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Five Poems from
Water, Goggles, Moonlight

Shin Youngbae is an award-winning writer of surrealist, speculative, and fem-
inist poetry. The following poems from her sixth collection, Water, Goggles,
Moonlight (Moonji Publishing, 2020), are appearing in English translation for
the first time.

Also making their debut are Shin’s mysterious, otherworldly objects that re-
sist description: What is a “waterbud”? A pair of “waterscissors? Shin conducts
a linguistic experiment with the Korean word “mul” (&), which means both
“water” and “object.” By prefixing nouns with the syllable “mul,” the poet gives
her objects ontological fluidity, such that a pair of “mul-scissors” (£7}<), for
instance, are not simply scissors made of water or for water, but something else
that escapes our understanding, as water slips through the fingers.

uring my conversations with the poet, I was reminded of the ease with whic
During my h the poet, I ded of th h which
the English word “water” might flow into the words “what” and “whatever.”
ence, I've translate ese “mul” objects into “waterobjects. e “waterbud,
H I've translated these “mul” objects into “waterobjects.” The “waterbud,”
for instance, comes from “mulsongi” (&4°]), a portmanteau of “mul” and the
particle “songi” (%:°], a bud or small cluster of something, such as a flower, fruit,
snow, etc.). The poet’s “mulsongi” and my “waterbud” cannot be linguistically

identical, but they are akin in their alienness to their respective languages.

B is the single-letter name of a recurring woman character (or characters), and
is homophonous with the Korean word for “rain” (H]). The poet not only grap-
ples with the alienated and abbreviated existence of women in Korean society,
but also imagines an alternate universe in which women, like words and water,
flow, and can be whatever they dream themselves to be.

EUNICE LEE 3



WATERSCISSORS
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MIH [SHIN YOUNGBAE]
(SOUTH KOREA)

Waterscissors

Shoes were tossed into the rain

and the rain’s lower parts split open
hanging one flower pot high

A short skirt was tossed a short distance
and the rain’s lower parts split open
leaving a twinkle on the glazing
Shoulders were stripped bare

buttons were ripped off

a blouse was flung

flesh colors littered the alleyways

night colors coiled even tighter

the air reeked something rawer

and the rain’s lower parts split open
Things, thrown, lay mashed on the floor
stuck to the walls

turned out to be whole heads of hair

and the rain’s lower parts were snipped
wide open

B was rained on, split

wide open

It rained, on the window’s inside

and from the fingers scissoring out a paper doll—carefully, so it wouldn’t hurt

TR: EUNICE LEE
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WET RAG AND ROOFTOP
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6 MIH [SHIN YOUNGBAE]
(SOUTH KOREA)

Wet Rag and Rooftop

A woman was standing on the rooftop Jump, just jump already The wind
shoved her Then it held her Then it let go of her Just joking, you people said
and laughed and kept shoving this woman

Nasty wet rag, is what you people called her when you called yourselves
Gentlemen Men so spick and span Ladies so fragrant Women bleached so clean

Misters so revered Missuses so upright

That guardrail, where a woman is cornered and a girl goes to die and even a

litele child feels the urge to look down, that guardrail
Water flows upward and up the stairs and the stairs are stairs no more Water
lifts the whole rooftop in its arms and casually takes flight and the rooftop is a

rooftop no more

Water enters the house and wets the sofa and wets the men and the women

sitting on the sofa and a mouth opens on the sofa that is a sofa no more

Curtains are pulled open and the swept skirt and the swept woman are pulled

open and the nasty wet rag is a rag no more

TR: EUNICE LEE 7
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WATERFLOWERSNAKEBOX
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MIH [SHIN YOUNGBAE]
(SOUTH KOREA)

Waterflowersnakebox

The girl put her hand in the box and waited

If Mommy bites me, I will scream: Yay!

and I will bite into words

so the words can burst like budding flowers

The girl folded the village where she’d lived with her mother
into a paper boat she set afloat

on water that ran far away

The girl put her hand in the box and waited

Please bite me, let your questions bite me, Mommy
The girl moved to yet another village

where the people thought her an egg

a flower snake egg

an egg that would hatch into a slithering flower snake
The villages that'd banished the girl’s mother

were also the ones where the girl lived in secret
Water must return, swallow the moon, and spit it back out
The girl put her hand in the box and waited

What is that?

The people found the hole where the girl was hiding
This is night

The girl shook her box

Come on out, how

The people gave her a hand

This is a flower

The girl shook her box

The people shook their heads

This is a snake

The girl shook her box

The people closed off the hole

I put my hand in the waterflowersnakebox and waited
This is a moonlit night

I shook my box

TR: EUNICE LEE



HAIRDRESSER B'S BLADES AND THE RAIN
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10 MIH [SHIN YOUNGBAE]
(SOUTH KOREA)

Hairdresser B’s Blades and the Rain

Her windows flowed like water

The waters opened, the salon opened,
and B picked up her pair of waterscissors
The woman entered the salon

B wrapped a cape around her neck

Her little body fit nicely in it

B worked her scissors

Waterbuds fell on her feet

On bare feet, waterbuds

On mashed ankles, waterbuds

A short skirt came looking for the woman

The waterscissors slid open like the whorls of an ear
B removed the cape around the woman’s neck
Gone was the woman

B seated the short skirt where the woman had been

and worked her scissors

A wide-brimmed hat came looking for the woman
The waterscissors spread open like outstretched fingers
When B removed the cape, gone was the short skirt
B seated the wide-brimmed hat on the chair

and worked her scissors

A pair of blood-red shoes came looking for the woman
The waterscissors split open like a dilated pupil

The cape ballooned

Gone was the wide-

brimmed hat

B seated the blood-red shoes on the chair

Waterbuds kept falling as she scissored on and on

waterbud waterbud waterbud waterbud

Let’s go back to your most painful memory, shall we?

TR: EUNICE LEE 11
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HAIRDRESSER B'S BLADES AND THE RAIN
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MIH [SHIN YOUNGBAE]
(SOUTH KOREA)

The missing woman
the missing objects
and the blood-red shoes

entered a dream

The rain outside the window came looking for the woman

B seated the rain and worked her scissors

waterbud waterbud waterbud waterbud

Now open your eyes, and everything will be back
The blood-red shoes were the first to wake up
then the wide-brimmed hat came back

then the short skirt came back

and the woman came back last

Her door was water, wet and wobbly

B closed the waters and closed the salon

and walked in the rain

and walked with the woman in the short skirt

and walked with the woman in the wide-brimmed hat

and walked in her own blood-red shoes

TR: EUNICE LEE
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RAZORBLADE AND WATERPLANE
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MIH [SHIN YOUNGBAE]
(SOUTH KOREA)

Razorblade and Waterplane

She opened her eyes to a waterplane

a plane as light and thin as a thread

B had her feet caught up in garbage

Her mother had spent her whole life fleeing
but couldn’t get herself on the twinkling plane
B began fleeing the moment she was born
She bore her way through garbage

that kept piling into mountains

Mutilation

the story of a hidden razorblade

tore the bodies of girls

The man came down from the peak of the story
with a razorblade in hand

B fled

cut through garbage

collapsed and opened her eyes to a waterplane
B reached for it

but Planes don’t land on garbage mountains
yelled the siren

The razorblade twinkled

B fled

and fled and fled but kept finding herself in garbage

At night the stars shot themselves into waterbuds
At night the waterbuds flew

Feet floated in midair

Glyphs were seen in the dream:

A waterplane against a well-lighted night

B got on the waterplane, and took flight

TR: EUNICE LEE



AUGUST STUDY

Ertron ceprina

CEPIICHb )l(apiHI) posnaminoro TJIEKA
KOBTO CHIAXHYJIN AAXW i TopTaIn
KHHTA AKYy HCYBOKHO rOpPTaIU

PAnTOM CIIiMy40 3aKBiT/Ia MOB CIIEKA

CepreHb pika HEBUMOBHO COOZIKA
wmHyTH OyAiemi cTapof cerecit
YUCTA ¥ TOHKA CBITJISIHA ITOBOJIOKA

BKPUJIA JIEPEB MOJTYIHEBI TPOLECit

CEpIIEHb MO HeBOIaraHHA iTUTiA
TEIIOTO BOCKY OJIIHA JlepoKaBa
BYJIULS CKPUIIKA COHATA HELIIS
rocTpa AK JKajaa

TPUBOKHA

Ty>XaBa

CIRCUMFERENCE MAGAZINE

IOPIN AHOPYXOBWY [YURI ANDRUKHOVYCH]
(UKRAINE)

August Study

august the heat of a scorching pot
roofs and portals yellow flashing

a book carelessly flipped through
suddenly dazzlingly blooming like heat

august is a river unspeakably mellow
the old secession buildings low
a clean thin membrane of light

covers the noon processions Of trees

august my relentless idyll
the oily state of warm wax
a street violin sonata sunday
sharp as a sting

anxious

dense

TR: JOHN HENNESSY & OSTAP KIN
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ANXIETY STUDY

Etrox nHecriokoro

TpaBa Ha KAMEHi BOHA
BHOYI POCTE y paHax gomy
TpaBa ]IyHKa HEMOB nyHa

OCJIMHHE TiJIO B KAM AHOM
y

i MU TaK 9aCTO HE CIIUMO
i HACJTyXaeMO JOTIOKU
HiYHA TPaBa 3iTXa€ MOB

Hi4HI 03epa i 3aTOKM

cebe BraHA10uu MOB KJIMH
y Ui KpUXKi TpicKyui mimru
3aMacTy B yCMIUIKK MiINTHH

TPUMATHUCh KAMEHA 1 JKUTH

x04a 6 Mix peiok i xoic
MI>K JHAMM BUHUKHE 1 CHAMU
BUCOKA 1 4ncTa Hibu Jtic

TpaBa AKa MPHUHE 32 HAMU

CIRCUMFERENCE MAGAZINE

IOPIN AHOPYXOBWY [YURI ANDRUKHOVYCH]
(UKRAINE)

Anxiety Study

at night grass grows through stone
through the wounds of the house
grass sonorous as an echo susurrous

plant bodies in rock

and often we can’t sleep
we listen closely until

the night grass sighs like
nocturnal bays and lakes

driving itself like a wedge
through these cracking slabs
goes deep through smiling gaps
grips the stone and lives

at least between trains and tracks
emerges between our days and dreams
as high and pure as a forest

the grass that will come after us

TR: JOHN HENNESSY & OSTAP KIN
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STREET STUDY
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Bysnunuii etTron

BiTEP TO NMTaX OMiBHIYHUE 3Max

110 TaM 3a BiKHaMU B COHHUX JoMax

ThMSAHI YKapiBKU CBIYKOBUIA Cajf

TUXi BOJOUMHU TAEMHUX KiMHAT

pubu Ha cTinax 6esryuHo memnouyTh

3 KpaHiB ipyKaBi MOTOKM XJTIOTIOYyTh

OTIKE NPUUILIA KPUCTATIYHA TBEPA

3 YOPHUX JIiCIB 3amisHiga Boga

MIPOMiHb METENIUKA B JIIOCTPO BJIETIB

MICAYHO BUTHYTi CIIMHU KOTiB

Jami YapKu Ha CEPBETi
CEpBaHT

IOTPYAIS MUCTHUTEI (MOYXKE KAHT)

inopi 3 miHu pipanku nune
BUBHPHE

HibU YeKaB A Ha e

20 IOPIN AHOPYXOBWY [YURI ANDRUKHOVYCH]
(UKRAINE)

Street Study

wind is a bird a midnight swing
what’s beyond the windows in sleepy houses

dim lightbulbs a garden of candles

quiet basins of secret rooms

fish on the walls silently whisper

rusty streams squirt from taps

so crystal hard belated water

arrives from black forests

a butterfly’s shadow flies into a mirror

the backs of cats curve like the moon

chalices shot glasses on a cloth
a cupboard
the bust of a thinker (probably kant)

sometimes from the foam of a curtain a face
glances out

as if I was waiting for this

TR: JOHN HENNESSY & OSTAP KIN
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CROW STUDY

ETron 3 BOpoHamu

Ha LbOMY CBiTi CTUIbKH ipp€abHOTO
IIYKAEMO TBEPJY 3EMHY OCHOBY
rpyaHeBe nuBo 61 KadempanbHOro
i cipuit ens Myrude 60ca-HOBY

BijiJTura SIK CJ1bO3a HaJi MiCTOM JIMHE
aBTo6yc1/1 TPUXOAATS i BigXOAATh
i B HAIIUX KyXJISAX MTUCAHOT ITTUHI

KONIMIIETHCA TipKa Oy pIITHHHA TOATh

MH TaK IIbOTO TETTA 3aTATO TPATHYIH
AK BUMEPSJIE TIariHHA BUHOTPay
BOPOHHU Li MaJIEHbKi YOPHi aHTeH

361paioTh Ha GPOHTOHI YOPHY pamy

i TaHE CHIr B AKOMY TaK HAMiIIaHO
MiCOK i CiJIb TSOKKI 3eMHI MipurIa
a MU B XOJIO[HI KyXJIi TEMJIO AUIIEMO

i IMBUMOCH K MAIOTh YOPHI KpuJIa

22
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IOPIN AHOPYXOBWY [YURI ANDRUKHOVYCH]
(UKRAINE)

Crow Study

so much in this world is unreal
we’re looking for a solid earthly base
a december beer near the cathedral

and a gray day hums bossa nova

thaw like a tear towers over the city
buses arrive and depart
and in our ornate ceramic mugs

sways a bitter amber offering

we long so deeply for this warmth
like a frozen plexus of grapes
these crows are little black angels

they gather a black council on the pediment

and in the melting snow a mixture
of sand and salt heavy earthly measures
and we breathe warmth into cold mugs

and watch the way the black wings flap

TR: JOHN HENNESSY & OSTAP KIN
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RETURN TO ABERDEEN
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%% [LEUNG SHE-KWAN]
(HONG KONG)

Return to Aberdeen

The worn out skirt

coasts by the tunnel

and a cartoon sun overwhelms him with flattery.
Past green slopes,

old and young amble about the sports ground
even the glass sealed bus

fills with fluttering intimations of sea breeze.

A bridge arcs across the typhoon shelter
toward the show of blazing light

over South Horizons.

The floating restaurant surveys

glass towers blockading the coast

with a carp’s eyes.

On the street, cars mix gas

into the salt and fish air.

Strings of ladies swing round each other’s doors,
coarse-clean faces that believe

they could throw their tails back into the sea.
Who knows when the doves

of Aberdeen Square flew away.

The folks sitting outside McDonalds are still here.

They say the mountain will be blasted open again
and that civilized rail

rumble rumble

will whisk us conveniently away.

Old Main Street no longer serves ping pong fish,
Ap Lei Chau has long ceased to be a vulgar name.
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(HONG KONG)

At the sea’s edge,

Lady Tin Hau still watches
for the returns of fathers
on dim fish scale gleams.
Not just a postcard scene,
it often is my way home.
O my ocean

To hear you unfurl

One peal after another

I can only be pure

As a beginning

April 22, 2012
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LOST WITH THE GUN YOU BROUGHT—FOR THE YOUNG ARTIST

for the young artist

W — B R Lost with the gun you brought
PR 72 B KB T You, blue torch bearer
PR1&H 2R Are only you after all
AN Not any other
WA E Here, you must light the imagined fire
AE ARG B 2
From the monastery comes the
TEAE 28 B R AR 1Y Color of wind, flicker of flame

JE R B (0 4 BL K
A — FEER 5K B HR

A monster opens her eyes
Soon to take the shape of one who

R R BN P AL A Bleeds freedom, a rare perfume,
mEEHHNMYES And revels in beauty.
g 3o

EIRERBET
ERFE H e 8

(E IR W) & — 2 R 5 e

AL AN R e
1 91 46 IR

(AR RBELENER

Whether you walk among rooftop blooms
Whether you raise fish on the moon
Whether you kiss every grey beam of sunlight
As it gives

to you in refraction
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(HONG KONG)

You press the shutter.

Fragile as indignant lilies

All knowledge turns fragile
Collecting faces of fleeting stones.
You press the shutter.

Yet you do not understand.

Yet you need not to fear.

Each question the world poses to you
Has been posed before.

You must, in your own way,

Deliver it back to death.

Once forgetting begins

We turn to living anew.

When the train leaves the platform,
Solitary time is

Being in time.

That precious, singular river of memory
Rushes toward forests of silence

While I rush toward you.

June 26, 2016
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If I cannot bring piety’s darkness to light through this wine, what am I to do?
If with its flame I cannot banish night, what am I to do?

In this chest, melancholy has minted every coin
If I cannot buy my way out of heartache, what am I to do?

The mullah cannot touch the Beloved’s sacred braid
If I do not choose Shaykh San‘an’s path of heresy for love, what am I to do?

I turned myself to dust under the Beloved’s feet, yet I was rebuffed

If I do not place a world of grief on my shoulders, what am I to do?

The once-bustling city of love is somber and silent
If I do not rebel by pen, as madness dictates, what am I to do?

My tears run dry and I am but a drought
If I do not prostrate and plead for rain, what am I to do?

Because of You, all have turned against me; the world and my Beloved are at odds
If I must choose between the world and You, what am I to do?

Left behind by my companions, I am adrift; hurry, Death!
If I do not resign from this semblance of a life, what am I to do?

The Beloved promises to meet Mahwi only on the Day of Judgment
If I do not wail and pine until the end of time, what am I to do?
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I cry out, Beloved, whether You hear me or not

I call out, Beloved, whether You listen or not

Through rites of devotion I renounce the world

purely in Your remembrance, whether You note it or not

My love for You is Bisotun, this mountain before me—

Farhad is my paragon, whether I can tunnel through or not

Your blade frees those thirsting for You; why spare me?

I cry out at this injustice, whether You hear me or not

[ learn love from the moth and restless nightingale

Their lessons I strive to master, whether I reach Your flame or not

With counsel, I can slay my ego as if it were Esfandyar
I plead for Your guidance, whether You aid me or not

Before long, a long journey will lie before Mahwi
This pilgrim will strive to subsist, Beloved, whether You provide or not
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funcionario que celebra un ritual  funcionario que celebra un ritual
alrededor de su ombligo que trota hasta més no poder
y se odia a si mismo cada mafiana bajo el sol de la avenida fumando escupiendo
estornudando
disertando bajo un agua de dngeles que gorjea en los ascensores
pues digo yo qué otra cosa puedo hacer sino ser yo mismo
gritando con todos mis ladridos negdndome vanagloridndome
de mis acciones curvado por el peso de las urnas sobre una gota
de saliva para revivir una hazafia perdida
haciendo eses por la calle més viejo que de costumbre
buen hablador que guarda silencio en publico eso si
mis que todo convertido en ave de rapifia
orinando diciéndome cada mafiana el tiempo es oro
el tiempo no es una memoria el tiempo es una pared donde el ciego
escribe sin comprender
mirando los murciélagos en mi habitacién
gritan tan alto como yo me ahogan en mi propio grito
sienten vergiienza de mi
debo tener sin embargo una voz probablemente una bella voz
me he dicho a mi mismo mas quién me ha de oir si lo que hago
es chillar aqui abajo
ebrio de felicidad alguna vez me recuerdo tamborileando sobre la lluvia
con dedos mojados en cerveza
extrafio tam tam emerge en domingo desde mi oficina
cuento hasta diez ~ dénde me he de ocultar esta vez
todas las puertas estdn misteriosamente selladas
dénde hacer aquello arr6jaseme de todas partes,
arr6jaseme del suefio, arréjaseme de mi mismo
y el brillo de un afio nuevo me encandila de repente
sol agrietado que irrumpe a través de los vidrios del afio nuevo
me inundo me inundo
hay que reconocerlo no estoy hecho para dirigir la multicud

y algo espeso como pulpa de café se adhiere a mis ojos

38 JUAN CALZADILLA
(VENEZUELA)

byl

a civil servant celebrates a ritual a civil servant celebrates a ritual
around his bellybutton on the go until he can’t go on
hates himself each morning under the avenue sun smoking spitting sneezing
speaks at length under an angel water gurgling in the elevators
and i just say what else can i do but be myself
shouting with all my barks refusing bragging
about my actions bent by the weight of ballot boxes over a drop
of spit to relive a feat lost
zigzagging down the street older than normal
motormouth shuts up in public it’s true
more than anything turned into a bird of prey
pissing each morning telling me time is money
time isn’t a memory time is a wall where the blind
write but don’t understand
watching the bats in my room
screech as loud as me they drown me in my own scream
they’re ashamed of me
though i ought to have a voice probably a beautiful voice
i’'ve told myself but who’s going to hear me if all i do
is shriek deep down
drunk on happiness i remember one time drumming on the rain
my fingers dripped with beer
on sunday a strange boom ba boom coming from my ofhce
i count to ten where do i hide this time
all the doors are mysteriously shut
where to go throw myself from everywhere,
throw myself from dream, throw myself from me
and a new year’s beam suddenly dazes me
sun cracked bursts through new year windows
i’m flooded i’m flooded
it’s time to face it i wasn’t made to lead the crowd

and something thick like coffee pulp gets stuck in my eyes

TR: KATHERINE M. HEDEEN & OLIVIA LOTT 39

vidnvr vl 40d 0dv.io/d 3d



FROM DICTATED BY THE PACK

CIRCUMFERENCE MAGAZINE

pega sus presentimientos a mi piel agota mi enorme paciencia
cémo desprenderme de todo esto si no puedo mudar de piel
otra vez grito se me ha encerrado aqui estoy sentado como

jonds sobre un barril de pélvora

se me ordena salir ya es tarde estoy atado al poste

40 JUAN CALZADILLA
(VENEZUELA)

sticks its premonitions to my skin wears out my great patience
how to get it all off if i can’t shed my skin
i scream again i'm trapped in here i'm sitting like

jonah on a barrel of gunpowder

they’re making me leave it’s getting late 'm tied to the pole
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esperando salvacidn los ndmeros ceros atraviesan las paredes
de los créneos limpios de conciencia se internan por el ojo de los
funcionarios a quienes atormenta la manfa de contar
que padecen en silencio sus miopias con sus trajes limpios
mientras suefian despiadadamente en sus jaulas comunes
sin olvidar sus desvelos de padres multiples ni su avidez
de contar todo lo que estd al alcance de sus manos
agachdndose bajo una orden cuando por distraccién
algtin nimero solitario cae al suelo para recogerlo y extenderlo
de nuevo sobre la mesa igual que a un hueso de ballena que necesita
de una exacta comprobacién
alli mismo comienzan a sobrar ceros cifras humillantes que enloquecen
al encargado de poner fuego a los billetes de banco
sucios ajados billetes sin duefio que
derrite la carniceria de esta llama infamante
ya no hay ceniza en los dientes sino boletos de tren
que después de todo se transforman en partidas de defuncién
se ha producido un excedente increible de ceros hacia todos
lados los funcionarios no saben qué hacer
con sus esqueletos retorcidos como hierro viejo bajo tormentas de papel
sus esqueletos aguardando salvacién
sus esqueletos demasiado grandes donde ya no caben
ni qué hacer con su desmedida sed de lucro y su celo colmado

de hojas amarillas que sobrepasan el tamafio de todas sus desdichas

sus cadéveres exageradamente grandes

42 JUAN CALZADILLA
(VENEZUELA)

byl

waiting for salvation the number zeros crisscross the walls
of the skull with a clear conscious pierce the eyes
of civil servants tormented by the mania of counting
suffering their nearsightedness in silence with their clean suits
while heartlessly dreaming in common cages
they don’t forget their insomnias of multiple fathers or their eagerness
for counting everything close at hand
crouched beneath an order when as a distraction
some solitary number falls on the floor to be picked up and placed
once more on the table just like a whale bone needing
an exact verification
right then appears a surplus of zeros humiliating amounts they drive
the one in charge of lighting the bank bills on fire mad
dirty crumpled ownerless bills
melt the meat market of this shameful flame
and instead of ash in their teeth there are train tickets
now transformed to death certificates
an incredible excess of zeros everywhere has
come about the civil servants don’t know what to do
with their skeletons twisted like old iron beneath paperstorms
their skeletons awaiting salvation

their skeletons so large they no longer fit

and what to do about their boundless thirst for profit and overflowing zeal

for yellow leaves surpassing the size of all their misfortune

their cadavers exaggeratedly large
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mingitorio €st0S MUros con espesor de lava y mar cuya existencia
suda horriblemente no se estin quietos ni un minuto més
bucean con un ojo consternado que silba en el interior de las limparas
de enfermerfa basculando en los torrentes de sangre que ascienden
hasta el techo en el téxico de los sismos y en las corrientes
de las aves migratorias
engastados bajo mareas de almohadas
semejantes a la esponja marina

entre suefios de epilépticos con su sed de discordias y sus sillas
de ruedas hechas para el amor de los paltdicos cuyos nombres
borrados por la lluvia ya olvidaron sus primeras amantes
en fin estos muros de fiesta propicios para toda confesién
estos muros que se enroscan mudando de corteza como una serpiente
muros con piel de lava y espesor de cadalso que muestran en sus grietas

esos cuadros de crucifixion que hacen delirar a las vértebras

€Stos muros en desuso

44 JUAN CALZADILLA
(VENEZUELA)

byl

urinal these walls thick with lava and sea whose being
sweats uncontrollably can’t stand still a minute longer
they dive with a distraught eye whistling inside the infirmary
lamps swinging on bloodstreams that rise
up to the roof in the earthquake toxin and in the currents
of migratory birds
mounted under pillow tides
just like sea sponges
in dreams of epileptics with their thirst for discord and their wheel
chairs made for malarial lovers whose names
erased by rain were already forgotten by their first lovers
in brief these celebratory walls just right for all confessions
these walls coil up shedding cortex like a snake
walls lava-skinned and gallows-thick displaying in between their cracks

the crucifixion paintings that make vertebrates delirious

these walls in disuse
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Vasya

from Baby Camels of the Sky, 1914
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ENIEHA I'YPO [ELENA GURO]
(RUSSIA)

Your fathers, they duped you! Year in and year out, they deceive the youth. But
[ am a mother, you cannot buy me off, I will tell you the truth.

Yes, they duped you. They taught you to say that the Future is an unbend-
ing condition... A youth mustn’t gamble with all of his future... It’s too im-
portant. After all, he’s got his whole life ahead!

But, me, a mother, you cannot deceive me. If ever those eyes should lose
their luster, growing dim over the copying of senseless papers—those eyes at
which I gazed as at the sky, in which I saw myself.

Tell me, my twelve-year-old boy, what do you see, when they say that word,
the Future!? A field, a meadow, perhaps? Surely, the sun, a river, and a boat! And
surely not a heavy heap of papers, nor any card table until dawn every night
in a smoke-filled club.

Well, you should know, your future will not be handed to you. They de-
ceive you. They will not hand you that meadow, the boat, and the river! With
these faded eyes of yours, you’ll never find your future now—those friends, that
young girl, that road your legitimate happiness guaranteed you! See how your
eyes have lost their color! No longer does the spring weave soft shadows over
your brow... No longer does the light low from your lowered, bashful face...

“What a good young man your Vasya has become!”

O, yes, they certainly set you straight at the department of deportment.
You've learned not to quiver and quake, tensing your shoulders, craning your
neck as you cross the threshold, my gentle baby camel.

It’s a lie! You care nothing for young men, your concern is only for old gee-
zers that look like you, that you can fathom!

You despise youth, you are much too jealous of it. You hound youth and cut
it down to size so that it doesn’t pain your eyes with its purity, its honesty, and
its promise for real creation.

When you sputtered and wheezed about a solid condition your thoughts
were with the old man with the bald spot and the belly traveling to Karlsbad.

And the youth—even when he was just a boy you made him pine away in
the city all the spring months and gaze day after day at the foul schoolyard with
the hopeless, dim stare of one sentenced to hard labor, subdued into submission.

Year after year he was robbed of spring! Little violet stars in the spring woods,
yellow butterflies in the morning, giddy daisies like little suns in the green sea
of grass nectar... When he refused to submit, you forced him, unembarrassed
of the means of coercion; and if you didn’t beat him, you did worse, you de-
ceived him: “Study, Vasya, study, you'll be smarter for it!”

You really thought he’d get smarter, deprived in his most delicate, suscep-
tible years of all of God’s world? Study from day one! And what about spring?
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Learn how to love spring when you’ve grown callous, crude, and exhausted?

Smarter, wiser? Didn’t you yourself say, “What good are all these text-
books, how stupidly they’re put together—they’ll be forgotten anyhow, they’ll
be of no use at all.”

Meanwhile, for yourself you hoarded the works of poets, music, lowers,
summer homes, and journeys abroad?

“And what about Vasya?” “Vasya has to study!” You loathed your Vasya, you
envied his youth, you hurried to deck him out in a military coat and epaulets
so he’'d not pain your eyes with his shining youthful light, throwing in your
face a reminder of the camp he belongs to, the angel and the sky you’ve for-
gotten. “Pat down those curls!” “What an inspired look!” you'd ironize when
by chance you glimpsed—through the veil of all that bureaucratic formalicy—
the sun revealing itself within him.

You sent him away to the corps, forced him to make every step to the crack
and thwack of the drum, to the shout of the drillmaster. And at that same time
every year the bird cherry was blooming and letting go its petals, and the swal-
lows were weaving their nests.

With what mad greed one may gaze at the greenery! You don’t know that
feeling? You can’t recall it? You've forgotten it irretrievably, you can’t know
it again.

You tore him away from his pets, the only beings that had ever understood him.

Did you even ask him of his desires then? What he craved, what he yearned for?

That dark, damp-cold morning he would be driven to the corps, he resist-
ed, held fast, and wept, clasping his arms tight around the neck of his dog. You
did that for his happiness? For the happiness of that awkward, lanky-armed
boy, that very Vasya of those bygone days? Is that so? Not at all! That boy you
simply murdered, sacrificed him to the future balding gentleman with hem-
orrhoids, who would later be born to the world from the corpse of youth that
youd martyred. The balding gentleman, who resembles you, those that have
lost the taste for life, its meaning, its very essence.

That morning you duped me as well, his mother, you forced me to plead
with him, to put on an act: “Papa is so upset! And I have aneurysms. Vasya, you
must spare your poor mother.” And that morning we murdered my Vasya. No...
worse than that, we lured him into a deadly trap, threw him into a wolf pit, a
deadfall, where he would rot for years with broken legs, where his soul was dy-
ing of hunger—for years—and finally perished. And then, like two accomplices,
we turned and walked from the pit, deaf to his cries for help.

And how much he cried there during those nights, alone, biting his pillow.
Was he happy then?

50 ENIEHA I'YPO [ELENA GURO]
(RUSSIA)

Later, grown up, he comes to me and he says: “I've met her, [ can tell it’s
her, the one! Why didn’t she recognize me? Why, mama, why can it never be
requited?”

What can I tell him?

Your girl? Well of course she would fall in love with my Vasya! My Vasya
with the bashful face and trusting eyes, and arms that dangle clumsily like yard
rakes... But you were sef straight, my darling. In fact, I myself barely recog-
nize you. You set yourself straight, grew up to be upstanding, a man of mer-
it. Youre my Deputy for Special Assignments! And Love... Her, the Sun, the
meadow, the river... No, now you must let all that go, put it behind you. Now
all you have to do is play a decent hand!

And comrades, true friends... What for? You will find coworkers, plenty of
them, everywhere and always. And what do you need with a calling? You'll
have regular promotions in the service, recurring accolades, decorations. Spread
wide before you is no meadow, but a career in the civil service or in business,
just as we'd dreamed for you.

So now, for sure, aren’t you happy?

Where’s your smile?
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Vincent Van Gogh retravaille le Vincent Van Gogh Reworks Frans

Hals’s Portrait of Descartes

VINCENT VAN GOGH REWORKS FRANS HALS'S PORTRAIT OF DESCARTES

portrait de Descartes par Frans Hals

jai marché toute une matinée

chapeau en toile sur la téte

dans la poche ton petit livre

Meéditations Métaphysiques

I’étendue solaire est élastique

I’étendue est de la lumiére

m’entends-tu Descartes ?

I’étendue est de I'extension lumineuse

Scot Erigéne I'Irlandais avait raison

il'y ala lumiére luminante

il'y ala lumiére luminée

je déshabille les paysages je les dénude jusqu’au noyau solaire
vois I'herbe se tord les péches au pécher tournent sur elles-mémes
les atomes sont jaunes

concentre-toi sur ce verre de lumiére

avale ta potion solaire

avale-la pour moi s'il te plait

la rate des baleines de Harlingen ne reproduit pas la clarité de 'olive
l'huile de foie de morue suédoise ne remplace rien

jete ferai Camarguais Descartes

je te montrerai Galilée tournant dans le soleil avec le soleil

le mistral monte

jattache mon chevalet a I'arbre parasol

je me sangle 3 mon chevalet

maintenant je suis Ulysse je chante avec les sirénes

entends comme les vagues déferlent

entends comme le radeau la toile chahute dans les ondes d’huile
accroche-toi je vais te montrer la forge supréme

le vortex, tu dis bien, le vortex

lentonnoir de la lumiére le siphon

suis-moi vieux marin

n’aie pas peur

la matiére est de I'esprit en plus épais

Iétendue la pensée collent ensemble

52 JACQUES DARRAS
(FRANCE)

I walked around all morning

canvas hat upon my head

your small book

Metaphysical Meditations

in my pocket

the reach of the sun is elastic

its reach is that of light

Descartes have you grasped this?

its reach is the extension of light

Scotus Eriugena the Irishman was right
there is the light that casts light

and then there is the light that lights up from within
[ undress landscapes

I strip them down to their kernel of sun
see how the grass twists and turns

see how the peaches on the trees

twist and turn around themselves

see how the atoms are yellow

focus on this glassful of light

swallow down your solar gulp of light
swallow it for my sake

the spleen of Harlingen whales

cannot reproduce the translucence of the olive

nor can Sweden’s cod oil offer an ersatz

Descartes let me make you a denizen of the Camargue

I shall show you Galilee turning sunwise
within the wheel of the sun

the mistral wind is picking up

I shall attach my painter’s stool

to the umbrella pine

I shall strap myself to my stool

Ulysses now singing with the sirens
listen to how the waves unfurl

listen to how the raft and the canvas
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ton petit livre regarde ce qu’il est devenu

gros lingot de sueur solaire

décolle les pages si tu peux

je n’entends pas ce que tu dis

quil y a deux substances

mon cher alchimiste la lumiére est partout

la lumiére est tamis de la matiére

la lumiére nous enfarine de jour nous encharbonne de nuit

la lumiére nous cuit dans nos chairs solaires

nous nous évaporons 2 la fin dans la grande bouilloire la mort

nous cuisons au cceur d’une grande cuisine dont nous sommes le thym
le thym du temps

nous les dieux thympaniques

la peinture est la musique de la matiére le chant de la lumiere

le térébinte vient des sapins du Nord c’est vrai

le térébinte I'huile des champs de lin du Nord fixent le midi en effet
fixent la torrentialité du soleil du midi

descends de ta Frise René

descends de tes dunes

viens courir avec moi jusqu’a la cécité de la lumiére

viens entendre avec moi la premiére minute d’explosion du moteur du monde

54 JACQUES DARRAS
(FRANCE)

bob around in the oily sea,

tie yourself to the mast

let me show you the ultimate forge

what you call the vortex

the funnel of the light the syphon

follow me old mariner

fear not

matter is but a denser shape of mind

that cleaves to the further reach of thought
look at the afterlife of your little book

a heavy ingot of solar sweat

unstick its pages each from each

I've no idea what it is you said

that the substances are two in number
my dear alchemist light is everywhere
light is the sieve of matter

by day we are smattered by light

by night we are charcoaled by light

our solar bodies are toasted by light

and at the boiling point of death

we eventually evaporate

cooked in that great cuisine

which we season with thyme

gods of time

painting is the music of matter

painting is the song of matter

its turpentine derived from northern pine
its northern linseed oil binding

the floods of southern sun

René come down from your Frisia

come run with me into the blindness of the light
come listen with me to the very first blast of the motor of the world
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GREEN THUMB
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CROUCH
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MOTHERING
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LOST AND FOUND
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SIRENAS
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STRUCK
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Public Baths and Public Cafeterias

»

68

BRRRSE [TATSUSHI FUJIHARA]
(JAPAN)

During my four years as an undergraduate, I lived in a boarding house in the
Kitashirakawa area of Sakyo-ku in Kyoto. It had a shared kitchen and toilets, but
no bath. To wash up, I could either bike two minutes or walk five minutes to the
nearest public bathhouse. Whether it was the middle of winter, middle of sum-
mer, or a rainy day, I took my baths at Takahara Onsen, which has been gone
for ages.

That bathhouse was a fascinating place. First I'd take off all my clothes, not
caring one bit that the manager was sitting by the door, and lock them in my
locker, while another student checked out his muscles in the mirror, before carry-
ing my shampoo, conditioner, soap and washcloth in my basin to the bathing area.
In the tiled room churning with white steam, I soaped up, showered off, soaked
in the lukewarm herbal bath for a moment, then dipped into the main tub, which
was so hot that it turned your skin red. If I was tired, I would head into the sauna
first. In summer, I might dunk into the cold bath afterwards.

What’s fascinating about a bathhouse is that everyone is naked, in a public
space. Two older guys chatting in the corner. A couple of beefy athletic types
kicking back together in the bathtub, talking about the day’s practice. Now and
then a couple yelling to each other over the wall between the men’s and wom-
en’s sides, sounding almost like they’re fighting. There was a TV mounted high
enough that you could see it from both sides. It was always playing a live broad-
cast of the baseball game, and always the Hanshin Tigers, the old timers offering a
few choice words for the pitchers and the fielders. When Hanshin won, the baths
brimmed with excitement. If a Hanshin player messed up during a tight game,
everybody in the baths would heave a sigh (I'll confess, 'm a Hanshin fan as well).
Steam and warming up the body seem to promote conversation. At university
[ was a member of the soft tennis club, and on days when all of us went to the
bathhouse after practice to relax, the conversation flowed so easily.

But there was more than conversation to be had. There were also things to
read, like newspapers, magazines, and manga. As a result, I didn’t have to spend
that much on reading material. In grandiose terms, the bathhouse was our local
information station.

On months when [ had a little extra cash, I bought something to drink. My
favorite was the coffee milk, which you got from a cooler at the front. Boys, it
was delicious.

Another fascinating aspect is that nobody ever stuck around after getting
dressed. So long as you were naked or half-naked, you could hang out for hours,
but the second you were clothed, you felt a little out of place. The bathhouse near
where I live now has a shared lounge, separate from the changing areas, where

men and women can meet up. It’s a nice place to flip through a magazine for a bit

TR: SAM BETT 69
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PUBLIC BATHS AND PUBLIC CAFETERIAS
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after you've dressed. Though sometimes, I can’t help but wish for a place where
you could eat something and have a beer in that languid state that you fall into
after a long bath. Today there are a lot of nicer spas around, but they tend to be
a lictle bigger than what I have in mind.

These experiences from my college years were one of the main things that
prompted me in my book Eating in Proximity (Mishimasha) to explore the possi-
bilities of a public bathhouse with a cafeteria element. A place you can relax, with-
out a need to socialize, once you've taken off your clothes. 'm imagining a public
space that doesn’t have to worry about turnover, where you can have a meal, or
have a drink, or have a conversation, or read some comics and chill out. In to-
day’s world, where relaxation has been increasingly relegated to the home, we
need more spaces like this. You might feel a little lonely once you’re back at your
tiny apartment, but you’ll go to bed with the energy to face the day tomorrow.

70 BRR RS [TATSUSHI FUJIHARA]
(JAPAN)
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Poem

Untying this knot

Begs for the eyes to look at the green fields

For the wandering cotton balls

To rest the burning cold of December on the fireplace
For the lights of a distant highway

To become a midnight thrill in the bubbles of bitter water and faded songs

For you to pick a new color
From the same oldness and say:
—Am I more beautiful?
But dangling and by your veins
Who, after you, will hang from the window
With banned intellect?
I saw you in the unyielding light
I saw you in a mass thrust into the tracks.
Untying this knot
Begs for a weep
For you to cry and not remember
What being written on stone did to you.
For you to give in
To break into a thousand pieces, easily
And tell your cells amidst an unknown blood:
—Don’t ever come back here.
Of the altitude announcements on the Homa flight
Of the loneliness of a skin putting on nail polish at the movie theater
Here
Alone and a piece of mountain behind the window
Pebble after pebble crosses my eyes.
From afar I saw you in my body, erect
And said to your bed sheets in disgust:
—Comrade.
I let my body be plundered on your soil
What good have the oxen of myths done for me, I screamed
Now, only a stain of you left in me every night to give birth
To a strange dust

72 TR: LIDA NOSRATI

AVISADAM d0MAAdIMUDAID

J%«“

oS ol O39S
dlg o juw Gloliid & QJJL&:J ol
o) slody dols> (0
> 4SS Bl 4 1) 80 Jgw
19° Sl slaghe
Sie gladilys o 8l OF glaole )3 Wsd b dasd 393
S Olos 3 53
29N 9 Goloy 036 S5
e il —
ColaSyse 51 5 Olsasl Lol
Ghegias Jisa b S 68 3l o
3333910 0z 3l
S5 s 4y oy
Uiy 42 65 slosss 55 Cuayd
Ssde Wby
0,5 ol 03545 walss(e 4l 1
Wl Ok 5 (5 &S
Ll 03,8 dr o5 b Siw j3 Qs didsgd
sl OB delss e
Coly $5d 4SSl
1255 Oladsls 4y ulisl Sss Yay
2,555 ol S0 —
Lo sl o glisy Ml 3|
Wyoe SY bt $55 &S wsy lad 3
=)
ol iy Cadiy Ol sS &S5 G 9 g3
IS 1y maldpdiiz 03y Siw Coiy o3y S
650 ©3B Ceuss 590 )
(o28S Slddode 45 Gslie 3l &
35—
WS Oyle SIS g9 4563)'3‘” b(o.;lij
Sl05,S d= ‘ul)g ).!:bl‘ul tshbjli <=a) 210
L3 Obly 888 b o ol slaS 55 51 Yl
st Sl e )l

[ATEFEH CHAHARMAHALIAN] gllhojlga aail 73

(IRAN)

N30d



For tourists to look at.

Cars saw the bats in the thick fog

And curse upon curse pierced the darkness.

Now let’s think of the moon in a private conversation
Let’s walk into the dreams of the living

And write on the cave walls:

Thank God

They left.
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WIND FOR A.M.C.

CIRCUMFERENCE MAGAZINE

Vento
Ad AMC.

Il vento s’accanisce a sgomberare
una via azzurra e madida pel sole:

le nubi fanno ala, riluttanti,

con occhiatacce livide. Qui in basso,
I’erba folta si torce e si rovescia

in brividi d’argento; io sono immersa
nell’erba sino alle ginocchia: vedo

i brividi lanciarsi verso me; li sento
fluire nel mio sangue, pazzi, insani;
assottigliarsi tutti ansiosamente

in un fremito solo che ha il tuo nome.

Milano, 28 maggio 1929

76 ANTONIA POZZI
(ITALY)

Wind
for AMC.

The wind works feverishly to sweep away
a path, blue and wet with the sun:

The clouds make way, reluctantly,

with dirty looks. Here below,

the thick grass twists and ruins itself

in shivers of silver; I am knee-deep

in the grass: [ see

the shivers rush towards me; I feel them
flowing through my blood, crazy, insane;
all sharpening eagerly

to a single shudder that has your name.

Milan, 28 May 1929

TR: AMY NEWMAN
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THE HOUR OF GRACE
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L’ora di grazia

Tetraggine lenta, snita

di un cortile umidiccio

in maschera di giardino;

ostentata verdezza

di un fico sterile

che non sa né il vento né il sole;
malinconia di una piccola finestra a ogiva,
di un ballatoio ingombro di foglie morte,
di un povero tralcio nero inchiodato al muro
che sopra al ballatoio si sfa

in quattro pampini vizzi.

Qui l'ora di grazia non puo essere

se non l'ora delle campane:

quando la sera, cantando,

si getta dalle torri incombenti

e come acqua ricolma

ogni fossa terrena;

quando su ogni stento terreno

che duole in maschera di ricchezza

la sera, come acqua, riflette,

dal cielo al fondo, qualche raggio di stella.

Milano, 7 novembre 1931

78 ANTONIA POZZI
(ITALY)

The Hour of Grace

Slow, worn-out gloom
of a damp courtyard
masquerading as a garden;
showy greenery

of a barren fig tree

that knows neither wind nor sun;

the melancholy of a little gothic window,

of a porch cluttered with dead leaves,
of a paltry black vine pinned to the wall
that unfolds above the balcony

into four withered leaves.

Here the hour of grace can only be
the hour of the bells:

when the evening, singing,

pours down from the looming towers
and, like water, fills

every grave on earth;

when on all earthly suffering

that aches under a mask of wealth,
the evening reflects, like water,

from the skies to the depths

the radiance from the stars.

Milan, 7 November 1931

TR: AMY NEWMAN
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DREAM IN THE WOODS

Sogno nel bosco

Sotto un abete

per tutto un giorno

dormire

e I'ultimo cielo veduto

sia in fondo all’intrico dei rami

lontano.

A sera

un capriolo
sbucando dal folto
disegni

di piccole orme

la neve

e all’alba

gli uccelli
impazziti

infiorino di canti il vento.

Io

sotto I'abete

in pace

come una cosa della terra,
come un ciuffo di eriche

arso dal gelo.

16 gennaio 1933

80
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Dream in the Woods

Under a fir tree

all day long

sleeping

and the last sky seen

is at the end of the tangle
of distant branches.

In the evening

a deer

emerging from the thicket
sketches

of small footprints

in the snow

and at dawn

the wild birds

embellish the wind with song.

Me

beneath the fir tree

in peace

like a thing of the earth
like a clump of heather
scorched by frost.

16 January 1933

TR: AMY NEWMAN
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FROST

Gelo

Brinato ¢ il campo, dove tra le spighe

fruscio la mia veste leggera.

Ora dove tu sei

ravvia l'inverno

chiome di ghiaccio alle fontane:
il vento,

per le bianche cattedrali

delle foreste — anima rotte querele

d’organo, dentro i rami.

Ora sepolti arpeggi
corron sul fondo

dei laghi: contro mute
gelide sponde muoiono,

infrangendosi.

28 gennaio 1935
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Frost

The field is frosted
where among the wheat stalks
my thin dress rustled.

Now where you are

winter

combs the fountains’ mane of ice:
the wind,

through the white cathedrals

of the forests,

revives unfinished laments

of the branches’ mournful calliope.
Now buried arpeggios

run along the bottom

of the lakes: against silent icy shores

they die, shattering.

28 January 1935

TR: AMY NEWMAN
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POEM

bl

Abbandonati in braccio al buio
monti

m’insegnate l’attesa:

all’alba — chiese

diverranno i miei boschi.

Arderd — cero sui fiori d’autunno

tramortita nel sole.

(non datata)
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byl

Left in the arms of darkness

mountains

teach me about waiting:

at dawn—churches

will become my woods.

I will blaze—candle on the autumn flowers

dazed in the sun.

[undated]

TR: AMY NEWMAN
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A POINT OF THAT DISTANCE

CIRCUMFERENCE MAGAZINE

Un punto de esa distancia

Destila, zanca, arrebola.

Cruje el tiempo, asi, en cinicas escarpadas de fuego.

Mareas de helio, nebulosas y polvo.

El sol es una estrella. Una gigante estrella a colapsar bajo su propio peso.
Cuerpo al agua, callején de espacios donde el rojo

incendia las mejillas, “muera conmigo”, dijo el hombre.

Tomad y bebed de este petréleo.

Combustion.

Fuerza gravitatoria desde el centro.
Créneo y nudillos, atados desde el vientre.

Filos silenciosos:

aguja de morfina o 325 gramos de lubricacién (Vicodin):

tiro al sur de la frente. “Muera conmigo”, aullido de escorpién
en el blanco.

Sudor.
Mirada en bahia cerrada: lava.

Antes del revuelo, canto de migas, manto multicolor

para cerrar los OjOS.

86 ROCiO CERON
(MEXICO)

A Point of That Distance

Distills, flitters, underglows.

Time crackles, just so, in brazen escarpments of fire.

Tides of helium, nebulas, and dust.

The sun, a star. A massive star set to collapse under its own weight.
Body overboard, alleyway of spaces where the red

sets cheeks burning, “die with me,” the man said.

Take, drink of this petroleum.

Combustion.

Gravitational force emanating from the center.
Skull and knuckles, fastened at the womb.

Silent edges:
syringe of morphine or 325 grams of lubrication (Vicodin):

gunshot south of the forehead. “Die with me,” the scorpion screech
in the bullseye.

Sweat.
Glimpse into an enclosed bay: lava.

Preceding the commotion, a song of crumbs, a multicolor robe

for a blindfold.

TR: DALLIN LAW
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A POINT OF THAT DISTANCE
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Era su manto rojo, de hebras su frente.

Elegancia en los cabellos mutilados al sol.

Nudo y osario al levantar el velo.

En lo oculto, selva de méscaras.
Trazadura.

La estampa de viaje hablaba de un horizonte aciano,

de historias tejidas con la gracia de cuerpos derribados.
Hidrocodeina con acetaminofén.
No cetro, escandalo.

Burbujas de jabon: cuatro rostros sonrefan desde ellas.

Relampagos sobre caras, destello.

Intensidad del lunar sobre una milla de aire: cenizas.

Coro de voces rodean el tltimo cabello al viento.

Leve rasgo.

88 ROCiO CERON
(MEXICO)

His robe was scarlet, his forehead flowing with string.

Elegance in the sun-mutilated hair.

Veil lifted to reveal knot and ossuary.
Kept hidden, a jungle of masks.

Arectrace.

The passport stamp told of a cornflower horizon,

tales woven as gracefully as felled bodies.
Hydrocodone-acetaminophen.
No scepter, scandal.

Soap bubbles: four faces grinning from each.
Lightning on faces, flickering.

The intensity of a freckle spread over a mile of air: ashes.

A chorus of voices surrounds the last hair caught in the wind.

A slight brushstroke.

TR: DALLIN LAW
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A POINT OF THAT DISTANCE
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Cabalgata.
Volvimos a encontrarnos en las montafias del Sur.
Volvimos a escuchar juntos el brocado/caida.

Olfateabamos un bélsamo (Fierabras) con manos alineadas.

Baldaquines dorados, incrustaciones de nécar;

en la comisura del labio un sonido reverbera: “lienzo”.
Notas de base en tenor de cumarina.

Justo detrés, translicida a la mirada, la linea escondia

lechosidades, hojas.
Sandalo/lavanda/cedro: sangre mutada en aire.
Yacen rastros y sefias.

Espesura en el borde azul de la cérnea. Finitud en el cuerpo.

Pliegues en perspectiva: flancos.
Envolvente.

Mundo incoloro con fecha de caducidad en desfase.

Retorno y atadura.
En esta puerta —rastro— la circulacién de los suefios demarca.

Al costado del viento un nifio afina canto para murmurar plegaria.

90 ROCiO CERON
(MEXICO)

Cavalcade.

We found ourselves again in the southern mountains.

We listened again to the brocade/fall.

We inhaled a balm (Fierabras) with our palms pressed together.

Golden baldachins, mother-of-pearl inlays;

a sound reverberates through a mouth’s creases: “linen.”
Base notes in the key of coumarin.

Just behind, translucent to the eye, the line hid

milkinesses, leaves.
Sandalwood/lavender/cedar: blood altered in midair.
Traces and signs lie beneath.

Thickness in the blue border of the cornea. Finiteness in the body.

Folds in perspective: flanks.
Enveloping.

Colorless world with an expiration date from another time.

A return and a tether.

On this door—this remnant—the dreams circulating demarcates.

To one side of the wind, a boy hones a canto for his whispered petition.

TR: DALLIN LAW
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Carmenta. Luz de silbido, madera en corte de estaca

o pluma salvaje que hiende sobre costado.

Carmenta. Escalofrio en la nuca, padecimiento

en terraza nordica.

Sobre las aguas no habia ya lamento, los lobos habian

enmudecido al cordero.

Cuerpo celeste donde sobrevive el nombre del hijo.

Pisada ligera de los que tuvieron nombre en el verano.
Arboles de hojas firmes y frutos breves.

Su piel era montafia, sangre espesa. Los nudillos tocaban

las puertas de los mudos.
Carmenta. Espejo acuoso frente a diamante negro.
La herida sobrevive a toda cura. Taza humeante de ruibarbo.

Sobre el mérmol helado de la habitacién plumas,

ave enunciada en rastros.

Carmenta.

92 ROCiO CERON
(MEXICO)

Carmenta. A whistle’s glint, lumber carved into stakes

or a feather savagely tearing open a ribcage.

Carmenta. At the nape of a neck, a tingle, affliction

on a Nordic terrace.

No longer a lamentation over the waters, the wolves having

silenced the lamb.

Celestial body where the son’s name lives on.

Soft footfalls of those who had a name in the summer.
Trees of firm leaves and fleeting fruits.

Her skin was mountain, blood thick. Her lnuckles pounded

on doors of the mute.
Carmenta. Watery mirror reflecting a black diamond.
The wound withstands any cure. Steaming cup of rhubarb.

Feathers over a frozen marble floor,

bird pronounced in scraps.

Carmenta.

TR: DALLIN LAW
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A POINT OF THAT DISTANCE
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Celosia, lindes:

cdmara ancestral de faraén (Akhenatén, 1353-133 a.C.)
A expensas, sentidos calan a tierra, lo dicho:
El lenguaje ata.

Ingle 0 humo de tabaco en provincia francesa (Troyes —bocados de saucisson al

ajo, reliquia de Santa Margarita, crineo).
Planicie desértica en una silaba.

Retén, expira. Cala hondo,

cala.
Ese mundo de diferencias aparentes:

caricia sobre mano izquierda, mirada que se pierde por ventana

(American bar, hotel Savoy, Londres)/

erupcioén de flujo piroclistico, lava-lodo-muertos, caldera destruida;

esplende Thera, esplende/
cuatro hombres abrazados (nudo), ritual solar donde el sexo es oracién/

anillo de turquesa y oro con leyenda: “prevén que el corazén testifique en contra

de su duefio”; prevenir la traicién propia/

94 ROCiO CERON
(MEXICO)

Trellis, boundaries:

ancestral chamber of a pharoah (Akhenanten, 1353-1336 BCE)
At the expense of—meanings soak into earth, that which is spoken:
Language binds.

Between the thighs or smoke of tobacco in a French province (Troyes—morsels

of garlicky saucisson, relic of Saint Marguerite, skull).
Desert prairie in one syllable.

Hold in, exhale. Soak in deep,

soak in.
That world of apparent differences:

a caress across the left hand, gaze lost through the window

(American Bar, Savoy Hotel, London)/

eruption of pyroclastic flow, lava-mud-corpses, caldera destroyed;
shine, Thera, shine/

four men in an embrace (knot), solar ricual where sex forms prayer/

ring of turquoise and gold with the inscription: “keep the heart
from testifying against its owner”; keep from self-betrayal/

TR: DALLIN LAW 95
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A POINT OF THAT DISTANCE
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Observa la direccién hacia donde mira la figura en el shenu: inicio de forma, aliento/
the drill; cinturén de energfas dirigidas al poniente.
Mafiana-mundo con taza de café humeante:

Esa hermosa voz —White lady— que escucho cada maiiana en mi cabeza.

96 ROCiO CERON
(MEXICO)

Observe which way the figure faces in the shen ring: beginning of shape, breath/

the drill; belt of energies oriented west.

Tomorrow-world with a steaming cup of coffee:

That beautiful voice—White lady—I hear in my head every morning.

TR: DALLIN LAW
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Ji

Angel Gabriel

Under the shelter of my heart

he is as plain and severe as his task
indescribably alone

I said let’s put the matter to rest

my soul is empty and

my lover’s image marks the swelling
like iron marks an ox

and none of us ever existed,

a lietle like you, Gabriel

100
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I Am Your Veil

O, hungry soul
I writhe with your hunger
with my decay in you, and yours in me

the wall between knowing and unknowing crumbles between us
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The human is out there

walking on the magical surface that teaches him mystery

The human says: Why does my tongue long for the taste of dice when I think
of fire?

Why does the mesosphere latch onto my feet as to a breast?

Why do I forget my name with every language my lover gives me?

Who am I if not the shame I feel before the strange flower that hung itself
during the night?

I walk around arrogantly, making decisions about the light scent of lowers
along the Milky Way. Carefully, I sow colourful beads

Lest I get lost in the emptiness of my face

But I never come back to reap my forest of rare glass

The deep wounds in god's dreams await me

holding a silver sign with my name on it

and solar panels

and a wrench that can open anything

and complex code, and a guide to kissing

But I forget the code

and with a herd of green giraffes

I learn to cry.
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Z Traktdtu

4.1

Zaciatky st krisne tym, ¢o uzatvéraji — tym, k ¢omu sa zrazu mozno vrétit len
cielavedome, pripadne zézrakom. Predstavme si napriklad obraz, ¢o ndm oprety
o stenu roky ni¢ nehovori, ako z ni¢oho ni¢ dostane slovo, aby rozpovedal
pribeh, ktory zobrazuje. Pribeh, ku ktorému sme doteraz boli slepi, lebo bol
sticastou iného pribehu, odohrivajticeho sa v nis, a my sme si naii ¢inili ndrok
ako predsavzatie. No nihle sa nieco zlomi. Nase predsavzatie padne. Dovtedy
nezndmy pribeh za¢ne rozpravat svojim vlastnym jazykom, ktorému zrazu
rozumieme. V tej chvili sme pripraveni prevziat jeho posolstvo, vziat obraz

do rtik a polozit ho na miesto, kde bude strézi¢ nas sen o stretnuti zdzraku a
predsavzatia.

4.2
Ak z ni¢oho nikdy neméze byt nieco, potom aj ni¢ — ako entita — v skuto¢nosti
vobec nie je.

43

Plinovat znamend uskutoc¢iovat jadro moznosti tej-ktorej skutocnosti.
Skuto¢nosti, ktord je sice zdstupna, ale inak by ziadna moznost nemohla

byt neobmedzend. A moznost — ak nechce byt skuto¢nostou stiestiovand —
neobmedzend byt musi. Miniméilne ¢o do smeru, ako je neobmedzend priamka,
ktord je ziroveii obmedzend, na tiito obmedzenost viak pride az vtedy, ak jej
napadne menit svoj smer. A to jej nenapadne (lebo to by jej muselo napadnit
menit sa na nieco, ¢im nie je). Skuto¢nost sa k moznosti vzdy iba pridruzi,

aby s fiou nebola v nestilade. Takto je k moznosti rovnobezné: a je ako druhd
priamka, ktord sa v tej prvej zrkadlovo vidi.

4.31
Nedokoncenost neznamena chybu. Znamena moznost zastavenia sa na konci
moznosti.

106 ROBERT GAL

(SLOVAKIA)

From Tractatus

4.1

Beginnings are beautiful for that which they close off: that to which it is
suddenly possible to return only as a matter of single-mindedness or a miracle.
Imagine, say, a picture, which, leant back against a wall for years, has never
said anything to us, then out of the blue it takes the floor to recount the story
depicted in it. A story to which we have so far been blind, because it has been
part of another story being played out inside us, and we have laid claim to

it, resolved to lay such a claim. But suddenly something snaps. Our resolve
fails. A previously unknown story starts speaking in its own tongue, which we
instantly understand. At that moment we are ready to accept its message, pick
the picture up and place it somewhere where it will stand guard over our dream
of an encounter between miracle and resolve.

4.2
If out of nothing no something can ever come, then in reality, nothing, too—as
an entity—does not exist at all.

43

To plan means to try to make real the core possibility of this or that actuality.
An actuality that may well be substitutive in nature, though without it no
possibility could be unconstrained. And a possibility—if it wishes not to be
cramped by the actuality—has to be unconstrained. At the very least in terms
of direction, just as an unconstrained straight line, which is simultaneously
also constrained, only realizes its constraint if it occurs to it to try to change
direction. And that won’t occur to it (because it would have had to have
occurred to it to change into something that it isn’). Actuality only ever
associates with possibility so as not to be out of sync with it. Thus it runs
parallel to possibility: and it is like a second straight line that sees itself as a
mirror image of the first.

4.31
Non-completion doesn’t amount to a mistake. It means the possibility of

stopping at the end of a possibility.
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5.1
Moznosti nie st udalosti, ale stavy. Sti to pohyby na mieste.

5.2
Jednoduché omyly vedu k jednoduchym pravdim.

53

Upozornenie mdze byt pozorné alebo nepozorné. Nepozorné je vtedy, ked je
tazko spozorovatelné, no moze byt spozorovatelné kymkol'vek. To znamend,
ze na vznik vzfahu stadi vztah jednostranny — zo strany pozorovatela. Na
rozdiel od nepozorného upozornenia je pozorné upozornenie vzdy obojstranné,

a vtedy ide o skuto¢nt komunikéciu.

5.4
Myslienky by mali ludi bavit, nie zabavat.

55

Sposob, akym vyhl'addvame svet, je sposobom, akym ho formulujeme; akym
ho tvorime na n4s obraz ako l'udi, ktorych sa dotykame. A kedZe svet nie je
ziadnou inertnou hmotou, zostdva aj on nami dotknuty, tak ako ti, ktorych sa

nés dotyk moze dotknut.

5.6

Ked je vtip prejavom nésilia, ¢o z toho vyplyva pre humor?

108 ROBERT GAL
(SLOVAKIA)

5.1
Possibilities are not events, but states. They are movements in situ.

5.2
Simple errors lead to simple truths.

53

Catching attention may be attentive or inattentive. It is inattentive when it

barely attracts attention, though it may catch the attention of anyone. This

means that for a relationship to emerge it suffices if it is unilateral—from the

standpoint of the viewer. Unlike inattentive attention-catching, the attentive

version is always bilateral, in which case it constitutes genuine communication.

5.4
Ideas ought to be fun, not a mere diversion.

55

How we apprehend the world is the way in which we formulate it; the way in
which we create it in our own image as the people whom we touch. And since
the world is not an inert mass, it too remains touched by us just like people,

whom we may leave touched.

5.6

If a witticism is a show of force, what follows therefrom for humor?
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6.1

Nadsenie je asto dolezitejsie ako pravda, ale rovnako ako pravda je bud moje
alebo tvoje, z ¢oho vyplyva problém s jeho prenosnostou. Komunikovat
nadsenie je preto ambivalentnym aktom s vedlaj$im dosledkom zhnusenia,
podobnému zhnuseniu z pravdy, ktort: z nejakého dévodu nemame potrebu

poznat.

6.2
Ak sa nepravdy triestia o hromadu pravd, potom sa aj pravdy triestia o hromadu
neprévd. Ktoré triestenie si vybrat?

6.3

V pripade, Ze zlo je len nedostatkom dobra, znameni to, ze kazdy ludsky
nedostatok mézeme vysvetlovat ako nieco zIé. Moralne hlladisko prevazi nad
hladiskom faktickym, ktorym je ten ¢i onen celok — napriklad ¢loveka —
zlozeny z toho ¢i onoho mnozstva Casti, ktory by dokézal byt celkom aj v
pripade, Ze niektor4 z jeho ¢asti bud’ vypadne, alebo sa ani nevyskytne.

6.4
Dobro nie je liecitelné, pretoze je lickom.

110 ROBERT GAL
(SLOVAKIA)

6.1

Enthusiasm is frequently more important than truth, but, just like a truth,

it’s either mine or thine, which leads into the problem of its transmissibility.
Communicating enthusiasm is, then, an ambivalent act with the side effect of a
disgust similar to the disgust that we get from a truth that, for whatever reason,

we haven’t needed to know.

6.2
If untruths shatter against a heap of truths, so too do truths shatter against a
heap of untruths. Which shattering should we go for?

6.3

In the event that evil is merely a shortcoming of good, this means that we

can explain any human shortcoming as something evil. The moral viewpoint
outweighs the factual viewpoint according to which this or that unit—for
instance a man—is made up of this or that many parts and would be quite
capable of being a unit even in the event that one of the parts goes missing, or
hadn’t been there in the first place.

6.4
Good cannot be medicated because it is a medicament.
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Birds, 1981

Na maaaring hindi ukol sa sinauna nating pagnanasang makalaya ang
ipinababatid ng kanilang paglipad.

Sa sandaling ito, ang pagkakapiit ng kanilang anino sa kuwadro ng umaagos na
estuwaryo; na patuloy na

Napipilipit ang hubog upang maging aparisyon ng hangin. Paanyaya ito upang
kilalanin ang daigdig.

Naririto’t binibigyang katibayan ang pag-iral ng pagkakaisa ng kalikasan: ang
pagbukas ng ating mga sarili

Sa panalangin; ang pananalig sa pagsimula ng pag-ibig. Marahil sa ganito
nagsimula ang lahat: sangsang

Ng akwatikong mundo, hapdi ng init ng hangin, at kumpol ng tigmamanukin.
May hatid na pagbibigat

Sa kanilang dibdib ang nangangalay na pakpak at ang kahabaan ng pangitain
ng kawalang katiyakan.

Lagi ang paninindigan sa pagsalimbay—ang hindi panghihinayang sa mga lagas
na balahibong natutong

Humimpil sa naghihingalong sandali. Tulad din ito ng mahabang patlang
matapos ang isang pagtatapat.

112 ENRIQUE S. VILLASIS
(PHILIPPINES)

Birds, 1981

That it might not concern our primal desire to be free that their flight relays.

At this instant, their shadows that are held captive by the frame of a flowing
estuary; they go on

Wrenching out from their form to be the wind’s apparition. This is an

invitation to know the world.

Through these we know of the existence of nature’s unity: to open ourselves up

To prayer; to have faith that love begins. Perhaps, all things come from this: a
foulness from

A benthic world, a burn from the wind’s heat, and a gathering of

Tigmamanukin. Their sore wings

And a stretch of uncertain foreshadowing burdens them.
Always to uphold the ascent—not to regret the fallen feathers that have learnt
To perch on a faltering moment. It is like a long relief after a sincere

declaration.
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Self-Portrait, 1960

Pinupunan ng isip ang mga piniling hindi pinturahan
Katulad ng baril sa billboard ng mga pelikulang minsang
Ipinagbawal kulayan. Kailangang ikubli sa puti

Ang anyo ng dahas: tawaging hungkag ng mata

Ang nagsasatagabulag na sandatang hawak ng bida.

Subalit nabubuhay sa haraya ang lantad na kakulangan,
Nagkakanaratibo ang nangangating hintuturo sa gatilyo;
At anomang sandali, sisiklab ang pulbura, kikislap

Ang mga alipato, at saglit na liliwanag sa paningin

Ang mga inilihim na detalye: mga nakaukit na letra

Sa hawakan, bakas ng karbon sa nguso, nanuyong

Dugo sa katawan ng pistola, maliliit na bangas, mga pilat
At medalyong napanalunan sa kung saang digma.

Mga tantos sa mahabang kasaysayan ng pakikipagpatayan.
May kani-kaniya tayong pagtataya kung saan tatama

Ang punglo: mayroon sa sintido, sa dibdib, may padaplis,
May hindi pinatamaan. Bilang babala, bilang paninindak.
Sa ganito nagiging espasyo ng samu’t saring salaysay

Ang lunan ng pahiwatig. Sa ganito lamang nabibigyang
Kahulugan ang mga puwang kapag nasisidlan ng iba’t ibang
Pagtingin natin sa mundo. Katulad ni Manansala,

Ipininta niya ang sarili bilang isang blangkong dibuho

Sa gitna ng salansan ng kahel, dilaw, pula, at asul—

Puting anino sa makulay na bintanang salamin ng katedral.
Dibinong aparisyon na lulan ng heometrikong abstraksyon
Ng trambiya. Itinanghal niya ang sarili na hubad

Sa anomang ekspresyon. Hindi mababakas ang bilugan niyang
Mukhang tigib sa mingaw, o ang nangangatwiran

Mga matang sanay dumakip ng mga pilay na liwanag ng tag-araw.

Walang kaluluwa sapagkat walang mukha, tiyak na pintas

Sa kaniya ng matatandang pintor at guro kung noong
Kabataan niya ito ipininta. Na parang ang ubod ng pagkatao’y
Maikukuwadro lamang sa paggagad sa tunay na anyo nito.

Na antigong tungkulin itong dapat tuparin ng sinomang
Hahawak ng pinsel. Ngunit paulit-ulit na bumubulong

Ang aral mula sa avant-garde niyang guro: “Kung gagawing

114 ENRIQUE S. VILLASIS
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Self-Portrait, 1960

The mind fills in what is omitted from being painted

Like a gun on a movie billboard that once was banned
From being colored. The shape of violence must be
Overlaid with white: call the weapon held by the hero

That acts blindly a hollowed eye.

But a bare void takes life in the imagination,

The finger itching to pull the trigger will have its own story;
At any moment, gun powder will flare, the embers

Spark, and for a second, the once hidden details

Will flash before the eyes: letters etched

On the handle, traces of carbon on the barrel, dried

Blood on the pistol’s body, minor bruises, scars

And medals earned from some war.

Stains from a long history of bloodshed.

We each wager on where the bullet

Might strike: one on the temple, on the chest, one will just graze by,
Another will miss. As a warning; as a threat.

This is how a place of suggestion becomes a space

For all kinds of stories. This is how a blank space

Is given meaning when it is filled up

By our perspectives of the world. Like Manansala,

Who painted himself as a blank portrait

Among columns of orange, yellow, red, and blue—

A white shadow in a cathedral’s stained glass.

A divine apparition as a geometric abstraction

Of a tram car. He depicted himself nude

From all expression. The circumference of his

Face filled with loneliness cannot be traced, nor his discerning
Eyes be used to catch the stray light of summer.

An absent soul in an absent face, the old painter and mentor
Would have certainly chided him had he

Painted it in his youth, as though one’s essence

Could be framed by imitating its actual form,

As though this was the ancient task given

To whoever held the brush. But the lesson from his teacher
Of the avant-garde kept whispering to him: “If man’s form

TR: BERNARD CAPINPIN
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Obheto ang hubog ng tao, tuluyang makalalaya

Sa napakaraming posibilidad ang modernong pintor.”

(Sa Masbate, kalag ang salita para sa kaluluwa. Lumalaya
Ang kaluluwa mula sa kaniyang pisikal na lawas.)

Kaya hinayaan niya tayo sa ating pagtingin. Itinuon

Ang buo nating atensyon sa ekspresyon ng kaniyang postura,
Sa bigat na nakalapat sa balikat, sa mahigpit na hawak niya
Sa kinauupuan. Nakalingon siya sa daang-bakal,

At may suot na abuhing sombrero. May nagsasabing
Matagal-tagal na ang kaniyang nilakbay, at muli’t muli,
Tinatanaw niya ang mga tanawing nilagpasan, tinitiyak
Na hindi pa siya naliligaw. Marahil, galing siya sa museo.
O sa estudyo ng kaibigan. Napuno ng inggit ang dibdib
Pagkatapos hangaan ang isang obra. Maaari ding
Binabalangkas niya sa isip ang paglansag sa kulay

At liwanag ng tanawing nakita. Maging arbitraryo man
Ang ating pagsasapantaha, ang mahalaga, nakahuhulagpos
Palabas sa de-kahong representasyon ang solidong imahen.
Sa ating hinuha, pinalaya ng pintor ang sarili mula sa
Bagahe ng personal niyang kasaysayan. Kaya hindi na
Ang pintor ang ako sa larawan. Dito, hindi na siya

Ang dibuhistang dumayo sa dayuhang lungsod upang
Pag-aralan ang makukulay na vitral ng mga simbahan,

O ang batang minsang nagpahid ng biton

At nagpakintab sa mga sapatos ng mga Amerikano.

Hindi na din siya ang binatang pinalayas ng ama dahil

Mas hinihimas niya ang mga tandang kaysa magbuklat ng aklat.

O ang nagpipinta ng mga karatula sa mga sinehan

Sa kahabaan ng Avenida. Hindi na siya ang pintor

Na namumulot ng tisa at pudpod na lapis-uling sa bawat
Pagtatapos ng kaniyang klase. Nanunulay na siya

Sa ating imahenasyon bilang representasyon ng sari-sarili nating

Pag-ako sa walang pagkakakilanlang hubog: peregrino,
Puta, peon, paslit, pulubi, probinsyano, pero hindi ang pintor.

116
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Will be taken as an object, then to the modern painter
Will open innumerable possibilities.”

(In Masbate, kalag is the word for the soul. The soul
That is set free from its physical body.)

So he leaves us to our gaze. Concentrate

All our attention to the expression of his posture,

To the weight bearing on his shoulders, to his tight grip
On his seat. He looks back to the steel rails,

Wearing an ash-colored hat. Some say

That has journeyed for a long time, and again,

He looks back at the places he’s passed, making sure
He’s not yet lost. He might have come from a museum.
Or a friend’s studio. His heart filled with jealousy

After admiring a work. It could also be that

He sketches in his mind the sceneries he’s seen

As they dissolve in color and light. Though our speculations
Be arbitrary, what is important is that the concrete image
Breaks free from a constrained representation.

In our theory, the painter sets himself free

From the burden of personal history. So it is no longer
The painter the I of the painting. Here, he isn’t

The artist who has travelled to foreign cities to

Study the colorful vitral of churches,

Or the child who applied shoe polish

And made the shoes of Americans shine.

He also isn’t the young man disowned by his father
Because he’d prefer to fondle game fowl than open his books.
Or paint movie posters that line

The stretch of Avenida. He isn’t the painter

Who collected chalk or blunt pencils

After his classes. He now crosses over

Into our imagination, representing our own

Accommodation of our shifting shapes: pilgrim,

Prostitute, peasant, pickney, pauper, provincial, but never painter.
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Seashore, 1953

Nang minsang umulan ng abo sa araw ng Pasko, dalawang kontinente ang
nilunod ng mga ligaw na alon.

Hindi ito pagmamalabis.
May mga iniluluwal na bagong mundo sa mga sandali na hindi inaasahan.

Katulad ng isang butanding na gumapang sa dalampasigan, at hinintay ang mga

unang liwanag sa lupa.

Hindi na ito muling naulit, ngunit sa tuwing binabalikan ng mga mangingisda
ang pangyayaring ito, dumadaong sa alaala nila ang halimuyak ng ningas ng
kandila mula sa taba ng dambuhalang isda.

Katulad kung papaano nagtatapos ang lahat sa isang liham.

Muli, bughaw ang langit. May binubuklat na bagong kabanata ang mga alon.

May bangka at mangingisda na handa nang magpalaot.

Sa liham, ang pamamaalam ng nililigawan: “Kailan ka kaya mapapagod?”

118 ENRIQUE S. VILLASIS
(PHILIPPINES)

Seashore, 1953

When it once rained ash on Christmas day, two continents drowned in the

drifting waves.
This is no exaggeration.
New worlds are begat by the moments we have never expected.

Like a whaleshark crawling across the horizon, waiting for the first light of
the earth.

Such a sight is never to occur again, but whenever the fishermen return to the
scene, their memories dock on the fragrance of scented candles made from
the fat of that great fish.

As though everything always ends with a letter.

The sky turns back to blue. The waves open a new chapter.

Boats and fishermen are ready to sail off to sea.

In a letter, a lover ends: “When will you have had enough?”
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SOFIA ORTIZ
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SOFIA ORTIZ
(MEXICO)

121

MOYH 0L ONIHLIWNOS Y04 DNILIVM 40 d34IL



ON YAHYA HASSAN

CIRCUMFERENCE MAGAZINE

On Yahya Hassan

The poems featured here tell of Hassan’s time in the Danish juvenile detention
system, as evidenced by their speaker’s rage and desire for freedom. Hassan’s first
book sold over 100,000 copies and is still the single best-selling book of poetry in
Denmark’s history. Yahya Hassan himself passed away at the age of 24 in 2020,
just as his second book was published.

Hassan’s work rejects any national identity: he described himself as “a stateless
Palestinian with a Danish passport.” Yet he writes in Danish and is heavily influ-
enced by Danish poets, including Michael Strunge and Rudolf Broby-Johansen.
Throughout his short life, Hassan deflected all straightforward political categori-
zations, as distant from a pearl-clutching left shocked by his work as he was from
the xenophobic right.

Hassan’s home life was one of inescapable turmoil and violence. The book
YAHYA HASSAN traces the sources of iniquity and interminable cycles of hate.
We see the young Hassan perpetuating the same violence suffered and perpetrat-
ed by his father, taken out on animals, classmates, and others in his milieu.

While the book starts with some semblance of a cohesive family unit, as
portrayed in the poem “Plastikblomst” (“Plastic Flower”), poems such as “Den

Photo: Mogens Engelund; Hassan at the Copenhagen Book Fair “BogForum 2013”, Copenhagen, Denmark

122 JORDAN BARGER

Fromme” (“The Godly Man”) witness the family’s deterioration. The poet’s frus-
trations also take on a wider, geopolitical valence as he proceeds to see himself
as caught between a Danish social welfare system that wounds his father’s pride
and the Israeli-Palestinian conflict that rives his extended family. Yet his anger,
if overwhelming, never lapses into cynicism. Like all great political poets, his is
a righteous fury underwritten by the fervent hope that a better world is possible.

Beyond the Danish influences in his work, Hassan is also better understood
when considered alongside his Arab contemporaries, including Abdellatif Laabi.
Consider, for instance, the latter’s “Les Ecroulements” (“Collapses”), where the
same sense of pervasive political disenchantment is evinced, albeit in a far more

direct register:

Pourquoi ce silence mon aimée
Me condamnerais-tu 4 devoir imaginer
ce que je n’aurais jamais accepté d’imaginer

dussé-je me crever les yeux

Why this silence my beloved
Would you condemn me to imagining
what I would rather gouge my eyes out

than ever agree to imagine
tr. Donald Nicholson-Smith

A poet’s suffering is twofold. The poet imagines a better world while experienc-
ing the pain of our shared reality. Although Hassan’s work is shot through with
hatred and violence, it is nevertheless a true testament to the raw experience of
his life. Beyond any negative emotions, he is at base driven by the vision of a
world absolved of these abominations, where a father may have self-respect and
a young poet is not incarcerated for his righteous anger. It is a world to which
we may all aspire, and it is in this sense that Hassan’s work takes on its most
universal aspect.
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LEGAL NATARBEJDE

TILBAGE TIL AARHUS OG ET UOVERSTIGELIGT MORKE

TOSMYGSTOMHED OG KURT VILE

EN FATTER MED FULDSKAG

KOJRTE MED PAKKER OM NATTEN
TILFALDIGVIS BOGER TIL BOGHANDLERE
VIROG SMOGER OG HJORTE ARABISK MUSIK
SNAKKEDE OM LIVET

OM ARABISKE PIGER

NAT BLEV DAG I EN BOGHANDELS BAGGARD
DEN INTELLEKTUELLE RUTE

FRA JOURNALISTH@JSKOLEN TIL JURASTUDIET
OG VIDERE TIL VANGSGAARDS BOGHANDEL
HVER NAT SLUTTEDE VI AF PA MCDONALD’S
SOM BARN VAR DET IKKE ALTID

AT FAMILIEFORHOLDENE TILLOD

AT VI TIL EID GRILLEDE MED MIN FARS SUSKENDE
OG DERES BOURN

SA SPISTE VI ALTID DER

124

YAHYA HASSAN

(DENMARK, PALESTINE)

LEGAL NIGHT WORK

BACK TO AARHUS AND INSURMOUNTABLE DARKNESS
A TWO CIG EMPTINESS AND KURT VILE

A COUSIN WITH A FULL BEARD

DELIVERED PACKAGES AT NIGHT

COINCIDENTALLY BOOKS FOR BOOKSHOPS

WE SMOKED CIGS AND LISTENED TO ARAB MUSIC
TALKED ABOUT LIFE

ABOUT ARAB GIRLS

NIGHT TURNED TO DAY IN THE BACKYARD OF A BOOKSTORE
THE INTELLECTUAL ROUTE

FROM JOURNALISM IN HIGH SCHOOL TO LAW SCHOOL
STRAIGHT TO VANGAARDS BOOKSHOP

EACH NIGHT WE WRAPPED UP AT MCDONALD’S
WHEN I WAS A KID OUR FAMILY DRAMA

DIDN'T ALWAYS LET US

GRILL ON EID WITH MY AUNTS AND UNCLES

AND THEIR KIDS

SO WE ALWAYS ATE THERE

TR: JORDAN BARGER 125
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SOM OM DET VAR EN FIN RESTAURANT

FAR BLEV VED MED AT BESTILLE TIL VI ALLE VAR MATTE
FATTER SAGDE TAK FOR HJ£ALPEN

OG SATTE MIG AF VED VEJEN

MIN LN VAR NATTENS RETURKASSER

NOGLE NATTER VAR DER FIRE ELLER FEM

MEN DENNE NAT VAR DER KUN EN

JEG SPRETTEDE DEN OP TIDLIGT OM MORGENEN

UBRUGELIGE KRIMIER OG EN KNAUSGARD

126 YAHYA HASSAN
(DENMARK, PALESTINE)

LIKE IT WAS A FANCY RESTAURANT

DAD KEPT ORDERING UNTIL WE WERE ALL FULL

COUSIN SAID THANKS FOR THE HELP

AND DROPPED ME OFF ON THE SIDE OF THE ROAD

MY PAY WAS THAT EVENING’S BOX OF RETURNS

SOME NIGHTS THERE WERE FOUR OR FIVE

BUT TONIGHT THERE WAS ONLY ONE

EARLY THAT MORNING I TORE IT OPEN

USELESS CRIME NOVELS AND A KNAUSGAARD

TR: JORDAN BARGER
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KAFFEHOLDET

PA ALLE SOLHAVENS AFDELINGER

HZANGER ET NUMMER PA OPSLAGSTAVLEN

SOM PADAGOGERNE KAN BENYTTE SIG AF

HVIS DE IKKE SELV KAN STYRE GEMYTTERNE

SA KOMMER DER ASSISTANCE FRA ANDRE AFDELINGER
FORSTANDERENS BEKENDTE

OG ANDET BONDEFOLK DUKKER OP

OG NAR ALLE HAR FAET BANK OG ER SENDT PA VARELSET
DRIKKES DER KAFFE

OVER BLANKE MAGTANVENDELSESSKEMAER

128 YAHYA HASSAN
(DENMARK, PALESTINE)

THE COFFEE BREAK CREW

IN EACH OF SOLHAVEN’S SECTIONS

A NUMBER HANGS ON THE NOTICEBOARD

THAT THE SUPERVISORS CAN CALL

IF THEY CAN’T KEEP THINGS UNDER CONTROL ON THEIR OWN
IT’S FOR CALLING IN BACKUP FROM THE OTHER AREAS

THE HEADMASTER’S CLOSE CIRCLE

AND OTHER BUMPKINS SHOW UP

AND WHEN EVERYONE HAS BEEN WHIPPED AND SENT TO THEIR
ROOM

THEY DRINK THEIR COFFEE

OVER BLANK USE OF FORCE FORMS

TR: JORDAN BARGER 129
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FLYTNING

DET FGRSTE STED JEG BLEV ANBRAGT

LA TEN LILLE BY PA LANDET LIDT UDEN FOR VEJLE
DE UNGE SOM BOEDE DER VAR ALKOHOLIKERES AFKOM
JUNKIEM@DRES AFKOM

DER MAGTEDE AT F@DE

MEN IKKE MAGTEDE DEN EKSISTENS

DER KOM UD AF DERES SK@D

JEG PISSEDE I BALET NAR DE LAVEDE SNOBR@D

OG TOG HAVETRAKTOREN TIL BRUGSEN

NAR PEDAGOGERNE IKKE GAD KGRE

JEG BRUGTE ALLE MINE LOMMEPENGE PA SMGGER
OG STJAL SLIK OG SODAVAND OG SPRUT

JEG SLOGES MED MINE MEDANBRAGTE EN EFTER EN
DE FIK NOK AF MIG OG ROTTEDE SIG SAMMEN
PIGER OG DRENGE

MEN DE KAN KUN SPYTTE OG SKABE SIG

JEG TRUEDE DEM MED BRGDKNIVEN

OG VISTE DEN OGSA TIL EN PADAGOG

130 YAHYA HASSAN
(DENMARK, PALESTINE)

MOVING

THE FIRST SPOT I GOT PLACED
WAS IN A LITTLE COUNTRY TOWN OUTSIDE OF VEJLE

THE YOUNG PEOPLE THAT LIVED THERE WERE THE OFFSPRING
OF ALCOHOLICS

THE DESCENDANTS OF JUNKIE MOMS

WHO WERE ABLE TO GIVE BIRTH

BUT UNABLE TO SUPPORT THE LIFE

THAT CAME OUT OF THEIR WOMB

I PISSED IN THE FIRE WHEN THEY MADE STICK BREAD
AND JOYRODE THE TRACTOR TO BRUGSEN

WHEN THE SUPERVISORS WOULDN’'T GIVE ME A RIDE

I SPENT ALL MY POCKET MONEY ON SMOKES

AND STOLE CANDY AND SODA AND BOOZE

[ FOUGHT WITH THE OTHER DELINQUENTS ONE BY ONE
THEY HAD ENOUGH OF ME AND GANGED UP ON ME
GIRLS AND BOYS

BUT ALL THEY KNOW IS HOW TO SPIT AND ACT TOUGH
I THREATENED THEM WITH THE BREAD KNIFE

AND POINTED IT AT THIS ONE SUPERVISOR

TR: JORDAN BARGER 131
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FORDI HUN FORB@D MIG AT SPISE MELLEM MALTIDERNE
JEG FIK EN SKIVE BR@OD

OG EN KONTAKTPERSON SOM FAKTISK VAR FLINK

MEN KOMMUNEN HAVDE KUN BEVILLIGET EN MANED
EN DAG SAGDE DE AT JEG SKULLE PA HJEMMEBES@G

JEG PAKKEDE EN TASKE OG TOG MIT FINESTE TQ] PA
MIN VEN SKULLE FLYTTE TIL TUNESIEN

HAN HAVDE INVITERET MIG TIL EN AFSKEDSFEST

JEG FALDT [ SOUVN PA MOTORVEJEN

DA JEG IGEN VAGNEDE OP VAR JEG I SILKEBORG SKOV
EN PRIMITIV HYTTE OG ET NYT HOLD PADAGOGER

JEG FOLTE MIG HELT TIL GRIN I MIT FESTTQ]

TANDTE EN SMOG

DE VISTE MIG HYTTEN

OG SAGDE AT JEG BARE KUNNE GRAVE ET HUL [ JORDEN
HVIS JEG SKULLE SKIDE

JEG SMADREDE HELE HYTTEN MED EN STOR STEGEPANDE

FORST ALLE VINDUER

132 YAHYA HASSAN
(DENMARK, PALESTINE)

BECAUSE SHE WOULDN'T LET ME EAT BETWEEN MEALS

I GOT A SLICE OF BREAD

AND A CASEWORKER WHO WAS ACTUALLY NICE

BUT THE MUNICIPALITY HAD ONLY GRANTED ME ONE MONTH
ONE DAY THEY SAID I HAD TO LEAVE

I PACKED A BAG AND PUT ON MY BEST CLOTHES

MY FRIEND WAS MOVING TO TUNISIA

HE HAD INVITED ME TO A GOING AWAY PARTY

I FELL ASLEEP ON THE HIGHWAY

WHEN I WOKE UP I WAS IN SILKEBORG FOREST

A PRIMITIVE CABIN WITH A NEW TEAM OF SUPERVISORS

I FELT RIDICULOUS IN MY PARTY CLOTHES

LIT A CIG

THEY SHOWED ME THE CABIN

AND TOLD ME I COULD JUST DIG A HOLE IN THE GROUND
IF I HAD TO SHIT

I TORE UP THE WHOLE CABIN WITH A BIG FRYING PAN

FIRST ALL THE WINDOWS

TR: JORDAN BARGER 133
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SA POTTEPLANTER OG KRUKKER OG TALLERKENER OG GLAS
JEG SPARKEDE D@RENE IND OG VALTEDE REOLEN
RYKKEDE SKUFFERNE UD OG KNAKKEDE SKABSLAGERNE AF
PADAGOGERNE HOLDT JEG PA AFSTAND

MED MIN LOMMEKNIV

DE GIK UD OG SNAKKEDE NU BEGGE I TELEFON

JEG OPDAGEDE AT DERES BIL VAR STARTET

LOB UD AF HYTTEN

SPRANG IND OG LASTE D@RENE

DET VAR SVART AT FINDE KOBLINGSPUNKTET

MED TO PADAGOGER PA KGLEREN

JEG SATTE I BAKGEAR

DE RULLEDE AF

OG JEG BAKKEDE IND I EN NETOP ANKOMMET BIL

FLERE PADAGOGER

DE SMADREDE SIDERUDEN OG GAV MIG EN OMGANG

134 YAHYA HASSAN
(DENMARK, PALESTINE)

THEN THE HOUSEPLANTS THE POTS THE PLATES THE GLASSES
I KICKED THE DOOR IN AND TURNED OVER A BOOKCASE

RIPPED OUT THE DRAWERS AND BROKE OFF THE CABINET
DOORS

I KEPT THE SUPERVISORS AT A DISTANCE

WITH MY POCKET KNIFE

THEY WENT OUT AND BOTH TALKED ON THE PHONE
I NOTICED THEIR CAR WAS LEFT ON

RAN OUT OF THE CABIN

JUMPED IN AND LOCKED THE DOORS

IT WAS HARD TO PUT INTO GEAR

WITH TWO SUPERVISORS ON THE HOOD

[ PUT IT IN REVERSE

THEY ROLLED OFF

AND I BACKED INTO A CAR THAT JUST GOT THERE
FULL OF SUPERVISORS

THEY SMASHED THE SIDE WINDOW AND GAVE ME A THRASHING

TR: JORDAN BARGER 135
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MOLLEN

TO DRENGE FRA o.
SPISTE EN SVAMP OG BRENDTE SKOLEN NED

SA NU FOREGIK UNDERVISNINGEN

I GRA PAVILLONER I SKOLEGARDEN

SOMMERFERIEN VAR DEN VARSTE FERIE

MEN VI EYLDTE TASKERNE MED T¢]

OG UDEN FAR FL@J VI TIL EN FLYGTNINGELEJR I LIBANON
MED STROMAFBRYDELSE OG GIFTIGE VANDHANER

VI BLEV INTRODUCERET FOR TANTER OG ONKLER

DER LIGNEDE VORES DANSKE TANTER OG ONKLER

I EN FORHUTLET UDGAVE

MIN YNGSTE BROR BLEV OMSKARET DET AR

HAN SKREG OG GRED

TRE ONKLER HOLDT HAM FAST

MENS LEAGEN GIK I GANG

MED NOGET DER LIGNEDE EN SAKS

OG SA HALALSLAGTEDE VI FARET

BLODET FL@D UD PA VEJEN

136 YAHYA HASSAN
(DENMARK, PALESTINE)

THE MILL

TWO BOYS FROM 9™ GRADE

TOOK SHROOMS AND BURNED DOWN THE SCHOOL
SO NOW SCHOOL HAPPENS

IN GRAY TRAILERS IN THE SCHOOLYARD

SUMMER HOLIDAY WAS THE WORST HOLIDAY

BUT WE FILLED OUR BAGS WITH CLOTHES

AND WITHOUT DAD WE FLEW TO A REFUGEE CAMP IN
LEBANON

WITH POWER OUTAGES AND POISON TAPWATER
WE WERE INTRODUCED TO AUNTS AND UNCLES
THEY WERE LIKE OUR DANISH AUNTS AND UNCLES

BUT LIKE A POOR VERSION

MY YOUNGEST BROTHER GOT CIRCUMSIZED THAT YEAR

HE SCREAMED AND CRIED

THREE UNCLES HELD HIM DOWN

WHILE THE DOCTOR WENT TO WORK

WITH SOMETHING LIKE SCISSORS

THEN WE HALAL SLAUGHTERED A SHEEP

THE BLOOD FLOWED OUT ONTO THE ROAD

TR: JORDAN BARGER
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OG JEG BLEV SAT TIL AT HIVE I EN ENDELJS TARM
TIL FREDAGSBYN MUDTE JEG LAGEN

DER VILLE VIDE HVORDAN DET GIK MIN BRORS PIK
DA BROR FIK @JE PA LEGEN LOB HAN

OG PLUDSELIG VAR ISRAELERNE OVER OS
TASKERNE BLEV PAKKET MENS BOMBERNE FALDT
MORFAR KGRTE OS TIL SYRIEN

SYV PALASTINENSERE I DEN GAMLE MERCEDES

OG LYDEN AF FAIRUZ

B@RN PA MIN EGEN ALDER KOM OVER TIL BILEN
VILLE SAELGE TOILETPAPIR MENS VI HOLDT FOR RODT
EN LANG TUR I NATTEN SLUTTEDE MED ET KYS
OG MORFAR K@URTE TILBAGE AD DEN VE]

SOM SENERE BLEV BOMBET

JEG HAVDE GLADET MIG

TIL AT KOMME OVER I PAVILLONERNE

MEN JEG VAR BLEVET SMIDT UD AF KLASSEN

JEG SKULLE OVER I MJLLEN

138 YAHYA HASSAN
(DENMARK, PALESTINE)

AND [ WAS TOLD TO GATHER THE ENDLESS INTESTINES

AT FRIDAY PRAYER I MET THE DOCTOR

WHO WANTED TO KNOW HOW MY BROTHER’S COCK WAS
DOING

WHEN BROTHER SAW THE DOCTOR HE RAN

AND SUDDENLY THERE WERE ISRAELIS OVERHEAD

BAGS WERE PACKED AS THE BOMBS DROPPED

GRANDFATHER DROVE US TO SYRIA

SEVEN PALESTINIANS IN THAT OLD MERCEDES

ALL LISTENING TO FAIRUZ

CHILDREN MY OWN AGE CAME OVER TO THE CAR

TRYING TO SELL US TOILET PAPER AT A RED LIGHT

A LONG NIGHT'S RIDE ENDED WITH A KISS

AND GRANDFATHER DRIVING BACK DOWN THE ROAD

THAT WAS LATER BOMBED

I WAS LOOKING FORWARD

TO COMING BACK TO THOSE TRAILERS

BUT I GOT KICKED OUT OF CLASS

AND WENT DOWN BY THE MILL

TR: JORDAN BARGER 139
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OVER TIL RAMI OG DAUD OG ALl OG MOHAMMED
VISTJAL MADPAKKER OG POKEMONKORT
SA PORNO I FRIKVARTERET

OG KASTEDE STEN EFTER HANDVARK ERNE

140 YAHYA HASSAN
(DENMARK, PALESTINE)

OVER TO RAMI AND DAUD AND ALl AND MOHAMMED

WE STOLE LUNCH BOXES AND POKEMON CARDS

LOOKED AT PORN AT RECESS

AND THREW ROCKS AT THE CONSTRUCTION WORKERS

TR: JORDAN BARGER
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M3 3anmcent B fHEBHUKE

(«H03T»)

5 X04Y OBITH TEM IIbAHBIM TOITOM

(1 TouHO 3HAI0, YTO 9TO OBLI 1109T),
KOTOPBII HEUCTOBO CXBATHI 34 JIALIKAHBL
HE IyCKABIIETO €T0 MITUIIOHEPA

U, TPACSCH C HUM B KAKOM-TO
APOKCHU3ME HEPACTOPIKUMOCTH

OpAaJI Ha BECh TOPIKECTBEHHBIE BECTHOIOMD:
«Brr y mens nonerurel..

S Bac, 6..., 3acTasiio jeTars!..»

142 MAPK OABbIAOB [MARK DAVIDOV]
(RUSSIA)

From the Notes in a Journal
(A Poet)

I want to be that drunk poet

(I'm positive he was a poet)

who, furiously grasping the lapels

of the officer holding onto him,

and, shaking one another in some kind of

essential paroxysm of singularity,

screamed across the entire majestic vestibule,
“You, Sir, are going to fly!

»

You piece of shit, I will make you fly!

TR: WENDY CHIN-TANNER & VERONICA DAVIDOV
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Notes

»

24 Leung She-kwan
“Lost With the Gun you Brought” and “Return to Aberdeen” first appeared in

Leung She-kwan’s HHIZE [Summer of Freedom] (Art & Culture Outreach,
2017), reproduced by permission of the author.

s2 Vincent Van Gogh Reworks Frans Hals’s Portrait of Descartes
“Vincent Van Gogh Reworks Frans Hals’s Portrait of Descartes” is included in
John Scotus Eriguena at Laon, a collection of poems by Jacques Darras, translat-

ed from French by Richard Sieburth, forthcoming from World Poetry Books
in September, 2022.

76 Antonia Pozzi

The copyright for the poems of Antonia Pozzi belongs to the Carlo Cattaneo
and Giulio Preti International Insubric Center for Philosophy, Epistemology,
Cognitive Sciences and the History of Science and Technology of the

University of Insubria, depositary and owner of the whole Archive and Library
of Antonia Pozzi.

106 From Tractatus

Tractatus, written by Rébert Gl and translated by David Short, will be pub-
lished in fall of 2022 by Schism Press, London.

NOTES
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