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sofía ortiz
(mexico)

eunice lee

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” (물), 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” (물가위), 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. 

During my conversations with the poet, I was reminded of the ease with which 
the English word “water” might flow into the words “what” and “whatever.” 
Hence, I’ve translated these “mul” objects into “waterobjects.” The “waterbud,” 
for instance, comes from “mulsongi” (물송이), a portmanteau of “mul” and the 
particle “songi” (송이, 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” (비). 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.

Five Poems from  
Water, Goggles, Moonlight
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신영배 [shin youngbae]
(south korea)

tr: eunice lee

물가위
빗속으로 구두가 던져질 때
화분 높이
비의 하단이 벌어졌다
짧은 치마가 짧게 던져질 때
유리창이 반짝 하고
비의 하단이 벌어졌다
어깨가 벗겨지고
단추가 뜯기고
블라우스가 던져질 때
골목에 살색이 버려질 때
검은색은 더 휘어지고
공기는 더 비릿하고
비의 하단이 벌어졌다
던져진 것이 바닥에 으깨지거나
벽에 달라붙거나
머리채일 때
비의 하단이 싹둑

벌어졌다

빗속에 B 가 서 있었다

벌어졌다

창문 안쪽에도 비가 내리고
아프지 않게 종이인형을 가위로 오리는 손끝으로부터

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
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신영배 [shin youngbae]
(south korea)

tr: eunice lee

물걸레와 옥상
옥상에 한 여자가 서 있다 떨어져라 떨어져라 바람이 그녀를 밀고 있다 그 바람을 잡았다 
웃는 바람을 놓았다 다시 잡았다 놓았다 장난, 당신들은 웃으면서 그녀를 민다

당신들은 그녀에게 걸레라고 말했다 말했다 자신들을 향해선 신사 말끔한 남자 향기 나는 
숙녀 새하얀 여자 근엄한 아저씨 바른 아줌마

난간, 한 여자가 몰리고 한 소녀가 죽으러 가고 그 작은 아이도 아래를 내려다보는, 난간 

물이 계단을 올라가고 위로 흐르고 계단은 계단이 아니다 물이 옥상을 안고 가볍게 날고 
옥상은 옥상이 아니다

물이 집 안으로 들어가 소파를 적시고 소파 위에 앉은 남자들과 여자들을 적시고 소파가 
아닌 소파 위에서 벌어지는 입

커튼을 젖히고 밀쳐놓은 치마와 여자를 젖히고 걸레는 걸레가 아니다

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 
little 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
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신영배 [shin youngbae]
(south korea)

tr: eunice lee

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, now
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

물꽃뱀상자
소녀는 상자 속에 손을 넣고 기다렸다
엄마가 물어준다면, 야호! 소리를 지를 텐데
소녀도 말을 물 텐데
꽃방울처럼 말을 터뜨릴 텐데
소녀는 엄마와 살던 마을을 접어서
종이배로 띄웠다
물이 멀리 흘러갔다
소녀는 상자 속에 손을 넣고 기다렸다
물어주세요 엄마
새로 살게 된 마을에서도
사람들은 소녀를 알이라고 생각했다 
알 속에 꽃뱀이 있을 거라고
알에서 나와 꽃뱀으로 돌아다닐 거라고
엄마가 쫓겨난 마을과
소녀가 숨어서 사는 마을이 겹쳤다
물은 돌아와 달을 삼키고 다시 뱉어라
소녀는 상자 속에 손을 넣고 기다렸다
그게 뭐니?
사람들이 소녀가 사는 구멍을 찾아냈다
이건 밤이에요
소녀는 상자를 흔들었다
밖으로 나오렴
사람들이 손을 내밀었다
이건 꽃이에요
소녀는 상자를 흔들었다
사람들이 고개를 가로저었다
이건 뱀이에요
소녀는 상자를 흔들었다
사람들이 구멍을 메웠다

나는 물꽃뱀상자 속에 손을 넣고 기다렸다

이건 달밤이에요

나는 상자를 흔들었다
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신영배 [shin youngbae]
(south korea)

tr: eunice lee

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?

미용사 B 와 비의 날
유리창이 물처럼 흘러내렸 다
물을 활짝 열고 미장원을 열었다 
B 는 물가위를 들었다
그녀가 미장원으로 들어왔다 
B 는 그녀를 의자에 앉히고
그녀 목에 보자기를 둘렀다
보자기 속으로 그녀 몸이 쏙 들어갔다
B 가 가위질을 했다
그녀 발 에 물 송이가 떨어졌다
맨발 과 물 송 이
으깨진 발목과 물 송 이

짧은 치마가 그녀를 찾으러 왔다
물가위가 귓 바 퀴처럼 벌어졌다
B 는 그녀 목에서 보자기를 걷어냈다
그녀가 사라졌다 
B 는 그녀가 사라진 자리에 짧은 치마를 앉히고
가위질을 했다 

챙 넓은 모자가 그녀를 찾으러 왔다
물가위가 손가 락처럼 벌어졌다
보자기를 걷어내자 짧은 치마가 사라졌 다
B 는 의자에 챙 넓 은 모자를 앉히고
가위질을 했다 

새빨간 구두가 그녀를 찾으러 왔다
물가위가 눈동자처럼 벌어졌다
보자기 속이 부 풀어오르고 
사라진 챙 
넓 은 모 자
B 는 의자에 새 빨 간 구두를 앉 혔다

가위질을 할 때마다 가위에서 물 송이가 떨어졌다
물 송 이 물 송 이 물 송 이 물 송 이

자, 가장 아 팠 던 시간으로 가볼까 요?
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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
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신영배 [shin youngbae]
(south korea)

tr: eunice lee
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사라진 그녀와
사라진 사물들과
새빨간 구두가
꿈속으로 들어갔다

창밖에서 내리던 비가 그녀를 찾으러 왔다
B 는 비를 앉히고 가위질을 했다
물송이 물송이 물송이 물송이

이제 깨면 돌아옵니다

새빨간 구두가 가장 먼저 깨고
챙 넓은 모자가 돌아오고
짧은 치마가 돌아오고
그녀가 가장 나중에 돌아왔다

문이 물로 젖어서 흐늘거렸다
B 는 물을 닫고 미장원을 닫았다

빗속을 걸어갔다

짧은 치마를 입은 그녀와

챙 넓은 모자의 그녀와

새빨간 구두를 신고
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신영배 [shin youngbae]
(south korea)

tr: eunice lee

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

면도날과 물비행기
눈을 감았다가 뜨면 물비행기가 나타났다
실처럼 가볍고 가느다란 비행기
B 는 쓰레기 속에 발이 빠졌다
엄마는 평생 도망쳤다는데
반짝이는 비행기에 타지 못했다
B 는 태어나면서부터 도망쳤다
쓰레기 속을 헤치고 헤쳤다
쓰레기는 점점 쌓여 산을 이루었다
할례
꼭꼭 숨겨진 면도날 이야기는
소녀들의 몸을 찢었다
이야기의 맨 꼭대기에 있는 남자가
면도날을 들고 찾아왔다
B 는 도망쳤다
쓰레기 속을 달렸다
쓰러졌다가 깨어나면 눈앞에 물비행기가 떴다
B 는 손을 뻗었다
쓰레기 산엔 비행기가 앉지 않는다고
경고 사이렌이 울렸다
면도날이 반짝였다
B 는 도망쳤다
도망쳐도 도망쳐도 쓰레기 속이었다

별들이 물송이로 떨어지는 밤
물송이 나는 밤
발이 공중에 떠오르고
꿈에 보이는 문자

환한 밤의 물비행기

B 는 물비행기에 탔다, 날아갔다
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tr: john hennessy & ostap kinЮРІЙ АНДРУХОВИЧЮРІЙ АНДРУХОВИЧ [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 flow
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

Етюд серпня

серпень жарінь розпашілого глека 
жовто спахнули дахи і портали 
книга яку неуважно гортали 
раптом сліпучо заквітла мов спека 
 
серпень ріка невимовно солодка 
плинуть будівлі старої сецесії 
чиста й тонка світляна поволока 
вкрила дерев полудневі процесії
 
серпень моя невблаганна ідилія 
теплого воску олійна держава 
вулиця скрипка соната неділя 
гостра як жала 
                        тривожна 
                                         тужава 
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tr: john hennessy & ostap kinЮРІЙ АНДРУХОВИЧЮРІЙ АНДРУХОВИЧ [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

Етюд неспокою

трава на камені вона 
вночі росте у ранах дому 
трава лунка немов луна 
рослинне тіло в кам’яному
 
і ми так часто не спимо 
і наслухаємо допоки
нічна трава зітхає мов
нічні озера і затоки
 
себе вганяючи мов клин 
у ці крихкі тріскучі плити 
запасти в усмішки щілин 
триматись каменя і жити
 
хоча б між рейок і коліс 
між днями виникне і снами 
висока й чиста ніби ліс 
трава яка прийде за нами
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tr: john hennessy & ostap kinЮРІЙ АНДРУХОВИЧЮРІЙ АНДРУХОВИЧ [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

Вуличний етюд

вітер то птах опівнічний змах 
що там за вікнами в сонних домах 
 
тьмяні жарівки свічковий сад 
тихі водойми таємних кімнат
 
риби на стінах безгучно шепочуть 
з кранів іржаві потоки хлюпочуть
 
отже прийшла кристалічна тверда 
з чорних лісів запізніла вода
 
промінь метелика в люстро влетів 
місячно вигнуті спини котів
 
чаші чарки на серветі 
                                     сервант 
погруддя мислителя (може кант)
 
іноді з піни фіранки лице 
визирне 
               ніби чекав я на це 
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tr: john hennessy & ostap kinЮРІЙ АНДРУХОВИЧЮРІЙ АНДРУХОВИЧ [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

Етюд з воронами

на цьому світі стільки ірреального 
шукаємо тверду земну основу 
грудневе пиво біля кафедрального 
і сірий день мугиче боса-нову 
 
відлига як сльоза над містом лине 
автобуси приходять і відходять 
і в наших кухлях писаної глини 
колишеться гірка бурштинна подать 
 
ми так цього тепла затято прагнули 
як вимерзле пагіння винограду 
ворони ці маленькі чорні ангели 
збирають на фронтоні чорну раду
 
і тане сніг в якому так намішано 
пісок і сіль тяжкі земні мірила 
а ми в холодні кухлі тепло дишемо 
і дивимось як мають чорні крила 
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璇筠 [leung she-kwan]
(hong kong)

回到香港仔
那疲憊的西裙
穿過山洞
迎接他的，便是一道明媚的強光。
有一個卡通太陽在微笑。
穿過一盞綠坡
球場上的老人和青年緩步跑
在密封的玻璃車廂內
彷彿迎來撲撲海風

那道橋劃分避風塘
避風塘相對南海
遙遠卻熾熱的夕陽。
那年老的畫舫
睜眼看著高高的玻璃外牆
圍堵海岸。
青根魚的眼。

街上時有汽車的煙塵，
揚起浮游的鹹腥
老嬤嬤和老嬤嬤在串門
這兒人的面容粗豪而純淨
就像隨時可以把尾巴放回海洋。
香港仔廣場上
白鴿不知何時都飛走了
大家仍舊坐在麥當勞邊。

聽說山洞要再砍開來
那文明的鐵
轟隆轟隆
讓我們便捷的出去
把更多人送過來。
這山洞已沒有乒乓魚蛋，
鴨脷洲早已不再寒傖。

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.

tr: kevin wang [王可]
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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

來到海的邊緣
天后娘娘仍在守護
爸爸的歸航/點點鱗光。
那常不是一道風景
那常就是我的歸途。
大海大海
當你捲起波濤
一瓣又一瓣
我只能
純樸如最初
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璇筠 [leung she-kwan]
(hong kong)

tr: kevin wang [王可]
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(hong kong)

tr: kevin wang [王可]
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帶一支槍迷路 — 給書院 

帶一支槍迷路
你是藍色的火炬手
你僅只是你
不是別人
要在這裡
燃起想像的夢

從修道院中傳來的
風的顏色，搖曳的火
有一頭獸張開眼
將要長成人的模樣
流著自由的血的異香
品嚐美。

任你在天台看花
任你在月亮養魚
任你親吻每一道灰色的陽光
就如同它
折射給你

（唯有力量   最接近風的密談。
唯有秘密的痛苦
讓人成長。）

人類接近天堂之美的力量：
第一是時間
第二是酒
第三就是藝術
—沈默而實用的河流。

Lost With the Gun you Brought 
  for the young artist

Lost with the gun you brought
You, blue torch bearer
Are only you after all
Not any other
Here, you must light the imagined fire

From the monastery comes the
Color of wind, flicker of flame
A monster opens her eyes
Soon to take the shape of one who
Bleeds freedom, a rare perfume,
And revels in beauty.

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

(Strength is proximity to the wind’s discourse. 
Only suffering secrets

allow us to grow.)

Human virtues past the vaulted sky:
First, time
Second, wine
Third, your art
—noiseless, practical current.
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你扳下快門。
像忿怒的百合花那樣易碎
知識都是易碎的
蒐集經過的石頭的臉。
你扳下快門。

可是你不明白。
可是你不用怕。
世界給你出的每一道題
都是出過的。
但是要用自己的方式
交給死亡。

一旦開始忘記
我們又重新活著。
當火車駛離站台，
孤獨的時間就是
存在的時間。

那珍重的，唯一的記憶之河
奔向了寂靜之森林
而我奔向你。

20160626

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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璇筠 [leung she-kwan]
(hong kong)

tr: kevin wang [王可]
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tr: farangis ghaderi & raha rafii [mahwi] مەحوی
(iraq)

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 Sanʿan’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?

بکەم چ  نەکەم،  تەقوا  زوڵمەتی  کەشفی  بادە  نووری  بە 
بکەم چ  نەکەم،  وا  شەوێکی  چاری  وەها  شەمعێکی  بە 

سەودایە داغی  هەر  هەیە،  هەرچی  دڵمدا  خەزنەی  لە 
دەسا ئەم نەقدە دەردی عیشقی پێ سەودا نەکەم، چ بکەم

یار زوڵفی  زونناری  ناکەوێ  ڕێ  مەلا  دەستی  لەگەڵ 
وەکوو »شێخ« ئیختیاری مەزهەبی تەرسا نەکەم، چ بکەم

پێما نەنا  پێی  و  خاک  کردە  خۆم  شۆخەدا  ئەو  ڕێی  لە 
دەسا خاکی هەموو عالەم بە سەر خۆما نەکەم، چ بکەم

خامۆشە و  مات  مەحەببەت  پڕشۆری  شاری  دەمێکە 
بکەم چ  نەکەم،  ئینشا  شۆڕشێ  تەجەننون  قانوونی  بە 

دەریە بەر  سەجدە  نۆبەی  گریە،  بۆ  نەما  چاوانم  لە 
بکەم چ  نەکەم،  ئیستیسقا  نوێژی  نەبارە،  سیاساڵم 

الجمعە مانع  قەزییەم  دنیا،  دوشمنە  تۆم  سەر  لە 
کە تەرکی تۆ نەکەم، تەرکی هەموو دنیا نەکەم، چ بکەم

بە زوو  ئەجەل،  ماوم.  نابەجێ  یاران،  لە  ماوم  بەجێ 
بکەم چ  نەکەم،  ئیستیعفا  ژینە  قسووری  لەم  مردن  بە 

مەحوی لیقا  وادەی  ئەدا  حەشر  ڕۆژی  بە  لەیلا  ئەوا 
بکەم چ  نەکەم،  واوەیلا  و  ئاه  قیامەت،  قامی  هەتا 

^
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tr: farangis ghaderi & raha rafii [mahwi] مەحوی
(iraq)

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

I 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

دەکەم بێدادێ  و  داد  من  نەیبیێ،  یا  بیبیێ، 
فەریادێ دەکەم ئاهـ و  نەداتێ،  یا  بداتێ،  گوێ 

حەققی ئیخلاسە بەجێ هێنانی ئادابی خولووس
دەکەم یادێ  دڵ  بە  من  نەزانێ،  یا  بزانێ  پێ 

پێش هاتۆتە  ئەوا  شیرینێک  عیشقی  بێستوونی 
گەر لە حەق بێم و نەیەم، تەقلیدی فەرهادێ دەکەم

ئاوی تێغی وەفقی هەر توشنە لەبێکە، من نەبێ
دەکەم دادێ  مەزڵەمە  لەم  نەبێ،  یا  بێ  کارگەر 

دەرسی عیشقم هەر لە کن پەروانە یا بولبول بووە
بیگەمێ یا نەیگەمێ، هەر مەشقی ئوستادێ دەکەم

کوشتنی ئیسفەندیاری نەفسە بەستەی ڕایی پیر
گەر مەدەد کا یا نەکا، لەو شاهە ئیمدادێ دەکەم

دوور رێگێکی  مەحویا  بەرمە  لە  نزیکانە  بەم 
بێتە دەستم یا نەیێ، هەر کۆششی زادێ دەکەم

ەل
ەز

غ

^
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funcionario que celebra un ritual	 funcionario que celebra un ritual
alrededor de su ombligo que trota hasta más no poder
y se odia a si mismo cada mañana bajo el sol de la avenida fumando escupiendo 
 estornudando
disertando bajo un agua de ángeles que gorjea en los ascensores
pues digo yo qué otra cosa puedo hacer sino ser yo mismo
gritando con todos mis ladridos negándome vanagloriándome
de mis acciones curvado por el peso de las urnas sobre una gota 
de saliva para revivir una hazaña perdida
haciendo eses por la calle más viejo que de costumbre
buen hablador que guarda silencio en público eso si
más que todo convertido en ave de rapiña
orinando diciéndome cada mañana 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 habitación
gritan tan alto como yo me ahogan en mi propio grito
sienten vergüenza de mí
debo tener sin embargo una voz probablemente una bella voz
me he dicho a mi mismo mas quién me ha de oír si lo que hago 
es chillar aquí abajo
ebrio de felicidad alguna vez me recuerdo tamborileando sobre la lluvia
con dedos mojados en cerveza
extraño tam tam emerge en domingo desde mi oficina
cuento hasta diez	 dónde me he de ocultar esta vez
todas las puertas están misteriosamente selladas
dónde hacer aquello		  arrójaseme de todas partes,
arrójaseme del sueño, arrójaseme de mi mismo
y el brillo de un año nuevo me encandila de repente
	 sol agrietado que irrumpe a través de los vidrios del año nuevo

me inundo	 me inundo
hay que reconocerlo no estoy hecho para dirigir la multitud
y algo espeso como pulpa de café se adhiere a mis ojos

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 office 
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
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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 i’m tied to the pole
 

d
e d

ic
ta

d
o

 p
o

r
 la

 ja
u

r
ía

pega sus presentimientos a mi piel	 agota mi enorme paciencia
cómo desprenderme de todo esto si no puedo mudar de piel 
otra vez grito se me ha encerrado aquí estoy sentado como
	 jonás sobre un barril de pólvora
se me ordena salir ya es tarde estoy atado al poste
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esperando salvación		  los números ceros atraviesan las paredes
de los cráneos limpios de conciencia	 se internan por el ojo de los 
funcionarios a quienes atormenta la manía de contar
que padecen en silencio sus miopías con sus trajes limpios
mientras sueñan despiadadamente en sus jaulas comunes
sin olvidar sus desvelos de padres múltiples ni su avidez
de contar todo lo que está al alcance de sus manos
agachándose bajo una orden cuando por distracción
algún número 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 comprobación
allí mismo comienzan a sobrar ceros cifras humillantes que enloquecen 
al encargado de poner fuego a los billetes de banco
sucios ajados billetes sin dueño que
derrite la carnicería de esta llama infamante

ya no hay ceniza en los dientes sino boletos de tren
que después de todo se transforman en partidas de defunción

se ha producido un excedente increíble 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 salvación
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 tamaño de todas sus desdichas

sus cadáveres exageradamente grandes

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		  estos muros con espesor de lava y mar cuya existencia
suda horriblemente no se están quietos ni un minuto más
bucean con un ojo consternado que silba en el interior de las lámparas 
de enfermería basculando en los torrentes de sangre que ascienden 
hasta el techo en el tóxico de los sismos y en las corrientes
de las aves migratorias
engastados bajo mareas de almohadas
semejantes a la esponja marina

entre sueños de epilépticos con su sed de discordias y sus sillas 
de ruedas hechas para el amor de los palúdicos cuyos nombres 
borrados por la lluvia ya olvidaron sus primeras amantes
en fin estos muros de fiesta propicios para toda confesión
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 crucifixión que hacen delirar a las vértebras

estos muros en desuso

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

d
e d

ic
ta

d
o

 p
o

r
 la

 ja
u

r
ía



CIRCUMFERENCE MAGAZINE

46 47

c
o

n
ta

c
to

 v

sofía ortiz
(mexico)



49

CIRCUMFERENCE MAGAZINE

Vasya

48 ЕЛЕНА ГУРО [ЕЛЕНА ГУРО [elena guro]
(russia)

from Baby Camels of the Sky, 1914

tr: matvei yankelevich

Your fathers, they duped you! Year in and year out, they deceive the youth. But 
I 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 flow from your lowered, bashful face…

“What a good young man your Vasya has become!”
Oh, 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, flowers, 
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 formality—
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 
you’d 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?
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Later, grown up, he comes to me and he says: “I’ve met her, I 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 set 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. You’re 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?

ЕЛЕНА ГУРО [ЕЛЕНА ГУРО [elena guro]
(russia)
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Vincent Van Gogh Reworks Frans 
Hals’s Portrait of Descartes

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
I 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

Vincent Van Gogh retravaille le 
portrait de Descartes par Frans Hals

j’ai marché toute une matinée 
chapeau en toile sur la tête 
dans la poche ton petit livre 
Méditations Métaphysiques 
l’étendue solaire est élastique 
l’étendue est de la lumière 
m’entends-tu Descartes ?
l’étendue est de l’extension lumineuse
Scot Érigéne l’Irlandais avait raison
il y a la lumière luminante
il y a la lumière luminée
je déshabille les paysages je les dénude jusqu’au noyau solaire 
vois l’herbe se tord les pêches au pêcher tournent sur elles-mêmes
les atomes sont jaunes
concentre-toi sur ce verre de lumière
avale ta potion solaire
avale-la pour moi s’il te plaît
la rate des baleines de Harlingen ne reproduit pas la clarité de l’olive
l’huile de foie de morue suédoise ne remplace rien
je te ferai Camarguais Descartes 
je te montrerai Galilée tournant dans le soleil avec le soleil 
le mistral monte
j’attache mon chevalet à l’arbre parasol
je me sangle à mon chevalet
maintenant je suis Ulysse je chante avec les sirènes
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 suprême
le vortex, tu dis bien, le vortex
l’entonnoir de la lumière le siphon
suis-moi vieux marin
n’aie pas peur
la matière est de l’esprit en plus épais
l’étendue la pensée collent ensemble
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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

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
qu’il y a deux substances
mon cher alchimiste la lumière est partout
la lumière est tamis de la matière
la lumière nous enfarine de jour nous encharbonne de nuit 
la lumière nous cuit dans nos chairs solaires
nous nous évaporons à la fin dans la grande bouilloire la mort 
nous cuisons au cœur d’une grande cuisine dont nous sommes le thym
le thym du temps
nous les dieux thympaniques
la peinture est la musique de la matière le chant de la lumière 
le térébinte vient des sapins du Nord c’est vrai
le térébinte l’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’à la cécité de la lumière 
viens entendre avec moi la première minute d’explosion du moteur du monde
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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, I’m a Hanshin fan as well). 
Steam and warming up the body seem to promote conversation. At university 
I 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 I 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. Boy, 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 
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Public Baths and Public Cafeterias

藤原辰史 [tatsushi fujihara]
(japan)

tr: sam bett
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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 little 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. I’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.

藤原辰史 [tatsushi fujihara]
(japan)
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(iran)

شعر
۲

گشودنِ این گره
نگاه نشاندن به دشت‌های سبز می‌خواهد

می‌خواهد پنبه‌های رها
سوزِ دی را به اجاق تکیه دهند

چراغ‌های اتوبانی دور
ذوقِ نیمه شب شوند در حباب‌های آبِ تلخ و ترانه‌های منگ

تو از همان کهنگی
رنگی تازه برداری و بگویی:

— زیباتر شدم؟
اما آویزان و از مویرگ‌هایت

پس از تو کی با هوش ممنوعش
از پنجره می‌آویزد؟

دیدمت به نورِ تنگ
دیدمت در توده‌ای که به ریل

پرتاب می‌شود.
زارِ زار می‌خواهد گشودنِ این گره

که بگریی و یادت نیاید
نوشته شدن بر سنگ با تو چه کرده است.

می‌خواهد تاب نیاوری
هزار تکه شوی راحت

لابه‌لای خونی ناشناس به سلول‌هات بگویی:
— دیگر این‌جا برنگرد.
از اعلام ارتفاع در پرواز‌های هُما

از تنهاییِ پوستی که توی سینما لاک می‌زند
این‌جا

تنها و یک تکه کوهستان پشت شیشه است
سنگ ریزه پشت سنگ‌ریزه، چشم‌هایم را می‌گذرد.

از دور دیدمت قائم در تنم
که از بیزاری به ملحفه‌ات گفتم:

— رفیق.
و تنم را سپردم که روی خاکت غارت کنند

داد زدم گاوهای اساطیر برایم چه کرده‌اند؟
حالا از تو لکه‌ای مانده هر شب توی بیابان بزاید

از من غباری غریب

Poem

2

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

tr: lida nosrati
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که توریست‌ها نگاهش کنند.
ماشین‌ها در مِهی شدید خفا شها را دیدند

و ناسزا پشت ناسزا تاریکی را شکافت
حالا بیا در یک گفت‌وگوی خصوصی به ماه فکر کنیم

برویم توی خواب زنده‌ها
و روی دیوار غارها بنویسیم:

خدا را شکر
که آن‌ها رفتند.

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.

عر
ش

p
o

e
m

[atefeh chaharmahalian] چهارمحالیان آتفه 
(iran)

tr: lida nosrati
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tr: amy newmanantonia pozzi
(italy)

Vento 
	 Ad A.M.C.

Il vento s’accanisce a sgomberare
una via azzurra e madida pel sole:
le nubi fanno ala, riluttanti,
con occhiatacce livide. Qui in basso,
l’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

Wind 
	 for A.M.C.

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: I 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
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tr: amy newmanantonia pozzi
(italy)

L’ora di grazia

Tetraggine lenta, sfinita
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 può 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

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
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tr: amy newmanantonia pozzi
(italy)

Sogno nel bosco

Sotto un abete
per tutto un giorno
dormire
e l’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 l’abete
in pace
come una cosa della terra,
come un ciuffo di eriche
arso dal gelo.           

16 gennaio 1933

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 
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tr: amy newmanantonia pozzi
(italy)

Gelo

Brinato è il campo, dove tra le spighe
frusciò la mia veste leggera.
 
Ora dove tu sei
ravvia l’inverno
chiome di ghiaccio alle fontane:
il vento,
per le bianche cattedrali
delle foreste – ànima rotte querele
d’organo, dentro i rami.
 
Ora sepolti arpeggi
corron sul fondo
dei laghi: contro mute
gelide sponde muoiono,
infrangendosi.

28 gennaio 1935

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
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Abbandonati in braccio al buio
monti
m’insegnate l’attesa:
all’alba – chiese
diverranno i miei boschi.
Arderò – cero sui fiori d’autunno
tramortita nel sole.

(non datata)

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]

p
o
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ia

tr: amy newmanantonia pozzi
(italy)
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Un punto de esa distancia

1

Destila, zanca, arrebola. 
Cruje el tiempo, así, en cínicas 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, callejón de espacios donde el rojo 
incendia las mejillas, “muera conmigo”, dijo el hombre. 
Tomad y bebed de este petróleo. 

Combustión.

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

Filos silenciosos: 
aguja de morfina o 325 gramos de lubricación (Vicodin): 

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

Sudor.

Mirada en bahía cerrada: lava. 

Antes del revuelo, canto de migas, manto multicolor 
para cerrar los ojos.

A Point of That Distance

1 

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.
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2

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 máscaras. 

Trazadura.

La estampa de viaje hablaba de un horizonte aciano, 
de historias tejidas con la gracia de cuerpos derribados. 

Hidrocodeína con acetaminofén. 

No cetro, escándalo. 

Burbujas de jabón: cuatro rostros sonreían desde ellas. 
Relámpagos sobre caras, destello. 

Intensidad del lunar sobre una milla de aire: cenizas. 
Coro de voces rodean el último cabello al viento. 

Leve rasgo.

2

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.

Arctrace.

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.
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3

Cabalgata. 
Volvimos a encontrarnos en las montañas del Sur. 
Volvimos a escuchar juntos el brocado/caída. 
Olfateábamos un bálsamo (Fierabrás) con manos alineadas. 

Baldaquines dorados, incrustaciones de nácar; 
en la comisura del labio un sonido reverbera: “lienzo”. 

Notas de base en tenor de cumarina. 

Justo detrás, translúcida a la mirada, la línea escondía 
lechosidades, hojas. 

Sándalo/lavanda/cedro: sangre mutada en aire. 

Yacen rastros y señas. 

Espesura en el borde azul de la córnea. 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 circulación de los sueños demarca. 

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

3

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 lawrocío cerón
(mexico)
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4

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 knuckles 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.

4

Carmenta. Luz de silbido, madera en corte de estaca 
o pluma salvaje que hiende sobre costado. 

Carmenta. Escalofrío en la nuca, padecimiento 
en terraza nórdica. 

Sobre las aguas no había ya lamento, los lobos habían 
enmudecido al cordero. 

Cuerpo celeste donde sobrevive el nombre del hijo. 
Pisada ligera de los que tuvieron nombre en el verano. 

Árboles de hojas firmes y frutos breves. 

Su piel era montaña, 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 mármol helado de la habitación plumas, 
ave enunciada en rastros. 

Carmenta.
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5

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 ritual where sex forms prayer/

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

5

Celosía, lindes: 
cámara ancestral de faraón (Akhenatón, 1353-133 a.C.) 

A expensas, sentidos calan a tierra, lo dicho: 

El lenguaje ata.

Ingle o humo de tabaco en provincia francesa (Troyes —bocados de saucisson al 
ajo, reliquia de Santa Margarita, cráneo). 

Planicie desértica en una sílaba. 

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)/ 

erupción de flujo piroclástico, lava-lodo-muertos, caldera destruida; 
esplende Thera, esplende/ 

cuatro hombres abrazados (nudo), ritual solar donde el sexo es oración/ 

anillo de turquesa y oro con leyenda: “prevén que el corazón testifique en contra 
de su dueño”; prevenir la traición propia/ 
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Observa la dirección hacia donde mira la figura en el shenu: inicio de forma, aliento/ 

the drill; cinturón de energías dirigidas al poniente. 

Mañana-mundo con taza de café humeante: 

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

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.
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(mexico)
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tr: mayada ibrahim [najlaa eltom] التوم نجلاء 
(sudan, sweden)

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 little like you, Gabriel

يل
ائ

جبر

جبرائيل
في سقيفة قلبي

بسيطاً حادَّاً مثل مأموريَّته،
أحادياًّ بحيث يستحيل قوله.

قلتُ لنُنهي المسألة؛
رُوحي خالية ومُتورِّمة

وصورةُ حبيبي محفورةٌ في الورمَ مثلَ وَسْمٍ في بطنِ ثورٍ أحمر،
وكُلُّنا لم نحَدُث

مثلك تقريباً يا جبرائيل.
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tr: mayada ibrahim [najlaa eltom] التوم نجلاء 
(sudan, sweden)

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

ك
ام

لث
نا 

أ

أنا لثامك
أيَّتهُا الرُّوح الجائعة

رُ لجوعِك أتضوَّ
خك عندي خي لديكِ وتفسُّ لتفسُّ

بيننا بررخُ الجهلِ والحقُّ يعَصفُ من النواحي.
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tr: mayada ibrahim [najlaa eltom] التوم نجلاء 
(sudan, sweden)

/nūn/

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 flowers 

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.

ن
والإنسانُ هناك في الخارج

حريَّة تعُلِّمُه الغموض يمشي على البسيطة السِّ
دِ حين أفكِّر في النار؟ ويقولُ: لماذا يهَلجُ لساني بطعَم النَّرَّ

فه الميزوسفير بلا فصّالٍ معروف؟ ولماذا أقدامي ثديٌ تتلقَّ
من أنا لأنسى اسمي عند كُلّ لسانٍ يهُديني إياه حبيبي؟

ومن أكونُ سوى خجلي عند نفس الزَّهرةِ الغريبة التي شنقت نفسَها في اللَّيل؟
أمشي الخيلاءَ صنوّ أنفي وأقرر بشأن الرَّوائح الخفيفة للأزهار في درب التبَّانة، أبذُرُ، محترزاً، 

الخرَزَ الملُوَّن
لئلا أتوه في خلاء وجهي.

لكنني لا أعود، أبداً، لأحصد غابة زجاجاي النَّادرة تلك.
اخصةُ في أحلامِ الله بانتظاري القروحُ الشَّ

ية عليها اسمي تحَمِل لافتة فضِّ
وخلايا شمسيَّة

ومفتاحاً إنجليزياً يفتح كُلَّ شيء
وشفرة معقدة ودليل تقبيل

لكنَّني أنساها
ومع قطيع أخضر من الزَّرَاف

أكتشفُ البكاء. 
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Z Traktátu

4.1
Začiatky sú krásne tým, čo uzatvárajú – tým, k čomu sa zrazu možno vrátiť len 
cieľavedome, prípadne zázrakom. Predstavme si napríklad obraz, čo nám opretý 
o stenu roky nič nehovorí, ako z ničoho nič dostane slovo, aby rozpovedal 
príbeh, ktorý zobrazuje. Príbeh, ku ktorému sme doteraz boli slepí, lebo bol 
súčasťou iného príbehu, odohrávajúceho sa v nás, a my sme si naň činili nárok 
ako predsavzatie. No náhle sa niečo zlomí. Naše predsavzatie padne. Dovtedy 
neznámy príbeh začne rozprávať svojím vlastným jazykom, ktorému zrazu 
rozumieme. V tej chvíli sme pripravení prevziať jeho posolstvo, vziať obraz 
do rúk a položiť ho na miesto, kde bude strážiť náš sen o stretnutí zázraku a 
predsavzatia.

4.2
Ak z ničoho nikdy nemôže byť niečo, potom aj nič – ako entita – v skutočnosti 
vôbec nie je.

4.3
Plánovať znamená uskutočňovať jadro možnosti tej-ktorej skutočnosti. 
Skutočnosti, ktorá je síce zástupná, ale inak by žiadna možnosť nemohla 
byť neobmedzená. A možnosť – ak nechce byť skutočnosťou stiesňovaná – 
neobmedzená byť musí. Minimálne čo do smeru, ako je neobmedzená priamka, 
ktorá je zároveň obmedzená, na túto obmedzenosť však príde až vtedy, ak jej 
napadne meniť svoj smer. A to jej nenapadne (lebo to by jej muselo napadnúť 
meniť sa na niečo, čím nie je). Skutočnosť sa k možnosti vždy iba pridruží, 
aby s ňou nebola v nesúlade. Takto je k možnosti rovnobežná: a je ako druhá 
priamka, ktorá sa v tej prvej zrkadlovo vidí. 

4.31
Nedokončenosť neznamená chybu. Znamená možnosť zastavenia sa na konci 
možnosti. 

tr: david short

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.

4.3
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’t). 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.

róbert gál
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5.1
Možnosti nie sú udalosti, ale stavy. Sú to pohyby na mieste.

5.2
Jednoduché omyly vedú k jednoduchým pravdám.

5.3
Upozornenie môže byť pozorné alebo nepozorné. Nepozorné je vtedy, keď je 
ťažko spozorovateľné, no môže byť spozorovateľné kýmkoľvek. To znamená, 
že na vznik vzťahu stačí vzťah jednostranný – zo strany pozorovateľa. Na 
rozdiel od nepozorného upozornenia je pozorné upozornenie vždy obojstranné, 
a vtedy ide o skutočnú komunikáciu.

5.4
Myšlienky by mali ľudí baviť, nie zabávať.

5.5
Spôsob, akým vyhľadávame svet, je spôsobom, akým ho formulujeme; akým 
ho tvoríme na náš obraz ako ľudí, ktorých sa dotýkame. A keďže svet nie je 
žiadnou inertnou hmotou, zostáva aj on nami dotknutý, tak ako tí, ktorých sa 
náš dotyk môže dotknúť. 

5.6
Keď je vtip prejavom násilia, čo z toho vyplýva pre humor?

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

5.2
Simple errors lead to simple truths.

5.3
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.

5.5
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
Nadšenie je často dôležitejšie ako pravda, ale rovnako ako pravda je buď moje 
alebo tvoje, z čoho vyplýva problém s jeho prenosnosťou. Komunikovať 
nadšenie je preto ambivalentným aktom s vedľajším dôsledkom zhnusenia, 
podobnému zhnuseniu z pravdy, ktorú z nejakého dôvodu nemáme potrebu 
poznať.  

6.2
Ak sa nepravdy trieštia o hromadu právd, potom sa aj pravdy trieštia o hromadu 
neprávd. Ktoré trieštenie si vybrať? 

6.3
V prípade, že zlo je len nedostatkom dobra, znamená to, že každý ľudský 
nedostatok môžeme vysvetľovať ako niečo zlé. Morálne hľadisko preváži nad 
hľadiskom faktickým, ktorým je ten či onen celok – napríklad človeka –  
zložený z toho či onoho množstva častí, ktorý by dokázal byť celkom aj v 
prípade, že niektorá z jeho častí buď vypadne, alebo sa ani nevyskytne.

6.4
Dobro nie je liečiteľné, pretože je liekom.

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.

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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tr: bernard capinpin

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 

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

enrique s. villasis
(philippines)
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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.

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.
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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?” 

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?”

enrique s. villasis
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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 

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 Laâbi. 
Consider, for instance, the latter’s “Les Écroulements” (“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 à 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.

Photo: Mogens Engelund; Hassan at the Copenhagen Book Fair “BogForum 2013”, Copenhagen, Denmark
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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 bargeryahya hassan
(denmark, palestine)

LEGAL NATARBEJDE

TILBAGE TIL AARHUS OG ET UOVERSTIGELIGT MØRKE

TOSMØGSTOMHED OG KURT VILE

EN FÆTTER MED FULDSKÆG

KØRTE MED PAKKER OM NATTEN

TILFÆLDIGVIS BØGER TIL BOGHANDLERE

VI RØG SMØGER OG HØRTE ARABISK MUSIK

SNAKKEDE OM LIVET

OM ARABISKE PIGER

NAT BLEV DAG I EN BOGHANDELS BAGGÅRD

DEN INTELLEKTUELLE RUTE

FRA JOURNALISTHØJSKOLEN TIL JURASTUDIET

OG VIDERE TIL VANGSGAARDS BOGHANDEL

HVER NAT SLUTTEDE VI AF PÅ MCDONALD’S

SOM BARN VAR DET IKKE ALTID

AT FAMILIEFORHOLDENE TILLOD

AT VI TIL EID GRILLEDE MED MIN FARS SØSKENDE

OG DERES BØRN

SÅ SPISTE VI ALTID DER
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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
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tr: jordan barger

SOM OM DET VAR EN FIN RESTAURANT

FAR BLEV VED MED AT BESTILLE TIL VI ALLE VAR MÆTTE

FÆTTER SAGDE TAK FOR HJÆLPEN

OG SATTE MIG AF VED VEJEN

MIN LØN VAR NATTENS RETURKASSER

NOGLE NÆTTER VAR DER FIRE ELLER FEM

MEN DENNE NAT VAR DER KUN EN

JEG SPRÆTTEDE DEN OP TIDLIGT OM MORGENEN

UBRUGELIGE KRIMIER OG EN KNAUSGÅRD

yahya hassan
(denmark, palestine)
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KAFFEHOLDET

PÅ ALLE SOLHAVENS AFDELINGER

HÆNGER ET NUMMER PÅ OPSLAGSTAVLEN

SOM PÆDAGOGERNE KAN BENYTTE SIG AF

HVIS DE IKKE SELV KAN STYRE GEMYTTERNE

SÅ KOMMER DER ASSISTANCE FRA ANDRE AFDELINGER

FORSTANDERENS BEKENDTE

OG ANDET BONDEFOLK DUKKER OP

OG NÅR ALLE HAR FÅET BANK OG ER SENDT PÅ VÆRELSET

DRIKKES DER KAFFE

OVER BLANKE MAGTANVENDELSESSKEMAER

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 bargeryahya hassan
(denmark, palestine)
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FLYTNING

DET FØRSTE STED JEG BLEV ANBRAGT

LÅ I EN LILLE BY PÅ LANDET LIDT UDEN FOR VEJLE

DE UNGE SOM BOEDE DER VAR ALKOHOLIKERES AFKOM

JUNKIEMØDRES AFKOM

DER MAGTEDE AT FØDE

MEN IKKE MAGTEDE DEN EKSISTENS

DER KOM UD AF DERES SKØD

JEG PISSEDE I BÅLET NÅR DE LAVEDE SNOBRØD

OG TOG HAVETRAKTOREN TIL BRUGSEN

NÅR PÆDAGOGERNE IKKE GAD KØRE

JEG BRUGTE ALLE MINE LOMMEPENGE PÅ SMØGER

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 BRØDKNIVEN

OG VISTE DEN OGSÅ TIL EN PÆDAGOG

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

I 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

yahya hassan
(denmark, palestine)
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FORDI HUN FORBØD MIG AT SPISE MELLEM MÅLTIDERNE

JEG FIK EN SKIVE BRØD

OG EN KONTAKTPERSON SOM FAKTISK VAR FLINK

MEN KOMMUNEN HAVDE KUN BEVILLIGET EN MÅNED

EN DAG SAGDE DE AT JEG SKULLE PÅ HJEMMEBESØG

JEG PAKKEDE EN TASKE OG TOG MIT FINESTE TØJ PÅ

MIN VEN SKULLE FLYTTE TIL TUNESIEN

HAN HAVDE INVITERET MIG TIL EN AFSKEDSFEST

JEG FALDT I SØVN PÅ MOTORVEJEN

DA JEG IGEN VÅGNEDE OP VAR JEG I SILKEBORG SKOV

EN PRIMITIV HYTTE OG ET NYT HOLD PÆDAGOGER

JEG FØLTE MIG HELT TIL GRIN I MIT FESTTØJ

TÆNDTE EN SMØG

DE VISTE MIG HYTTEN

OG SAGDE AT JEG BARE KUNNE GRAVE ET HUL I JORDEN

HVIS JEG SKULLE SKIDE

JEG SMADREDE HELE HYTTEN MED EN STOR STEGEPANDE

FØRST ALLE VINDUER

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
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SÅ POTTEPLANTER OG KRUKKER OG TALLERKENER OG GLAS

JEG SPARKEDE DØRENE IND OG VÆLTEDE REOLEN

RYKKEDE SKUFFERNE UD OG KNÆKKEDE SKABSLÅGERNE AF

PÆDAGOGERNE HOLDT JEG PÅ AFSTAND

MED MIN LOMMEKNIV

DE GIK UD OG SNAKKEDE NU BEGGE I TELEFON

JEG OPDAGEDE AT DERES BIL VAR STARTET

LØB UD AF HYTTEN

SPRANG IND OG LÅSTE DØRENE

DET VAR SVÆRT AT FINDE KOBLINGSPUNKTET

MED TO PÆDAGOGER PÅ KØLEREN

JEG SATTE I BAKGEAR

DE RULLEDE AF

OG JEG BAKKEDE IND I EN NETOP ANKOMMET BIL

FLERE PÆDAGOGER

DE SMADREDE SIDERUDEN OG GAV MIG EN OMGANG

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

I 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
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MØLLEN

TO DRENGE FRA 9.

SPISTE EN SVAMP OG BRÆNDTE SKOLEN NED

SÅ NU FOREGIK UNDERVISNINGEN

I GRÅ PAVILLONER I SKOLEGÅRDEN

SOMMERFERIEN VAR DEN VÆRSTE FERIE

MEN VI FYLDTE TASKERNE MED TØJ

OG UDEN FAR FLØJ VI TIL EN FLYGTNINGELEJR I LIBANON 

MED STRØMAFBRYDELSE 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 OMSKÅRET DET ÅR

HAN SKREG OG GRÆD

TRE ONKLER HOLDT HAM FAST

MENS LÆGEN GIK I GANG

MED NOGET DER LIGNEDE EN SAKS

OG SÅ HALALSLAGTEDE VI FÅRET

BLODET FLØD UD PÅ VEJEN

tr: jordan barger

THE MILL

TWO BOYS FROM 9TH 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

yahya hassan
(denmark, palestine)
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OG JEG BLEV SAT TIL AT HIVE I EN ENDELØS TARM

TIL FREDAGSBØN MØDTE JEG LÆGEN

DER VILLE VIDE HVORDAN DET GIK MIN BRORS PIK

DA BROR FIK ØJE PÅ LÆGEN LØB HAN

OG PLUDSELIG VAR ISRAELERNE OVER OS

TASKERNE BLEV PAKKET MENS BOMBERNE FALDT 

MORFAR KØRTE OS TIL SYRIEN

SYV PALÆSTINENSERE I DEN GAMLE MERCEDES

OG LYDEN AF FAIRUZ

BØRN PÅ MIN EGEN ALDER KOM OVER TIL BILEN 

VILLE SÆLGE TOILETPAPIR MENS VI HOLDT FOR RØDT 

EN LANG TUR I NATTEN SLUTTEDE MED ET KYS

OG MORFAR KØRTE TILBAGE AD DEN VEJ

SOM SENERE BLEV BOMBET

JEG HAVDE GLÆDET MIG

TIL AT KOMME OVER I PAVILLONERNE

MEN JEG VAR BLEVET SMIDT UD AF KLASSEN

JEG SKULLE OVER I MØLLEN

AND I 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
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OVER TIL RAMI OG DAUD OG ALI OG MOHAMMED

VI STJAL MADPAKKER OG POKEMONKORT

SÅ PORNO I FRIKVARTERET

OG KASTEDE STEN EFTER HÅNDVÆRKERNE

OVER TO RAMI AND DAUD AND ALI AND MOHAMMED

WE STOLE LUNCH BOXES AND POKEMON CARDS

LOOKED AT PORN AT RECESS

AND THREW ROCKS AT THE CONSTRUCTION WORKERS
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tr: wendy chin-tanner & veronica davidovМАРК ДАВМАРК ДАВЫЫДОВДОВ [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!”

Из записей в дневнике  
(«Поэт»)

я хочу быть тем пьяным поэтом
(я точно знаю, что это был поэт),
который неистово схватил за лацканы
не пускавшего его милиционера
и, трясясь с ним в каком-то
пароксизме нерасторжимости
орал на весь торжественный вестибюль:
«Вы у меня полетите!..
Я вас, б..., заставлю летать!..»
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Notes

2424 Leung She-kwan
“Lost With the Gun you Brought” and “Return to Aberdeen” first appeared in 
Leung She-kwan’s 自由之夏 [Summer of Freedom] (Art & Culture Outreach, 
2017), reproduced by permission of the author.

5252 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. 

7676 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.

106106 From Tractatus
Tractatus, written by Róbert Gál and translated by David Short, will be pub-
lished in fall of 2022 by Schism Press, London.
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“... the unassailable evidence that all along, there was yet 
another genius of twentieth-century Polish poetry.”  
— Matthew Zapruder

“... the poet who lived 
at least seventeen 
lives, fighting in the 
Warsaw Uprising, 
and later traveling for 
years with the Roma 
people through the 
roads of Poland, 
opposing his govern-
ment, and watching 
the authorities ban 
his poems, a poet 
who translated from 
Spanish and Roma-
nian and Yiddish and 
Roma, but most of all 
from the tongue of 
silence.”  
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