstein is a poet and translator. He is 
the author of one book of poems, Attention 
and Man (Ugly Duckling Presse, 2003). 

Laure-Anne Bosselaar
Laure-Anne Bosselaar is the author of The 
Hour Between Dog and Wolf and Small Gods of 
Grief. Her fourth anthology, Never Before, Poems 
about First Experiences will come out in 2005. 
The Plural Of Happiness, by Herman de Coninck, 
translated by Bosselaar and Kurt Brown will 
be published in 2006.
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Louis E. Bourgeois
Louis E. Bourgeois was born in New 
Orleans, Louisiana in 1970 and earned his 
MFA at The University of Mississippi. His 
most recent collection of poems, OLGA, 
will be published in 2005 by WordTech 
Communications. Currently, he is an in-
structor of literature and writing at Rust 
College in Holly Springs, Mississippi. 

Steve Bradbury
Steve Bradbury has published poems, 
translations, and essays on translation in 
boundary 2, Jacket, Raritan, and elsewhere. 
His most recent volume of poetry in trans-
lation is Poems from the Prison Diary of Ho Chi 
Minh (Tinfish, 2003). He is an Associate 
Professor of English at National Central 
University in Taiwan.

Kurt Brown
Kurt Brown’s fourth poetry collection, 
Future Ship, will come out from Story Line 
Press in 2005. He is the editor of four 
anthologies. The Plural Of Happiness, by 
Herman de Coninck, translated with Laure-
Anne Bosselaar, will be published in 2006. 

Oni Buchanan
Oni Buchanan holds an MFA in poetry 
from the Iowa Writers’ Workshop and a 
Masters in piano performance from the 
New England Conservatory of Music. Her 
first book of poems, What Animal, won the 
University of Georgia Press Contemporary 
Poetry Series competition and was pub-
lished in 2003. She has released two solo 
piano CDs, the most recent in September 
2005. www.onibuchanan.com. 

Maxine Chernoff
Maxine Chernoff’s most recent book of po-
ems is Among the Names (Apogee). She edits 
New American Writing with Paul Hoover.

Billy Collins
Billy Collins’s latest collection is The Trouble 
with Poetry and Other Poems (Random House, 
2005).

Mary Crow
Mary Crow is the Poet Laureate of Colorado. 
Her poems have recently appeared in Puerto 
del Sol, Oyez Review, Diner, Bryant Literary 
Review, Hotel Amerika, and St. Ann’s Review. 
She is currently circulating a book of po-
ems titled Paradox Valley.

Stavros Deligiorgis
Stavros Deligiorgis is a University of Iowa 
Professor Emeritus. He currently teaches at 
the Graduate Program in Translation at the 
National University of Athens, Greece.

Sharon Dolin
Sharon Dolin’s most recent books of poems 
are Realm of the Possible (Four Way Books, 
2004) and Serious Pink (Marsh Hawk Press, 
2003). Her poems have recently appeared in 
New American Writing, Post Road, The Kenyon 
Review, The New Republic, and Rattapallax.

Joshua Edwards
Joshua Edwards co-edits (with Anthony 
Robinson and Nick Twemlow) The Canary. 
His poems appear in Colorado Review, Ninth 
Letter, Slate, Skanky Possum, The Literary 
Review, Hotel Amerika, and elsewhere. He 
lives in Ann Arbor, Michigan.

Alina Gallo
Alina Gallo was born on Long Island and lives 
in Connecticut. She recently graduated from 
Naropa University in Boulder, Colorado. Her 
writing has appeared in CHAIN, Matter, the 
Berkshire Review, and Bombay Gin and her 
visual artwork has been shown at BMoCA 
in Boulder. She would like to thank Andrew 
Schelling and her translation class for their 
help with this and other poems. 
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Adam Giannelli
Adam Giannelli recently graduated from the 
MFA program at the University of Virginia, 
where he was a Henry Hoyns fellow. His 
translations have been published in Field, 
Smartish Pace, and Poetry International. His 
poetry has appeared in Phoebe.

Jennifer Grotz
Jennifer Grotz is the author of CUSP, winner 
of the Bakeless Prize and Natalie Ornish 
First Book Prize from the Texas Institute of 
Letters. Her translations of La Tour du Pin 
have recently appeared in Ploughshares, New 
England Review, Lyric, and elsewhere.

Charles Guenther
Poet, critic, and essayist, Charles Guenther 
has been known as a prolific poetry translator 
for small presses. His work has appeared in 
more than 300 different magazines worldwide 
and in dozens of anthologies. He is the author 
of ten books of poetry and translations.

Marilyn Hacker
Marilyn Hacker is the author of ten collec-
tions of poems, most recently Desesperanto 
(Norton, 2003). She is also a translator of 
contemporary French poetry, including 
She Says by Vénus Khoury-Ghata (Graywolf 
Press, 2003) and Birds and Bison by Claire 
Malroux (Sheep Meadow Press, 2005). 

Adrienne Ho
Adrienne Ho’s poems have appeared in 
Antigonish Review, Descant, Grain, Maison
neuve, New Quarterly, Slingshot, Vallum, and 
other publications, and her chapbook 
Murmur was published by Junction Books in 
2001. She is currently an MFA candidate in 
literary translation at the University of Iowa, 
where she is an assistant editor for the on-
line journal  eXchanges.

Paul Hoover
Paul Hoover’s forthcoming poetry books are 
Poems in Spanish (Omnidawn, 2005) and Edge 
& Fold (Apogee, 2006). He edits New American 
Writing along with Maxine Chernoff.

Pierre Joris
Pierre Joris left Luxembourg at 19, and has 
since lived in Great Britain, North Africa, 
France, and the U.S., where he now teaches 
poetry & poetics at SUNY Albany. Recent 
books include Poasis: Selected Poems 1986–1999, 
and A Nomad Poetics (essays). Recent books 
of translation include 4 x 1: Work by Tristan 
Tzara, Rainer Maria Rilke, Jean-Pierre Duprey & 
Habib Tengour, and Abdelwahab Meddeb’s The 
Malady of Islam. Green Integer reissued three 
volumes of his translations of Paul Celan: 
Breathturn, Threadsuns, and Lightduress. 

Mark Kanak
Mark Kanak lives in Chicago and Berlin and 
has been published in a variety of journals 
including Prague Literary Review, Absinthe, 
and Poetry Salzburg Review. His translations 
include Peter Pessl’s novel Aquamarine 
(Twisted Spoon Press 2006), abstürze/crash-
es (poems, Lautsprecher Verlag, 2006), and 
a trilingual collaboration with Raymond 
Federman, twisted shoes. He was a finalist 
for the 2005 Sawtooth Poetry Prize.

Justyna Kostkowska
Justyna Kostkowska teaches at Middle 
Tennessee State University. She is the 
author of Virginia Woolf’s Experiment in 
Genre and Politics, 1926–1931: Visioning and 
Versioning The Wav es.

Brandon Lussier
Brandon Lussier received a Fulbright 
Fellowship in 2003 and spent a year translat-
ing and writing poetry in Estonia. His work 
has been published in journals in the United 
States, England, and Estonia. He lives in 
Minneapolis, where he founded the Midwest’s 
only poetry lending library in 2001.
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Elizabeth Macklin
Elizabeth Macklin’s most recent poetry 
collection is You’ve Just Been Told. This year 
she received a PEN Translation Fund grant 
to complete the English version of Bitartean 
heldu Eskutik (Meanwhile, Take My Hand), 
a selection of poems by the Basque poet 
Kirmen Uribe.

Robin Magowan
Robin Magowan’s poetry collection The Rim 
of Dawn, which includes Bidel’s “Ghazal,” is 
forthcoming (Pasdeloup Press, Ontario). 
He is the author of a collection of travel 
essays, Improbable Journeys (Northwestern 
Univ. Press/Marlboro Press), and Memoirs 
of a Minotaur, as well as several poetry col-
lections and translations.

Kathleen McGookey
Kathleen McGookey’s first book of po-
ems, Whatever Shines, is available from 
White Pine Press. More of her transla-
tions of Godeau’s work appear in Chase 
Park, Connecticut Review, Denver Quarterly, 
The Interlochen Review, Mid-American Review, 
Natural Bridge, Rhino, and Stand. www.kath-
leenmcgookey.com.

Philip Memmer
Philip Memmer is the author of Sweetheart, 
Baby, Darling, a book of poems from Word 
Press. His work has recently appeared in Poetry, 
Mid-American Review, and Tar River Poetry.

Philip Metres
Philip Metres is a poet and translator whose 
work has appeared in numerous journals 
and Best American Poetry. His books include 
Primer for Non-Native Speakers (2004), A 
Kindred Orphanhood: Selected Poems of Sergey 
Gandlevsky (2003), and Catalogue of Comedic 
Novelties: Selected Poems of Lev Rubinstein 
(2004). He is an assistant professor at John 
Carroll University. www.philipmetres.com. 

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

Nick Moudry
Nick Moudry lives in Philadelphia. His 
most recent works are the chapbook High 
noon (Indivia, 2005) and a translation of 
Tristan Tzara’s Twenty-Five and One Poems 
(Toad Press, 2004). 

Amy Osborn
Amy Osborn is a civil servant and student 
of material culture history who lives in 
Brooklyn, New York.

Benjamin Paloff
Benjamin Paloff’s poems have appeared 
or are forthcoming in The Antioch Review, 
Michigan Quarterly Review, The Paris Review, 
and elsewhere. His translations from 
Polish include Dorota Masłowska’s Snow 
White and Russian Red (Grove Press, 2005). 
He is a poetry editor for Boston Review and a 
Ph.D. candidate at Harvard.

Anna Saxon
Anna Saxon is a high school junior living in 
Hackettstown, New Jersey. This issue fea-
tures her first published work.

Ross Saxon
Ross Saxon is a high school senior living in 
Hackettstown, New Jersey. This issue fea-
tures his first published work.

Roy Scheele
 Roy Scheele is Poet in Residence at Doane 
College in Crete, Nebraska. His own po-
ems have appeared in such magazines as 
The American Scholar and Poetry and have 
been frequently anthologized. He wishes to 
thank his colleague Peter Reinkordt whose 
help with the German text was invaluable.
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John Oliver Simon
John Oliver Simon’s most recent book of 
poems is Caminante (Creative Arts, 2002). 
From the Lightning, a selection of his trans-
lations of the Chilean poet Gonzalo Rojas, 
for which he received an NEA Literature 
Fellowship, will be published this year by 
Green Integer. He works as Artistic Director 
of Poetry Inside Out, a bilingual writers-in-
schools program sponsored by the Center 
for the Art of Translation.

Kathleen Snodgrass
Kathleen Snodgrass is a regular contributor 
to The Georgia Review. Her poetry transla-
tions have appeared in such journals as The 
Formalist, Chelsea, and The Mississippi Review.

Joanne Straley
Joanne Straley’s poems have appeared in The 
Paris Review, Boston Review, Denver Quarterly, 
and Red China Magazine. Her chapbook is 
Stingray. Raised in California, she current-
ly lives and works in New York City.

Frances Thompson
Frances Thompson is an Irish poet who re-
cently received a Masters in poetry. She of-
ten participates in university conferences 
on feminism.

Anne Twitty
Anne Twitty has been translating María 
Negroni’s poetry for many years. In 2002 
she received the PEN Award for Poetry in 
Translation (for Islandia, Station Hill Press 
2001). That same year Night Journey ap-
peared in the Princeton’s Lockert Library 
of Poetry in Translation. She is the recipi-
ent of an NEA Translation Fellowship for 
2006, and she is a frequent contributor to 
Parabola magazine.

Paul Vangelisti
Paul Vangelisti has published some 20 books 
of poetry. His translations from Italian in-
clude Embarrassment of Survival: Selected 

Poems, 1970–2000 (Marsilio/Agincourt, 
2001). Currently, with Luigi Ballerini, he is 
editing a six volume anthology of contem-
porary American poetry, Poesia americana 
dagli anni sessanta a oggi, for Mondadori 
(Milan). Vangelisti is the chair of the 
Graduate Writing program at Otis College 
of Art & Design in Los Angeles.

Keith Waldrop
Keith Waldrop teaches at Brown University 
and, with Rosmarie Waldrop, is editor of the 
small press Burning Deck. His most recent 
book is The Real Subject (Omnidawn). He 
has translated, among others, Anne-Marie 
Albiach, Claude Royet-Journoud, Paol Keineg, 
Dominique Fourcade, and Jean Grosjean.

Paul Wasserman
Paul Wasserman is a poet, translator, and 
ESL teacher who lives in New York City.

Carolyne Wright
Carolyne Wright spent four years on Indo-
U.S. Subcommission and Fulbright Senior 
Research fellowships in Calcutta and 
Dhaka, Bangladesh, collecting and trans-
lating the work of Bengali women poets 
and writers. For these translations, she 
received a Witter Bynner Foundation Grant 
and an NEA Grant in Translation. Volumes 
of Bengali translation include Another 
Spring, Darkness: Selected Poems of Anuradha 
Mahapatra (Calyx Books) and The Game in 
Reverse: Poems of Taslima Nasrin (George 
Braziller). Forthcoming are Majestic Nights: 
Love Poems by Bengali Women and Palm 
Leaves from the High-Rise: Poems of Vijaya 
Mukhopadhyay (EWUP).

Jeffrey Yang
Jeffrey Yang works as an editor at New 
Directions Publishing. He’s completed 
a translation of the Qian Jia Shi, titled 
Rhythm 226.



189

Saul Noam Zaritt
Saul Noam Zaritt is a student and translator of 
Hebrew Literature living in Jerusalem, Israel.

The Hebrew word for electricity, chashmal, 
is originally a biblical word found in the 
book of Ezekiel. Its meaning in the Bible is 
unclear, perhaps some sort of shining sub-
stance, translated by some as amber and 
even electrum. It was only natural (fol-
lowing similar Greek origins of the word for 
electricity) that the word then be adopted by 
modern Hebrew to correspond to electricity.

Andrew Zawacki
Andrew Zawacki is the author of two po-
etry books, Anabranch (Wesleyan, 2004) 
and By Reason of Breakings (Georgia, 2002). 
Coeditor of Verse, he edited Afterwards: 
Slovenian Writing 1945–1995 (White Pine, 
1999) and coedited The Verse Book of 
Interviews (Verse, 2005). He teaches at the 
University of Georgia.

Witter Bynner Poetry Translator Residency

The Witter Bynner Foundation, in collaboration with the Santa Fe Art Institute,
offers poetry translators two residencies of up to four weeks each year.
The residencies are open to both published and emerging poetry translators 
and include roundtrip transportation, accomodations and a stipend of
$1,000.00.  To apply for a residency taking place in 2006, submit an 
application, project proposal, curriculum vitae and no more than 10 
published or unpublished poems by December 1.  

Visit the website for more information: www.sfai.org

MAIL TO: SANTA FE ART INSTITUTE’S WITTER-BYNNER POETRY TRANSLATOR RESIDENCY,   SFAI  
1600 ST. MICAHEL’S DRIVE, SANTA FE, NM 87505   WWW. S FAI.ORG    INFO@SFAI.ORG  505-424-5050      
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