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157 CRETE INTERNATIONAL POETRY FESTIVAL

We are proudly presenting the 1st International Poetry Festival of Crete, an
infernational meeting of poets from around the world.

18 poets from China, Croatia, France, Germany, Greece, India, Italy, Serbia, Spain,
Turkey, USA and Switzerland are coming this September to Crete in Greece for a
festival full of poetry, words and discussions.

Our aim is fo bring festivals from around the globe together and invite more and more
poets every year from more and more countries every fime.

A festival which will provide free speech to every voice, no matter the origin
or the colour

We plan to promote this festival as much as we can and empower tourists who visit
Crete every year and people who live in Heraklion or nearby to visit the festival and
meet in person poets from around the world and enjoy their poetry work.

A heart fell thank to all Poets, sponsors and supporters who participate to this year’s
festival.

We look forward to seeing you in Heraklion, Crete.

Koukis Christos

Poet | Director of Crete International Poetry Festival
Aleksandra Bokovi¢

Co-Director of Crete International Poetry Festival
Eleni Valsamaki

Coorganiser - Mind the Loop

Anastasia Valsamaki

Coorganiser - Mind the Loop

www.cipfest.org | director@cipfest.org | @cipfest
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Thursday, 19th September 2019

10:30-14:00

Welcoming of Poets at the Main Halll of Vikelaia Municipal Library of Heraklion
Introduction of Poets followed by poetry readings and speeches

Guided tour of the Seferis Hall and of Vikelaia Municipal Library's rare and important
books section; open discussion on maintenance of historic literature

17:00-19:00

Guided tour of Knossos archeological site

20:00-23:00

Grand Opening

Poetry readings, presentation of Cretan poets, music and cocktail party will follow

Friday, 20th September 2019
10:00-11:00
Guided tour of significant historical sites of the city of Herakleion

11.00 - 13.30

Visit at the School of European Education (SSE) of Heraklion and the 6™ Elementary
School of Heraklion. Readings and open discussion with students

16:30-19:30

Guided tour of the National Archeological Museum and Koules Forfress (Venetian
castle)

20:30-23:00

Cretan feast af a fradifional Raki Distillery

Live workshop on how Cretan Raki

is made

Saturday, 21st September 2019

09.30-12.00:
Guided Tour of the Nikos Kazantzakis Museum (readings and presentation
accompanied with a traditional music of the famous poem Erotokritos)

13:30-18:30:

Visit of Anogeia, the most fraditional village of Crete; poetry readings at a historical
theatre

Welcoming words by the Mayor of Anogeia

Lunch at a traditional Cretan tavern accompanied with traditional music
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Poetry is a powerful medicine in our luggage, whether we travel halfway around the
world or in the most inhospitable corner of our inner universe.

An autoimmune drug. Let alone for us Greeks, as the Endelehia of our poetry during
the past centuries - and in addition to its authentic folk element - is unparalleled and
undeniable. Perhaps the only form of art that has come to be intfact and great since
the glorious Ancient and Byzantine world, that has been incorporated so naturally
and effortlessly into our present speech and consciousness, grafting if.

Poetry, both to its craftsmen and its readers, causes deep cracks and obvious
landslides, building new balances, unveiling old depths on the surface and
precipitating enthusiastic heights in the higher ranks of oblivion.

Poetry creates new distances- while clarifying the ones that are true and beneficial -
allowing us to choose whether to flinch or fo go through them abundantly. It sets life
as the yardstick of all things and it setfs fear as a discusser worthy of our respect and
our harsh confrontation but not our disorderly retreat.

Poetry teaches us the virtue of our wounds and how to avoid unworthy silence. It
teaches us that there are moments that are not offered for consumption and that the
discovery of fire would ultimately be a missed revolution, if it was not accompanied
by the discovery of the language.

Poetry is not just useful at times or under circumstances. It is necessary during dark
fimes like foday, for obvious reasons and imperative in seemingly sunny times, since
the slip on our negative side is not rare. Countless history books can defend the
above sentence. Likewise, poeftry is never only addressed to a few and chosen, nor
does it belong to educated and class superiors, nor does it recognize any criteria of
segregation among readers. It is naturally liberal and globalised, but without
expecting profits but only by sharing dividends of spiritual benefit.

Poetry, within a country which is being challenged by both internal and external
errors, is a beaufiful obligation and a nice human right fo empower someone to
remain a modern citizen while maintaining the virtue of democracy within him warm.

Today's World pushes man and society into major historical changes, new balances
and new twists, which means that man in tfurn owes now, more than any time, to resist
and to keep the world upright and always soaked in values that are timeless, universal
and superior.

The careful study of the past and the constant support of civilization with new and
clean ideas, lead us to a modern state that pushes firmly at the feet of Truth and not
in dangerous visions.
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The truth is on the side of the poets, of the lifecycle and ultimately of man. The burden
always falls to poets to prophesy and hold the reins as another Iniochos, trying to read
the human way. A way that is hard and when it is not uphill, the poet offers his paper
breasts and the range of his words as a mound.

The poet with his writing is nothing but the alarm and the surprise that warns us and
wakes us from a hypnotized daily life, the miserable time that will defeat us but we
must fight when this happens in order to be standing and better people; to have
withstood the weight of our instincts and not to give in to the little and the low. Our
passions as big as they are to be clean and redeemed.

We created this festival by following the advice of Baudelaire about the need for
man to be drunk on something, on love, on wine or on poetry. Yes, we're drunk on
poetry and let this be the allegation that weighs on us. The truth is on the poets' side.
The truth of words, the truth of the language and ultimately of man.

The poefts take the responsibility.
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Katerina Anghelaki-Rooke (Greece)

One of the most emblematic lyric voices of post-war poetry,
Katerina Anghelaki-Rooke was born in Athens in 1939. She
completed university studies in Athens (Greece), Nice (France)
and Geneva (Switzerland). She holds a degree from the School
of Translators and Interpreters (English, French, Russian). Her first
published work, in 1956, appeared in the literary magazine
"Kainourgia Epochi” (New Era). Subsequent to that, she has
penned articles and essays on Greek poetry as well as translated
poems that have been published in numerous magazines in
Greece and abroad. Addifionally, approximately 20 of her poetry collections have
been circulated. In 1962 she won the Prix Hensch, Geneva’s 1st Prize for Poetry. In
1985 she won 2nd Greek National Poetry Award.

She has also lectured and read poems at U.S. and Canadian universities (Harvard,
Cornell, Dartmouth, State University of N.Y., Princeton, Columbia, fo name but a few).
In 2000 she was the recipient of the Kostas and Eleni Ourani Award (literary distinction
by the Academy of Athens). Her works have been franslated info more than ten
languages and her poems can be found in various anthologies worldwide.

H ANOPEZIA THX YNAPZHX

Agv TTEIVA®, Sev TTOVA®, 5¢ PPWUAW

i0WG KATTOL BABIA VA LTTOPEPE KAl VA PNV To EEPW
KAV TTWG YEAD®

Sev emBLPG TO AdbvaTo

oULTE TO SLVATO, TA ATTAYOPELHEVA

YIQ PEVA OCQOUATA 8€ JOL XOPTAIVOLYV TN HATIA.
TOV 0LPAVO KAUIA popPA

KOITAGW ME AaxTdpa

TNV PEA TTOL 0 NAIOG OPRMVEl TN AAUWN TOL
KI 0 YOAQVOG pa0TNG TTapadiveral

oTNn yonTteia TNG vOXTAG.

H povn pou copueToxn

OTO OTPORINCUA TOL KOTLIOL

gival n avaoa pou 1ou Ryaivel oTaBepr).
ANG VIO KAl pia AAAN

TaPAEeEVN CLUUETOXT -

aywvia e mavel Eapvika

YId TOV AvOP®TTIVO TTOVO.

ATTA@VETAI TTAVG OTN YN

oav TEAETOLPYIKO TPATTIECOUAVTIAO

TTOL POLOKEUEVO OTO Aial

okemadel pOOOLG Kal BeoLS

al®VIA AVAYEVVIETAI
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Kal pe TN ¢odn TavTideTal.

Nal, TOPA BEAW VA KAAW®

AN OTEQEWE WG KAl TRV SAKPLWY oL
n Tnyn.

The anorexia of existence

I am not hungry, | am not in pain, | don't stink
Maybe deep inside | suffer and | don’t know it;
| pretend to laugh

| don't desire the impossible

Nor what is possible; the bodies

Forbidden for me, do not satiate my glance.
Yearning

Sometimes | look at the sky

The moment the sun switches off its glamour
And the azure lover

yields to the charm of the night.

My only contribution

To the whirlwind of the world

Is my breath which remains steady.

But | also feel another

A strange contribution;

| am suddenly seized by agony

for human pain.

It stretches on the earth

like a ceremonial tablecloth

drenched in blood

covering myths and gods

eternally born

identical to life.

Yes, now | want to cry

But even the source of my tears

has dried up.

H ITITMIAIA ZQH

Eixa kAeioel OAa Ta TTapdBupa

TTOL EBAETTAV OTOV KNTTO TNG OAPKAG.
Ta mmavrdovpla yovo ayyiav

Ta KAQSIA TNG ayArng

TTOL €yepvav Eepapéva

KI ayyiZav To xoua.

Makpid oTekopoLva

amd TN Bed TV BVNTQV ACTEPIQV
PLAAYOUOLVA PUNTTAG KAl ETOLUNCW.
Kal Todpa; Xwpig Timota v aAAagel
B1NPEEE HOVO HIa OTIYUN

OTTOL £va ELYAWTTO PAEUPA
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TEQIEYPAPE KATI
ACLYKQITA TTIO CLVAPTIACTIKO
atr'Tn SiKr) JOoL TTEAYHATIKOTNTA.

Momentary life

| had closed all the windows
overlooking the garden of flesh.
The shutters only touched

the dry branches of love

hanging and touching the earth

| kept a distance

from the sight of the mortal stars.

I was careful in case | would desire.
And now? Nothing has changed
But there was just one single moment
When an elogquent glance
Described something
Incomparably more overwhelming
Than my own reality

H ANAAAOTPIQXIH THX EAZHL

H odpka eyive oeAiba

10 &¢ua xapTi

TO XA&I évvoia apnEnuévn

TO CQOMA KAIvoLPIa Bewpia TOL AVOTIAPXTOU.
AANNBEI, TTAG VA TTEPIYPAWW

N QLON OTAV W' EXEl EYKATAAEIWE

Kal HOVO OTNV TTREUIEPA TOL POIVOTIWOEOL
BLUATAI VA PE TIOACKAAETEI KAUIA popJ;
EATTIC va Ppw 1o BAppog

uia TeAevTaia emMBLPIA VA EKPPACW:
y8LTO Eva WPAIo APTevIKO va 5w

va BuunBw, oav TeAeLTAIA EKOVA

VA KOLRAAGD TO AVEPIKO TP

TOL Sev gival AN

AAG N LTTEPPLOIKA OLOIA TOL PEANOVTOG.
MaTi autod Ba el Ndovn:

v'ayyileig To pBapTd

Kal va mapapepilelig To Bavaro.

The alienation of attraction

The flesh has become a page

The skin paper

Caress an abstraction

The body a new theory of non-existence.
Really, how can | describe
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Nature when it has abandoned me

And only af the opening of autumn
Remembers occasionally to invite me?2

| hope to dare

A last wish to express:

A beautiful naked male to see

To be reminded of and carry

As a lastimage

The male body

Which is not matter

But the supernatural essence of the future
Because this is what pleasure is all about:
to touch the perishable

and push aside death.

H EYAOTIA THI EAAEIWHE

ELyVwuOoVo TIG EAAEIYEIG PoL®

O,TI JOUL AELITTEl JE TIPOCTATEDE

amo keivo oL Ba xaow:

OAEG OI IKAVOTNTES POL

oL EEPABNKAY OTO APPOVTIOTO XWPEAPI TNG (WG
JE TTPOPLAACCOLY ATTO KIVATEIG OTO KEVO
AXPNOTEG, AVOLOIEC.

‘O,TI YoV 'xel aTTopeivel

u' aTroTIPOCAvVATOAILEl

yIaTi HOL TTPORAAAEI EIKOVEG ATT' TO TTAPEABOV
oav va ‘Tav LTTOOXECEIG YIA TO HEAAOV.

ALV UTTOPG, 6EV TOAUG

oULT' évav Ayyeho TTEPACTIKO

va pAvTaoT® YIAT £y

o' GANoV TTAQVNTN, XWPIG ayyEAOLG
KaTERAiVE.

H aydrn, amo Aaxtapa mou Atav

EYIVE QIAN KAAn):

pad yeooduaaoTe TN PEAAYXOAIA TOL XPOVOL.
ITEONOE PE—TTAPAKAAGD TO AYVWOTO-
ITEONOCE e KI AANO

Na va eminow.

The blessing of deficiency

| am grateful to what | lack;

What | lack protects me

From what | shall lose;

All my abilities

That dried up in the abandoned field of life
Protect me from movements in the void,

Page 10 of 140



157 CRETE INTERNATIONAL POETRY FESTIVAL

Useless, pointless.

What | lack teaches me;

What remains

Disorients me

Because it projects images of the past
As if they were promises for the future.
| cant, | don’t dare

Even an angel passing by

To imagine because | descend

On another planet, with no angels.
Love, from pure desire

Became a good friend;

Together we taste the sadness of Time
Deprive me, please — | beg the unknown-
Keep depriving me

So that | survive.
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| Gokgenur C. (Turkey)

Gokgenur C. was born in Istanbul, 1971 and lives there.

He has six poetry books. His first book, Her Kitabin El Kitabi
(Handbook of Every Book) is awarded with Arkadas Z. Ozger
Best Debut Prize in 2006 and his latest book, Giderken
Opmeseydin Keske (I Wish You didn't Kiss Before You Go) is
awarded with Sabahattin Kudret Aksal Literary Prize in 2019.
He has translated selected poetry books of Wallace Stevens,
Paul Auster, Ursula Le Guin and many other poets into Turkish.

He has parficipated and/or organized poetry franslation
workshops and festivals in many countries. He is the member of Cunda International
Workshop for Translators of Turkish Literature. His poems are translated intfo 30
languages, published in magazines and anthologies. His selected poetry is published
in Italy, Bulgaria, Serbia and Romania. In the Lettres Capitales Project of European
Capital of Culture Marseille 2012, his book in handwriting in French and Turkish has
been prepared and published as a single exhibition copy.

He is the curator and co-director of Word Express (www.word-express.org). He is the
co-director of the Offline Istanbul and Gaziantep Mosaic of Metaphors International
Poeftry Festfivals. He is board member of Nilifer International Poetry Festival, Crete
International Poetry Festfival and Kritya International Poetry Movement.

He is the editor of the Turkish literature magazine Cevrimdisi Istanbul (Offline Istanbul).
He is member of the editorial board of Macedonian based international literary
magazine Blesok. He is the co-editor of the Turkish domain in Poetry International
(www.poetryinternationalweb.net/).

Ae&iTTeIg pakpIa armmod TRV TATPISa CoL EVE ey Al £66

AEITIEIG YaKEIG ammo TNV TTATEI6A oL VM €Y €ipal €66
UEQQ TN PEOA TA TTOINUATA POL
poIaloLy PE YPAUUATA TTOL XABNKAV OTO TaXLSPOUEIO:

‘Exe1g atrokoiun®ei TTave oTo PeyAAO KiTRIVO Kavaré cou,

TA JAANIA 0oL ALUEVA, TA YOAAIG COUL £TOILA VA TIECOLY ATTO TO XEPI COL),
TEOOEQPA TTEVTE UNAQ PAY®PEVA OTO TIIATO OOV,

éva RIBNIO pE pIa XTEVA avApESA OTIC OEAISES YIa va KpaTdel TO onpadl,

pIa YaAAQdia KoupépTa TTAVE OTA TTOSIA TOUL,

I0WC VA ovepeLETAI I OKNVA ATTO TO BEATPIKO YO TV TTEQATUEVDY POVOV:

Bpiokeoal oTo Slauépioud uag, n unTépa oou

Sev Exel TOEAAQBEI akoua, 0 aSeAPOG oL Sev Exel eTTIOTOATELOEI

0 Zeki Mipév ToayoLba (ExeIC pLYEl TP UAKPIA), OTO PASIOP@VO
o'éva Aerrto Ba koOWwouLv To ToayoLs! kal 6a avayyeAovv
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OTI 0 OTPATOG TTNEE TNV €0V TIA

yia TNV AaoQAAEIQ KAl TNV €0NVN TG XWEAG

o'éva Aerto Ba mreig «lpémel va pLyw»

(Aev UTTOPG va 0B uadi oov yiari n TOLPKIKN....»

Exeig 6e1 auTo To £pYO XINASEG POPEC,

Ja, P OTIYUN TTPIV EUTTVACEIG

yIa TTPTN PoPd BA TTPOCEEEIS Eva ThAEYPAPNUA
TAV® OTO YPAUHOPWYVO

.../unv gomrvnoeis../ avepog../” Ba pigel éva Eepd OANO../ TTAV® OTO OTEPVO COL
/'cav aénoeg amod euéva./’

AETTEIG JaKPIG aTTo TNV TApAyUévn TTATRISa CoL
giyal akopa {ovTavog
EPWTELHEVOG, YEUATOS AUPIBOAIEG KAl ATTPOCRANTOG ATTO TOV XWEICHO.

You're Far Away From Your Country Where | Am

You're far away from your country where | am
day by day my poems
begin to resemble letters lost in the post:

You've fallen asleep on your long, banana-colored couch,

your bun is undone, your glasses are about to fall from your fingers,
four of five apples in your plate have been eaten,

a book has a hair brush between pages to mark where you were,
a balfic-blue blanket over your knees,

maybe you are dreaming a scene from a play with old voices:

You're in our apartment, your mother

hasn’'t gone mad yet, my brother hasn't been conscripted
Zeki MUren sings “You're far away now” on the radio

in a minute they will cut off the song and announce

that military forces are taking control

for the safety and security of the country,

in a minute you will say “I have to go away”

“I can't come, because the Turkish is..."”

You have seen this play a thousand times,
but as you are about to wake up

for the first time you will nofice a telegram
on the gramophone:

../don't wake up../wind../
will drop a dry leaf../on your chest
/like news from me./

You're far away from your country which is in a chaos
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I'm alive for now
inlove, in doubt and immune to being parted.
Translated by Goékgenur C. and Robyn Marsack

Ulkenden Uzaktasin, Ulkendeyim

Ulkenden uzaktasin, Ulkendeyim
giderek, postada kaybolan mektuplara
benziyor siirlerim:

Uyuyakalmissin uzun, muz sarnsi koltugunda
topuzun dagiimis, gézligun disUyor elinden yere
yenmis tabaginda bes elmadan dérdi

arasina tarak sikistinlmis bir kitap

dizlerinin Ustinde prusya mavisi bir 6rtd

dUsUnde eski seslerin piyesinden

bir sahne gorUyorsun belki

bizdesin, annen ¢ildirmamis daha,
kardesimi askere almamislar

“Simdi Uzaklardasin” 1 séylGyor

Zeki Mdren radyoda

birazdan sarkiyr kesip silahl kuvvetlerin
Ulkenin selameti icin

yénetime el koydugunu séyleyecekler
birazdan "gitmem gerek” diyeceksin
"ben gelemem, ¢Unkd Turkge...”

Binlerce kez izledin bu oyunu

sinlsiklam ter icinde uyanmak Uzereyken ama,
ilk defa, burusturulmus bir

telgraf ilisecek gdzine

gramafon dolabinda :

../'uyanma sakin../'r0zgar../’
benden haber gibi../'gdgsune kuru
/'bir yaprak dusurecek../’

Ulkenden uzaktasin, Ulken cok kansik
simdilik hayattayim
masuk, kuskulu, aynliga bagisik

To évoud cov gival éva éva eAagl ToL oLPAIAdel YPAUHEVO o€ KUPIAAIKO aAgpapnTo

To Ovoud oou gival éva éva eAA! TTOL CLPANIALEN YPAUUEVO OE KUPIAIKO aAPARNTO
Eva XapTi EETOUNIYETAI CAV XIOVIOUEVOG OKAVSIVAPRIKOG KAUTTOC

uéoa ekel PoOLAIGZOLIE PE TA AAOYQA €TTi EE1 ERSOUASES

XWPIC VA TTPOXWPEAUE
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O 5A0KaAOG Atel

TO AYKAOI TEVTOVEl TO TOEO

10 OTPORINICOMEVO BEANOG UETAUOPPVETAI
o€ YOAAJQ0 TPIAVTAPLAAO

TO EAAPI AvaATINSA, O XPOVOG OTAUATA

O £pwWTAG €ival OKOTTELTAG AKPIREIAS, ACTIAAXVOG KAI APAVAG
XTOTTAEI TNV KAPSIA VIO VA TTANYQOOE
XTOTTA TNV ACTISA YIA VA OKOTWOEI

To ayop! okailel éva AGoLTO YEoa OTO SACOG £VE 0 SACKAAOG Eival AVOTTOTITOG
TO KOPITO! £0XETAI KOLPOVTAG TA YLUVA OTNHON ToL pe POLAYAPIKA POSA

EOXETAI HAlebLOVTAG TPIAVTAPULAAC

atd TOLG AYKABWTOLS BAPVOLG

O 5A0KaNOG Atel

TO AYKAOI TEVTQVEl TO TOEO

0 £PWTAG eival avTod 1) KATI AANO

EVaG JOVOXEIPAG gival, akOpa Kal TOPAOG TOEOTNG
TTOL PPICKEN TO TTIO £LAICONTO ONUEIO T€ KABE TOCOPAI

To ayop! KOIUATal KATW atrd To AAOYO TOL

O Saokahog koludTal, Ta AAoya KOIHOLVTAI, O KATALAICHOG KOIUATAI
TO EAAPI EOXETAI KATGW OTN AiVN, JE TA XIOVOOKETTAOTA VOLPAPA,
EOXETAI TTEQVAVTAG AVAPESA ATTO TIC OKNVEG

To ovoud cou gival éva éva eI TToL CLPANIALEN YOAUPEVO TE KUPIANKO aAPARNTO
Eva xapTi EETLAIYETAI OAV £vVAG XIOVIOUEVOG OKAVSIVARIKOG KAUTTIOG

Epuyav Nén, OTAXTEG, HAdNUEVA BOLAYAPIKS TOIAVTAPLAAG

0 AOKOG avadnTd Ta ixvn TOL EAAPIOL

Your Name is a Deer Howling Written In The Cyrillic Alphabet

Your name is a deer howling written in the Cyrillic alphabet
a paper unfolds like a snow-clad Scandinavian plain
which we sank into

for six weeks couldn’t cross on horseback

Master says

the thorn draws the bow
the whirling arrow becomes
a blue rose

deer springs, time stops

Love is a sharpshooter, cruel and non-existent
hits the heart to wound
hits the shield to kill

The boy carves a flute in the forest his master unaware
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the girl comes covering her breasts with Bulgarian roses
she comes picking rosehips
from the barbed bushes

Master says

the thorn draws the bow

Love is something else or just this

a one armed, even blind archer
finds the softest point of every shell

Boy sleeps under his horse

Master sleeps, horses sleep, camp sleeps

deer comes down by the lake, waterlilies covered with snow
comes down passing between tents

Your name is a deer howling written in the Cyrillic alphabet
a paper unfolds like a snow-clad Scandinavian plain

they have already gone, ashes, plucked Bulgarian roses
the wolf keeps sniffing the deer’s hoof prints

Translated by Gékcenur C. and Robyn Marsack
Kril Harfleriyle Geyik Sesidir Adin

Kril harfleriyle geyik sesidir adin

karl bir iskandinav ovasi gibi acillan kagitta,
gbmulUp kaldigimiz,

atlanmizin gecemedidi alt haftada

Usta der

diken yayi gerer,

mavi bir gile dénUsur
havada vinlayan ok
geyik sicrar, zaman durur

Ask ki usta nisancidir, zalimdir; yoktur
yaralayacaksa kalbinden
oldUrecekse kalkanindan vurur

Cocuk, flit oyar ormanda ustasindan habersiz,
gbgUslerini bulgar gulleriyle érterek gelir kiz,
gelir toplayarak kusburnu

dikenli calilardan

Usta der

diken yayi gerer

ask ki bundan baskadir ve dipediz budur
tek kollu Ustelik kor bir okcudur

bulur her kabugun en yumusak yerini
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Cocuk, uyur afinin altinda

uyur ustasi, atlar, kamp

geyik iner niluferlerin kar tuttugu gdle
iner gecgerek arasindan ¢cadirlann

Kril harfleriyle geyik sesidir adin

karli bir iskandinav ovasi gibi acilir kagit

coktan gitmigsler, killer, yolunmus bulgar gilleri,
koklar durur kurt, geyigin ayak izlerini

O E§cotng Touv Mbpyouv

«AEV POPAUAI TOLG VEKPOLGS ) EiTTE O AVTPAG, « TNV avLTTaPEia,
TNV akpida 1oL X0POTINSA TTAVE OTN TAPKA TOL KAAOKAIPIOV, TNV EAPVIKH BPOoxN,
TO TOIPKO TV JLPHNYKIWY KATW atr'Tnv okId TNG TIETPAG.
Mo TOAL pe @opicel N atrovoia TV Aégewv.
‘ETol Ypdpw. Moddpe acTapdatntd. Modde OTTWG £XTICA ALTOV ToV TTOPYO
oTn 6¢on ToL TTAACIOL TTNYAdIoL. ALTOL TOL KATAPAUEVOL TTNYASIOD
TTOL £TTECE O TTATEQAG POUL KAl ECTIACE TO AQIUO TOL).

(Hrav xeiwvag. Eva Tpévo TTepvoLae uEoa armo TIG TTESIASEG oAV £va XIOVOAELKO TOVAI
UECa QTTO WIa KATTVIOUEVN AQUTTA TTETPEAQIOVL. ZTOATICTEG KOEUOovVTay arT'ta mapabuvpa
KOLVVTAG TA KOAVN TOLG OTNV 0P8N TV AYPIY AAOYWY TTOL KAATTAlE SITAa OTO
Toévo. Maibid ékofBav EVAa oTnv avAn. Eva popTnyo avepodiacuol BuBIouUEVO OTO
XIOVI Kal n yovaika va Aéel BapieaTnuéva «lpoétrel va LYEIS), aykaAidlovTag Tov avipa
mave oTov e£aTn TOL TTOPYOL.

Ta ovvnBiouéva ocLuPAvTa ToL Xeluwva SnAadn.)

TNV AAMN PEPa © AVTPAG £TTECE ATTO TOV TTOPYO KI ECTTACE TO AQIPO TOU.

H youvaika xtomnoe ava kal Eavd Tnv TTOPTA TOL TTVPYOL TV CLPPWVNUEVN OEJ,
Eva pavapl oTo £va TNG XEPI, OUTTREAND OTO AAAO

TO XEIPOYPAPO HE TA TTOINUATA TOL TTOL TTPOCTIABOLOE VA KPATACE OTEYVA
avaupeoa ota §6vTia TNG.

Miccw amo Tov dveuo kpLROTAY 0 POBOG Kal oouIloTav TN yuvaika.

Balcony Of The Tower

“I'm not afraid of the dead,” the man said, “Nothingness,

the locust leaping onto the flesh of the summer, sudden rain,
the red-ant circus in the shadow of a stone.

Absence of words makes me far more afraid.

So I write. Endlessly | write. | write the same way | build this tower
in the place of the old well. That damned well

into which my father fell and broke his neck.”

(It was winter. A frain was passing across the lowlands like a
snow-white gauze inside a sooty oil-lamp bottle. Soldiers brought
o the front were hanging out of the wagon windows waving
their helmets at the herd of wild horses racing alongside the train.
Children chopping wood in the courtyard. A provisions lorry
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sunk info snow and boredom in the voice of the woman
embracing the man on the balcony of the tower, saying “You must go”.
| mean, the usual evens of winter.

The next day the man fell from the tower and broke his neck.

The woman repeatedly knocked on the tower door at the usual time,
alantern in one hand, umbrella in the other

the manuscript of the man's poems which she could not keep dry
between her teeth.

Behind the wind fear was hiding, sniffing at the woman.

Translated by Gékcenur C. and Alexandra Buchler
Kulenin Balkonu

"Olmekten korkmuyorum' dedi adam. "Hiclik :

yazin efine sigrayan ¢ekirge, apansiz bastiran yagmur,
tasin goélgesinde kirmizi karnnca sirki.

Daha cok sézcuklerin olmayisi korkutuyor

beni. Bu yuzden yaziyorum, hi¢c durmadan

yaziyorum. Nasil yaptiysam bu kuleyi

eskiden durdugu yere kuyunun -babamin

dUsUp boynunu, kirdigi o ugursuz kuyunun-"

(Kar yagyordu. Isli bir gaz lambasi sisesinden bembeyaz bir tilbent
gibi geciyordu ovadan fren. Vagonlann camlanndan sarkmisti
cepheye goturllen askerler, migferlerini sallamak icin katarla
yansan yaban ati sGrisune. Kara saplanan erzak kamyonu, avliuda
odun kiran gocuklar ve kulenin balkonunda adama sarilip "gitmek
zorundasin" diyen kadinin sesindeki bun. Yani

kisin gUndelik isleri.)

Ertesi gun kuleden dUsUp boynunu kirdi adam
ve her zamanki saatte kulenin kapisini calip durdu kadin

Bir elinde fener, bir elinde semsiye
ve dislerinin arasinda -islatmamaya ¢alishgi-
adamin siir dosyasi.

Korku, rizgéra sinmis kokluyordu kadini

AAevpooovuta, Paki amod kepdoia kai pia Npéda Xpovoo

Eipal pia xapd €60

KATW atmo Ta GOAAA TOL ELKAALTITOL, TNG UTTAVAVIAG
avapeca ota pOSIa TTOL OKAVE, €60,

SEITTVOLUE TIG VOXTEG TPWYOVTAG TO KATAUECHUEQO
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TivVoLUE PaKi aTTd POSOSAPYN, YACAPE NITTOG JE TOLG WAPASES

TTOL ETTICTPEPOLY ATTO TO BEPICUA TV KAAJUIWV, AEVE TTWG TO TTOTAUI ALTO
kataAaPaivel yia Told AOyo OAd Ta TTPAYUATA EUTTEQIEXOLY TNV LTTOCTACN TNG PPOXNGS
ALTA TA TTOTAUIA AEW €Y, TOVI{OVTAG KABE GLANAPT, Ta motauial

ol vToTIol Sev EEPOLV TTWG eival sidva TTOTAUIA KAl YoIpAovTal YId KOoiTh:

TTAEOLV TTAPAAANAQ WE Tov NAIO Kail poiadouy AT UakpIid aav SLo PIsia TTov
Jevyapwvouy

Eipal pia xapd edw,

€50 Ot QLT TNV AVTIRACIAEIA TV HLEUNYKIGV

JoL E5waoaV Eva SWUATIO YE BEQ TTPOC TO TTOTAWI

AAELPOCOLTIA, PAKi ATTO KEPADIA, HIA TTPECA XPOVOL

«ol AvOPWTTON, EITTA OTO YIATPO, Sev OKEPTOVTAV WE AEEEIG Ta TTANIA Xpdvia,
EVM OTOV 0LPAVO O NAIOG ECTEKE CAV YOUVO WAPOKOKKAAO,

ol ATTelPEG SLVATOTNTEG TNG EIKOVIKAG OKEWNG TOLG KOLPATAY

yI'aLTO KAl CLVEACRAY EVA TTEPIOPICUEVO AEEIKO

0 YIaTPOG, KPATOVTAC CNUEICTEIG KATAXWPEE TG OTAV AEW «AVOQWTTON
€€QIPG TOV €QLTO POV, O YIATPOC

Sev MOTELE TTWG O XPOVOG SIABETEl TNV LTTOCTACN TNG PPOXNG

Tav éva XEN 0 Xpovog YAIOTPA pEca atmod TOV ATTOXWEICUO UAG,

€60 AOPeOTOVOLUE TA SEVTPA, UTTAAGVOLUE TNV ATTORABPA,

HOXO0LUE TTAV® ATTO TIC YAWOTES TNG OKIAG TTOL AKPAIVOLY KAl KOVTAIVOLY
XTEC TTECAUE TTAVEW O& SLO PENICCOKOPOULG TTOL ETTECTREPAV

amd £va TVPOCRETTIKO PLAAKIO, EITTAV TTWS ALTO TO SATOG

€ival To i810 N akPIPNG €RYNON YIa TNV DTTAPEN TOL

Kl €Y@ &TTa auTtda Ta §aon, avta Ta daon!

ol vToTTIol 6ev YVPICOLY TTWGS PECA OTO SATOG PLTPWVEI VA AANO §ACOG:
Eva A0 5ACOG TTOL EI6WUEVO ATTO YAKPLA, eppavileTal oav BPoxN

Eipal pia xapd edw,

TA TTPWIVA ATEVICW TO POLVO, TIC VUXTEG YPAPW, HLUOTIKS

HOL AEVE TTG TO YPAWIUO o€ PLBICel akdua Mo PaBId OTNY ATTOMOVWVON
EYQ SEV CLUPWV®

Flour Soup, Cherry Raki, a Pinch of Time

I'm all right here

under eucalyptus leaves, banana trees

amidst splitting pomegranates, here

we lunch on noon at night

drink oleander raki, chew the fat with fishermen

coming home from cutting cane, they say this river

can see why all things contain the essence of rain

these rivers, say |, stressing each syllable, these rivers!

the locals don’t know there are twin rivers flowing by, sharing one bed:
parallel to the sun, that look from a distance like two snakes mating

I'm just fine here,
here, in this viceroyalty of mosquitoes
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they've given me a room with a view of the river

flour soup, cherry raki, a pinch of time

"humans,” | told the doctor, didn’t think in words in the old days,
while in the sky the sun stood like a stripped fishbone,

the endless possibility of thinking in images got to be too much

for them, that's why they conceived a limited lexicon

the doctor, jotting down notes, points out that when | say “humans”
| exclude myself, the doctor

doesn’t believe that fime has the essence of rain

like an eel Time slides through our separation,

here we whitewash trees, patch up the pier,

we toil over the fongues of shadows lengthening and shortening
yesterday we ran info a couple of beekeepers coming home
from a fire lookout, they said this forest

may be its own best explanation for being

| said these forests, these forests!
the locals aren’t aware that inside the forest rises another forest:
another forest that, seen from afar, appears as rain

I'm doing okay here,

days | stare out at the mountain, nights | secretly write
they say writing plunges one more deeply into isolation
| think not

Translated by Mel Kenne and Suat Karantay
Un Corbasi, Kiraz Rakisi, Biraz Zaman

Burada iyiyim

okaliptus yapraklannin altinda, muz agaclarnnin

catlayan narlann arasinda, burada

Ogleyi yiyoruz geceleri,

zakkum raksi iciyoruz, kamis budamaktan dénen

balikcilarla konusuyoruz, bu nehir diyorlar

anlayabilir her seyin neden yagmur irasi tasidigini_2

bu nehirler diyorum UstUne basa basa bu nehirler!
buralilar, ayni yatakta Ust Uste akan iki nehir oldugunu bilmiyorlar:
gUnese kosut, uzaktan yilanlarin giftlesmesi sanilan iki nehir

Burada iyiyim,

burada, sivrisinekler prensliginde

nehre bakan bir oda verdiler bana

un corbasi, kiraz rakisi, biraz zaman verdiler

‘insanlar’ dedim doktora, sézcUklerle dUsunmezlerdi eskiden,
gunes, siynimis bir balik kilgigr gibi dururken gokte,

imgelerle dUsUnmenin sonsuz olanakliig cok geldi

onlara,bu yuzden sinirl sayida sézcUk uydurdular;

doktor, not aliyor, ‘insanlar’ derken kendimi disanda
biraktigima dikkat ¢ekiyor, dokfor,
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zamanin yagmur irasi tasidigina inanmiyor

Zaman yllan balig gibi kayryor aynligimizdan,

agaglarn kirecliyoruz burada, iskeleyi onarnyoruz,

uzayip kisalan gdlgelerin diline ¢alistyoruz,

yangin gbézetleme kulesinden ddénen

iki an cobanina rastiadik din, bu orman dediler

bir aciklama olabilir kendi varigina

bu ormanlar dedim, bu ormanlar!
buralilar ormanin arasinda baska bir ormanin durdugunu gérmuUyorlar:
uzaktan bakinca yagmur sanilan baska bir orman

Burada iyiyim,

gunduzleri daga bakiyorum, geceleri gizli gizli yaziyorum
yazmak daha da yalniziastinyormus insani

inanmiyorum

EIMALTE MEZA ITON KOXIMO TO IAIO KAI Ol AEZEIX Tl QPAIA OAOI EINAI EAQ

1-H pépa nxei cav adeia ppvon

2-YTTAPXOLV KATTOIA KEVA OTNV ICTOPIA OOL, JOL AEG KI EYM AEW O AVEUOG ELTTVAE TNV
€0QPTTIA OTOLG WHOLG OOV, N SAVTEAQ Eival PTIAYUEVN PE KOUTTOLG ) TOVTTEG;

3-H okid evOS yepakioh CLYKPOVETAI Pe TNV Sikr) cov. Kaveig atrd Toug SLd oag dev TO
katahaPaivel.

4-ES@ TTOL TA AEUE TTPOTIUG VA OKEPTOAI TOV €QLTO POL CAV £va OKAUVI
5-¢ypaya mPAYUATA TTOL TTEPIEXOLY HIA ICTOPIA XWEIG VA TTW TNV I0TOpIdA
6-EipaoTe yéoa otov KOOUO TO 1610 Kal o1 AEEEIG T paia OAOI gival €60

7-Av PoL EeTTAEEEIG KAl XTEVIOEIG TO HAANIA, Ba BEEEE! VEKPEG HENICTEG
We Are In The World, So Are Words, How Nice, Everyone’s Here
1- The day hisses like an empty tap

2- There are some gaps in your story, you say, | say the wind awakens
the shawl on your shoulder, is the lace made out of knots or holes?2

3- The shadow of a hawk collides with your shadow. Neither you nor
the hawk are aware of this

4- By the way | prefer to think of myself as a stool.
5- | wrote things that have stories, without telling the story.
6- We are in the world, so are words, how nice, everyone's here

7- If you unbraid and comb my hair, dead bees will rain upon us

Page 21 of 140



157 CRETE INTERNATIONAL POETRY FESTIVAL

Translated by Gokgenur C. and Alexandra Buchler
Dinyadayiz, Dil De Dinyada, Ne Gizel Herkes Burda
1- Sabah bir musluk gibi tisliyor.

2- Anlattiklannda bosluklar var diyorsun, diyorum rizgar,
uyandi omzundaki sal, d0GUm muU, delik mi danteli olusturan?g

3- Bratmaca gdigesi gdigene ¢ampiyor, sen de atimaca da farkinda degisinz bunun,

4- Bana gelince daha ¢ok bir tabure olarak dUsnmeyi seviyorum kendimi.
5- OykUsU olan seyler yazdim, &ykUlerini anlatmadan.

6- DUnyadayiz, dil de dinyada, ne guzel herkes burda.

7- Saclanmi ¢6zUp tarasan 61U anlar dékUlecek UstUmUze basimiza
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Guillaume Decourt (France)

Guillaume Decourt was born in 1985. He studied classical
piano and spent his youth in Israel, Germany and Belgium, his
adolescence in the mountains of Forez. He then resided for
long in Mayotte and in New Caledonia. Today, he shares his
fime between Paris and Athens. He has published nine poetry
books: La Termitiere, Polder 151/Gros Textes, 2011 ; Le Chef-

d’ceuvre sur la tempe, Le Coudrier, 2013 ; Un ciel soupape,

Sac a Mots, 2013 ; Diplomatiques, Passage d'encres, 2014 ; A
I'approche, (préface de Guilaume Métayer), Le Coudrier, 2015; Les Heures
grecques, Lanskine, 2015 ; 9 h 50 a I'Hétel-Dieu, Passage d'encres, 2016 ; Le Cargo de

Rébétika, Lanskine, 2017, Un gratte-ciel, des gratte-ciel, Lanskine, 2019.
His poems have been translated info several languages.

He gives public lectures to various festivals and also participates at numerous
magazines.

Page 23 of 140



157 CRETE INTERNATIONAL POETRY FESTIVAL

CAFE PERAN
(Extrait d’'Un gratte-ciel, des gratte-ciel, éditions Lanskine, 2019)

1. Fumer du tabac d'Argentine au pied de I'Acropole, c'est un plaisir qui peut suffire
selon le moment. J'ai plus envie de voir que de dire. Il a neigé sur Athénes. Je répéte :

il a neigé sur Athenes.

2. Des officiers de la marine marchande flGnent dans la rue Filis. On pousse des portes
cloutées. Des filles de I'Est se vendent pour le prix d'un croque-monsieur place de la

Sorbonne. Il est foujours question d’'une sortie de I'Europe.

3. Avez-vous vu le chat sauvage qu'un jour passé nous baptis@mes ¢ Nouvel hiver &
Nea Smyrni. L'heure des graines de grenade écrasées sur le pas de la porte. L'heure

ou I'on se souhaite de nombreuses années.

4. Café Peran. Brune, brune, brune qui semble avoir vécu plus longuement que son
dage. Je jalouse le bouzoukiste avec qui tu feras sobrement I'amour. Aman aman. Ta

chanson de haschisch me donne envie de pleurer.

5. L'enfant qu'on a posé sur mes genoux n'est pas de moai. Il articule mon prénom
avec la force d'un étranger. Je voulais tout. Le mariage et la couronne en fleurs de

citronnier. Je veux encore. M'entendez-vous 2

6. Si Giorgos Lalos devait étre serveur dans un kafenio, il n'en ferait pas une honte. La
tache lui importe peu. Il préparerait un café meilleur que celui de son voisin. Le

meilleur café possible.

7. Je mangeais des cotelettes de porc dans une taverne tout en bas de la rue
Evripidou. Dix années ont passé. La taverne existe toujours. J'y suis retourné ce soir en

compagnie d'une femme que j'aime. Celle-ld que j'aimais & vingt ans.

8. Une génération d’hommes qui se rasent de prés tous les jours. Propres et soignés
méme pour aller chercher le pain. Dans le sens du poil, me conseille Monsieur Aleko.

A rebrousse-poil, uniqguement pour le mariage ou I'enterrement.
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9. Rue Romvis, je me réfugie dans un restaurant pour échapper au gaz lacrymogene.
Enfre inconnus, nous fumons des cigarettes en attendant la fin de la manifestation.

J'ai le sentiment de mener une vie aventureuse. Ce n'est probablement pas le cas.

10. C'est le début du mois de juillet. La grand-meére est morte. Vassiliki Karistinou, née
en 1912 a Céphalonie, veuve pendant cinquante ans. Je n'ai pas baisé son front

dans I'église. Ses yeux me faisaient peur.

1.Smoking Argentinian tobacco at the foot of Acropolis, it's a pleasur that can be
enough at any moment. | no more want to see just to say. It snowed in Athens. |

repeat: it snowed in Athens.

2.Officers of the merchant navy wander around Filis street. We push hobnail doors.
Girls from the East sell themselves for the price of a sandwich of Sorbonne square.

There is always the question of exit from Europe.

3.Have you seen the wild cat that we baptised the other day2 New winter in New
Smyrni. The time of the seeds of a squashed pomegranate on the doorstep. The time

that we wish ourselves numerous years to come

4.Peran café. Brunette, brunette, brunette, who seems having lived longer than her
age. | envy the playe rof bouzouki with whom you will soberly make love. Aman

aman. Your song of haschisch makes me want to cry.

5.The child that they put on my lap is not mine. He pronounces my name with the
strength of a stranger. | wanted all. The marriage and the crown of lemon flowers. | sfill

want. Do you hear me 2

6.If Giorgos Lalos had to be a waiter at a kafenio, he wouldn't be ashamed of that.
The task is of little importance to him. He would prepare a coffee better than the one

of his neighbour. The best coffee possible.

7. was eating pork chops at a tavern at the end of Evripidou street. Ten years have
passed. The tavemn is still there. | returned tonight with the company of a woman |

love. The one | loved when | was twenty.
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8.A generation of men who shave almost every day. Neat and well-groomed even to
go buy bread. In the matter of hair, | consult with Mister Aleko. Against the grain, only

for the wedding or the funeral.

9.Romvis street, | find refuge in a restaurant fo escape from the feargas. Among
strangers, we smoke cigarettes waiting for the end of the demonstration. | have the

feeling of living an adventurous life. Apparently this is not the case.

10.It's the beginning of the month of July. Grand-mother is dead. Vassiliki Karistinou,
born in 1912 in Kephalonia, widow for fifty years. | didn’t kiss her front in the church. |

was afraid of her eyes.

1. Na kamvileig apyevTivIKo Kamvo KATw atd Tnv AKPOTIOAN eival pia amoAavon,
KATTOIEG POPES, APKETA. Na 6w poL AeiTTel TTEPICCOTEPO, TTAPA VA TTW. XIOVIOE OTNV

ABnva. EmavaiauPava : xiovioe otny ABrva.

2. AZQUATIKOI TOL EUTTOPIKOL VAULTIKOL TPIYLPVOLY OTNV 0860 DULAAGC. AVSPES
OTIPQXVOLY TTOPTEG OTONOUEVEG HE KAPPIA. Kopitola atrd TNV avATOAR TTOLANIOVLVTAI
000 éva crogue-monsieur oTnv TAATEia TNG ZopRovvng. IulnTeiTal akoud N £€060G

amo TNV Evpaotn.

3.MATWG €idate TNV Aypla yata mouv Pagricaue pia Pépa; NEog xelpcovag otn Néa
TubPVN. H dpa TV oTTOP®Y TOL POSIOL TTOL OTIAG OTNV €ic0d0. H MpPa oL PAG

ELXOUAOTE XPOVIA TTOAJ.

4. Kagé Mepdv. MeAaxpivr, JEAaXPOIVE, PEAaXPIvh TToL polddel va exel {NOEl TTIO TTOAD
amd TNV NAIKIA TNG. ZNAELE Tov UTTOLIOLEN TTOL XWPIC TTOANG Ba ayaTnoeg. Auay,

auav. To xaclooTpdyoLdd CoL LOoL Pépvel SAKPLA.

5. To maidi mov éRalav oTa yovaTa pou Sev gival SIKO pov. MNMpo@épel To OVOUA oL HE
TNV SLvVaPN evog EEvou. Ta NBeAa OAa. Tov YAUO Kal TO oTePAvI Ao avOoLG Aepoviag.

AKOUN BEA®. M' aKOULTE;

6. Av 0 MPYOS AAAOG ATav oepPITOPOG Ot Kapeveio, Sev Ba TO 'Xe yIa vIPOTA. H pvon
NG SOLAEIAG Sev TOV evllaPEPEl. Oa Ekave KAALTEQO KAPE aTTO Tov SITAAVO ToL. Tov

KAAOTEQO SLVATO KAPE.
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7. ETpwya xoipiva ptrpioAdKkia o€ pia Tapépva xapunAd otny Evpimidov. Mépaocav &éka
xpovia. H taPépva uvmdapxel akopn. EméoTpewa amowe TTApEd Pe WIA YOVAIKA TTOL

ayama®. Tnv idia 1oL ayamoboad €iKOO! XPOVAV.

8. Mia yevid avipav 1oL EupifovTal OXOAAOTIKA KABe pépa. KaBapoi kal ppovTIoUEVOI
akodun Kal yid va TTave va TTApoLY Wi, ITn ¢popd TG TRIXAG, YE CLUUPOLAELE O KDPIOG

AAEKOG. KOvTpa, HOVO yia yauo 1 yia kndeia.

9. O80¢ POURNG, PPIOK® KATAPULYIO Of £va ECTIATOPIO YIA VA YALTGOOW ATO TA
SakpLyova. METAEL AYVWOTWY, KATTVICOLUE TTEPIMEVOVTAG TO TEAOG TNG SIAdAAWONG.
‘Exw TV qiobnon om {w uia {wr TepimeTaicddn. Kata maoca meavornta Sev eival

aAnBeia

10. Apxég lovAiov. H yiayid meBave. BaoiAikr) KapuaoTivou, yevvnuévn 1o 1912 otnv
Kepalovid, xHpa mevAvTa Xxoovia. Aev GIANCA TO PETWTTO TNG OTNV ekkANaia. Ta pdTma

NG We Tpouadav.
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‘ Hemant Divate ( India)

Hemant Divate is a poet, editor, publisher and translator. He is
the founder-editor of the Marathi litle magazine
Abhidhanantar, which was published uninterruptedly for 15

years.

Abhidhanantar has been credited for providing a solid
platform to new poetfs and for enriching the post-ninefies

Marathi literary scene. Divate is credited with changing the

Marathi literary scene through Abhidhanantar and the Indian English poetry scene

through his imprint Poetfrywala. He is the author of six poetry collections in Marathi.

Divate's poems have been franslated info French, Italian, Slovak, Japanese, Persian,

Maltese, Serbian, Slovenian, Greek, Hindi and many Indian languages. In translation,

he has a book each in Spanish, Irish, Arabic, German and Estonian apart from four in

English. His poems figure in numerous anthologies in Marathi and English. Divate has

participated in numerous international poetry and literature festivals across the globe.

His publishing house, Paperwall Media & Publishing, has published (under ifs imprint

Poetrywala) more than 100 poetry collections. Hemant lives and works in Mumbai.

Butterflies

While rambling through the garden of my housing complex,
apropos of nothing, | told a friend:

Y’'know, these days, we don't see those small,

common yellow butterflies any more.

To which, he casually replied:

that brand has been discontinued.

MetaAovdeg

&(Translated from the Marathi by Mustansir Dalvi)

Eva ogpylavia OTOV KNATTO LOL WE TA TTOAAG KTHPIA

ACXETA P OTIBATTOTE €iTTa C' Eva PiAo:

ZEPEIG, AVTEG TIG PEPES SEV PAETTOLUE EKEIVES TIG MIKOES

I'VWOTEG KITPIVEG TTETAAOVLSEG

Ki ekeivog adiapopa amavinoe: «auvTod To €60g Sev LTTAPXE! TTIAN
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The fresh, juicy meat of a poem

A moment from life is stuck

between the teeth

of a poem.

It lingers in the interstices,

like scraps of meat

leftover, after chewing

on a chicken lollypop,

no different

from the space between two words

filled with the fresh, juicy meat of a poem.

& (Translated from the Marathi by Mustansir Dalvi)
The season'’s first rain falling at night

Like the TV's blank screen comes

the buzz of the rain falling outside

and the earthy smell of an unbranded perfume
pervades the room like the TV's raspy light

The frogs have burst into sudden croaks

which sound like acidity-ridden burps

At this hour of midnight shining

like a restless, half-dead tubelight

the harried wife is making

a drizzling effort fo put the daughter to bed
The daughter sleeps

wakes up

sleeps

wakes up yet again

In the sudden high-volume thunder
the irritated wife shuts
the irritated curtains, TV, lights, toilet

Like the daughter

the poem that has half-sprouted
deep in the mind

is starfled

deep in the mind

The rain outside and the smell of earth
are pining to reach me

and | from within the room

to reach the poem within

| make an enormous effort to save
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the mind’s poem in the
depths of the mind

Later during some tranquil time

if this same rain could be downloaded

and if this same earthy smell were to rise

then | would write the poem saved on my hard disk
and uproariously enjoy

the season’s first rain falling at night

& (Translated from the Marathi by the poet)
What happened to language?

What happened to the language

of the boy sucking on a sugarcane stick?

What happened to his language, this vagabond,
rolling an old tyre all over his village?

What happened to the everyday fongue

of this little boy, playing thabu and marbles?

What happened fo the language of the child
who loved surparambya, gilli-danda, lagori,
tops, mummy-daddy, doctor-doctor?

What happened to this free bird

who lustily blew his whistle during the jatra?2

This brawling boy, who played appa-rappi

and cricket with a ball of ragse What happened?

The same boy, who spoke with his own friends later,
self-conscious of his obviously ghati tongue.

What happened to his language?2

Kaay zhaala?

Note: (Kaay zhaalag- What happened?)

& (Translated from the Marathi by Mustansir Dalvi)
Ti émade n YAOOOQ;

T €maBe N YAOOQ TOL AyopIoL TTOL TTHAI(E TO KAAQUAKI he TNV {Axapn;
Ti €aBe N YAOOQ TOLTOL TOL PTTAYATTIOVTN TTOL YOPIZE OAA TO XWEIO TOL
M' éva TaNio AAoTIXO;

Ti EmaBe N KABNUEPIVA YAOTA TOL HIKOOL ALTOL AYOPIoD

Mou émraie TApTTOL KAl OAOLG;

Ti émaBe N YAOOoa ToL TTaIdIod TToL ayaTToLoe surparambya, gili-danda, lagori,
KopL@EG, HAPG- UTTauTa, yiaTeo-yIaTpod;

Ti €TaB¢ ekeivo TO EAELOEPO TTOLAI TTOL AAYVO PLOOVLOE TNV CPLPIXTEA TOL
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Tnv wpa TG jatra;

AULTO TO AyOPI TTOL KALYASIZE, TTOL ETTAIlE APPA-TAPPI KAI KPIKET UE MIA TAKOLAA
okouTidia, T £ETTABE;

To 610 ayopl TToL PIANCE pe TOLG SIKOLG TOL PIAOLG APYOTEPA, £XOVTAG CLVEISNON
Tng mpopavag ghati YAooag Tou, Tl EMabe N YADOOd Tou;

Kaay zhaala ( T émabe;)

Like sadness

in short, our condition is one of distance and
of distances left over

when you frace your fingers
along my spine
you trace in their meaning too

there is a fresh pulse

that dopplershifts between the righteous and the unprincipled
like a regular outburst

that, all of a sudden, resonates

from my bones

in truth, you remain largely preoccupied

managing somehow, as much as can be managed
my affairs and your own

and yet

the droplet makes its way back to the tearduct
unprecipitated, while you

like sadness, on the near side

wilt yourself

awkwardly into your own hideaway

and in the next moment |,

incapacitated like a cripple only wait for you
wait for you

on the far side of sadness

& (Translated from the Marathi by Mustansir Dalvi)
Man without a navel

Negation is a rising and falling relief

Beating its own drum

And

The foetus of memories is efernally growing
How much should | wait for you?

The flowers in my hands poured into my eyes
Now as | open the window of aching absence
To look inside, what do | find

But the paralysed body
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Of wasting, skinny words
What hospital shall | go to?

Sonofabitch this whole world has lost its navel

Now | do not feel

That | love anyone at all

Nor can | loathe them

And therefore | brush off

Her tactile script

The poem rustling with abandon from breasts to bellybutton

Now | only have to walk a bit further

To reach the town that is not hers

There | shall get the AIDS of my mind cured

I shall get holes made in my thoughts

And get screws fitted into them

But now | swear

Not to remember anyone at all

Now one must wrap up the moon and bury it under a neem free
Like we bury the umbilical cord of a newborn baby

& (Translated from the Marathi by Dilip Chitre)
The poet's demise

these days, poems can smell the whiff
of language's demise

but they never sense harbingers

of their own imminent annihilation

it may be that some find their life's fulfilment
making poeftry in death

but | have never heard of anyone dying
while writing or reading poetry

O God of verse

grant me a bullet in the head

while writing poetry

or, should | be the only one to die

let an exploding bomb carry me away
who else could be as fortunate as |
dying in the act of reading poetry

let the darkness and light before me
wink out without a fuss
even as | turn a page

& (Translated from the Marathi by Mustansir Dalvi)
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Goran Dordevié (Serbia)

Goran Pordevi¢ was born at Kolari near Smederevo on May
16, 1952. He finished primary and secondary school in
Smederevo, and the studies of Yugoslav Literatures and
Serbo-Croatfian Language in Belgrade. He writes poems,
literary criticism, and papers on literary history. Collections of
poetry: PoCetak nedelje — The Beginning of the Week (1984),
29. april = April 29 (1985, 1995), Rasuta zemlja - Scattered
Earth (1997, 1998, and 1999), in Romanian (1998), in Slovak
(2001), Sentandreja i druge pesme - Szentendre and other
Poems (2007), Smederevo, sedam pesama na sedam jezika
sa sedam crfeza - Smederevo, Seven Poems in Seven
Languages with Seven Drawings (2009), Raskri¢a — Crossways, in Italian (2009). He has
edited the monograph Pesnicki klju¢ Smedereva, 25 godina festivala Smederevska
pesnicka jesen — The Poetic Key of Smederevo, 25 Years of the Smederevo Autumn
Festival of Poetry (1994), Izbor iz stvaralastva za decu Branislava Nusica - The Selection
of Branislav Nusic's Works for Children (1997), Dela Vaska Pope — The Works of Vasco
Popa (2007). His poems have been published in more than twenty anthologies at
home and abroad, and they have been translated into: English, French, German,
Russian, Spanish, Italian, Romanian, Slovak, Armenian, Polish, Chinese, Greek,
Macedonian and Turkish.

Major awards: The Smederevo Award (1984, 1999), The Srboljub Matic Award (1998),
The Vuk Prize (2006), The Milan Rakic Award for the best book of poetry (2008), The
Charter of St Sava (2009), The Pen of Despot Stefan Lazarevic (2009).

He has been director of the Smederevo Poetic Autumn international festival of poetry,
and editor of the bilingual poetic books under the common title Meridians.

He lives in Smederevo.

Translated by Lazar Macura

NAPUSTENE KONJUSNICE

Napustene konjusnice
pune sablasnih senki
| odvaznih ljubavnika

Pregazeno zito na podu
i domovi. Dorat
raznetog Cela

Jahac sleden
na sablji. Raz
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iznikla iz zobnica
Nepobudena zmija
U hlebovima

njiska iz sna

U nebeski kas

U sumrak.

DESERTED HORSE-STABLES

Deserted horse-stables
full of ghost-like shadows
and of brave lovers

Chrushed grain on the floor
and homes. The bay horse
with a forehead blown to bifs

Arider frozen
on a sabre. Rye

cropped up from feed-bags
A snake fallen asleep
in loaves of bread

Whinnying from sleep
and a celestial trot
at dusk.

1979.

EFKATAAEAEIMMENOI ITABAOI

Ol eykaTaAeAelypévol OTARAOI
FeuATOl OKIEG, PAVTACHUATA
Kal ToAUnpoLG epacTég

To TTatnuévo oITdpl OTO TTATOUA
Kai omitia. To §6pv
Me TO SIGALUEVO PETWTTO

O avaPATng YappapwWUEVOS
oT0 oTTaBi. H oikaAn

BAGOTNOE péoca amod TNV GATVN
TO KOIUIOPEVO (ISl OTA PMIA

TO TTEPISEPAIO ATTO TO OVEIPO
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Kal oLPAVIO TTEPTTATNIA TOL AAOYOL
TO COVPOLTTO.

BOCNO SVETLO

U sobi sa malim boc&nim svetlom

i prozorima isaranim

lepljivom trakom

(da se ne sruci staklo)

svake nodi gledam TV program
sa porukom u uglu ekrana: VAZDUSNA OPASNOST
Osluskujudi let fantoma
procenjujem kada

da prekinem san uku¢ana

Da s¢ucureni u ragastovima
sluSamo kako ruse nas drevni grad
Ujedinjeni nasi bivsi saveznici

i neprijatelji.
A SIDEWISE LIGHT

In a room with a small sidewise light

and with windows criss-crossed

with adhesive tapes

(to prevent the glass from falling down)
every night | watch TV broadcasts

with a message at the screen corner:

AIR ALARM

Listening attentively to the flight of phantoms
| estimate the moment

at which to interrupt the sleep of my household members
In order to cower by the door-posts

and listen to destroying of our ancient fown
By our former allies

and foes united.

Smederevo in the spring of 1999

MAdyio pwg

Y10 SWUATIO PE TO PIKPO TTAAYIO (WG
Me Ta TapdaBupa SIdoTIKTa

ATIO ALTOKOAANTN TaAIVIA

(va pnv cwpiacoTe To YOAA)

KaBe vOxTa BAETTG TO TTOOYPAUUA TS TNAEOPAONG
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Me TNV cLPPROLAN OTNV Yavia Tou YoaAioL: KINAYNOY ANO AEPA
APOLYKOAZOUAI TO TIETAYUA TV (PAVTOUG

Npooéiopilw To TTOTE

Na SIakOW TOV LTTVO TV SIKGV oL

Kal kovAovpliacuévol oTo TTAQICIO TNG TTOPTAG

Na aKoLUE TG YKPEUICOLY TNV TTAAAIA UAG TTOAN

Evpévol ol TTpny Jag cOUUAXOI

Kal exBpoi

YuevtepePo, Avoién 1999

POCETAK NEDELJE

Najteze mi je ponedeljkom ujutru
kada se probudim iz Suma

iz potoka brzih iz detinjstva

slanik, komad hleba, ¢asa vina

Sva stradanja behu prosla
osmeh na licu, rukovanje strelaca

Tragovi zla u magli
Sume za disanje sasvim nezne
sasvim priviacne

Otac sedi za stolom
ispisuje petoprsta slova
tumaci zodijake

Najteze mi je ponedeljkom ujutru

Otac je jesenjeg ponedelika
otisao iz sveta u penziju

O, hladno je, O skrbno je, o bedno je
ponedelijkom ujutru

Oblacgim svecano odelo
Ocekujem zle vesti.
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THE BEGINNING OF THE WEEK
| feel worst on Monday mornings

when | wake up from the woods
from the swift childhood brooks
a salt-cellar, a piece of bread, a glass of wine

All sufferings were gone
a smile on each face, handshaking of archers

The fraces of evil in fog
forests gentle for breathing
altogether attractive

Father seated at the table
noting down five-fingered letters
commenting on Zodiac signs

| feel worst on Monday morning

On an autumn Monday
Father migrated from the World into Poetry

Oh, itis so cold, oh it is so painstaking, oh, it is so miserable
on Monday mornings

| put on my formal suit
| expect evil news.

H Apxn Tng ERSopadag

rnavta TNV AeLTEPA TO TTIPWI VIO XAAIQ

‘Otav fumrvnow armo Ta daon

ATT' Ta YAPYAPA PLAKIA TV TTAISIKGOV HOL XPOV®OV
ANOTIEQA, KOUUATI Wi, TTOTHPI KOAOC

‘ONa 10 Bacava gixav mepdoel

XapoyeAo oTa XeiAn, xeipawia 1wV TofoTV

Ta ixvn TOL KAKOL PECA OTNV OUiXAN

Ta §aon yia eAeLBepN avaTvor) TTOAD TPLPEPA
MOAL EAKLOTIKG

O maTépag KABeTal OTO TPATTE]
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F'oAge Ta TTEVTASAKTOAA YOAUUATA Kal EpUNVELEl Ta {dIa
Navta TNV AeLTEPA TO TTPWI VIO XAAIQ

Mia AgLTEQA POIVOTIGPEOL O TTATERAG

‘Epuye am’ Tov KOOUO auToOVv OTNY TToINoN

Ti o80VN, Tl KPVO, TI pIZEPIT
NIGOw TNV AeLTEPA TTPWI

DoPA® TO EMONUO KOLOTOLUI, TIEQIMEVE KAKA VEQ
APOTEKA
(Smrt pesnika)

Uzas u redu, smrt
Kraj ukocenog Eskulapa

Vidarevi prsti hodaju fi

po potfiliku

Prole¢no bilje silazi u

Sarenom odelu

Do kraja slepe ulice sa crnom kapijom.

Poskok sleden u letu
krikovi talasa, krljust riba
bivolje oCi opervazene vatrom

Skriveni znak u mozgu

dobijen zacecem

Vodoskok krikova.

Preklopliene strane sveta

Razoreni kristali, poremeceni krugovi,
istumbani putokazi

Narusdeni sklad kutija i boca
miriljavih soli i gorkih frava
Oprostaj koji se udaljava i tone

UZas u redu kraj ukocenog
Eskulapa

krvotok pesme ubija
Pesnika.

A PHARMACY

(Death of a poet)

Horor in a queue, Death
beside the sfiff Aesculapius
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A surgeon'’s fingers pass over the back of your head
Spring plants descend in their colorful clothes
to the end of a blind alley with black gates

A horned viper frozen in flight
wave screams, fish scales
buffalo’s eyes bordered with flames

A hidden brain sign developed with conception
A fountain of screams.

Overlapped points of the compass

Destroyed crystals, confused circles,

road sogns furned upside down

The disrupted harmony of boxes and bottles
smelling salfs and bitter herbs
Forgiveness departing and sinking

Horror in a queue beside the stiff Aesculapius
the poem’s blood stream kills a poet.

dappakeio
( 0 ®avartog Touv ToINTN)

dpikn oTn oeIpd, 6AvaTog
AITTAQ Q11O TOV ayamnUEVOG ACKANTTIO

Ta §AXTLAG TOL YIATEOL TTERTTATOLY OTO CREOKO COL
Ta avoi§laTika puTA KaTeRAiVOLY OTA TTOALXPWHA TOLG POLXA
Y10 PABOG TOL AdIEEOSOL e TNV PaLEN TTOPTA

To AAua TNG OXIAG TTAYWUEVO
KoaLYEG TV KOUATWY AETTIA WapIwV
Ta paTa Tov PosdIoL TTEPITPIYLPICUEVA UE PWTIA

KpLUpEVO OTO HLAAO TO CUUPOAO TTOL XAPAXONKE UE TNV COAANWN
Midakag KPALYWV.

Ta onueia Tov opilovta SIMAWUEVA

Toakiopéva KPOOTAAA, SIATAPAYHEVOI KOKAOI
Avartrodoyvpliouéva 0dika oruaTa

AlQTAPAYUEVN APPOVIA KOLTIGV KAl UTTOLKANIY
AP®UATIKOV AAATGV KAl TIKPGV BOTAVRV
ATTOXQIQETIOUOG TTOL Eepakpaivel kal Pubiletal

Ddpikn oTN oeIPA SITTAC ATT' TOV HAPUAP®UEVO ACKANTTIO

H KLKAOQOPIa iPATOG TGV TTOINUATWV
YKOTGVE TOV TTOINTA
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RASKRSCA

1z noénih mora i ljubavi
vracaju se mladici
sa nepoznatim melodijama
na ispucalim usnama

sa zastavama lepljivin dodira
u dan koji nema zelju

da svane.

razapeti pred bozanskim vratnicima
poslednijih poljubaca i
prvih sunovrata

O, zemljo izmedu devojackih
postelja i svezih humki

Utoli svoju glad plodovima
nasih reci, pesme, molitve,

Reko ponornice u glasovima
jutarnjin petlova u
temeljima kuc¢a

Pusti nas da ostarimo
na raskrs¢ima

CROSSWAYS

From nightmares and loves
young men come back
with unknown melodies
on their chapped lips

with flags of sticky touches
in a day which refuses

to dawn.
Crucified before the divine doorframe
of the last kisses

and the first daffodils

Oh, you earth between maidens’
beds and fresh grave-mounds

Page 40 of 140



157 CRETE INTERNATIONAL POETRY FESTIVAL

Appease your hunger with the fruits
of our words, poems, prayer

Oh, you sinking river in the voices
of morning roosters
in the foundations of homes

Allow us to grow old
at the crossways.
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| Gerhard Falkner (Germany)

Gerhard Falkner, born in 1951, is one of the most important
German poets of our time. He has published several volumes
of poems, amongst them ,Hoélderlin Reparatur (2008),
awarded with the Peter-Huchel-Prize, and ,,Ignatien” (2014). In
his 2019 volume of poems ,Schorfheide. Gedichte en plein
air'* he has restored nature poetry. After scholarships at Villa
Massimo/Casa Baldi, Rome and the Academy at Solitude
castle, Stuttgart, he was in 2013 the first fellow of the
Acadamy Tarabya, Istanbul and in 2014 fellow of Villa Aurora,
| Los Angeles. His novels ,Apollokalypse” (,,Apollocalypse”;
2016) and ,,Romeo oder Julia" (,Romeo or Julia“; 2017), acclaimed by the literary
critics, were nominated for the most prestigious prize of the German literary world,
Deutscher Buchpreis. Gerhard Falkner lives in Berlin and in Bavaria.

Translation : Marina Agathaggelidou

SCHORFHEIDE

Mir geht es dhnlich wie den Worten

sie liegen offen wie Steine, es wachst
einfach kein Gras drUber, sie Uberstehen
ihr Schweigen mit unmenschlicher Harte
Das Gras hebt sie wie Schulterpolster
wenn im Morgentau es quillt

doch drUckt das Totgeschwiegene

von oben

sie in den dunklen Daseinsgrund

zurGck

Ich habe morgens Uberhaupt keine Chance mehr
meine Socken wiederzufinden

so existenziell ist alles geworden

so bodenlos vieldeutig

so schwdérmerisch vertieft
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IOPOXAINTE!

NIGOW TTERITTOL OTTWGS OI AEEEIG

TTOL KEITOVTAI CAV TTETPEG, eV

PLTPGVE TTAV® TOLG XOPTAPI, LTTOUEVOLY
TN OIWTIN TOLG YE ATTAVOPWTIN OKANPOTNTA
To XOPTAPI TIC ONKGVEl oAV PATEG

OTAV POLOKWVEI UEC OTNV TTPWIVH §poaid
OUWG TA ATTOCIWTTNHEVA

TIG OTIPWXVOLY AvVWOEV

TMOwW OTO OKOTEIVO £5APOG

NG LITAPENG

To TpiI bev £xw TTa Kapia mMOavoTnTa
va PP TIC KAATOEG HOL

TG00 LTTAPEIAKA EXOLV Yivel OAA

TOC0 ATTLOPEVA TTOALCAUAVTC

1000 £vOOLOIWSWS TIPOCNAWUEVA

SCHORFHEIDE

Die Stunden reihen sich wie Ladnder aneinander

wie Kontinente liegen sie sich gegenUber, die Heide
wdchst auf inre Substantive zu, ein Kommen und Gehen
von Diesem und Jenem durchirrt wie Streulicht

die formatierte Flur

Schwach lacht die Leuchtdiode des grinen
Knollenbl&tterpilzes durch das Unterholz der Zeilen
O beautiful moment! Do not pass away

Der Text flieBt hin auf elekironischem Papier

Und I6st ein textexternes Leuchten

Aus er Ballung

Nicht-Text stellt sich ein, unbeschriftetes

Gel@nde, geldschte AuBenwelt

Der Moorfrosch unterbricht sein prunkvolles Blau
und Uberm Turm der Bauchigen Windelschnecke
Ubernachtet, Klopstock lesend, der Mond

IOP®XAINTE

Ol OPES YEITOVELOLY TAV XWPES

oav ATTEPOI OTEKOVTAI N KIA ATTEVAVTI OTNV AAANY, peikia
KAAOTITOLV TA OLOIACTIKA TOLG, EVA TINYAIVEAT
AVOUOIWY TTPAYUATWY Slaoxilel oav SIaXeOUEVO PG

! Jopdxaivte ovopaletal pa Saoikn €ktaocn, oto BOpeLo TUAKA Tou Kpatidiou tou BpadeuBoupyou,
€€w aro to Bepolivo. To mapov, Omwe Kot to SU0 EMOUEVA TIOL AT TTPOEPXOVTAL OO TO TILO
npoodatn rowntkr) culoyn tou DdAkvep, Sopyatvte. Moujpata en plain air (2019), 6mou Ta
TEPLOCOTEPQ TIOLAATA PEPOUV TOV {510 —OpWVU O TNG OUAAOYNAG— Titho. (Z.T.M.)
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TOV HOPQOTIOINUEVO KAUTTO

ASOVAPA YEAD N 8I060G PWTOEKTTOUTING

TOL BavaTTn PEcA AT’ TA XAUOKAQSA TV OTiXWV

O beautiful moment! Do not pass away

TO KEIPEVO PEEI OE NAEKTOOVIKO XOPTI

Kl TTPOKAAEl pla €€TEPIKA AAUWN

AOY® ouuedpnong

‘Eva un keipevo eugavileral, dypaen

TTEPIOXN, EEWTEPIKOG KOTHUOG TTOL SIAYPAPNKE

O RBaTpaxog ToL PAATOL SIAKOTITEl TO UEYAAOTTOETTEG TOL WTTAE
Kal TTAVE aTT' ToV TTUPYO TOL OTTEIPOEISOVLS TAANYKAPIOL TOL NTEUOLAEV
S1avukTeLEELE!, SlapAalovTag KAOTIOTOK, TO Peyydapl

SCHORFHEIDE (ABWANDLUNG)

Die erste Zeile ist der Wald

der Himmel seine Uberschrift

Die Bume stehen gedrangt wie Lettern
mit Majuskeln aus bronzenen Blattern
und Vogelstimmen

hoch in den Weltwirschaftswipfeln
Nirgends ist Ruh

Die Zeichen und Stimmen

von Twiligth und Twitter

t&nen hinzu

scribere scribere

Der Wolken wimmelnde Lanschaften

wie diplomatische Gesandtschaften
wispern Poeme und Vertrége

Die Welt vernimmt kaum einen Hauch

alles Lugen, heiBt es, denn die Dichter IGgen
sagt Platon in seiner Politeia

und wo er recht hat

hat errecht

scribere scribere

IOP®XAINTE (TPONOMOIHIH)

O TP®TOG OTiXOC gival To §a00G

O ovpPaAVOE N eTTKEPAASA TOL

Ta §évTpa OTEKOVTAI OTPILWYHEVA OV TUTTOYPAPIKA OTOIXEIA
UE KepaAaia ypduuaTa amod XAAKIVA pUAAG

KAl PWVEG TTOLANIGOV

WNAG OTIG KOPQPES TNG TTAYKOOUIAS OIKOVOUIAG

MouBeva dev LTTAPXEN NOLXIA

O1 XOPAKTHPES KAl OF PWVES

aro 1o Twilight kai To Twitter

ouvnNxoLY
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scribere scribere

Totia oL opLIoLY ATTO COVVERA

oav SITTAWUATIKEG ATTOOTOAEG

WiIBLEIZOLY TTOINPATA KAl CLUPGVNTIKA

O KOOWOG ioa TTOL AKOLEN PId AvAcd

OAa gival wEuaTa, KBS AEyeTal, YIAT Ol TTOINTEG WeLSOVTAI
Aéel o MAGTWY oTnv MoAiTeia Tov

Kal otav éxel sikio

Exel Sikio

scribere scriber

Das Gedicht ist, was es ist.

Nicht mehr, und nicht weniger.

Es besteht aus Worten, so wie ein Baum aus Holz besteht

Es kann daher eigentlich nicht krifisiert werden.

Man kann ja auch einen Apfel nicht krifisieren.

Man kann héchstens sagen, er ist faul, oder sauer, oder dergleichen.

Die Auskunft fUhrt sich also immer nur auf den Auskunftgeber zurGck.

Der Apfel selbst wird davon nicht tangiert. Er prozessiert weiter vor sich hin.
Noch schlUssiger hat Paul Celan das ausgedrickt in seiner Meridianrede:
,Das Gedicht hat seinen Grund in sich selbst; mit diesem Grund ruht es,
wie der Mensch, im Grundlosen®.

To Toinua eival auTtod TToL €ival.

OuTe TTEPICTOTEPO, OLTE AIYOTEQO.

ATTOTEAEITAI ATTO AEEEIG, OTTWG Eva 6EvTPO atToTeAeiTal atTo EOLAO.
ETTOuEV@G, OTNY TTPAYUATIKOTNTA eV UTTORE VA TOL ACKNBE KPITIKT.
‘OIS AG TTOOWE SEV UTTOPOVIE VA ACKNCOLWE KPITIKA O £va UAAO.

To TTOAD-TTOAD va TTOVLLE TG gival oATTO ) EIVO 1) KATI TTAPEUPEPEG.

H mTAnpopopia amodidetar AoITtdv TAvVTa HOVO OTOV TTANPOPOPIOSOTN.

To i610 TO UHAO Sev eTTnpealeTal AT ALTAY. AOYOSOTEI UOVO GTOV £QLTO TOL.
AKOUQ TTIO TTEIOTIKA TO éKpaace O MNMAaouvA ToéAav oTov «MecnuPBPIVO) TOUL:
«To TToinua é£xel TN PACN TOL GTOV £QLTO TOL * PE ALTAV TN BACN, edpadeTal,
OTTIWG KAl 0 AVOPWTTIOG, OTO ARACIUON.

[STADTPLAN]

die Stadft ist ein Buch

wir schlagen die erste StraBe auf
wir lesen die erste StraBe

wir lesen sie mit den FUBen
dabei gehen wir sie

mit der Zeit verstehen wir auch
dass der Satzbau der StraBe
wichtiger ist als das Verstehen
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der einzelnen HAuser und sobald
wir sehen: Hauser sind Worter

und StraBen sind Satze und

Stadte sind BUcher und Lander
sind Bibliotheken stoBen wir

auf die Frage: Was ist der Mensch?

sind Menschen Leser oder sind Menschen
Geher oder sind Menschen Zuhérer

der HAuser oder sind Menschen Autoren
der StraBen oder sind Menschen
Einwohner der Stadte oder sind
Menschen Erbauer der Bibliotheken

oder sind Worter Schritte in S&tzen

durch Kasernen von BUchern oder Satze
Fetzen von H&usern an StraBen durch
Stadte voller Menschen

und gibt es Fenster in den Zeilen
auf die Hauser oder Locher in den
Satzen auf die Warter oder Augen
in den Menschen fUr die Blicke
durch die Locher in den Séatzen
auf die Fenster in den Hdusern

an den StraBen durch die Stadte

und stehen die Worter durch die
StraBen auf eigenen Beinen oder
gehen die Hauser in den Satzen
andere Wege oder haben die Blicke
auf die Zentren der Bezirke ernstere
Sorgen oder zeigen die Stimmen

auf den Treppen der Gebdude Spuren
der Sprachen von Steinen aus anderen
Stadten

und gibt es Menschen in den Wortern

auf der StraBe oder Blumen in den

Festern der Gebdude oder Autos auf den
Zeilen der Gedichte oder Amter

in den Augen fUr die H&user auf der StraBe
oder Silben in den Steinen die nicht schreien
oder Lichter in den Giebeln der Geschicke
gibt es Dacher auf den Zeilen dieser H&user
an der StraBe einer Sprache ohne Laute
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gibt es Leser fUr die Ampeln an der Kreuzung oder
Sprecher fUr die Fenster in der S-bahn oder Arzte
fUr die BUcher wenn sie krank sind oder Fichter

fUr die Hauser wenn sie schuld sind oder Kinder

in den Kellern wenn es Krieg gibt gibt es K&hne
fUr die Lasten oder Krdhne fur die Kosten

oder Plane fur die Fragen nach den Sprachen

in den Hausern aus dem Osten

gibt es Mdnner fir die Frauen

oder Menschen,- gibt es Menschen?

[XAPTHX THX NOAHZ]?

n TOAN gival éva PiPAio

AVOIYOULUE TOV TTPWTO §POUO
Slapaloupe Tov TTPWTO SpOUO

Tov Slapalouvpe pe Ta TTOSIa

EVQ TOV TTEQTIATAUE

JE TOV KaIpO KATAAARAiVOLUE ETTIONG
OTI N obvTAgN TOL §POUOL

gival o onUAvTIKA attd TNV KAtavonon
TQV EMUEOOLS OTTITICV KAl JONIG

SoLpe OTI Ta oTTiTa gival Aé€eig

Kal ol §pdpol gival TTIPOTACEIG KAl

ol TTOAeIG €ival BIPAIa Kal O XWPES

eival BIBAIOBNKeG TTEpTOLUE

AV OTO EPWTNUA: TI €ival O AvOPWTTIOG;

gival ol AvBPWTTOI AVAYVOTEG N €ival of AvBPWTTOI
TEQITTATNTEG 1) €ival Ol AVOPWTTOI AKPOATEG

TV OTITIOV N gival oI AvOPWTIOI CLYYPAPEIG

TV SpOUWY N eival ol AvBpwTToI

KATOIKOI TGV TTOAEWV ) gival

ol AvOPWTTOI KTIOTEG TGV BIBAIOONKGOY

N gival o1 Aé€eig PripaTa o TTPOTACEIG

UEoa o€ OTPATWVEG BIBAIGV 1 Of TTPOTACEIG
ATTOOTIACUATA OTITIRV Ot §POPOLS UECT OF
TTOAEIG YEUATES AVOPWTTOLG

Kal LTTAPXOLY TTAPABLPA CTOLG OTIXOLG
TTOOG TA OTITIA A TOVTTEG OTIG

TTPOTACEIG TTPOG TIG AEEEIG 1 pATIa

OTOLG AVEPWTTOLG YIa TA PAéUUATT
uéoa aT' TIG TPLTTEG OTIC TTPOTACEIG

2 Mepiéxetat oto BiBAio: Mképxapvt OAaAkvep, M10An aupibpoung entkotwviag — ground zero, utdp.
Mapiva AyaBayyeAidou, FaBpinAidng, ABrva 2011, oo. 98-105.
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TTEOG TA TTAPABLPA PEG OTA OTITIA
OTOLG §POUOLG PETA OTIG TTOAEIG

KQI OTEKOVTAI Of AECEIG ECA aTT' TOLG

5POUOLG OTA SIKA TOLG TTOSIA N

TTAiPVOLV TA OTIITIA OTIG TTPOTACEIG

TOLG SIKOVLG TOLG SPOUOLG N EXOLY TA PAEUUIAT
TTPOG TA KEVTOA TGV CLVOIKIQV TTIO CORAPES
EYVOIEG 1 SEIXVOLV Of PWVEG

OTIG OKAAEG TV KTIPIWV ixvn

TV TIETPIVGV YAWOOWV ATTO AAAEG

TTOAEIG

Kal LTTAPXOLY AVOPWTTIOI OTIG AEEEIG

JEG OTO §pOUO N AovAoLSIa oTa

TTaPABLPA TWV KTIPIWY N ALTOKIVNTA OTOLG

OTIXOLG TGV TTOINUATWY I LTTNEECIEG

uyéoa OTA PATIA YIA TA OTHTIA ALTA OTO SPOUO

1 CUAMAREG PECT OTIG TIETPEG TTOL SeV PVALOLY

N PWTA OTA AETOUATA TV TTETPWUEVWYV

LTTAPXOLY OTEYEG OTOLG OTIXOLY TWV CTITIAV ALTWV
OTO S5POHO PIAg YAWOOaAg Sixwg pOOYYoLs

LTTAPXOLY AVAYVAOTEG YIA TA PAVAPIA TN SIACTALEWON N
OMIANTEG YIO TA TTAPABLEA OTOV NAEKTPIKTO 1 YIATEOI

yia 1a BIPAia oTav gival AppwoTa ) SIKAOTEG

yia T OTIiTIa OTAV gival évoxa r) Taidid

JEG OTA LTTOYEID OTAV YiIVETAI TTOAEPUOG LTTAPXOLY PAOLVEG
yla Ta OoETIA 1 YEPAVOI yia Ta £€06a

N oxeSIA YIA TIG E0WTATEIG WG TTPOG TIG YAWTTEG

UEG OTA OTHTIA TNG AVATONIKNG TTAELPAG

LTTAPXOLY AVTPEG YIA TIC YOVAIKES

1 AvEPWTTIOI — LTTAPXOLY AVEPWTTOI;

Ignatia 3

Es spricht die Sprache sich selbst wie kein Zweiter!
Unglaublich, wie sie sich beherrscht!

Sie kennt jedes Wort von sich Wort auswendig.
Sie weiB einfach alles Uber alles

und alles, was sie nicht weil3

weiB niemand.

Keiner der Engel der Sprache verstinde
Hochzeit, Mahlzeit oder WWW

ohne ihr Zutun.

Selbst im Kiosk am Stachus gibt es

keine Zeitung ohne dass allein Sprache

weil oder wusste was drinsteht.

Kein Netz ohne Knoten. Kein Kopf
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ohne Schleife. Kein Kern ohne Ring.

Sprache und Sprache sind

einander versprochen.

Von Anbeginn.

Der Engel Lorenzo Lottos erscheint

und Ubernimmt die Verkindigung:

Wenn die Sprache spricht, geschieht, was sie sagt!
sagt er.

Das Gesagte geht der Heimsuchung voraus.
Hinter den Bildern von Annuntiatio und Visitatio
prangen die kdstlichen alten Landschaften.

Die Sprache der Sprache tritt indem sie spricht
vor den Altar.

Die Sprache der Sprache als Frau ebenso
wie die Sprache der Sprache als Mann.
Sie im Brautkleid, er im schwarzen Anzug.
Willst du //
spricht die Sprache // zu der Sprache der Sprache als Mann //
die Sprache der Sprache als Frau // zur Frau nehmen //
Ich will, antwortet die Sprache der Sprache als Mann.
Willst Du // spricht die Sprache zur Sprache der Sprache als Frau //
die Sprache der Sprache als Mann // zum Mann nehmen?
Ich will, antwortet die Sprache der Sprache als Frau.
Damit hat die Sprache Sprache und Sprache getfraut
und ich will und ich will ist zur Sprache gekommen.
Nach der Trauung fliegen die Sprache der Sprache als
Frau und die Sprache der Sprache als Mann als Paar
in die Sprachflitterwochen und feiern die Welt
als das einzige Beispiel fUr alles, was der Fall ist.

Ignatia 3

H yAcooa piAGe ATrTaioTa Tov €auTo TNG!

Agv LTTAPXE AANOG TTOL VA TNV KATEXEI TOOO KAAG 00 n ibial
Aev TNG EeeLiyel AEEN.

Z¢pel TA TTAVTA YIA TA TTAVTA

Kal O,T1 Sev EEpel exeivn

Sev TO EEpEI KAVEIG.

Kavévag dyyehog TNG YAWooag bev Ba kataAapaive

TI TTAEl VA TTel YAUOG, YELUA I Www

EPNMNY TNG.

AKOUQ KAl OTO TIEPITITEQO OTNV TTAATEIA ITAXOLGS eV LTTAPXE!
oULTE Hia epNUEPISA TTOL N YAWOCTA KAl HOVO N YAWOOd

* Stachus ( Karlplatz): kevTpikr TAQTEia TOL Movaxov. (L.T.4.)
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va pnv yvopile T Agel yéoa.

Agv LTTAPXE SIXTL XWEIG KOPTTOLG. OOTE KEPANI
XWPIC ONAIG. OOTE TTLENVAG XWEIG SAXTLAISI.

H yA®ooa kal N YAQooa

€ival A\OyOSOOUEVEG N Wia OTNY AAAN.

AT’ TNV apxn-apxn.

O ayyehog Tou Lorenzo Lotto eupaviletal

Kal avahauPavel TNy avayyeiia:

‘O1av JIAG N YAOOOQ, Yivetal O,TI Aéel ekeivn!
AE€l ALTOC.

To YavTATO TTPONYEITAI TNG ETTIOKEWNG.

Micw amo TG eikoves TNG Annuntiatio kail Tng Visitatio#
AdauTrouy Ta e€aioia TTaAaId ToTTial

H YAOOA TNG YAWOOAG EICEQXETAl MIAGVTAG
UTTOOOTA OTO IEQO.

H yA®ood TNG YAOOOAG WG yuvaika
OTTIWG KAl N YAWOOA TNG YAWOTOTAG WS AVTPAG.
Exeivn e VOPIKO, ALTOG PE HADPO KOTTOLUI.

OéNag //

AE€l N YAOOA // OTN YAWOOA TNG YAWOOAG WG avtpa //

va TTAPEIG YIA YLVAIKA 0oL // TN YAWOOA TNG YAWOOAG WG yuvaika //
O¢A®, amavTd N YAWOOA TNG YAWOOAG WG AVIPAG.

OEANEIG /] Mgl N YAOOA 0T YAWOOA TN YAWOOAC WG yuvaika //

va TAPEIG yIa AVIPa oL // TN YAWOOA TNG YAWOOTAG WS AVTPJ;
O¢A®, amavTd N YAWOOA TNG YAWOOTAG WG YLVAIKA.

‘ETO1 N YAOOQ £veooe TN YAWOOA KAl TN YAWOOA HE TA §€0UdG TOL YAUOL
Kal atro TNV Eveon avTh Nedav otn YAWooa 00 BEA®.

MeTd TNV TEAEON TOL YAUIOL N YAWOCOA TNG YAWOTAG WG

YyOLVAIKa KAl N YADOOQA TNG YAWTTAG WG AVIPAG PeLYOLY WG (ELYAPI
YIQ TOV YAWOOIKO Priva Tou PENTOG KAl YIOPTALOLY TOV KOOHO

WG TO HOVO TTAPASEYUA YIA KABETI TTOL LPICTATAI

Ignatia 7

Wir aber werden nicht. Keine Silbe

wird uns. Kein Name.

Bewdlkt sein wird unsere Stimme

und was wir sagen wird trotz der Ger&usche
die die Sprache verursacht

fallen wie farbloser Regen.

Wir bleiben die Hinterschlafenen:

Silberne Léffel und goldene Lofflerinnen.
Wir warten auf den winzigen Sprung

in den einfachen Chromosomensdtzen

4 (AaTIVIKA OTO TTPWTOTLTIO): TTPOKETAI YId TOV ELAyYENOUO TNG ©eOTOKOL KAl TNV
Emiokewn Tng Mapiag otnv ENcdPet, avrioToixa. (L.1.4.)
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der uns ankidndigt.

Ich wollte, die Welt wéare weiB und leicht
wie Weizenmehl und sie flége.

Ich winschte, die Welt wére denkbar.

So aber bin ich hin und her gerissen:

Ich leide wie ein junger Hund, aberich rede
wie ein alter Hase.

Heute frih um 8 hat es geklopft und gefragt:

st denn die Sprache zuhause2«

Nein, hat es geantwortet, die wohnt hier nicht mehr.
Die war noch mit der Metaphysik frihsticken.
Danach hat sie einen Termin gehabt mit der Logik
um sich einen Prozess gegen das eigene Haus

vom Halse zu schaffen.

Am Nachmittag fraf sie sich mit der Analytischen
Philosophie, die sie dauerhaft als

zu untersuchenden Gegenstand sichern wollte.

Als Kommunikationsautomat, in den man zwei Zahlen
einschmeiBt, mit denen man alles herauskriegt.

In den Augen der Wissenschaft, so erklarte man ihr
gdlte ja bereits die Physik als verunreinigte Mathematik
und erst Recht naturlich die Philosophie

was allein an ihr I&ge, der Sprache.

Mit anderen Worten, man hat ihr gesagt:

Sprache verschmutze das Denken.

Das war hart!

Abends kam es dann noch zu einem Blitzbesuch

bei den Poststrukturalisten. Uberstirzt geradezu.

Dort aber sagte man ihr, sie trige nicht nur die Schuld an sich selbst
sondern an allem.

Daraufhin ist sie ausgezogen.

Ignatia 7

Eueig Opwg dev Ba yivouue. OLTE pia

OLAACPN pag. OvTE TO dvoua.

TKETAOMEVN WE VEPN Oa gival N pwvn Pag

Kal Ta AOyIa pag Tapd Tov 80pLRo

TTOL KAVEI N YAQDOTOT

Ba TTEooLY KATW oav axpwun Poxn.
Mévoopue BuBICUEVOl OTOV DTTVO:

ACNUEVIA KOLTAAIO KAl XOLOOI CLVSAITNUOVEG.
Mepipévoupe éva Tooo §a AAua

OTIG ATTAOEISEIG TEIPEG XPWHOTWUATOV

TTOL Ba AVaKoIVOEl TNV APIEN LAG.

©a NBeAa 0 KOOUOG Va NTAV ACTIPOC KAl EAAPPLG
oaV OITAAELPO KAl VA TTIETOVOE.

©a NBeAa 0 KOOUOG va ATav TMeavog.

‘ETol Opwg TpaplEpal pia €66 pIa eKei:
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Yav veapod KOLTARI LTTOPEPG AAA UIAAK
oav YEPOALKOG.

IAMEOA TO TTPWI OTIG 8 XTOTTNCE KATTOIOG TNV TTOPTA KAl PWTNOE:
«Eival N YAQOoa pEca;y

‘Oxl, armAvInoayv Ao To OTITI, §ev PEVE THA £50).

MAPe APXIKA TO TTPWIVO TNG ME TN METAPLOIKN.

MeTd €ixe Eva pavtePo e TN AoyIKNA

yia va &¢l TG Ba EepopTwOEl pia bikn

TTOL TNG KAVOULV YIA VA TNV TTeTAgouy ar’ 1o ot TNG.

To amdyeLPA CLVAVTABNKE PE TNV AVAALTIKA

DINOCOPIa, N OTToIA NBEAE VA TNV KATIAPWOEI

WG OTABEPO €PELVNTIKO TNG AVTIKEIUEVO.

Qg avTOPATO PNXAVNUA ETTIKOIVGVIAG, OTTOL PIXVEIG WECT
5LO APIBUOLC, PE TOLG OTTOIOLG ATTOKTAC TA TTAVTA.

ITa PATIA TNG EMOTAPNG, TNG EENYNCAY,

n ®uoikr oTnv ovaoia Ppouilel Ta MaBnuaTika

YIQ va un IANCOLPE GLOIKA YIa TN PINOCOIa

Kal yIa OAQ auTd PTaiel eKeivn, N YAwooa.

Me AAMa AOyIa, £TO1 TNG eiTav:

N YAQOGCQA PJOAOVEl TN OKEWN.

YkAnEN SnAwon autn!

To Ppddu ékave KAl PIa aoTPATTIAIdA £TTIOKEWN

OTOLG METASOUIOTEG. 'ETOI OTA TTETAXTA.

Exkel OUWGS TNG eitTav OTI Sev PEPE HOVO TNV €0BLVN TOL £ALTOL TNG
AAAG TV TTAVTWV.

‘YoTepa amd auTd PETAKOUIOE.
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Zhao Fan (China)

Zhao Fan was born in Kunming in 1987. Ph.D. student of East
China Normal University in Chinese modern literature. The
research area is Chinese modern thought and culture. He is
a researcher at The New Poetry Research Institute of
Southwest United University. In 2017, he participated in the
11th KRITYA internatfional poetry festival in India. In 2018, he
fook part in the international symposium on “Modern Chinese
from the Perspective of Literature” of East China Normal
University and delivered a speech.

<FHERF>

FEE 957 F T A
MBS HGEEE At b

fEX BEE HEEDLS
RAIT RAEBWEER
XELH R ARG

HTFEE DITHVERES
MRME T Bk —
TLERBIEN R 3k B 4 AR

3k B BRI A A R R )
Bt R el
BAEEAMABEE Tk

Bl

SHHIBHIEES E—R
FE REENR NTUEKER
B8R LAt Hey)
ML —EE HEEZRAEA
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AT S — iR
MRBHE EOESE R
XERENES REMERF REM...
RE HEFEL SR 2REMNEA
FHREGHE ST fHIRE RS
FRIMEE BHMRIEENET
WREfR FHAMI tELE
IR DR

2019.3
<Grandpa is ill>

Grandpa has gradually become silent since 1957

He was driven from the study to the earth

Faced withrice banana sugar cane speechless

In the hot basin  only cicadas were making noise

These are all my imagination

| don't know if tropical honey can

Slightly melt a corner of the monolith of the times

The impression of silence comes from outsiders

A slight vibration of the vocal cords from the word silence
Sometimes we will also talk about the past at the dinner table
| looked for traces in the convenient pattern of suffering
Grandpa's silence was not wordless  when family

Goft together he is happy as usual responsible for rice cooking
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Occasionally buy some northern food

Curse the enemies of the country with television

These are just another kind of silence

It has never crossed the orbit fixed time fixed location fixed quantity

This is the last will  the last possession  the last ...

But the bodly is the master of darkness only because of electrolyte disorder
Grandpa followed closely behind out of breath shouted out the secrets
Disturbed and anxious confess the names the process the ending

Which he never mentioned grandpa was no longer silent  he looked

Exhausted

2019.3

<I&EFERER>

MEEROBELZE T ST
BRILH AT RS
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BB E T
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2019.6

<The living area of a factory>

The road home has been walked for many years

The pine frees on the roadside have become towers

High stab info the blue sky

The eucalyptus tree at the corner bends its waist

Keep at the end of the road

After a gust of wind

The hard fruit is picked up by the children
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Turn into a fop on the ground

A piece of water is wet for a long time

A layer of moss is on the corner

Retired young workers

Come back from the food market

Carrying kale and broad beans

Wearing a grey jacket

Dust settled on the leather shoes

Lying in his mouth is a tongue pickled in liquor
The pupils run into the unit door

No one sits on the stone bench

A flock of fruit flies is gathering near the rose
Cannais flashing green light

As dusk falls on the kitchen

The housewife is chopping meat

The spatulais rubbing

The beads of water explode in the frying pan

The smell drifts info the street

<KEHEE>

BAEBIRNAHERE T
AAEKM ERHR L
— a4
— LR TR TEGE
BKFTRRELL L
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BERIMRSE
RREBIDHINE

B R Frth gL
BELIRE L1

EEARRL SH T
RTEEMMAEES
BRLE R EL

2019.8

<Peach truth>

Someone is copulating with nothingness in the room
Someone is picking fruits on the earth
A sudden rain washes the container
Some light shot through the clouds
Dew and juice soaked the red earth
Behind the drooping leaves

Are hanging full of desire down
Cannot wait fo ring the sound of falling
That rolled to the ground

Give its body to birds and worms.

The sub skin yellow flesh was exposed

Condense info sweet fruth

2019.8
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| Yu Jian (China)

Contemporary Chinese poet, essayist, literary critic, novelist,
editor, photographer, documentary filmmaker, and university
professor.

Yu Jian was born in 1954 and he is raised in Kunming, Yunnan
Province. Arguably the most prolific Chinese language poet
of our fime, he is widely recognized as one of the foremost
poets of his generation. His numerous publications, which
span more than three decades and various literary genres,
include the landmark five-volume Collected Yu Jian (Yunnan
People’s Publishing, 2004), the four-volume Selected Essays of
Yu Jian (Shaanxi Normal University Press, 2010), and more recently Who Is He: Poems
2007-2011 (Chongging University Press, 2013). Yu Jian's writings have been franslated
info fourteen languages, including English as well as major European and Asian
languages. Among his documentaries are Hometown (2009) and Jade Green Station
(in collaboration with anthropologist Zhu Xiaoyang, 2003), both of which constitute a
cinematic expression that allows Yu Jian to extend his poetic, humanistic vision to his
ongoing ecological, socio-political, and cultural concerns about life in Yunnan. A
regular guest at major poetry festivals, Yu Jian has held lectures and readings af
leading universities and literary venues worldwide. He has lived his whole life in his
native city, Kunming.

“The Second-hand Store Assembly”
by Yu Jian

The second-hand store hides itself away on the Left Bank right near the black eye-
socket of a café you'll need to take

a sleazy-purple pickaxe with you there's a brothel next door slumbering fleas hitched
fo a belt

as well as piano-playing fleas blue fleas grey-green fleas an old bicycle frundles

past a puddle of fetid water

Baudelaire sauntered out just a moment ago Mélancolie still suspended behind a
window swathed in black gauze

not having found the linen shirt which Plato once threw out he feels somewhat décu
and will try his luck

elsewhere no immaculately dressed Member of Parliament would be seen dead here
but an off-stage actor

might no corpulent capitalist would be seen dead here but a superfluous poet might
no puffed-up ship's skipper would be seen dead here but a refugee who had skipped
across oceans might no professor

would be seen dead here but a young woman cutting classes might no hedgehog
would

be seen dead here
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but a peacock might no pair of scissors would be seen dead here but flesh and blood
might no crocodile would be seen dead

here but a crow might no car would be seen dead here but a pair of slippers might
rescue for the Raft of the Medusa as all those transvestite clouds drift by, constantly
changing their clothes there's a rank stink in the doorway

dead clothing waits for its fleshly body a wrinkled confessional sick to the back teeth
of TRYING TO MAKE ONESELF LOOK PRETTY of EVERY DAY BRINGS SOMETHING NEW as
the

second-hand store’s philosophy lesson goes: “Understand the Present by Studying the
Past”

just a bit grubby S M L someone’s fig-leaf shrunk with too much ironing so

flat to the touch so saturated with washing powder this is the midget, Little Lynn

this is tripe-bellied

Paul you are Drawing Compass Jean she is Needle Compass Thighs Georgette sheis
Lily of the bucket waist and | am Yu but where is the department store that contains a
bear’s waistline?

strip off the old uniform get rid of that Ironing Despot Adam butts out his anxious
cigarette Eve

starts to breath more easily FASHIONABLY DRESSED MEN AND WOMEN pediars and
lackeys never forget that one time in Spring

when we walked barefoot in Eden Garden dressed in rainbow garb and feather
apparel

the future was like mist

the sun dazzled the eyes the age was with oneself the black-illicit life of a private
person smells then

were more noticeable arms and legs lazier apparel lighter Well, I'm not a tank, am

12!

a little more seductive-looking a little more considerate more fun to be with

walking out on those main streets you had to blindfold yourself

with red curtains you had to withdraw and isolate yourself acting out the life that was
yours without letting them capture it on film

the grand bath tubs of the Romans were Highly Inflammable hugging catching
furning over and pinching

sniffing rolling around biting tfearing kneading penetrating as you came out

ready fo take on the World

leaping in two flames, stitched back up together holding on fight to your heart’s
desire

the obligatory ribbons shoulders knees collars and sleeves fongue fips

lips ovaries facial hair heels as well as

thighs juices pornographic yellowness the siren’s spinning wheel DRINKS LEISURELY
AND CROONS SOFTLY

| came | saw | lashed out with my hands tired old clichés torn to shreds one after
another

then redeployed tarted up anew dressed to the nines a hundred holes in honesty's
fabric

a hundred dirty spots you pay your money the first hand is only too willing the

second hand

embraces the Beloved the third hand keeps running itself over what has already been
stfroked God — that

Page 60 of 140



157 CRETE INTERNATIONAL POETRY FESTIVAL

clothes rack a SMALL-sized abyss that stays hidden, never revealed the Great Tailor
Who had our headgear ready for us

long ago but still we have to go on searching to run red lights to be jostled black

and blue

to catch cold to be shamed intfo anger to go bald to give ourselves ulcers to be
plunged into despair

to give in utterly surpassing the standards and laurels of ordinary dress The dancer
before the altar has a beautiful face like jade She does not wear

the vulgar clothing of this world (Po ChuU-yi) time is a radiant filth while lice take

good care

of a undying, ageless blood we’ve only just been stripped off when here we go again
shaken out then rumpled

splitting apart then joining together again CASUAL AND ELEGANT BEAUTY and the only
thing missing is one tiny button

refinement and elegance all in the density of the ash My dear she puts on

her pink underwear check out her skin as a prospective mate row a boat open

doors

go swimming skating climbing a hill see the big fat moon but don’t fouch

her breasts and don’'t brush against my buttocks the aisle is narrow he is in the
process

of TURNING OVER A NEW LEAF some rigid Master is inspired by a Mexican scarf

for the leading role what one longs for night and day: Moliere's bad-smelling but
unique shoe-pad something cheap

SNAPPING ONE'S FINGERS AND GETTING WHAT ONE WANTS something precious out of
reach picking and choosing here

nothing at all comes up to scratch try this one on it smells of “White Poplar”

perfume once the Gods

all wore this but the sleeves are too long you'll have to roll them up Prodigal Son

your shoes are too thin

Great Beauty your silk is too fine whose prison is thise | open the door

whose the close-fitting skirte the wilting flowere the waistlines of Jiangnan have

arrived all at once

bursting into bloom you hug this stack while he hugs that bundle ALL ON ONE’S

OWN

X is returned to his mother’s cotton embrace what he has yearned for day and night
while Y runs into

that he-wolf one can only dream of JUST WHAT THE DOCTOR ORDERED it has to be
the

next one the next style (sigh)

the cheek-to-cheek dance of the World for ever and always in a heap of rags this
necktie

is more fitted fo my obscenity your brazenness needs a certain crotchlessness suit
yourself

in that suit and af last all masks are off with this on his head he ascends his throne

for the first time

this sweat is her only “authentic fragrance” you old wardrobes of the World which

the hands of evil manipulators behind the scenes

can never reach the clowns have made the wrong choice again back home in front
of

Page 61 of 140



1sT CRETE INTERNATIONAL POETRY FESTIVAL

their dressing mirrors

they STARE AT THEIR REFLECTION AND BEMOAN THEIR FATE and are reborn in that
feeling of

dejection while certainty equals being constantly on the look-out

last time you played the part of the blue trousers this time it is the jacket that MAKES
ITSELF UP AND TREADS THE BOARDS OF THE STAGE there is a hint

of that plate-glass sheen in Paris in the vicinity of the Moulin Rouge before

nightfall where a crippled

ghost manages to score a pair of second-hand crystal slippers which that

haggard Cinderella will adore

& (Translated by Simon Patton)
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“I Remember Shigatse”
by Yu Jian

that day in red Shigatse when | was young with a fravelling bag and a drinking-flask
on

my back and on my feet a pair of Liberation running shoes

| strode across fields of highland gingke barley a forest combed its hair in the mist
dawn

rinsed ifs face crows bore the name of a divine being

a snow leopard flew in the Himalayas some Tibetan's white house stood poised on a
hill-

top prayer-flags

fluttered with a pantheon of gods a paper lion overcame its altitude sickness as imps
and

a fine steed

rolled in its erect body | strode past villages fortfresses temples cream-coloured tents
a Tibetan mastiff

roared against a railing this mighty collector took care of a Black Hole from the
Middle

Ages | had no way of getting near to

bells tolled from high up in the clouds the Doors of a Whole Household opened a
crowd

of matsutake mushrooms put on their caps

the Doors of a Hundred Rivers opened a hundred thangkas bloomed riotously on
slopes

covered in a hundred kinds of flowers a hundred bronze cauldrons

were brewing a whole day's yak-butter tea Baidumu stood in a country fair of weiqi
chess-

players bearing Tibetan woollen pulu cloth and a love

very soon to be realized Sakya Monastery was raining Mount Qomolangma was
chanting

scriptures the Doors of the Galsang Flowers opened every horse

in a pack of horses had lowered its head to the ground having found the root a
vermilion

monk with one shoulder bare pulled out a key from somewhere at his side

the Doors to the Sun opened wide its briliance lighting up the Tashi Lhunpo Monastery
lost in thought Doors of Stone opened

the Doors of Wood opened Doors of Eggs Doors of Orchards fathers and sons
worked on the rooves of Autumn fifty-one years old, Jiangmu's mother had a row of
whife teeth

in her apple of a face the Doors of the White Poplars opened | met people spinning
prayer-wheels
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made of sheep's hide people dancing behind white clouds people offering their
hands in

support people walking along roads people on their way

to Lhasa these joyous clocks crawled along the ground and moved more slowly than
fime itself | met with people

lying stretched out in fields of grass and | met kings without crowns the mothers of
mothers riders on horseback ladies of noble birth

necks encircled with turquoise beautiful woman cooks a reincarnated descendant of
King Gesar just like a stupa | met with young girls

like white cranes bronzed boys and at the long-distance bus station | met with butter
gilded with gold-leaf as well as people

carrying scars fleas and love songs people come from corn and potato who led me
and guided me past precipices and streams with hands scythes had once cut into o
that

day in faraway Shigatse

the Doors of the Choir opened everywhere lips were singing Jamyang Gyatso sang in
each and every prayer wheel

sorrowful songs that day Shigatse was bathed in an auspicious glow that day all the
doors opened

the white hair of grandmothers hung down in doorways the world was so old Beauty
was slow in coming but how | hoped that this was not

the End of the World that day, with Shigatse lit up in the light of the setting sun | found
the main gate to an Old Heaven sheep

making their way back home trod my footprints info the mud's oblivion as they
passed

there was no electricity in Shigatse that day

no hotels the Doors of the Stars opened and together with the moftionless yaks on a
plain

of grass

I was glad to be darkness
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LIYKATOE

TNV NUEPQ EKEIVN PE KOKKIVO LiYKATOE OTAV APOLV VEOG, WE Evav TA&ISITIKO OAKO

Karl pia ummoukdAa otnv mAATN Kail oT1a TSIA oL

‘Eva Cevydpl ATIEAELOEPWONG TTATTOLTOIA TEEEIUATOG

APACKENCA 0PEIVA XWEAPIA e KAANIEQYEIQ PIBAPIOL — Eva §ACOC XTEVIZE TA UAAAIG
TOL — OTNV OMIXAN

H avyn EEmAeve TO TTPOCWTTO TOL, OF KOLPOVVEG EiXAV TO OVOUA EVOG BEIKOL OVTOG
Mia Aeomrapdaln Tou xioviob TreETage oTa lyaAdia kATToloL BIRETIAVOL TO ACTIPO OTTITI
YTEKOTAV TOTTOBETNHEVO € KOPP AOPOL PE ONUAIES TTOOTELXNG.

DdrepovyiovTag p' Eva TTaveeov Bev Eva XAPTIVO NIovTapl

ZEMEPATE TNV APPWOCTIA TTOL EiXE TOL LYPOLS AV SIABOAGKI

Kar wpaio aloydki

KOAnoe péca oTo oTNTO TOL CPA

APACKENCA XWPIA, PPOLPIA, VAOULGS, TEVTEC OE XPWUA KQEUAG

‘Eva 0iBeTiavo pdaoTip.

OvpAIale evavTia o€ Eva KAYKEAO, ALTOG O IOXLPOG TLAAEKTNG

Eixe emueAnBei pia Madpn TpuTa Tov Mecaiwva.

Acgv €ixa TOOTTO VA TTANCIAC®, KAPTIAVEG TTOL XTOTTOLO AV YNAG OTA COVVEPD

O1 NopTeg evog ONOkANPOL NoIKOKLPEIOVL AvoIEAY £va TTANBOG

MaTooULTEK pavITApIa POPETAY TA KATTEAQ TOLG :
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O1 MopTEG TV Ekato Motapwy avoi§av

ExaTto «Bdvykagy avBioay pe oxAAywyia o€ TTAQYIEG OKETTACUEVES HE EKATO EISCV
AoLAoLSIa

eKaTod PTTPOLTYIVa Kalavia eToipalay oAOKANENG TNG NUELAG TO YIAK-
BobTLPO-TOAI. O MTTEIVTOL UOL OTEKOTAV OE PIA XOPA ME APKETODG YOULEIKI TTAIXTES
OKAKIOU pE BIRETIAVO PAAAIVO TTODAOUL KAl Evav £0WTA

TTOL TTOAD YPryopa 6a yIvoTay TTRAYUATIKOTNTA

Y10 LdkoLa MovaoThpl ERpexe 0To Bouvd Qomolangma EweAvay TIC YOAPES

O1 NopTeg Twv Galsang Flowers avoi§ayv kaBe AANO .

Ye PIa ayéAn ammo AAOYA Eixe XAPUNAWOE TO KEPAN G TN yn —

‘Exovtag Ppel TN pida Evag KOKKIVOXPWUOG HOVAXOG W' EvVAV PO YOUVO
‘ERBYaAe Eva kAelbi attd KATTOL

O1 NopTeg TOL 'HAIOL OEPBAVOIXTEG N AAUWN TOL PWTICOVTAG TO TACI

10 Lhunpo MovaoTthpl To Xauévo oTn okEwn

O1 NopTeg NéTpag avoifav

O1 NopTES ZVAOL AvoiEav.

MNopteg Avyav. NopTeg KATT@V. MNATEPES PE TOLG YIOLG TOLS SOLAEWAY

MNavw OTIG KIVATEIG TOL PBIVOTIMOEOL TTEVAVTA EVOG XOOV®OV N UNTEPA TOL Jiangmu
Eixe pia ceipd amo aotpa SOVTIA OTO UAAO TTOOTMTIOL

O1 NopTeg amrd AoTTPeG AcLKEG AvolEav

TuVAVTNOQ AvBPTTOLG VA YLPICOLY TOLG TOPOXOLG TNG TTOOCELXNG
Kapwpévoug amod Toudpl TTooRATwY

AVOPMOTTOLG VA XOPELOLY THOW ATTO ACTIPA COVVEPT

AVBOMTTOLG VA TTPOCREPOLY TA XEPIA TOLG Yia PonBeia

AVBPMTTOLG VA TTEQTTATOLY OTOV SPOUO AVEPWTTOLG OTOV S§POUO TOLG

MNa n Aixdoa.

ALTA TA XAPOLHEVA POAOYIA VA CEQVOVTAI OTNV YN KAl VA KIVOLVTAI TTIO apyd
Kai amd Tov xpovo Tov ib1o. TuvavTnoa avBpwIToLG EATTAWUEVOLG OTO XOPTAP!
Yovavtnoa BaAciNIAdeG XWPIG OTEUPA TIG UNTEPES TV PavAdwY
Kapaidpnbdeg mavw oTa AAOYa KUPIEG ELYEVIKAG KATAYWYNG

AQIPOVG P TOLPKOLATZ YLPW YOPK OUOPPES YVUVAIKEG UAYEIPIOTES
MeTeppuxwpévo kal TTAA attoyovo Tou Baoihid Kaicapa

‘Evav nAiBio pe véa kopiTola oav AcTTPOI YEPAVOi UTTpoLTdiva aydpia

Kal g oTaBud A opEicV JAKPIVEY ATTOOTACE®Y oLVAVINCA ROVLTLPO
EmMxpLOWPEVO Pe XPLOO POANO OTTIWG KAl AVOPTTOLG PE OLAEG

Kouvoutma kal pwTIKA TpayoLsIa AvEPTTO! TTOL £PXOVTAl ATTO CITAPI

Kal Tatdta mou Pe 0dnynoayv Ueg amo YKPEUOLS KAl péPaTa

Me xépia scythes TTou kKAToTe SpeTTavia Ta'xav KOWE avTh N PEEa oTn hakpivn Shigatse
O1 NopTeg TNG Xopwsdiag dvolifav

MavTtoL xelAn Tpayovdovoav Jamyang Gyatso

Toayobdnoe oToV KABE TPOXO TTPOCELXNG

ONpepd TpayoLSIa TNV NUEPT eKEiVN

O LiykaToe KOALUTTOLOE O€ ELOIWVES AAPWEIG

‘Hrav n pépa oL OAEG oI TTOPTES Avolfay

Ta dompa HAANIA TV YIAYIAdwY KPEUOVTOLOAY WG KATW OTA KATWPAIA

O kOopOG 1600 Yepaopévog H Ouoppid apyoboe va' pbei

AANG TTOCO €LXOUOLVA va PNV gival avTd To TEAOG ToL KOTUoL

TNV NUEPQ ekeivn, OTAV O LiyKATOE AVAYE JE TO PGS TOL NAIOL TTOL £8VLE

Eyw Ppnka tnv kOpla eicodo o' evav MNaiaid Oupavo
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MNpoparta Ppickovy Tov §pOUOo TOLG OTO OTIITI TTOSOTTATNOAY TA XVAPIA POL
TNV apvnoia Tng AAoTING, OTTWG TTEpvoLOaV

AgV €iXe NAEKTOIKO OTO LIYKATOE eKeivn TNV NUEQT

Ourte Eevodoxeia. O1 MOPTeG TV ACTEQIOV AvolEay Kal padi Ye Ta akivnTa yiak
¥’ éva kaTampdaoivo NRASI

XApNKa TTOL AUOLY TO OKOTAS! .
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| Jochen Kelter (Switzerland-Germany)

Jochen Kelter, born in Cologne, Germany in 1946. University
studies in Germany and France. Has been living as a Swiss
citizen in Switzerland since 1969. Poet, novelist, essayist.
President of the Swiss collecting society Pro Litteris from 2000
fo 2010. Former President of the European Writers' congres
(EWC), the federation of European writers' associations. Latest
books: Die M&wen von Sultanahmet (poems, 2015),Wie eine
Feder Ubern Himmel (poems, 2017), Sprache ist eine
WanderdUne (eeays on Literature and society, 2019).

Philosophenturm

Die Obristen hatten euch
vertrieben bis in den Hamburger
Philosophenturm und die
Wohngemeinschaft beim Hafen
immerhin einem Hafen

Du und deine Gefahrtin

die Genossen aus dem Suden
mussten uns Junge Herzlichkeit
lehren Freude zu leben

auf den Verbannungsinseln

Werden wir Feriencamps
einrichten sagtest du Labors

zur Befreiung der Welt bist du
danach in einem Hafen gelandet
der dein war mit den deinen?

Rauch der aus dem Kamin

Uber dem Haus aufsteigt

die Gewissheit hier sind wir
gestrandet zu unserem Genigen
auf Erden so lange wir sind?

Pirdus

Die Melodie des Akkordeonspielers wird leiser wie er dem n&chsten Wagen zugeht
ich verstehe den Text nicht aber ich weiss ihn als er um eine Gabe bittet es ist das Lied
von Leben und Tod FUr das er um eine Gabe bittet das sich verliert als er zum
ndchsten Wagen der Métro nach Pirdus wechselt dem ndchsten und dann dem
ndchsten es wird scwdcher und schwdcher ich weiss es Es ist das Lied von Leben und
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Tod auf diesem unsterblichen Akkordeon die Katzen gibt es noch es gibt noch das
Meer und die Insel Agina sonst aber ist alles und das Akkordeon verblasst bis zur
Kenntlichkeit

Palmenhaus

Wir spielen Boule im verwilderten Garten des Palmenhauses essen Brot K&se und
Kuchen trinken die Weine niemand schaut durchs dichte Gebisch von da draussen
herein dann steigt die Nacht allmdhlich aus BUschen und Grésern senkt sich aus
hohem Gewdlb herab auf den zuwildernden Garten wir verlaufen uns in die Stadt die
sitzt vor Cafés Bars im Dunkeln und auf Terrassen stehen unter B&umen und trinken ein
letztes Glas auf niemand keiner schaut von draussen herein wir sind bei uns allen allein

Santiago Matamoros

Die Statuen der Heiligen sind schwarz vom Regen auf den Mauern spriesst Moos auch
auf der breiten Krempe deines Huts Matamoros Jakob du Schidchter der Mauren
Gezweig stosst durch die Mauern auf den Ddchern spriessen Busche ihr seid gegen
Suden marschiert die grossen GuUsse liessen nach lieblicher wurden die Landschaften
und wérmer zurUckgeblieben sind allein die Stein gewordenen Tradume der
katholischen Kénige die Hybris der ewigen Inquisition der gemeisselte Traum des
Meister Mateo von der Wurzel Jesse zum ewigen Licht die Krieger des einen Gottes
brennen jetzt anderswo

Juni vierundvierzig
Hier ist die Erde bitter,
es ist die bittere Erde von Distomo

Jannis Ritsos

Hier waren als SS — Grenadiere

die zweihundertundachtzehn Bewohner
aufschlitzten képften erschossen vergewaltigten
verbrannten die Hunnen Europas die Herren
Uber den Tod die befehlsgeilen Leutnants
l&ngst alle schuldig geworden

Komeno Kalavryta Kephalonia

sechzigtausend ermordete Zivilisten
fUnftausend erschossene italienische Soldaten
achtundfinfzigtausend nordwdarts verschleppte
Juden getdtet kein Tater je verurteilt

kein Reuegeld jemals erwirkt

Aber hier in Distomo gewannen

drei oder vier Zwanzigdhrige ihre Unschuld
zurUck die sie nie zuvor besessen als sie drei
oder vier Kindern den Weg wiesen sich
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zu verbergen vor ihresgleichen drei
vier Gerechte unter den Barbaren

Philosopher’s tower

The Colonels have had you

expelled to the tower of the faculty of philosophy
of Hamburg university and to the

communal residence at the port

atleast a port

You and your companion

the comrades from the south

Had to teach us youngsters warmth
the joy of living

on the exile island

We will create holiday camps
you said labs

for the liberation of the world you
ended up then at a port

that was yours with yours?

Smoke that rises from the fireplace
above the house

the certainty here are we
stfranded enough

on earth for as long as we are?

Palm house

We play boules

in the overgrown garden

of the palm house eat bread

cheese and cake drink

the wines no one looks

through the thick bushes from there
outside inside here then the night
rises gradually from bushes

and grass sinks from

the high vault on the overgrown garden we get lost
in the city which sits in front of cafés
bars in dark and on terraces

stand under trees and drink

a last glass to no one

no one looks from outside inside here
we are alone by ourselves
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Piraeus

The melody of the accordionist
Sounds lower as he enters the next
Wagon | do not understand the lyrics
But | know them

When he begs for charity

Itis the song of life and death

What he asks for charity for

Is getting lost when he enters the next
Wagon changes frain to Piraeus

The next one and then

The next one turns weaker

And weaker | know

It is the song of life and death

On this immortal accordion

There are cats and there is sill

Still the sea and the island of Aegina
But everything and the accordion
Fade away until discernibleness

June ‘4

Here the soil is bitter,
Here is the bitter soil of Distomo
Yannis Ritsos

Here were the two hundred eighteen residents
When members of Es-Es

Slaughtered, beheaded, shot, raped

Burnt the Huns of Europe the Men

For the death of an authoritarian Leutenant
All of them were found guilty

Kommeno Kalavryta Kephalonia

Sixty thousand murdered civilians

Five thousand murdered ltalian soldiers

Fifty eight thousand displaced to the north
Murdered Jews no offender ever condemned
No reparation

But here in Distomo
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three or four twenty year old boys won theirinnocence

back that they once did not have when they showed to three
or four boys the way

to hide from three peers

four righteous among Barbarians

Santiago Matamoros

The statues of the Holy

Are black from rain

On the walls moos is spreading

On the wide brim of your hat

as well Matamoros Jakob

you slaughterer of the Moors

branches shove through the walls

on the roofs grow bushes

you marched towards the south

heavy rain was falling

the landscapes became more beautiful
and warmer behind

were left alone the dreams of the catholic Kings
that furned into stone

the hybrid of the infernal Inquisition

the carved dream of Master

Mateo from the tree of Jesse fo the
eternal light the fighters of the one

God are burning now somewhere else
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Koukis Christos (Greece)

Koukis Christos was born in 1979 and he is a poet and a
writer. He has published poetry books in Greece, France, Italy
and Serbia and poems of his have been translated in eight
(8) languages. He has participated in poetry anthologies in
Greece and other countries and in several international
poeftry festivals around the world. He has worked in poetry
and culture magazines and has written lyrics for songs.
Recently he collaborated in an international project for
Documenta 14 Athens. He lives and works in Athens.

Moral teaching

“Let us not talk about crisis, it is simply a big re-classification of forces” said the elder
earthquake specidlist to the young political specialist

“The point is always how we deal with changes

the breaches, the collisions, the big and small earthquakes

the shifting to the right or the left, the horizontal or vertical tendencies Energy is
forever accumulating in secret, and is searching for an exit,

a voice; certainly

the question always is how do we prepare ourselves for those unavoidable changes”

Heiké Sisaypa

«AG UNV OMIANOVE YIA KQIoN, €ival ATTAGG UIa JeYAAN avakaTaTagn TV SLUVAUEDV)
EITTE O YNPAIOC CEICUOAOYOG OTOV VEAPO TTOAITIKO AVAALTA

«To ATNUA TTAVTA €ival TIQG EUEIG SIaxeIPI{OPATTE TIG AANAYES

T4 PAYMATA KAl TIS CLYKPOVOEIG TOLG, TOLS MIKOOVLGS KAl PEYAAOLS CEICHOVG

TIC APIOTEPOCTPOPES I SEEIOOTOOPES PETAKIVATEIC, TIC OPICOVTIEG KAI KATAKOQLPES
TACEIG

AVEKQBEV VEQPE HOL CLOCWPEELETAI EVEQYEIQ OTA KPLPA

Kal avalnTtd pia €060, HIa PVA * ACPAANDG

10 {ATNUA TTAVTA EIVAI TTGS EUEIS ETOIMAZOUAOTE YI' ALTEG TIG AVATTOPELKTEG AANAYES)

Sleep

For some time now | cannot sleep, | turn around on my bed until the vertigo lifts my
dreams from deep down
My agony tonight as well is heavier than darkness
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but still | am not waiting for the dawn, it is not time for light but sfill | am waiting for the
stars and the moon to appear so that we can talk and clarify things
so that we do not leave this story with empty eyes

This country does not go to sleep with clear conscience

What kind of people drove us mad that the night fell so wildly and suddenly

What kind of people have we become that the night fell without a fight, a
reminiscence

We were captured by the ashes and whoever could save himself was saved

The ashes are used fo us and accuse us now for the fire We should, we should have
listened fo the denial

For some time now we have been living with the feeling that we are slipping in vain
with the frightened suspicion that when a wound governs it goes deeper

‘Yrvog

Kaipo tadpa dev ummopcd va KoIunBw, oTRIPOYLEIZW OTO KPERATI oL
WOTIOL O INlyYog V' aveRaacel Ta Ovelpd PoL aTT' Tov BLBO

H aycvia pou ki arroye epIcooTEPN ATT' TO OKOTASI

KI OMWG SV TIEPIMEVMD TNV ALY, Sev €ival AKOPA N PA TOL PWTOG
KI OMG TTEPIMEV® T AOTPA KAl TO PeyYAp!

va @avoLy, va PIANCOLPE Kal va EekaBapicOLUE

ue adeia pATia unv eLUYOLUE ATT' ALTHYV TNV ICTOPIA

ALTOG O TOTTOG eV TTEPTEN YIA OTTVO We TNV cuveidnon kaBapn

Ti eibovg AvBpwTTolI pag EeAdyIaoay Kal VOXTWOE

£TO1 Aypla KI aTTOTOUA

Ti €i60LG AVOPWTTOI YivAUE KI EUEIC KAl VOXTWOE

XWPIG pIa paxn, pIa pvAapn

Mag kvpiewav ol OTAXTES KAl 0 0WOIWY £ALTO CWONTW

Jag cuvnBIoav Kal Of OTAXTEG KAl YAG TIPOCATITOLY TN PWTIA
ETTPETTE, ETTPETTE VA eixape akoLOoel TNV dpvnon

Kaipo tadpa {obue Pe TNV diocBnon TTws PATala oAioBaivouue
Kl JE TNV EVTOOUN LTTOWIA TTWG KIa TTANYR oav KuRepvael, Babaivel

The ugly side of history

Johnny took everything he had, there was room for everything he had in one wind
anyway and came to the capital
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what else can a white boy do but write poetry to manifest in the minds of men
and one day when | took him home wounded, he said one evening
| will tell you about the ugly side of history

Andreas was in trouble and could not be saved even by a drop of blood he packed
up and went to his village

but pain never disappears; it is simply archived

and he wanted to dream like everybody else on the bright side of the moon and one
night when | freated him to many drinks, he said

one evening | will tell you about the ugly side of history

Aalen woke up sweating over a dream

she had walked places that were erased and roads that never existed and she kept
thinking: people like us change the world with a song or a glance

and one day when | brought her medicine, she said

one evening | will tell you about the ugly side of history

Angelos always wanted another body, not his own

he paid every day for the stupidity and the perversion of the

world but he knew very well that love was an unlikely reality and the most beautiful
terror is to love yourself

and one day when | saved him from his parents, he said one evening | will tell you
about the ugly side of history

Kat had gone through illegality; she had already gone through boredom and was
always searching for a new activity, a new collision

as she was beautiful and rich, everything legal was too easy Besides Paradise has a
taste of failure, which is also its value

Kat had somewhere, somehow thrown her microcosm on a pile and one day that |
remained silent so she could cry correctly, she said one evening | will tell you about
the ugly side of history

With these people | had always the shocking feeling that | was not right
H doxnun mAgvpa TG I0TOPIAGg

O TZovVI TTNPE OOA €iXE, XWPOLOAY AAWOTE OAa T’ évav Avepo
Kal NpBe oTNV TTPWTELOLOA

TI GANO UTTOPE VA KAVEl €va AeLKO AyOpI ATT' TO va YPAPEl TToinon
va SIa8NAQVEl HEG OTO HLAAD TV AVOP DTV

KQl JIa JEOQA TTOL TOV TIYQ OTIITI XTOTTNUEVO, OV €iTTe
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éva Ppdadu Ba cou SiINYNB TNV AoxNuN TTAELPA TNG loToPIAg

O AvTptag eixe UTTAEEE Kal Sev owldTav oLTE Ao pia oTaydva aipa

TA YAZEWE KAl TINYE OTO XWPIO TOL

pa o TOVOog Sev XAVETAl, ATTAWG apxeloBeTeTal

KAl QLTOG NOEAE VA OVEIPEVETAI OTIWG OAOI, OTNV PWTEIVH TIAELPA TOL PEYYAPIOD
KAl PIa JEOA TTOL TOL KEPATA TA TTOAA TTOTA TOL, JOU EITTE

Eva Ppadu Ba coL SiINYNB TNV Aoxnun TTAELPA TNG loTopPIag

H AINiv EbTTVNOE 1ISpmPEVN TTAV® G éva KOPA

EIXE TTEQTTATAOEI PEON TTOL TPRACTNKAV KAl SOOUOLS TTOL &gV LTTAPEAV
Kal ONO OKEPTOTAV * AVOPWTTOI OAV £UAG AAAGloLVE TOV KOOUO

u' éva TpayoLd A Y’ éva PAEUUC

Kl hIa JEOA TTOL TNG TIAYA TA PAPHAKA TNG, POV EiTTE

gva Ppdadv Ba oou SiNynBw TNV doxnun TTAELPA TNG loTopiag

O AyyeAogG TTOL NBEAE KATTOIO AANO OQOUA, TTAVTWG OXI TO SIKO TOL
TTANPWVE KABE YEPA TNV avoncia Kal SIacTPO®r) TOL KOCOL

N&epe OUWG KAAA TTWG O £PWTAG €ival JIa avApPooTn TTPAYUATIKOTNTA
Kal TIGG O MO WPEAIOG TPOUOG gival V' ayaThoeig TOV €aLTO OOV

KAl JIa JEOA TTOL TOV YAITGO A ATT ‘TOLG YOVEIG TOU, HOU E€iTTE

gva Ppdadv Ba oov SINyNB TNV Aoxnun TTAeLPA TNG loTopiag

H kat mépaoe otnv TTapavouia, eixe Tepdoe NdN att’ TNy TTAREN

Kal EPaxve TTAvVTA Jia Kaivoovpla §pdaon, Jid véa cLvTPIPn

KaB®G NTav OpoPEN Kal TAOLOIA, KABETI VOUILO TTAPANTAV €DKOAO
AAN®WOTE 0 MaPAdEIcOG £xel MIA YELON ATTOTLXIAG, ALTA gival Kal N aia Tov
H Kat kammou kamwg mérale o€ pia owpo Tov PIKPOKOOUO TNG

KAl JIa JEQA TTOL EUEIVA CIWTTNAOG YIA VA KAAWE OWOTA, POL EiTTE

gva Ppdadv Ba oou SINyNB TNV Aoxnun TTAeLPA TNG loTopiag

M' auvTobg TOLG AVOPTTOLG, EiXa TTAVTA TNV CLYKAOVIOTIKN AicOnon
g Sev gixa Sikio

A.D
Where | love you there is agony advanced night in the hands of a day
No one is ever prepared for beauty that is why we have love and music

You are the only one | know when | am myself

Let us fall in love or let us be burned, it is the same
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but let us not remain alone holding history under the arm like yesterday's newspaper
You can wear the world inside out provided you do not assign any labels

Let us fall in love since even in our worst moments the most beautiful sign is pain

and its first lesson is the attraction of things

Let us be burned since we could have had everything but we preferred to have each
other

and the proud hunger of the kiss

Let us fall low only for a fallen star, only for the broken glass of the world to feel
everything else but strangers in our mistakes Let us fill the glass of time with marks from
hands and lips and let the state accuse us, let us be accused

the false world plus our culpabilities is the true world

We are rich in such a way that no bank condescends to accept us
Let us fall in love or let us be burned, it is the same In the language that | love you,
tears are liquid fire

A.D.

‘Onou o' ayamaw LTTAPXE aywvia

TTOOXWPENUEVN VOXTA OTA XEQIA PIAG NUEPAG

TTOTE KAVEIG Sev €ival TIPOETOINACHEVOG YIA TV OpOPPIA

yI' ALTO EXOLUE TOV £OWTA KAl TN YOLOIKN

Eical n povn mou &pw oTav giual 0 €aLTOG PoL

AG £0WTELOOLE N AG KAOLWE, TO i8I0 oTTOLEAIO €ival

uN MEiVOLHE OUWG POVOI, Pe TNV loTopia TTapapdoxaAa oav XBeoivn epnuepid§a

0 KOOUOG POPIETAI KAI ATT' TNV avATTodn ApKei va PNV PALEIC TAUTTENEG

AG £E0WTELOOLUE PIAG KAI OTIG TTO AYPIEG OTIVUEG HAG WPAIOTEPO ONUASI gival 0 TTOVOG
Kal TO TTOMTO TOL PABNUA gival N €AEN TV TTPAYUATWV

AG KAOLWE PIag Kal Ba uTTopobOAE VA TA £XOLUE OAQ YA TTPOTIUACAUE O Evag TOV
AAov

Kal TNV TTEPNPAVN TTEiVa TOL PIANIOD

AG PIXTOVUE XAUNAG HOVO YIA £va TIECPEVO AOTPO, HOVO YIA TO OTIACHEVO YLOA TOL
KOOUOL

AANO N VIKBOoLUE AYVWOTOI EcA OTa AABN pag

AG YeUIoOLUE TO TTOTAPI TOL XPOVOL PE ONUASIa ATTO XEPIA KAl XEIAN

KI G pag TTPOCATITEl TO KOATOG AG PAG TIPOCATTTE

O TTAAOTOG TOL KOOHOG CLV TIG EVOXEG HAG €iVAl O KOOHOG O aANBIVOG

EipaoTe TTAOLGI0I KATA TETOIO TPOTTO TTOL KAWia TPATTE(Q eV UAG KATASEXETAI

aG ePWTELOBOLUE N AG KAOLWE, TO i8I0 oTTOLSAIO €ival

ITNV YAWOOA TToL ¢' ayarndw, Ta §AKkpLa gval bypo TTLE
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The empty space

The empty space
is the well-balanced space
a logical impasse and the last physic refuge

No feeling slips

emptiness doesn’'t demand nor intervenes

firm against disfigurations, reluctant o challenge you

Silently waits for what exists to breathe its last breath not at all an ungraceful role for
such an unreal beauty

Humbly faithful to immobility it doesn’t decline (in value) its crystal feeling reflects
infact memory

In the empty space only peace evolves
if you are in agony, realise it, simply close your eyes and jump

To Kevod

To kevo

€ival 0 ICOPPOTTNUEVOG XWPOG

AOYIKO ab1E€E060 kal LOTATO WPLXIKO KATAPLYIO

Kavéva ouvaiobnua dev oNoBaivel

TO KEVO bev atTaITel OUTE ETTEPRAIVE

AKAOVNTO O€ TTAPAPOPPAOTEIS, ATTOOBLHO VA OE TIDOKAAETEI
TIEPIUEVEI OITTNAA TO LTTAPKTO VA EKTTVEVLOEI

S10A0L AXaPOG POAOG yI' ALTA TNV ATTOKOCN OPOPPIA
Tameva MoTO ¢ aKIvnoid, SV eKTTITTTEl

N KOLOTAANIVN AioONOT TOL KABPEPTIZEl AKEPAIN TN PVAUN

YTO KeVO £EENICOETAI OVAXA N YAAR VN
av ay@VIAg va TO KATAVONOEIG, ATTAQG KAEICE TQ YATIA
Kal Ténge
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Aristea Papalexandrou (Greece)

Apanénicoa
(Xrasdiov)

Aristea Papalexandrou was born in Hamburg in 1970. She has
published five books of poetry: Dio onira prin (Two Dreams
Ago, 2000), Allote allou (Once, Elsewhere, 2004), Odika ptina
(Songbirds, 2008), Ypogeios (Underground, 2012), Mas
propserna (If's Passing Us By, 2015). She has studied music and
Medieval and Modern Greek Literature. She works as an
editor. For her last book, It's Passing Us By, she had honored
by the Academy of Athens, in December 2017.

poLOoQA TTOADTPOTTOV. ..

Tnv &P avTrv TNV AyvwoTn
ATTO TO PWG TTOL ATTAGWVE

TO HALPO POPEUA TNG.

©ad 'Aeya arr’ Tnv avamodn

KI EKEIVN TG WE EEpel

NIGOw cav va e TAPAKOAOLOEI
arr’ Tov kaipd oL aoBuaivovoa

TOIYOPIZA OTNV TTOAN

Ki dkovya Aeg kar ammo pakpid
OTO AT YOL TNV CIWTTA TNG:
«AANaAN avTilnAog YAIoTPd

e popa otnv Ltadiovn

AANAAN avTiZNAOG ey
Ki opBcoveral prrpooTd pouv

Qpaia n veapd olwTn

Me Eepel kal TNV EEp .

Eyw ki ekeivn

doapkn

OTO JAVPEO LOL POLOTAVI
Yav KATI OEAEl va POL TTEl

Me TPl yia va pe TREPE
FALKQ €IoXWEE OTO €ival oL

TNV TREPG KAl YE TREPE.
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THE FUGITIVE*5*
(Stadiou St.)

| know this stranger By the light spread by
her black

dress

| should put it the other way round it's she who knows
me | feel like she's been following me since the

fime when gasping | wandered bout the city And |
heard as if from afar

her silence in my ear:

"Speechless rival slip into Stadiou swiftly”

| the speechless rival
And it rises before me

Lovely this youthful silence

It knows me and | know it

| and her

fleshless

in my black dress

As if she wants to tell me something Consuming me
to feed me Sweetly permeating my being

| feed her and she feeds me.
O avTomTng

Y10 AELKO TOL
TTOLKAMIOO KAEISWUEVOG
gival KAt oTIYUES PPASIVES
TTOL TTEEVA ACTEATTA ATTO UTTEOG HOL
Kal XAVETAIl AEG KAl OPNAVel
TTOIV OV YVEWE
WG £PLYE
@eLyel

Z¢pw ANiya yI' autov acuvapTnTa
Acgv gival ammo 6w

5. The poet mentioned to the translator the Greek title was in some sense inspired by
The Fugitive (Albertine disparue...) section of Proust’'s Remembrance of Things Past
and though the poem is not directly related to it there is a sense of ambiguity, the
sense of being lost, of being forgotten, a “fugitive” becoming estranged from even

him or herself.

muse ingeniovus...
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kal &ev gival yia kAT otrovdaiog
'OUWG £xel Evav TPOTTO va TTeiOel
ALIOMOTOC EEVOGT TOV eTTEAEEQY
AANOLVOU TNV LTTOOXECN V' ABETHOEl
AVOP®TTOG SiKAIOg SaVEKNG
EVOXNG
lowg B4 'Bele va 'xe
MIANOEl KI QLTOG YIa Keivn
N vOxTa
MNa TV AAA®VY TO AANOOI
‘Ooda €ibe KABWG Tryaive
epxoTav
EI0XWOEWVTAG OTO PAPA TOLG

ALTOG 0 AvOPWTTOS BOLROG
ue mpooTalel vV apBpow
PV

EYEWITNESS

Locked in
his white shirt
there are some twilight moments
when he flashes before my eyes
is lost, you'd think erased
before he nods at me
that he'd left
he's leaving

The little | know about him is inconsistent
He's not from here
and is not in any sense important
But he does have a way of being convincing
Trustworthy stranger; they chose him
to breach the promise of another
True man of borrowed
guilt
Perhaps he would like to
have spoken himself about
that night
About the others’ adlibi
All he saw as hew s passing by
coming
infiltrating their steps

The mute human
commanding me to articulate
voice
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Ta €§ adiaipiTov
(Ev MnAiw oToixeiouiva)

Agv NEOE yIa KAvVEVAV KATOIKACIUO
aAvTO TO KAAOKAIPI
'‘Oc0 yia Tn Rdopdda avtnyv
TV CLVAVTNCEWY
EETTALVE OLYKIVAOEIG
adnpayeg

Dd16ic10G¢ S5pOUOC

ZepaTioTdg

KaToAloBaivovTag TTpog Ateipov

OKOTWUEVA OKLAIG OTNV
AOPAATO

5LOKOAN N OKEWN YIA VERO

5LOKOAN N avaca

Ki 6tav avrikpioeg
XAOHOG

TA TTPWTA OTOIXEIUEVA
amo KalpO AKAToIKNTA
OAa o povalav

va EekAEIbWOEIg

Tn 6aAlacoaq, TN Balacoa
ZekAeibwoe TN BAAacoa

AlPOPA TRIDEOPA
abdeia oTnyv gpnuia
‘'OUWS N TOPTA TTOLBEVA
Kal TO KAEISI OTTACUEVO

Tn 6alacoa
AMIGOG Ba o€ OTeREWEL
AlPOPA TRIEOPA

OUTE £Eva KATOIKAOIUO
va {NOEIG VA TO YOIPACTEIG
TO AANO KaAOKaipI

H 8dAaocoa, n 6alacoa
TTAAQI TTOTE OAAVOIOTWY
MnAicov Tapadsicwyv

H 6dAacoa amo pakpid

Agv B4 'pBel yia kavévay
KATOIKNOIUO TO AANO KAAOKQIQI
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AB INDIVISIO
(Haunted on Pelion)

This summer did not turn out
to be inhabitable for anyone
As for this week

of meetings

it flushed away ravenous
emotions

Twisting road

scorching

sliding toward infinity
dogs smeared on the
asphalt

hard to think about water
hard to breathe

And when wan you come
face fo face

with the first haunted dwellings
vacant for years

they all cry out to you

to unlock

The seaq, the sea

Unlock the sea

Two-story three-story
empty in a wasteland
Door nowhere to be found
and the key broken

The sea
Otherwise it will dry you up
Two-story three-story

Not one inhabitable
a place to live and share
the coming summer

The sea, the sea
a once upon a time Pelion
paradise in full flower

The sea from afar

The coming summer no one will
find anything inhabitable.
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MpwTtoxpovia

ATTO Ta EEva Biaool
pag npdav
pag akoLOTNKAV
pag eoyav.

‘Qpa evdekdTn AypuTvn

06eLEI TO ACTL APWTIOTO OTNV
Swbekatn.

MapuapwPEVo BACIAOWWHO

KOAEl TO APOPETO PETAEWTO YIAG
lokdoTng

KaAn xpovia kai KaAnvoxra.

Mvnuec otoipalovTal OTIYUES
AVO XINGSES Sékal...

NEag xpovidg

ENUEpUa TO HEANOV

puAG NiyooTeWE.

NUxTa Boupn.
NEW YEAR'S

Troupes came to us
from abroad
listening to us
left us

Eleven o’'clock sleepless
the unlit city heading for

twelve
Vassilopsomo™ petrified
calls fo mind the unworn silk of a

Jocasta
Happy New Year and Goodnight!
Memories piled in moments
Two thousand and fen...
New year
dawn our diminishing
future.

Mute night.

2. Vassilopsomo is a special bread baked in a round loaf for New Year's and is
named after St. Basil (Vassily) whose name day is January 1.
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Eig eavtov

To aicOnua TEoTIAVT®Y
oYPNAO

Aev AW, TTEPACAV OTIYMEG
TTOL ELOVLG 0AG YAOUIAoAV
ApioTn

APNOE N xAwpada cag
KevO OTNV TTPMTN BE0N

To TPEVo OUWG KI AV TIEPATE
Kal TTAN 6a Trepdoel

‘Ox1, 6ev EpxeTal yia oag
aATTA®G TO oLVNBICEl

‘Omrolog oTabel OTO OTEYAOTPO
iowg

peG oTn {wn TOL KAEISWOE
—AY®V §eKASWV XINOUETPWY
aocpuiio—
‘Ewg eei
TV BIOUEVOY OAG OTIYUOV
n ammepavioobvn

‘ONd TNG YNG TA TTAAoUATA

1600 £v SLVAUEl EAeLBEPQ
EAebOepN kI €0¢iG

Kal Sev emeiyecBe 851G TNG YPAPNG
va diairdoBe

ATT' T Aypapa OTIXAKIA OAG
ouTe N {wr) oag owleTal

oLTE 0 BAvVaTOS OAG.

To aicOnua TPoTAvVI®RY
LYPNAO

KI ALTO TO TTOINUA ATEAEITO
KI auTo 8IKO Oag.

[Mag mpoaoTrepva, Kédpog 2015]
TO ONESELF

Above dll else feeling is

high

Noft to say there weren't moments
that straightaway made you blanch
Avristié

Leave your paleness

6. “Aristi”, is a version of the poet’'s name: Aristea, which in addition to being a names
means superior, excellent, distinguished. Both forms can be used as women’s names.
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empty in first class

But the train even though it's gone by
will be passing through again

No, it won't be coming for you

it's simply what it does

Whoever has stood under a shelter has
perhaps

been locked into his life

-- a few dozen kilometers

of suffocation —

Up to there

the infinity

of your living moments

All the creatures of earth

as free as possible

You too as free

and noft pressured to support
yourself by your writing
Neither your life

nor you death is saved

by your unwritten verses.

Above all else feeling is
high

and this poem is endless
and this is yours.

& (Translated by Philip Ramp).
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| Titos Patrikios (Greece)

ERIIEE Titos Patrikios was born in Athens in 1928. He studied Law in
the University of Athens and later sociology and philosophy in
Paris, at the Ecole Pratique des Hautes Etudes and at the
Sorbonne. He was active in the resistance movement against
the German Occupation, but during the years of military
dictatorship following the Greek Civil War he was “displaced”
within the borders of his own country (fo detention camps on
the islands of Makronissos and Ai-Stratis), and lafer exiled
outright to Paris and Rome, once from 1959-1964 and again
from 1967-1975.

After he received Greece's National Prize for Literature, Patrikios' numerous books
were assembled by Kedros Publishers into a three-volume Collected Poems, and
several new volumes have followed.

English translation by Christopher Bakken and Roula Konsolak

H TAQIIA MOY

TNV YAWOOCQA HOL &gV NTAV €DKOAO VA TNV PLAAEW®

AVAPECA O YAWOOEG TTOL TIyAlvay va TNV Katappoxdicouy
OUWG OTNY YAWOTA POoL oLVEXILA TTAVTA VA PHETRAW

OTN YAOTQA POL EPEOVA TOV XPOVO OTA HETOA TOL KOPUIOV
oTn YA@Ood pou TToAamAaciala TNy néovn wg To ATTEpo
u’ auTn Eavagepva GTo VOL PoL Eva TTalbi

uE ACTTPO CNUASI ATTO TTETPIA OTO KOLPEUEVO TOL KEPAAI.
Naoxia va gnv xaow ouTe pia TNG AEEN

ylaTi " ALTAV TNV YADOCOTA POL JIAOLCAV KI Of VEKPOI.

My language

My language wasn't easy to

Keep safe

Among the languages that were trying
To devour it

Yetin my language | persisted in
Counting,

In my language | brought time down
To the measure of the body,

In my language | multiplied

Pleasure fo the infinite,

And with that | brought back the memory
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Of a child

With a white scar from a stone strike
On his shaved head.

| struggled not to lose

A single word of it

Since in that language

Even the dead spoke to me.

YNOTEIO TPENO

Ki émmeima 1a xpovia 8a Trepacouy

OYKol BOLVEV KaI TIETPAG Bd TTapeUPANBOLY

Ba EexaoToLve OAQ

OTTIWG EEXVIETAI TO KABNUEQIVO Pali

TTOL PAG KPATAE 0POOVLG.

‘OAa, £§w ammd Keivn TN OTIyUN

TTOL PECA OTOV CLVWOTICUO TOL LTTOYEIOL TPEVOL
KOATABNKEG OTO PTTPATCO LOL

Metro

And then years will go by,

Bulky mountains and stone will intervene,
Everything will be forgotten:

Just as we forget the daily bread

That sustains us.

Everything, except that moment

When in the crowded Metro

You fook hold of my arm.

AAAHAOTOPIA

Yav emeoe n Paravidia

AANoI kKOWave Eva kKAabi, To uthEave oTo Xwua
KAADVTAG YIa TTPOOKLYVNUA OTO i610 SévTpo,

AM\ol Bpnvovoav o’ eheyeia

TO XAUEVO §ACOG TN XauEVN Tou N,

ANNOI PTIAXVAVE GLANOYEC ATTO EELAPEVA PUANC

TIg Seixvave oTa TTavnyvpla Pyadave To Wi TOLG,
AAAol SiapeBaicdvay TNV PAQTITIKOTNTA TV PLANOROAGDY
SIAPWVOVTAG OUWG OTO €i60G 1) kal TNV avAykn avadaowong,
AANoI, padi ki ey, LTTOCTAPIZAY TTWG OTO LTTAPXOLY

YN Kai oTrdpo1 LTTAPXE SLVATOTNTAC BAAAVISIAC.

To TTPORANUA TOL VEQOUL TTAPAUEVE! AVOIXTO.
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Allegory

When the oak free fell

Some people cut a branch, slkammed it in the soail,
Calling the others to worship the same free;

Some other lamented with elegies

The lost forest, their lost lives;

Other made collections of dried leaves

Exhibited them in fairs, earned a living;

Ofthers affirmed the destructiveness of deciduous trees.
Disagreeing, though, about how to, or even whether to reforest;
Others, and me with them, maintained that as long as
There are earth and seeds, there exists the possibility

of an oak tree.

The problem of water remains open.

TEAEYTAIO BPAAY ENOZX ®EITIBAA MOIHIHI

MTTPOOTa O€ HeyAAO akpoaThplo
Slapadw ToINUATA YoL
SlIapOPWV ETTOXWV

KI OAQ poL PaivovTal

oQav va YPAPTAKAV TWEA.
AOOKOAO V' avaAOYIoT®

JE ATTOALTN ELKPIVEIT

6ca cuupaivay Tov Kaipo

TTOL TO KABEVA TOLG YPAPOTAV.
TOOQ ONUAVTIKA YEyovOTa

TTOL AVACTATWVAVE TOV KOO
KAl CAUEPA TA' XOLME MICOEEXATEI
OTIWC MICOEEXVAW KI EYW

QAYATTES, TIEPITIETEIES, TTEQITTAQVAOEIC
TTOL KABE PopPaA

TIG VOUIZa YOVASIKEG.

Alapdalw ToinuaTa

T TIEPICCOTEPA YOAUUEVA OE ETTOXEG

TTOL KLPIWS AKoLYA,

AlYOTEQLA TA ONUEPIVA, TTOL TEA

OAO CLXVOTEPA HE AKOLVE,

WOTOCO TTAVTA LTTAPXOLY YEYOVOTA

TTAVTA LTTAPXOLY KATTOIEG OTIYUEG

amd Piav arroyn Jovadikég

HJOVO TTOL TTIO YPRYopEad exvioLvTal

OTIG Ol OTIXO!I TTOL &€V YPAPOVTAI £YKAIPWG.

AlaPAw TTOINUATA SIAPOPWY ETTOXWY
APAIPWVTAG TOLG TIC XPOVOAOYIEG
Va PNV GPEVAPOLY TO KOAICHA TOL XPOVOUL.
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The final evening of a Poetry Festival

Before a large audience

| am reading poems

From various decades
And they all seem to me
As if written just now.

It's hard fo remember
With any precision
Everything that happened
when each was being set down.
All those important events
That riled the world

Are almost forgotten now;
As | have almost forgotten
Loves, travails, journeys
That at the time

| considered unique.

| am reading poems

Written at times

When mostly | listened.

There are fewer new ones now
That | am mostly listened to.

Still, there are always

Moments unique in their way,
Only they are forgotten quicker,
Like lines not written in time.

I" am reading poems from various decades.
Deleting their dates
Sp nothing stalls the movement of the years.
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Marco Pogacar (Croatia)

Marko Pogacar was born in 1984. in Split, Yugoslavia. He has
published eleven books of poetry, essays and prose, for
which he received Croatian and internatfional awards. In
2014 he edited the Young Croatian Lyric anthology. He is an
editor of Quorum, a literary magazine, and Prolefter.me,
web-magazine for cultural and social issues. He was a fellow
of, among others, Civitella Ranieri, Literarische Colloquium
Berlin, Récollets-Paris, Passa Porta, Milo Dor, Brandenburger
Tor, Internationales Haus der Autoren Graz, Literaturhaus NO,
Krokodil Belgrade and Poeteka Tirana fellowships. His books
and texts appeared in more than thirty languages.

SINTAKSA

Tako smo se do nodi tovili suncem i nadlanicama.

bili smo lijek protiv virusa smirti,

ustajali smo i odlazili na frznicu

przili joja sa slaninom,

vrijeme smo vezivali u sitne cvorove

ne bi li ga na koncu, kad se jednom sve razrijesi,

imali vise, ne bi li u njemu uZivali kao svecenik u djecaku,
Suma u pocetku kise.

bili smo sisavci predani svojem instinktu,

kao jedini zakon uspostavili smo pravopis,
zaboravljojuéi da se voli bez tocke, uvijek u nizu zareza.
laktova crnih od olova osluskivali smo

kako stvari koje vec postoje odaju svoje ime,

a stvari koje ¢e dodi drhte pod juznom kozom:

Zivi su bili hladni i daleki, jaja su cvrcala, novine Sustale
mrtvi su bili blizu.

SYNTAX

Night after night, we swallowed the sun and our fists.
we, the cure against the virus of death,

would wake and visit the market

fry eggs with bacon,

fie hours into tiny knofts

so that finally, when all's stfraightened out,

we'd have more time, enjoy it like a priest enjoys a boy,
like the woods drink the first sprinkle of rain.

we, mammals loyal to our reflex,

laid down one law — orthography —

forgetting there're no full stops in love, just series of commas.
with newsprint-blackened elbows we paid heed to
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the existing revealing their names,

and the new shivering under the southern skin:

the living were cold, distant, eggs chirped, newspapers rustled,
the dead were near.

LYNTAZH

‘ETol woTrou va'pBel n vOXTA EKTREPOUACTAY TTAXAIVAUE LE NAIO KAl TINXEIG.
AMacTav GAPUAKO YIa TOV 10 TOL BavAToL,

ONKWVOUACTAV Kal TTNYaivaue oTny ayopd

TNyaviape avyd Pe PTTéIkoy,

SEVAUE TOV XPOVO WIAOLG KOUTTIOLG

UNTTWG KAl TOV EiXAUE OTNY KAWOTH), KATTOIa popd 0Tav OAa AvBoLY,
TEPIOTOTEPO, PATTWG KAl TOV ATTOAAUPBAvVaPE OTTIWG O I1EPEAG TO AYOpI,

10 64006 TNV ApPXN TNG BPOXNG.

AUACTAV BNAACTIKA APOCIWUEVA OTO EVOTIKTO HAC,

WG POVASIKO VOO KaBIEpOaPE TNV opBoypapia,

EexvadvTag OTI TO va ayamdg sival Xwpig Teheia, TTAvTa o¢ pid apdda amod KOUPATA.
JE TOLG AYKVEG HALEOLGS ATTO HOALPSO APOLYKEPALOPATTAV

WG TA TTPAYMATA TTOL AN LTTAPXOLY TTEOSISOLY TO OVOUA TOLG,

Kal Ta TTPAYUATA TTOL Bd £€POOLV TPEUOLY KATW ATTO TO VOTIO SépUa:

ol {@VTavoi ATav KPLOI KAl ATTOPAKPLOWEVOL, T ALyd ToITaipI{ayv, Ol EPNUERISES
Bpdifav

Ol VEKPOI ATV KOVTA.

LIJEPE PREPREKE

Kuca je kutija.

postoje razne kuce i razne kutije, kazu.
vec¢ prema potrebi, podneblju

duhu i drugim greskama. toliko ih je
da ih je katkad tesko prepoznati.

ipak, kuc¢a je kutija, kazem.

kao §to je vru¢a pec sunce

rebra kavez za besanu sovu srca,
Celo ¢asai svaka kost flauta. ne.

ne zanima me kojim redom su stigle.

to je ve¢ arheologija kuce

i filozofija kutije, ili obrnuto.

vazno je da postoje stijenke, ako zelite zidovi

i da su te lijepe prepreke posvuda.

svaka kuca i svaka kutija mora se moci zatvoriti.

klju¢ uspjeha tako su poklopci, u kuéi prozori.
¢vrici od vrata, podmukliji; uvijek skloniji tajni.
dimnjak je rupa u potiliku. otvor za zrak
probusen silom ako je u njoj zec, bolje:
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auspuh, izlaz Zivoga iz zivota.

ne. dim nije dusa. nema gluplje i dosadnije stvari
od duse. dim je ono §to ku¢u-kutiju &ini mogu¢om:
izdaja zidova. poziv na otvorenje neba.

PRETTY OBSTACLES

A house is a box.

there're various houses and various boxes, they say.
depending on needs, climate

spirit and other faults. there're so many

it's sometimes difficult to recognize them.

still, a house is a box, | say.

like a hot oven is the sun,

ribs a cage for the dreamless owl of the heart,
forehead a glass and each bone a flute. no.

| don’t care in which order they arrived.

that's already the archeology of the house

and the philosophy of the box, or vice versa.

what's important are boundaries, if you want walls

and that those beautiful obstacles are everywhere.
every house and every box has to be able to be closed.

the key to success is in covers, in case of a house, windows.
stronger than doors, slyer; always more secret-prone.
chimney is a hole at the nape. an opening for air

pierced by an awl if a rabbit is inside, better:

an exhaust pipe, the exit of the living from life.

no. smoke isn't a soul. there's nothing dumber and more boring
than soul. smoke is what makes the house-box possible:

the freachery of walls. an invitation for the sky’'s opening.

OMOP®A EMNOAIA

To o gival kouTi.

LTTAPXOLY SIAPOPA OTHTIA KAl SIAPOPT KOLTIA, AEVE.
avAaAoya e TIG aVAYKES, TO KALA

TO TIVELUA KAl AAA CPAAUATA. gival TOGA TTOANG

TTOL PEPIKES POPEG gival SOOKOAO VA TA AVAYVWPICEN KAVEIG.

WOTOCO, TO OTIITI €ival KOLTI, AEW €Y.

OTIWG 0 {EOTOG POLPVOG gival NAIOG

TA TTAELPA KAOLPI YIa TNV AyPLTIVN KOLKOLPRAYIA TNG KAPSIAG,
TO PETWTTO TTOTAPI KAl KAOE KOKOAO PAOYEQQ. OXI.

Sev e evOIAMEPEI e TTOIA OeIPd EXOLV PTATEI.

aLTO TTIA €ival APXAIOAOYIa TOL OTTITIOV
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Kal PINOCOPIA TOL CTITIOV, ) TO AVTIOTPOPO.

gival onuAvTIKO va LITAPXOLY TOIXWHATA, TOIXO!I AV BEAETE
Kal aLTA TA OPOPPA UTTOSIA VA gival TTAVTOL.

KABe oTriT KAl KABE KOLTI TTPETTEl VA UTTOPET VA KAEIVEL

TO KAEISI TNG ETITLXIAG £TOI €ival TA KATTIAKIA, OTO OTITI TA TTAPABLEA.

MO OKANPG aTtd TNV TTOETA, THO LTTOLAA TTAVTA TTIO ETTIPPETT O€ PLOTIKA.
n kapivasda eival TobTra oTo Ivio. Avolyua yia agpa

TPLTTNHEVO e COLPAI av UECA TNG €ival TO KOLVEN, KAADTEQQ:

e€ATUION, £€0650G TGV {VTavay amod Tn {wn.

OXI. O KATTVOG Sev gival Yuxn. Sev LTTAPXE THIO KOLTO KAl TTIO PAPETO TTEPAYUA
aTto TNV YLXN). O KATTVOG €ival ALTO TTOL TO OTTITI-KOLTI TO KABIOTA SLVATO:
TP0800IA TWV TOIXWV. KAAECUA YIA TO AVOIYHA TOL OLPAVOD.

H. C. ANDERSEN BOULEVARD 50, KLASICNO
Cijelog dana mislio sam o kruski.

probudio sam se osjecajuci je kako se, zrela,
Siri i skuplja do svoje srZi i kostica
kao golemo srce svijeta.

U podne, kada je sunce zaista na svom mjestu,
zamisljao sam umjesto zutog smede i zeleno kako liju
ljubav na moje tjeme, u onu rupu koju je

ondje busio bog.

u isto vrijeme mislio sam o kruski u tvojim ustima

i ne znam §to me veselilo vise:

frak sline $to se, blistav, slijevao niz tvoj jezik

il Sto je sve to bilo zbog kruske.

takoder napala me je tuga, ¢eznja za necim tvojim,
aliju je misao o kruski brzo odagnala

cuvajuci mi dostojanstvo.

popodnevima sam ponekad sklon novim stvarima,
pa sam probao meditacijom skloniti krusku iz misli.
medutim um nisam uspio odistiti:

u blizini je zasjedao Hrvatski sabor,

pa su mi samo gluposti padale napamet,

opasne gluposti s kojima nisam znao $to poceti.

predvecer bio sam ve¢ umoran od razmisljanja

ali sam opet, sklopivsi oci, vidio krusku kako se, svjeza,
njise u rupi prozora.

zgrozio sam se i ustao, jer su lebdece stvari strasne,
zatvorio prozor i spustio zavjese, legao

no kruske ni tad nije nestalo.
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poslije svega, vec u dubokoj nodi, s rukom na Celu
pricinja mi se sve slike svijeta stanu u jednu:

kruska, ogromna slasna kruska kako se svetii planine,
kvrgave Zute planine: moji zubi njen obzor.

H. C. ANDERSEN BOULEVARD 50, CLASSIC
All day long | kept thinking about the pear.

I woke up feeling the ripe fruit
swell and fighten down to its core and pips
like a vast heart of the world.

noontime, the sun fruly in its place,

instead of yellow | imagined brown and green pouring
love onto the crown of my head, into the hole

God drilled.

at the same fime | thought of the pear in your mouth
and | don't know what made me happier:

the frail of saliva that, radiant, poured down your tongue
or that it happened because of the pear.

also sadness struck me, longing for something of yours,
but the thought of the pear pushed it away

sparing my dignity.

afternoons, I'm sometimes prone to do new things,
so | fried fo meditate the pear out of my thoughts.
sfill | didn't manage to clear the head:

the parliament was in session nearby

so only nonsense came to mind

dangerous nonsense | didn't know how fo use.

in the evening | was fired from thinking

yet even so, eyes closed, | saw the pear, fresh,
swaying in the hole of the window.

terrified | got up, because hovering things frighten,

| closed the window and drew the curtains, laid down
but the pear didn't disappear.

later, in the deep night, with my hand on forehead

it appeared all pictures of the world fit info one:

a pear, large succulent pear taking vengeance and mountains,
lumpy yellow mountains: my teeth its skyline.
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H. C. ANDERSEN BOULEVARD 50, KAAXIKO
'ONN HEPT OKEPTOUOLY TO AXAGSI.

ELTTVNOA VIBOVTAG TO TTWGS, WPEIUO,
SIACTEANETAI KAl CLUCTEAAETAI UEXO! TOV TTOPAVA KAI TA KOLKOVTOIA TOL
oav TEpAcTIa Kapdid ToL KOTHOL.

TO heonuépl, OTAv 0 HAIOG gival TTPAYUATIKA oTn Béon Tov,
®avtalououLy avTi yia KITPIVO TO KAPE Kal TO TTPACIVO TS XOVOLY
AyATIn OTNY KOPLPN TOL KEPANOVL LoV, T€ EKEIVN TNV TELTTA TTOL
€Kl TNV Avolye 0 Bedg.

TALTOXPOVA OKEPTOUOLY TO AXAASI OTO OTOUA GOL

Kal Sev EEPw T e SIAoKESALE TTEPICTOTEPO:

TA VN TOL TANIOL TTOL, YLAANICTEPO, KLAOLOE ATTO TN YAWOTA GOL
1 TTOL OAQ ALTA NTAV AOYW TOL AXAASIOU.

emMiongG pe Emaoce BAIYN, embvpia yia kAT §IKO cou,

AAANG N oKEWN Yia TO axAadl ypriyopa Tnv €diwée

PLAWVTAG TNV AEIOTTPETTEIA OV,

T' ATTOYELUATA KAIA POPA €Al ETTIPPEETTAG O€ KAIVOLPYIA TTEAYUATA,
Kal TTIoOoTTIAONCA e SIAAOYIOUO va BYAA® TO AxAAS attd TO YLAAO HOU.
WOTOCO TO HLAAO POL eV KATAPEPA VA TO KABAPIoW:

KovTa ouvedpiale To KpoaTikd KoivopoLAIo,

Kal OAO avoNnaieg PoL £pXOVTAV OTO PLAAO,

ETMIKIVOLVEG avoNUTiEs WeE TIG OTToIEG Sev NEEPA TI va EEKIVAO ®.

TO COVPOLTTO APOLY NN KOLPACUEVOGS ATTO TIG OKEWEIG

AAAG Kal TTAAI, KAgivovTag Ta PATIQ, €i6a TO AxAddI, pPECKO,

VA KOULVIETAI OTNV TELTIA TOL TTAPABVLPEOU.

oIXABNKa KAl oNKGONKA YIaTi TA AIEOLUEVA TIOAYUATA €ival TOOUAKTIKS,
EKAEIOQ TO TTAPABLPO KAI[TIG KOLETIVES, EATTAWCA

OUWG TO AxAASI oLTE TOTE Sev £€APAVIOTNKE.

UETA aTrO OAA ALTd, NdN PABIA YEca TN VOXTA, JUE TO XEQI OTO PETATTO,
HUOL PAIVETAI ONEC Ol EIKOVEG TOL KOOUOL XWEAVE O€ HIA:

TO AXAASI, TO TEOACTIO ATTOAQLOTIKO AXAASI VA eKSIKEITAI KAl TA Bouva,
pollacuéva kitpiva Rouva: Ta §6vVTIA oL 0 0pIloVTAg TOL.

POVIUJEST

Sumski pozar to je kad gori suma.

tfoplina na kro3nje spusta se s juznog neba:

u lis¢e umotane paisilike svietla

stabla gutaju kao kokosi glupu zob.

sa stablima je u tom trenutku svrseno

samo se to jos ne zna. kao §to krmaca guta Saku.
plamen vec suska u dZzepu kosulje, u njenim
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naborima, i dan je svakako svjetliji.

na horizontu, njegovoj ki€mi, njegovim diakama

dva su sunca; Sire njuska prisutnim mrakom.

nista ono ne zadrzava za sebe, nikud ne odlazi.

bez pomirenja; utinne tek kad dim upuze

U slijepu zob i tu ostane. sve ¢e se opametiti;

sve ¢e oko mene uskoro postati sunce,

misli sunce dok spaja grane s okolnim zrakom.

niz deblo k zemilji bjeze vjeverice i zmije.

toplina, ne znajudi si ime, silazi njime u meku
stvarnost i ono u sebi pulsira, fijesni se s pticama

v isto ludilo. zatim iz debla prodre Zivotinja.

prozdre koru i kreste konacno probiju povrinu.

sada deblo u svojoj dubokoj Sutnji kukurijece.
upucuje u jos jedan dan suvise sklon svom prolasku.
potom toplina pohrli nize. sklupca se, necujna,
negdije u korijenju, svecanost stierana u svoj pocetak,
U mudru mladost. pozar sam sebe snazno pozeli.
prostre se visokim raslinjem kao zora jo§ tamnim
nebom, pozdrav jednom punom i praznom sobom.
polize lis¢e, polize koru, polize korijen, sve

taj pomalo polize. i bude blize jednom i drugom.
niskom i visokom bude blizu, kratko zapocne

a onda nastavi s pustim poslom. sada se sve vec trese:
izmedu zraka i zemlje vise ne stoji nista.

neke su zZivotinje ofisle, a neke druge ostale ondje
gdje jesu. nad njima cCitava Suma u nesto prelaz,
neopipljivo, voda u termama koja Cisti i razbija, neka
stiSana necist koja bjezi ali ne nestaje, zbija si redove.
i sve je negdje i sve je nigdje, i sve je osvijetlieno.
Sumski pozar to je kad gori Suma. poZzar to je

kad gori.

HISTORY

A forest fire, that's when the forest burns.

heat from the southern sky lilts onto the treetops:

frees take in the delivery of leaf-wrapped light

like chicken swallowing dumb oats.

the frees are done then

except we don't know it yet. like a sow swallowing a fist.

a flame already rustles in the shirt pocket, within its

folds, and the day is decidedly brighter.

on the horizon, on its spine and its hairs

there are two suns; the wider one sniffs through the darkness.
it holds nothing for itself, goes nowhere.

fruceless; it softens only when the smoke crawls

into the blind oats and remains there. everything will smarten up;
everything around me will soon become the sun,

the sun thinks while marrying branches with surrounding air.
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squirrels and snakes race down the tree frunk toward dirt.
heat, not knowing its own name, sinks into soft

reality and the frunk pulses, mobs with birds

intfo the common madness. when from the trunk a beast bursts out.
it devours the bark and crests finally tear the surface.

in its deep silence, the trunk now crows.

it guides to another day too keen on passing.

the heat hastens down. it curls up, soundless,

someplace in the roofts, a revelry cornered back to its beginning,
its wise youth. the fire craves itself.

it spreads across tall shrubs like dawn across the dark

sky, a greeting across a full and an empty room.

it licks the leaves, licks the bark, licks the roots, licks a little bit
of everything. and it becomes closer to one and all.

closer to the low and high, it starts out small

then loses itself in work. the world rumbles now:

amid air and earth remains nothing.

some animals have left, others have stayed.

above them the entire woods shifts,

intangibly, like the cleansing and crackling of hot springs,

a quiet impurity that flees yet adheres, condenses.

and all is somewhere and all is nowhere, and all is illuminated.
a forest fire, that's when the forest burns. a fire

is when it burns.

IXTTOPIA

AQoikn TTuPKayIa gival OTav Kaiyeral 1o §A00G.

n BepPOTNTA OTIG PLANWOTOTIESG TV SEVTPWYV KaTeRAiVEl ATTO TOV VOTIO OLPAVO:
o€ PUANA TONIYUEVEG ATTOOTOAEG TOL PWTOG

KATATTIVOLY TOLG KOPPOLG OTTWCS Ol KOTEG TNV NAIBIA PPUN.

Ol KOPUOI EKEIVN TN OTIYUN £XOLV TEAEIQTEI

HJOVO TTOL ALTO &gV TO EEPOLIE AKOPA. OTTWS N PAVA KATATTVE TNV YPoBId.

N eAOYa N&N Bp0ilel oTNV TOETTN TOL TTOLKAUICOUL, OTIG

TITOXEG TOL, KAI N NUEPA €ivAl AOPAADG TTIO PATEIV.

oToV opifovTa, aTn GTTOVSLAIKA TOL OTHAN, OTIG TPIXES TOL

gival 50O NAIoI" 0 TTAQTLTEPOG OKAAIEINE TO TTAPOV OKOTASI.

TimoTa &ev KPATAE ALTOC YIA TOV £€ALTO TOL, YIA TTOLOEVA &gV PELYEI.

XWPIC CLUPINION' KaTaAayIAdel TA POVO OTAV O KATTVOS CLPEOEI

oTNV TOPAN PPN KAl TTAPAUEIVE ekel. OAG BA CLUUPOPPWOOLY'

OAQ YOPW oL CLVTOUA Ba Yivouy AAIOG,

OKEPTETAI O NNIOG KABMG evadVvel Ta KAASIA e TOV YOPW aépal.

KaTERAIVOVTAG TOV KOPUO TTPOG TN YN TREXOLY VA EEPLYOLV Ol OKIOLPOI KAl TA PISIa.
n BeppoTNTA, PNV EEPOVTAG TO OVOUA TNG, KaTERAiVEl ATTO ALTOV OTNY PAACKA
TTOAYHATIKOTATA KAl ALTOG PECA TOL TTAAAETAI, OTPILGXVETAI JE TA TTOLAIA
oTNnV i81a TREAQ. ETTEITa YECA ATTO TOV KOPUO S1EicdLEl TO {60.

KaTappoxBilel TO PAOIO KaI TA A& eMTEAOLG SIACTIOLY TNV EMPAVEID.

TOPA O KOPUOG oTNV RABIA TOL CIWTIA AQAEI.

LTTOSNAWVEl O AKOPN HIA PEPT LTTEPPOANIKA ETTIPPETTNG OTO TTEQACKA TNG.
ETTEITA N BepPOTNTA OTTELSEI TTIO XAPNAJ. KoLAoLPIALETAI, ABOPLRN,
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KATTOL OTIG PIES, O E0PTACHOG CTPIHWYHEVOG OTNV ATTAPXN TOUL,

oTN OO VeOTNTA. N TTLEKAYIA £MOLUE TPOSPA TOV EALTO TNG.
€EATTAGVETAI TNV WNAN BAGCTNON OTTWG N ALYI) OTOV AKOPA OKOTEIVO
oLPAVO, XAIPETIOPOG OF £VA YEUATO KAl ASEI0 £QLTO.

YAgiQel Ta QOANQ, YAcipe TOV pAoIO, YAEiPel TN pila, OAa

TO YA&IQEl Niyo eKeivn. KAl E0XETAI TTIO KOVTA OTOV £VAV KAl OTOV AAOV.
OTOV XAUNAO KAl OTOV WNAO gival KovTd, EEKIVAEN YIA Aiyo

Kal JETA oLVEXICEl TNV EPNUIN SOLAEIA. TOEA TTIA OAA TREUOLV:

AvAPECA OTOV AEPA Kal TN YN &€ OTEKETAI TTAEOV TITTOTA.

karmola {@a £XoLV PLYEI, Kal KATTOIA AAND PEiVaVE eKel

TTOUL €ival. TTAVE TOLG OAOKANPO TO 6ACOG O€ KATI YeTAPAivel,

QAVEYYIXTO, TO VEPO OTA ANOLTPA TTOL KABAPIlel KAl OTTAEl, KATTOId
Olyaopévn akabapaoia oL Qedyel AANG Sev e€agavileTal, CLOPTTOOCETAL.
Kal OAQ gival KATToL Kal OAd Sev gival TToLOEVA, Kal OAA gival PWTICUEVA.
Saoikn TTLPKAYIA gival OTAV KAiyeTal TO 6ACOG. TTLEKAYIA Eival

oTav Kkaiyeral.

O SLABOM VREMENU

Nije to nikakvo proljece.

samo se cvijece izvija tupo iz svojih ¢asica

i pcele pjevaju linoleum i tepih vjetra. zrak,

dubok i tezak, uvliaci se pod trave i podize

frbuhe miSeva: ne prode dan a oni

razgrnu tijelo kao zavjesu i raznesu

kosti i iznutrice. nije to nikakvo proljece.

samo vode u rijgkama rastu i smocnice

Ccekaju da ih ispuni pusta novost. gdjegdje bogovi

gucu iz grobova, kao golubovi. i njihov narod

drugom narodu kopa oci, no nocu, to se desava

nocu. po danu pupaiu grad se vracaju ptice: Zice
teske od pjesme i zemlja plodna od govana zatezu grlo.
Zivice puzu U nebo. konobari iznose stolove

i muhe upadaju u ase. zeleno brzo uci svoj jezik—
pouzdan riecnik Cempresa, slova bukvi i breza;

cak i zemlja pod noktima spremna je cvasti. ipak nije
to proljec¢e. nije to nista. nema proljeca bez tebe, dosta je
dosta je bilo lazi.

ABOUT POOR WEATHER

This is no Spring.

only flowers twisting tediously out of small cups

and bees singing linoleum and the carpet of wind. the air,
deep and heavy, draws under the grass and lifts

bellies of mice: in less than a day they

bare the body like a curtain and spread

bones and guts. this is no spring.

only the river rising and pantries

waiting to be filled with sheer news. here and there gods
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coo from graves, like pigeons. and their people

gouge the eyes of other people, but at night, that happens

at night. it buds in dayfime and birds return to the city:
song-heavy cables and shit-fertile soil tighten the throat.

hedges crawl fo the sky. waiters bring out tables

and flies fall into glasses. green learns its language fast—

the reliable vocabulary of the cypress, letters of beech and birch;
even the dirt under fingernails is ready to bloom. sfill this is

no spring. it's nothing. there’s no spring without you, enough
enough with lies.

= Translated by Andrea Jurjevic¢
MEPI AAYNAMOY KAIPOY

AULTO Sev eival Avolgn KaBoAov.

ATTAWG TA AOLAOLSIA EETTPORAANNOLY YEQPVOVTAC ATTAAG ATTO TNV AvBodoOXN TOLG

KAl ol JENIOOEG TPAYOLSAVE TO AIVOAEOL KAl TO XA TOL AVEUOUL. O AéPAC,

RaBLG kal PAPLG, EICXWPEI KATW ATTO TO YPACISI KAl ONKVE

TIG KOINIEG TGV TTOVTIKIQV: SEV TTEPVAEI MIA PEPQ KAl KEVa

avoiyouv TO COMPA oAV TNV KOLETIVA KAl oKOoPTTI(OLY

Ta OOTA KAl Ta evTOOBIA. avTd Sev gival AvoiEn kKaBoAov.

HUOVO TA VEQRA TWV TTOTAPGY POLOKWYVOULY KAl O ATTOONKES

TIEPIPMEVOLYV VA YEUIOOLY E EpNUA VEQ. TTOL KAl TTOL Ol B€oi

yoLpYoLPIoLY ATTO TOLG TAPOLS, TAV TIG SEKAOXTOVLPES. KAl O AAOG TOLG

Byadel Ta paTIA evOC AANOL AAOD, OUWG TN VOXTA, ALTO CLPPRAIVEI

TN VOXTA. TNV NPEOT PTTOLUTTOLKIAZEI KAl TA TTOLAIA ETTICTPEPOLY TTNV TTOAN: Ol XOPEEG
RBapiég ammod 1o TpayoLd! KAl N yN EDPOPN ATTO TA OKATA TPIYYOLY TO AAIUO.

ol PPAXTEC AVAPPIKDVTAI TIOOG TOV 0LPAVO. TA YKapoovia Rydlouvy £€w Ta TpaTédia
Kal ol JOYEG TTEQTOLY OTA TTOTHPIA. TO TIPACIVO YPNYOPA pabaivel TN YAWOOTA TOL -
agIoMoTO AEGAOYIO KLTTAPIOTIWV, YPAUUATA O8IV KAl ONULSGV'

AKOPA KAl TO XA KATW atd Ta vOXIA gival ETOILO va avBioel. kal Ouwg Sev eival
Aavoign avTo. Sev gival TIToTa aALTO. Sev Exel AVOIEN XWPIG E0Eva, PTAVE

@TAVE TO WEUA.
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Rati Saxena (India)

Rati Saxena is a Poet, Translator, and Editor by accident, she
is a student of culture, history and ancient literature, and
philosophy by passion. Thus, her soul is wandering in these
different directions. Being the student of Vedic studies in
honours and Masters, having done PhD on subject related to
Atharvaveda, she has worked more in restudy of ancient
literature. In this direction, her work under Indira Gandhi
Fellowship is — “The seed of mind - A fresh approach to
Atharvaveda” study along many articles for journals. She has
five collections of poefry in Hindi and four in English
(Translated or rewritten). She has Translate fifteen books mostly from Malayalom to
Hindi, and five poetry books (International poets) from English to. Being a natural
Traveller, she has two fravelogues in her credit. She has also written a Memoire-
“"Everything is past tense” about Ayyappa Paniker’'s poetic journey and one book of
criticism on Balamanyaama's poetry.

Her poetry is tfranslated into many languages like Italian, Irish, Viethamese, Spanish,
Estonian, Serbian, English and Turkey languages by international poets. She has been
invited to more than 30 poetry festivals. She has been in three residencies in Germany
and China.

Member of the journal’s editorial board Multilingual Journal of Literature and Opto-Art
“WUrZarT,"2. She is member of an international scientific board, experience in musical
and literary fields (www .squilibri.it). Her poem was also part of space mission by Jaxa,
Japan, along with 24 other poemes.

She is not big award catcher, still a few came to her automatically -Fellowship by
Indira Gandhi National Centre for Arts in 2004-5, Sahitya Akademi Award for
Translation 2000, State Bank of Travancore Award for poetry 2001, Naji Naaman's
Literary Prizes (International) for complete work 2016, DJS Translation award for
Chinese poetry 2018 (DJS is the acronym in Chinese for Emily Dickinson).

Gratitude

| am indebted to an anonymous caf,

who transformed my garage into a labor room,

and to a dog who often visits the entrance of my home.

They distract me from the little anxieties of life.

Like a plane got bombed by an enemy country

or the city has tfransformed info a big puddle after a slight rain.

| thank the waves of the ocean and ice-capped hills,
lizards chasing mosquitoes,
a solitary flower in the vase,
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and to ascending age.

| am grateful fo many nameless strangers
Who sustained me ndively.
| adore all misplaced items
who distracted me from gruesome tales.

| thank the sleep that awaits until midnight.

| thank the history’s red alleys

And broken walls of conceit.

| thank life and an unsought death

And to a death crueler than death

Once again, | thank a beaming yellow leaf on a grave.

Evyvepoobvn

Eipal eLyVOUY O€ £€va avVLUO YATO, TTOL HETAUOPPWOE TO YKAPAL UOL
Ye pYAOTNPI KAl O' éva oKOLAO

MouL cLXVA ETIOKETTTETAI TNV €il0050 TOL CTNTIOL POL

Me kAvouv kal EeXV TIG HIKPEG avNoLXiEG TNG {WNG.

‘OTIg O1aV éva agpoTTAGvVo BopPapdioTnke atd exOpIkr xopa

'H o1av N TOAN HETAPOPPWONKE O€ peyAAn AakoLPa LOTEPA ATToO Aiyn BpoxnN.
ELXapIoT@ TA KOPATA TOL WKEAVOL KAl TOLG KATTEAWUEVOLG HE TTAYO AOPOLG
YALPES VA KLVNYOULV TA KOLVOULTTIA

‘Eva AovAo0sI povo Tou o' éva pado kal o€ nAIkia TTov avepaivel

Eipal ebyvouwy og TTOAMOVLG avvLupoLg EEvoug TToL aBwa

Me vrrooTthpiEay.

AQTPELW OAA Ta AABOG TOTTOBETNUEVA AVTIKEIUEVT

Mouv e KAVoLV Kal EEXV PPIKIAOTIKES IOTOPIEG

ELxapIoTe TOV LTTVO TTOL TTEPIPEVEI WG TA HECAVLXTA

ELUXOPIOT® TIG KOKKIVEG AEWPOPOLG TNG I0TOPIAG

Kal oTraouévoug Toixoug £mapong.

Euxapiotad Tn Zoon yia éva alhtnto Bavarto

Kai yia éva 8avato mo okAnpod amod Tov 6avaTto

Kai TTaA ebXapIoT Eva aoTPAPTEPO KITPIVO PUANO

Y' éva TaQO.

A Repairman

Amidst the heavy rain, under the broken umbrella,
while grappling dhoti with one hand,

he is calling out in loud voice:

“get umbrella repaired,

get repaired.”

Holding an umbrella with twisted strings
and holes underneath the patches,
he struggles to passage in cheap rubber slippers
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in midst/despair of the rain.

| wish to offer him

a working place in my garage to
repair all broken umbrellas of the world
and a hot cup of tea.

But, he drifted away unaware of me
calling out for repair service.

In the meanwhile,

the rain has swollen up.

'Evag EMOKELAOTAG

Méoa otn duvartr Rpoxr), KATw aTrd Pia OTTAcUEVN OUTTOEAD
Kpatovtag «vtdTy OTo £va xEpl ¢vAdel SLVATA KETTIOKELAOE TNV OUTTPENC, ETTIOKELATE
vy

KoaTmvTag Pia outTeéAa e OTPRIMPEVOLS OTTAYYOULG KAl TROTTEG
K&t amod 1a pmraAcopaTa TTaAedEr va TIEPATE! JE TIG PTNVEG, AACTIXEVIEG
MavTOMAEG PEG OTNV ATTEATTIOTIKA BOoXN

©a NBeAa va TOL TIPOCPEP® £Eva PEPOG YIA SOLAEIG OTO YKAPAL YOL
Ma VA €mMOKELATE OAEC TIC OTIACUEVES OUTTOEAEG TOL KOTHIOL

Kai éva eAit¢avi Todi {eotd

AN TTEPATE KI EPLYE XWPIG Va e el

KaAwvTag LTTNEETIA ETTICKELGOV

EvToopeTald n Ppoxr XEIPOTEQELOE.
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Blank Slate

This you must do - keep a slate

with a chalk, at the place, where you bury me
Yes be careful that | am not burnt

but planted in soil

the way paddy seedlings are

the way mango kernels are

| do not like the efficacy of fire
It wants to diminish in the very roots
whereas | want to stay a little bit longer on this earth

The doctor says my retfina is upset with my nerves

Perhaps | won't be able to see anything

The dark in the earth without a speck of light

will thus comfort me

Remember | am supposed fo be neither wrapped in a shroud nor fastened in a
casket

| feel claustrophobic in closed homes

Just dig out some soil to place me asitis

Then cover me with some books that are rotting in my library
Some termite may go in with these

Termite the most studious of all

will tell me things word by word

and will leave when doom comes

while | will knead like soil

If possible, throw around some seeds
specially of green chilies and tomatoes
Their roots will caress me

their fragrance help dissolve my infestines

Don't worry about my bones

they will melt in the soil

like a chocolate on the tongue

They have had so many holes

that earthworms can make their way through

| told you to ensure

keeping a blank slate

If you please you may write on it

"The one who sleeps here was too rude

anger used fo flow in her nerves like blood

She was so eccentric that she insisted on

whatever she thought was the truth

so much so that her bones hollowed

She saw good bad in almost everyone

and that's how the nerves of her refina got topsy turvy”
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Do write,
and write but only the truth, otherwise the soil will writhe about

| absolutely hate lies

& Translated by Shelly Bhoil
Sciatica

Transpiring from the eye

At the core of my body

The branch extends through the left.
In it sprouts a fire flower

Possessed with masks yellow and red.

Masks that are pretences

To my half-met longings, countless.

The fire flower bulges out at a sickened pace,
In the song downpouring from my body —ache.
Which from ringing in the fifth note, tfraverses
lower, info the humming of a forlorn river.

My slumber drifts in remote dreams
that are alien even to my unconscious realms

My awakening keeps in its hand

The fire flower in shades of burning red
Sciafica fosses me upon a cliff

Where | sit with my self

The inner face confronts the outer one.
Yet, the wedding remains to happen

& Translated by Prabhat Shukla
The mother of the creator
That women, who is mixing dirt with dung,
got created from prancing raindrops on the simmering earth.
Shaping dung-mixture between her palms,
She is made of sunshine that emerges from the side of rain.
The women, who carving the dung cakes, is original

and the artist who created the world is her child
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Lawrence Schimel (USA)

Lawrence Schimel (New York, 1971) writes in both Spanish
and English and has published over 100 books in many
different genres-including fiction, poefry, non-fiction, and
comics—-and for both children and adults.

He has published two poetry chapbooks written in English:
Fairy Tales for Writers and Deleted Names (both from A
Midsummer Night's Press) and one written in  Spanish,
Desayuno en la cama (Egales). He has also edited various
anthologies of poetry, including Ells s'estimen. poemes d'amor
entre homes (Llibres de lIndex), Best Gay Poetry 2008 (A
Midsummer Night's Press), and De Chueca al cielo. 100 poemas celebrando la
diversidad LGTBI (Transexualia).

In addifion fo his own writing, he is a prolific literary translator, contributing regularly to
Words Without Borders, Modern Poetry in Translation, Latin American Literature Today,
Pleiades, PN Review, and other journals. Recent book translations intfo English include
the poeftry collections: Nothing is Lost: Selected Poems by Jordi Doce (Shearsman
Books), I'd ask you to join me by the Rio Bravo to weep but you should know neither
river nor tears remain by Jorge Humberto Chdavez (Shearsman Books),
Correspondences: An Anthology of Contemporary Spanish LGBT Poetry (Egales),
Destruction of the Lover by Luis Panini (Pleiades Press, 2019), Bomarzo by Elsa Cross
(Shearsman, 2019), Impure Acts by Angelo Néstore (Indolent Books, 2019), and | Offer
My Heart as a Target by Johanny Vazquez Paz (Akashic, 2019). Recent poetry book
franslations into Spanish include Geografia del amor by Kétlin Kaldmaa (Cuarto
Propio), La caligrafia de la aguja by Arvis Viguls (Valparaiso), and Amnesia colectiva
by Koleka Putuma (co-translated with Arrate Hidalgo, Flores Raras).

He has lived in Madrid, Spain since 1999.
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Viajar al pasado

de Lawrence Schimel

Llevo cuatro afos sin estar alli pero el mismo
camarero sigue limpiando las mesas e intentando

ligar con los clientes. Asi es la vida gay en una ciudad
pequena como Ljubljana: esperar la llegada de alguna

novedad. -No has cambiado
nada -me dice, aungue lo que espera es que él mismo
no haya envejecido

mal durante estos anos. Han renovado el hotel desde mi
Ultima estancia,
y él ha intentado hacer lo mismo:

su pelo tenido, un color que tiene mdas de fantasia que
de memoria. Quizds estaba ya pensando en el pasado

y por eso no fue un shock mayor
al abordar en MUnich la conexion
a Madrid y encontfrarme literalmente

con un chico (ya hombre) con quien tuve una aventura
hace trece anos saludando a todos los pasajeros

como sobrecargo del vuelo. El sobresalto de cruzarte anos
después con un ex
es el asombro de enconfrarte con

un doppelgdnger de ti mismo: ese tU que sigue
viviendo la vida
que dejaste atrds. Apuntando estas lineas

durante este Ultimo trayecto a casa, me pregunto si
ese ofro yo
también escribird unos versos

sobre el haberme enconfrado hoy.
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Traveling into the Past

(Translated into English by the author)

It's been four years since | was here
but the same waiter is still
wiping down the tables and trying

fo pick up the clients. That's gay
life in a small city like
Ljubljana: waiting for the arrival of some

novelty. "You haven't changed
at all," he tells me, although what he hopes
is that he himself hasn't aged

badly during these years. They've redone
the hotel since my last stay here,
and he has fried to do the same:

his hair dyed, a color that has more of fantasy than
memory. Perhaps
I was already thinking of the past

and thus it wasn't a bigger shock
on boarding in Munich the connection to Madrid and
running into literally

a boy (now a man) with whom
I'd had an affair thirteen years before greeting all the
passengers

as the flight's purser. The jolt
of crossing paths years later with an ex is the
astonishment of encounterin

a doppelgdnger of yourself:
that you who is still living the life you left behind.
Writing these lines

on the final leg of my journey home,
| wonder if that other me will also write
some verses

about having met me today.
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Incomunicado

de Lawrence Schimel

Nada me hace sentir tan aislado como estar solo
en un pais

donde no entiendo el idioma-

estd tan lejos de ninguno que conozco que ni siquiera
puedo reconocer

el alfabeto. En la esquina descanso de sentir tanta
soledad y recuerdo

la visita a una amiga que vivia en MoscU, mi alegria al
encontrar una libreria

enla que entré ala busca de algo familiar y
conocido

y al poder descifrar laboriosamente el nombre de
Isaac Asimov

en la portada de un libro

con un ovni en la portada,

aungue no sabia cudl titulo era.

El cirilico es facil comparado

con la caligrafia de aqui,

donde tengo miedo incluso

de mirarles a los ojos a los hombres

que cruzan mi camino.

Un movimiento a miizquierda

me vuelve al presente y giro

para ver un gato callejero
buscar cobijo en un portal.
Abandono mi camino sin dudarlo
y me acerco, lentamente

para no ahuyentarlo.

Estd a punto de fugarse

pero parece reconocer

que ese bulto envuelto

en papel de aluminio

que saco del bolsillo

podria ser una ofrenda.

Lo zampa entero, el queso primero pero después el
pan,

y luego frota su cabeza

contra mis piernas y déja

que le acaricie, emitiendo

un ronroneo fuerte como un motor, por fin un idioma
que pude

entender perfectamente.
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Incommunicado

(Translated into English by the author)

Nothing makes me feel so isolated as being alone in a
country

where | don't understand the language-it's so far from any
that | know that | can't even recognize

the alphabet. On a corner | rest

from feeling such loneliness and remember visiting a friend
who lived in Moscow,

my joy aft findinging a bookstore which | entered in search
of something familiar and known

and on being able to laboriously descipher the name of
Isaac Asimov

on the cover of a book

with a spaceship on the front,

although | didn't know which fitle it was.

Cyrilic is easy compared to the caligraphy of here, where
I'm afraid even

of looking in the eyes of the men who cross my path

A movement to my left

brings me back to the present and | turn to see a street cat
seeking shelter in a doorway.

| abandon my path without hesitating and approach,
slowly

so as not to frighten it.

It's about to flee

but seems to recognize that that bundle wrapped in
aluminum foil

that | pull from my pocket might be an offering.

It wolfs it down entirely, the cheese first but then the bread,
and then it rubs its head against my legs and lets me pet it,
giving off

a purr as strong as an engine, at last a language that | can
understand perfectly.
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Lonely Planet

de Lawrence Schimel

Follas como un turista:

tienes prisa por visitar

las atracciones principales siguiendo el itinerario
recomendado

en las guias, no porque tienes interés en cada parada
sino para luego poder decir a fus amigos

que las has hecho.

Deberia haberme dado cuenta cuando me

abordaste en el bar que, aunque eres de aqui,

fienes

miles de millas de volador frecuente a tus espaldas.

Has visto tantos cuadros, tantos cuerpos, que ya ni miras,
mi desnudez desplegada

como un plano delante de ti. Pero en este plano falta el
indicador "Estds aqui" porque

10 estas en ofra parte, igual pensando en

qué recuerdos vas a comprar en el gift shop,

qué historias vas a contar de nuestro encuentro,

y me siento forastero en mi propia cama.

Lonely Planet

(Translated into English by the author)

You fuck like a tourist:

you're in a rush to visit the main attractions
following the itinerary recommended

in the guidebooks, not because you're interested in
each stop but in order to later

be able to tell your friends that you've done them.
I should've realized

when you approached me in the bar

that, although you're from here, you've got
thousands of frequent flyer miles

under your belt.

You've seen so many paintings, so many bodies,
that you no longer look, my nakedness unfolded
like a map before you. But this map

is missing the “You Are Here"” arrow because you
are somewhere else, maybe thinking of what
souvenirs you'll buy in the gift shop, what stories
you'll tell about our encounter,

and | feel like a foreigner in my own bed.
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de Lawrence Schimel

Ya se acabd la fiesta, ya se han marchado los invitados con

mi companero de piso

para seguir de fiesta por ahi mientras yo

me quedo aqui entfre ceniceros llenos y vasos vacios, restos de
una exitosa celebracion

de cumpleanos. Uno por uno, deshago los nudos de los globos,
me los llevo a la boca e inhalo

tu aliento. Podria haber salido con ellos, contigo, pero no tuve
coraje para verte ligar con otro chico, para ver esos labios —que
hace poco soplaban para inflar estas bolsas de goma cuando
nos ayudabas a preparar la fiesta

de fu amigo—- encontrando otros labios

en algun rincdn oscuro de un bar. Quise

besarte desde el momento en que entraste por la puerta,

pero no me prestaste atencion mds allé de una cortesia
elemental y por eso

me quedo aqui, solo y robando esos besos tuyos de la basura
después de la fiesta.

The Party’s Over

(Translated into English by the author)

All the guests have already left—

my roommate, too-off partying somewhere. I'm alone among
the full ashtrays and empty glasses, the remains of a successful
birthday celebration. One by one, | undo the knofts

on the balloons, bring them to my lips, and inhale

your breath. | could have gone out, foo,

but | don't have the courage to see you hook up with

some other guy, to see those lips (which so recently

inflated these rubber globes, when you helped

us prepare for your friend's party) finding

other lips in some dark corner of a bar. | wanted

o kiss you from the moment you walked through the door,
but you didn’t pay me any attention beyond a basic
courtesy. So | chose to remain here, alone and stealing

these kisses of yours from the post-party debris.

Ya no quiero callarme cuando follo
por miedo a lo que piensen los vecinos.

Ya estoy harto de contenerme.

Quiero gritar, quiero celebrar,

quiero cantar... pero me temo que he perdido
la voz de tanto inhibirme.
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Afénico, me desnudo delante del poema.

(Translated into English by the author)

I no longer want fo keep quiet when | fuck
for fear of what the neighbors might think.

I'm fed of holding myself back.

I want to shout, | want to celebrate,

I want fo sing... but | fear that I've lost
my voice from inhibiting myself so long.

Aphonic, | undress in front of the poem.
To ApPTL TeAEiOE

‘OANOI Ol KOAECHEVOI £XOLV KIOAAG PULVYEI

Ol CLYKATOIKOG POV KAl ALTA OE KATTOIO TTAPTL TIAYE.

Eipal povog 1piyupIouévog ammod TaoAKIA KAl ASEIa TTOTAPIA

‘O1 ueive amd I eTMTLUXNUEVN YIOPTH YEVEONIWV.

‘Evav évav AOVG ToLg KOPTTOLG OTA UTTAAOVIC,

Ta @épVw OTA XEIAN POL VA AvACcaAivVe TNV avAca Cou.

Oa PTToPOoLOA KI £YW VA EXW PYel, AAA Sev £X TO KOLPAYIO

Na o€ PAETTG OTa XéPIa KATTOIOL AAAOL AvEPA, va PAETT

AULTA Ta XEINIA (TTOL TOCO TTPOCPATA POVOKWTAV TIG AACTIXEVIEG OPAiPEG OTAV PAG
BonBoLOEG OTIG ETOINATIES PAG YIA TO TTAPTL TOL PIAOL COL) VA PPICKOLY AN XeIAIa,
Ye KATTOIQ OKOTEIVH YWVIA TOL PTTaP.

'HBeAa va o€ PINNOW ATTO TNV OTIYUN TTOL TIEPATES TO KATWPAI TNG TTOPTAG,

AANNQG eV LOL £8WOEC KAWIA oNUACIa, EKTOG ATTO TNV CLVNBICUEVN ELYEVEID.

‘ETol, ammoaoioa va peive €50, HOVOG, KAEBOVTAG TOLTA TA PINIG TOL

ATTO T PETA TO TTAPTL OKOLTTSIA.

‘Eva Moinua

Agv BEAW VA gipal CITTNAOG OTAV YaAuIEUal

ATTO ORO YIA TO TI BA OKEPTOVY O YEITOVEG

BapéBnka va cLyKPAT® TOV EQLTO POU.

OEA® va OLPAIGEW. BEAW VA YIOPTACK.

O¢A® va TPAYOLENOW...AANG poRApal OTI EXACA TNV PGV POL ATTO TOV TTOAD
Kaipo 1o KAToIKG PJECA HoL

APWVOG, YSLVOUAI UTTPOCTA OTO TToiNuA.
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Locked Out
de Lawrence Schimel

He venido al parque para escribir.
Tengo el cuaderno dénde siempre
escribo a mano mis versos.

Pero he olvidado un bdli, un I&piz,
cualquier implemento para escribir.

Mirando la pdgina en blanco tengo la
misma sensacion que cuando me doy
cuenta que he cerrado la puerta

con las llaves dentro.

Locked Out
(Translated into English by the Author)

I've come to the park in order to write.
| have the notebook where | always
write by hand my poems. But I've
forgotten a pen, a pencil, any
implement to write with.

Looking at the blank page | have the
same sensation as when | realize
that I've shut the door with the keys
inside.

KAeidwpévog e§w

'HpBa o1o TTAPKOo YIa va YPAW®.

‘EXw TO ONUEIUATAPIO OTTOL TTAVTA YPAP® HE TO XEPI TA TTOINUATA oL
AANQ EExaoa pia TTEva, Eva HOALRI

‘Eva ommoiadnmoTe EpYaAEio YPAPpnG

Korraovtag tnv adeia oehiba exw Tnv idla aiocbnon

‘Omteg o1av katahapaive o1l ékAeioa TNy TTOPTA

Meta 1a kKAelbIa péoa

Page 114 of 140



157 CRETE INTERNATIONAL POETRY FESTIVAL

Anastasis Vistonitis (Greece)

Anastasis Vistonitis was born in Komotini, Northern Greece, in
1952. He studied Political Sciences and Economics in Athens
and Philosophy in Thessaloniki. From 1983 to 1988 he lived in
the US.A. (New York and Chicago) and fraveled extensively
in Europe, America, Africa, Australia and Asia.

From 1996 to 2001 he was a member of the board of the
E.W.C. (The Federation of European Writers) and from 2003 to
2007 he was its Vice-president.

In addition to poems, essays, book reviews and arficles
confributed to many leading quarterlies and newspapers in Greece and abroad.
Anastassis Vistonitis has published twelve books of poetry, four volumes of essays, five
fravelogues, a book of short stories and a book of translations of the Chinese poet Li
Ho.

He was the General Editor of the candidature file of Athens for the Olympic Games of
2004.

His writings have been translated into 20 languages.

He writes for the leading Greek newspaper To Vima and lives in Athens.

Translated from the Greek by Anastassis Vistonitis & George O'Connell

META TH MAXH

H pdixn kpdtnoe wg TN SOCN ToL NAIOL.
Me To okoTddI ETecav va Kolundouvy

o1 {@VTavoi pe TOLG VEKPOULG,

Advayav Ta WUd PpTA TV TTOOROAEWV.

KovpéAia okoTtadlod kopdTay
OTN OKOVN TTOL CHKWVE O AEPAG.

ATT' TO YNAOTEPO TTAPABLPO
KaTERBaIVAV X0l YAUNAIOL RAAG.

O vekpdGs oTO PEIBPO
POTICE TN VOXTA.

TNV KEVTPIKN) TTAATEIQ TTOOOYEIONKE
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pia atocdAivn TToyoAauisa.

Katépnke o NMoAadng,

n K\utaiyvnoTtpa, o Alyiofog.

Eisa oTta pdma Touv MAOTOL Tov OPEoTN

va PAETTEI TOV OLPAVO

KI bOTEQA XAONKAV OAol yadi

JEG OTN BavaTtepr aoTpila ToL TTPOROAEA.

ZNoauE KATW attd To ACTPO ToL BAvVATOL.
DAYAUE HALPO Y.

ITOV OTIVO PAG PLTPWCAV KAl TTOKVWO AV
Ta HOALREVIA SdonN.

MNXTO PPWMIKO PWG.
Mépeg pe AAOTTEG KI évTOoUa.

Ta évroua kaTéAaPav Ta oTiTIa Yag,

£€0TNOAV TA PACIAEIA TOLG OTIG KPEPATOKAPAPEG,
TINYQAV OTA VEKOOTAPEIQ,

EYIVAV (pPOLPOI TV VEKPGV.

‘Eotnoav pavowAcia ota éykara,

uéoa OTIC TTOAEIG TOL AdN.

ATIO TO PATI TOL VEQOL

YEVVNONKE O AAIOG.

©®a ooL 5OOW TN PV LoV,

Ba couL Swow Ta YATIA KAl To §épua,
Ba COoL PIAG UE TN PGV TOL YEQPAKIOV,
TO TTETAYUA TOL GTTOLEYITIOV,

TO TAK TAK TOL SPLOKOAATTTN.

O exBpOC ptNKE aTTd TN POPEIC TTOAN.
‘Eyive n TeAeTH) TNG TTapddoong,
506nNKav ol oNUaiEs, Ta KAEISIA KI O YOVAIKEG.

‘Hrav ToAAoi.
TOULG EAEYAV OPETEQIOTEG TOL XPOVOL.

AFTER THE BATTLE

The battle raged fill sunset.

In darkness they lay themselves down
fo sleep, the living and the dead.
Searchlights swept.

Dark tatters
flapped in dusty wind.
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From a high casement,
notes of a nupftial waltz.

From ditches, pale
corpse sheen.

A steel firefly settled on the square.
Pylades emerged, Clytemnestra,
Aegisthus. In the gaze of the pilot

| glimpsed Orestes staring skyward.
Then the searchlights' lethal glare
swallowed all.

Beneath the star of death

we went on living, gnawing bitter bread.
Our dreams sprang up

a sea of leaden groves.

Foul, thick light.
Days of mire and insects.

Insects entered our houses,
took over our beds.

They claimed our graveyards,
our ancestors.

In the bowels of earth,

in the cities of Hell,

they built mausoleums.

The iris of water

gives birth fo the sun.

| offer my voice,

my eyes, my flesh.

In the language of the hawk

| speak to you.

In the rattle of the woodpecker,
the sparrow's flight.

Their troops marched in
through the north gate. Then
the rituals of surrender:

flags, keys, women.

The enemy were great in number.
We called them thieves of an epoch
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ARS POETICA

To Troinua &ev gival cav Ta UAAC
TTOL O AVEPOG CEPVEl OTOLG SPOPOLG.
Aegv gival n akivntn 6dAacoa,

TO APAYHEVO KAPGPI.

Agv gival 0 Yahagog ovpavog

Kal N kaBapn atgoopaIpa.

To Toinpa gival éva Kap®i

oTNV KAPS8I& TOL KOTUOU.

‘Eva pwTevo paxaipl

UTTNYHEVO KABETA OTIC TTOAEIG.
To TToinua gival oTIAPaypog,
KOUUATI YOONOTEQO PETAAAO,
TTAYOG, OKOTEIVH TTANYH.

To TToinua gival okANEO,
TTOALESPIKO SIAPAVTI.

YOUTTAYEG — AAEELUEVO PAPPAPO.
OpuNTIKO — ACIATIKOG TTOTAPOG.

To Toinua Sev eival pwvn,

TTEOACA TTOLAIOD.

Eival opoBoAiouds

oTov opifovTa Kal TNV loTopia.

To Troinua dev gival AvBog TToL PapPdiveTal.
Eival Bahcapwpévog TTovog.

ARS POETICA

Not like the leaves

windswept through the streefts.
Nor sfill in the seq,

a tethered boat.

A poem is not the sky's azure,
its lucid air.

A poem is a stake
through the world's heart,
a glinting blade

driven through the towns.
A poem is pain,

a bright splinter of steel,
ice, a blackened wound.
A poem is obdurate,

its facets diamond.
Graved stone.

A surging Asian river.

Page 118 of 140



157 CRETE INTERNATIONAL POETRY FESTIVAL

A poem is neither voice

nor winged passage.

It's arifle shot

at history, the skyline.

A poem is no withering bloom.
It is anguish, embalmed.

TO ®EITAPI XTO NOTHPI

|

ALTO

TO Apépalo TPATTED

TTOAGVEl TNV €PNUIC, BLpICEl TTEBAPEVOLS PIAOLG.
Me uia AapTra Taycvel To oKoTas!.

‘Ouwg Sev gival €101 TO PWC.

Eyo 10 €ida Traidi péoca oTig mediaideg

va Pyaivel E€w aTTo TA XpWUATA.
ITPOYYLAO PeYYApI, XAPTN TV AVOIEEWY,
AV ATTO TIG KAAQUTTOKIEG KAl TA OITAPIA.

I

Topa

To KPVO UETAPETOVOKTIO

givarl pia Aieivn emypagn mave amo Ta oTiTia
KI N BAAQCCa £vag XWPOG AdNANG AVATIVONG.
AbIEE06a, ONBePEG aTTOPATEIG,
OTIATAANUEVO QIUA TGV AYATTNHEVQY,

yepidel TOLTO TO TPATTEY ELAIVA §OVTIA,
KAUEVES TTOOOWTTISES, IOKIOLG TTOL PAEYOVTAl
KAl OTO KEVTPO £va TTOTAPI VERD

UE TO peyyapl PovAiayuévo oTov TTATO.

THE MOON IN THE GLASS

I

This

wobbly table

sefs wildness at odds with itself,
summons friends from the dead.
Its lamp gels the dark.

So unlike light.
As a boy | saw how it rose

from the plains of color,
full moon over wheatfield, cornstalks,

Page 119 of 140



157 CRETE INTERNATIONAL POETRY FESTIVAL

a map of wellsprings.

I

Tonight

midnight's chill,

a stone scribed over rooftops,

the sea breathing unseen.
Dilemmas, the agonies of choice,
the lost hemorrhaging of those one loves,
this table strewn with wooden teeth,
scorched masks, shadows aflame
surrounding a water glass,

at its bottom

a drowning moon.

IKOTEINO KAAOKAIPI

YTO KATW®A TNG ADONG XTIOAUE TIG TTOAEIG PAG —
TopAG TTapaBLpa, okoTeEIVa eVLSPEIa.

ATTO TTOU £OXETAI O AEPAG

TTOL XTLTTAEl TTAVE OTIG OTEYES KAI TA KAWTIAVAPIA,
TTAVG O€ TOIXOLG KAl KAEIOTA TTapabupa

LYPOG Kal TTANIOGS cav To BAvaTo;

To WG PACIAELE

APAVOVTAG TA TTOPPLPA KOLPENID TOL
AvVAPECA OTIG OKIEG

KI O OLPAVOG APEVA TTOL OKOTEIVIALE!.

Y10 Boppd Ba 1del 0 VIKNTAG.

Y10 NOTO Ta KAPAPIa

odnynuéva armo Tov KEviavpo Tou NAIoL.

Kai otnv AvaTtoAn

T axaTva PJAaTa Tou VEPOL

UE T' AOTPA TGV TTNYWV KAl TN PWTIA TOL AVELOL.

O kATog SiTAa oTo TTOTAWI

KI N OAAacoa otrapuévn Sévrpa.

MeTdE ki €Bevog TNG vOXTAC ATAV Ta POSA
Kal TO TTNYA81 OKOTEIVOG AWTOG

atr’ OTToL EETTPORANAEI

0 iIOKIOG, O XPNOMOG KI N TTETPA,

TN vOXTA TTOL Pag ermai€av ' andovia

TO OPATOPIO TV ACTPWV.

Ta YaANId COL PeyOATaV
pEoa oTNV KOWN TNG Bepevikng.
ATIO TO OTOUA OOL KLAG N BAAacoAa.
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To oToua couv sival
TO AVAKTOPO TOL AVEUOU.

Me TO OTNUOVI TOL AVELIOL
OPAVEG TO XITOVA TOL

YIQ VA OKETTAC G TOPA

TN oTAXTN,

N AaoTn,

N okovn,

v LREIV.

170 KATW®AI TNG ADONG XTIOAWE TIG TTOAEIG PAG —
TOPAA TTAPABLPEA, OKOTEIVA evLSPEIA.

A€ TOV AVEUO VA OOL XAIGEWE TO TIPOTWTTO.
TNV TTPWIVH) TTAxvN 6a xabouvv

Ta 5AKPLA COL.

Mépa amo 1A €épnua vekpoTageid,

AV atrd TOV 0LPAVO

avbilel AoTpo pEya

n KapsIA TOL COUTTAVTOG.

Oa 5pATTIETELOOLIE E TNV KPALYN KAl T' OVEIPO

TTOL TTEPTEl TAV OUAPAYSI

OTN OKOTEIVIA TV ETTOXWV.

Oa Eavadom ota yubika couv PaTia

TN BAAacoa va {wypagilel TN Ypauun Tou opidovta,
KI N avaod oouv

Ba peyaAwoel TO £REVIVO PUANO

oL Ba CTPAPEI OTO PWG

KAB®CS N HENCCQ KATELOLVETAI

ar’ ™ mougida g avoigng.

T' Ovelpo cival Mo PeyAAo armo Tov KOCUO,

amd TNV TLPAVVIA TNG OMINIAG.

NaTi TNV opoP@IA TNV ovopaleg HovVo Je Tov Wibvpo,
yiati N Tapaxn, N aydamn kai Ta §akpua

gival oTravia JETaAa

Kal Sev Ta QOEIpE TO PWS TOL AdN.

‘Hrav geyydpia Ta gata Touv Qisiov

oL {OLOE OTO OTIITI TWV TTAISIKOV JAG XPOVV.
To &épua TOL TO 'Yav oPEAYIlEl TTANOI TTONTIOUOI
KI NTAV TO ACNUEVIO KNPEVKEIO,

1O SAXTLAISI TNG TTEVTALOPPNG

KI N EKAEIYPN TNG ZEANVNG.

Ta PdTia ToL KATOTITEA AlwVIAg {WNG
TTAVE atro TN OKOTEVIA TOL TAPOL.
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Av oPnoe N ewvn, 6a peivel o KATTOG.

To poALREVIO POPEUE ToL Ba YAIOTPNOE OTO TTATWLUA,
O AAUYE TO WG TOL SEPUATOG TOL

acLANTO cav TNV MAadda

yia va xa®oLv oTn okdvN T' avTikeipeva,

OWEIG KAl XOWUATA VA AIQTOLY

Kal va oxnuUaTioTovy Eavd

UEG OTO BLOOG TOL AVEKPOATTOL

KQl TN XOLOT) OpiXAN ato Ta HAVo1a Media.

DARK SUMMER

At the borders of the west we threw up towns,
sightless windows, black terraria.

From whence this wind
pummeling roof and bell-tower,
walls, windowpanes,

fetid, soft with death-rot2

Light sinks,

its crimson tatters

flaring between shades,

the sky's arena plunging toward the dark.

North sails the victor.

South the ships

drawn by centaurs of the sun.
Eastward

the deep's agate eyes,
star-specked springs, blazing winds.

Garden of the riverbank,

sea sprouting trees.

Silken ebonies of night, the roses,

this well a black lotus,

shadowed throat, its stones oracular
that night the nightingales performed
for us the stars' oratorio.

Beneath Berenice's hair,
your own grew longer,
your mouth a tidal sea.

Your mouth,
throne-room of the wind.

From thready breeze
you loomed your tunic
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with which | cleanse
this ash, this muck
of dust and hubris.

At the borders of the west we threw up towns,
sightless windows, black terraria.

If wind strokes your face,

the frost of morning

will erase your tears.

Beyond these abandoned graves,
beyond this sky,

a great nova opens

the heart of the cosmos.

With a shout and a vision we'll flee,
Tumbling like an emerald

through dark eons,

see once more in your fabled gaze
the ocean slice the horizon,

your breath

unfurl a dark leaf

furning toward the light

as the bee steers

by spring's compass.

The world is smaller than the dream,
tyrannical language.

You whisper when you speak

of beauty, grief, love, fears,

rare ores

uncorroded by the glare of Hell.

Moon-eyed the viper
coiled in childhood's house.
Its skin bore the stamp

of ancient tribes,

the herald's silver staff,

the disc of beauty,

eclipses of the Moon.

Its eyes refracted life eternal
over the black grave.

If voice recedes, the garden stays.
Your lead peplum skims the floor tiles,
your shimmering flesh

untouchable as the Pleiades.

Things sift to dust,

faces melt, colors drift
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through depths of the inexpressible,
the hazy, gilded mist
that is Elysium.

ENYMNNION

Acgv €ixa TITTOTE TTOTE YOUL.
QOoTOC0 TWPA POL £XOLY APAIPETE TA TTAVTA.

ES — xINaSeg AANoI. Tivopal ki ey GANOG
TTOL WAXVEl VA PPel Evav AANO.
IKOPTIOG OWEOG ATt O,TI AANOTE e CLVIOTOVCE.

To mpoowTmo apépalo, To cLOTNUA
HIa oelpd APLSPES YOAUMEG.

AULTOG beV TTIPOTEXEI TNV TTAPAUOPPWON.

Acv EEpel. O KOOUOG PTTOPEN VA CLVTPIRE

€OTW KAl W' éva JOVO pop@acpo. MNaT ey

XO€eG TO PPAdL EOTTVNOQA KI ATAV TO YOLPW
OKOTASI Eva ALPIKO TOTTIO, YIa AvolEn opyIouévn,
KI €i6a TE0AOTIA AVON va HaooLY TOLG TOIXOULG.
Me Tpe 0 AoTTPOG AVEPOG OTOV OLPAVO TOL.

DREAM

My whole life | had nothing.
Now they've taken everything.

Among thousands, I've become another
seeking another, whatever | was
mere scattered fragments.

My face a vague fracery,
its lines indistinct, indiscriminate.

Such spoilage flees his gaze,

his recognition. The faintest frown
could smash the planet. | woke
last night to singing dark,

a spring beyond all measure,
huge blossoms devouring walls.
Bright wind swept me skyward.

METPA

BaBia oTn okoTteavn Tupitidéa
TTOL TN AEVE PvAUN
u' éva PAPOUETOO KOKKIVO,
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Mo KATW N BedpaTn TETPA,

TO TOPAO TTAPAULOI,

n OKI& TOL TTATEPT POV,

€ipal akoOuN €6,

KATOIKOG TOL VEKPOUL BaATiAtiov,
OTa EQEIMA PTEPA TTAYOVIOL,

TO XIOVI pPAlel TO OTIAAQIO,

oTN PWVNA TOL PACAATN £va TPIEIUO,
PIH®PEVN KAPSIA,

pavpEn eAeLBEPIa.

STONE

Deep in the black gunpowder
called memory,

below the massive stone,

blind fable, I'm sfill here

with a red barometer,

my father's shadow,

last of a plundered kingdom.
Amid these ruins,

strewn peacock plumes.
Snow stops the cave mouth,
fissure in the grammar of basailt,
blinkered heart, dark freedom.

EN ANAMONH

O XOPOG NIYOOTELEl O€ YIA KAPAPJ.

Navdyia — Ovelpa eKPLANICUEVA.

Karolol ©' aveBolyv Tn okAAa.

YapKoPROPA XAUOYEAQ.

‘E€w Ba Ppéxel — pia Ppoxn emitredn.

®a 'vai To §®uATIO POLXO OTEVO

KI N KApSIA TTETAPEVN epNUERISA OTO TTATWHA.
H youvaika otov Toixo 6a EeprTilel.

©a o€ KoIToLY Ta CATIa PATIA TNG.

KaBwg 6' ammopakpLveral n TTOAN oTov opidovTa.
XWPIG 01LVOLCS, XWPEIG oNUadia.
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WAITING

In aroom, space shrinks.
Decadent dreams, shipwrecks.

Some ascend ladders.
Smiling predators.

Outside, flattening rain.

Aroom's a thin garment,
the heart old newsprint on the floor.

That woman on the wall, threadbare,
her gaze on you decaying.

The horizon, like the town,
withdraws.

No signs, no portents.
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Selahattin Yolgiden (Turkey)

He was born in istanbul. His poems translated into English,
German, Italian, Dutch, Croatfian, Serbian, Swedish,
Malayalam, Hungarian and Bulgarian. He is a member of
editorial board to Cevrimdisi istanbul Literature Magazine and
Cevrimdisi Istanbul International Poetry Festival.

He has published seven books of poetry and he won four
literary awards for his books.

ATHENS

| see myself dying
wherever
| furn my eyes

this is the time
the evening cries on its mothers lap
ftell him everything;

songs are the daughters
of the long past,
instruments are combs among those long hairs.

what if you remember your grandma
as you wash your face with the whitest houses
by a blue sea, who says

"don't die before you see the sea
in which your grandpa had washed himself”

remnants of my life
continually remembered

where should | burry myself2

& Translated by Gékgenur C. from "unuttugum limanlar”
A6nva

BAéTT@ va TreBaive

fo]afelt}

Kal va yupioe N Pamd pov

gival n wpa 1oL To PPASdL KAdiEl OTNY PAvVAG COL TNV AYKAAIG
TTEG TOL OAQ:
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Ta TPayoLdia gival Taidid

Ol KOPEG HAKPIVOL TTAPENBOVTOG

OpYava Ol XTEVEG AVAUEST G’ ALTA TA PAKPIA HAANIG.

Ti kI av Bopdoal TNV YIAyIA COL OTTWG TTAEVEIG TO TTIOOTWTTO TOL

Me Ta mo aompa oTitia SimAa oTnv YaAddia 6dAacoaq,

Mou Aéel « NV TTEBAVEIG TTRIV S€IG TNV BANACTCA TTOL PECA TNG TIADONKE
O Tammmong ToLY

YmoAeippaTa TNG WG HOL CLVEXEI ETTAVEQXOVTAI OTN UVAKN

MoL Ba mPEETEl va BAW® TOV €QLTO POU;

CRETE

fimes that are devoted to silence
people look on to an empftiness
bigger than themselves

all the lights of chania turn off at the same time

it's your own reflection
that plays in the mirror of the night
on the walls you catch your own shadow

everybody knows,
that all hours are coming to an end
with the minute hand backstitched to the hour hand

the last ceremony a person attends
is his own death

Kentn

YTIVUEG QQIEPWUEVES OTN CIWTIH KAl Ol AvOPWTTOI AVTIKPI{oLY

‘Eva adeio yeyaAbtepo atd Tov €auTd TOLS

‘OAa Ta poTa oTa Xavid oprjvouy Tnv idia oTiyur

Eival To 8§Ikd ooL KaBpEPTIoUa TTOL TTailel OTOV KABPEPTN TNG VOXTAG
YTOLG TOIXOLG TIIAVEIG TNV SIKF) TOL TN OKIA.

‘ONoI EEpoLE OTI OAEG Ol WPEG EXOLV VA TEAOG

Me TGV AETTTAV TOV PETPNTH VA VAI KOANPEVOG TTIOW ATTO TV WEMV

Tov yetpnTn.

H TeAELTAIA TEAETH) TTOL O AVOPWTTOG CLUUETEXE Eival O SIKOG TOL BAVATOG.

Thessalonica
“for mikis theodorakis”
I lost you on a spring day
everywhere I look has been constantly bleeding

'the pictures' 1 said, 'shall be taken down from the wall
one by one
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and shall be planted in our hearts, so that they grow'

we are eating at midnight in thessalonica,

the only restaurant in a small town

a car passes by

with three shadows inside,

darker than the night.

'in prague, they were hanging people' you say,
'thin people, on gallows, in forty-six'

you endlessly tell me these stuff

while the night is growing

polysyllabically on your hair.

your hands are like ariver
thirsty of its sea in the summer

'this jasmine' you say, 'l love

as a daughter'

'thus my hands are snow-white
thus night-after-night

| cry under the arbors.'

‘every day is alike' you say

but different in fact

every breath opens to another door
every door absolutely to the love.

& Translated by Efe Duyan from “unuttugum limanlar”

every one’s god is inside of the self

face is the soul of the body mr. antoine
thats why we gaze at each other
thats why our eyes are on our faces

don't believe to any one

who says time heals all wounds

because in the houses with night lamps,
on the deserted shores of winter,

in the innermost

mostly we killed the time

and something dead can’t be a medicine

we forgot and we remembered again
we built ourselves temples of lies

we believed their divinity

every one's own self is his prophet
every one's god is inside of the self
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every one’s own self is only for himself...

& Translated by Gékcenur C. from "gittigim en uzak yer sizdiniz”

I'm my own death.

I carry my dead body wherever

1 go.
no.
like a cat orbiting around itself twice before sleeping,
1 ask everyone their names or how they are called.
soon all dreams will be back at home. the bee-dome.
tomorrow you'll sail away on clouds, are you ready?
we'll see.
they say, the storm is brewing, 1 say, strange,
how can you see my inside from there. my skin:
crepe-paper beige, | say,
"once, 1was a fig tfree, water walked on my arms.” |
have become my own prey. bang!

= Translated by G&kgenur C.
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India. Her most recent fitles are: El canto de la sulamita /
Songs of the Shulammite (Uniediciones, 2019), las tentaciones
de la Luz (anamd&, 2018), Petit Cahier du Grand Mirage
(Editions de la Margeride, 2016) and Los naufragios del
desierto (Vaso Roto, 2013).

The translation works include Virus Alert by Marathi poet
Hemant Divate (Alarma de Virus — Ediciones Espiral, 2012), award-winning Voces /
Voci by Nicaraguan poet Claribel Alegria (Samuele Editore, 2016) and, by the same
author, Amore senza fine (Edizioni Fili d’ Aquilone, 2018).

She is the founder of the “FreeFromChains” Poetry Workshops in the Roman
penitentfiary of Rebibbia and a member of the Editorial Board of Mexican literary
magazine “el golem”.

1.

Two seagulls dance
In a corner of the sky
Between rocks

And ocean

A sensual, constant movement

Like a hovering tango
Existence

dos gaviotas bailan

en una esquina del cielo
entre las rocas

y el mar

el movimiento repetido y sensual

un fango suspendido
la existencia
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2.

| step on silent grass
Searching

For a word that envelops
Atom and Star

I catchitin a flower
Opening gently

piso la hierba del silencio
buscando

una palabra que resuma
dtomo vy estrella

escucharla en una flor
abriéndose despacio

3.

Calf's eyes

Evoke distant times

When man was branch

Of the only tree

And the free lived unhindered
In timeless space

Those eyes watch me

Crossing the field

Observe each move

The abusive current that gushes
From man

| hasten my pace

The calf retreats

It knows

We are siblings

It knows

About Cain and Abel

los ojos del becerro

evocan tiempos lejanos
cuando el hombre era rama
del mismo drbol

y el drbol vivia sin acoso

en el espacio sideral

me miran fransitar el potrero

Page 132 of 140



157 CRETE INTERNATIONAL POETRY FESTIVAL

observan cada movimiento
en la abusiva corriente
que del hombre mana

acelero el paso

y el becerro retrocede
sabe

que somos hermanos
sabe

de Cainy Abel

4.

If you want me
Leave it all and come to me

In my land

Your breath will blossom into new word
Your sturdy and vibrant body

Will be tree of my life

Free like that dream

You had in Eden

Strolling naked and fearless
Amidst a see-through crowd

Hero to all houris

And for all muses the only songster
Rid at last

Of Jealousy Kingdom

Where every man is

Plump red fruit of challenge

Touch me

And you will see

The night lighting

Constellations of fleeting angels

si me quieres
déjalo todo y ven

en mi fierra

tu suspiro florecerd en palabra nueva
y ese cuerpo vigoroso y firme

serd drbol de mi vida

estards libre
como sonaste en el Edén
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paseards desnudo
sin femor
entre la multitud transparente

de todas las huries héroe

y de las musas

Unico cantor

saldrds por fin del reino de los celos
donde cada hombre es

el furgente fruto rojo

del desafio

tbcame
y verds la noche iluminar
galaxias de dngeles fugaces

5.
Balancing act

Degas’ Ballerina
Holds her entire being
On the tip

Of her right slipper.

She achieves the point of balance
With vain turns

The flash of a camera

Breaks into her silence

A face storms in

Taking her back to childhood.

She loses the balance of oblivion
Plunges down
And breaks in half.

Degas’ Ballerina
Once had a father.

El contrapeso

La bailarina de Degas
coloca enla punta

de la zapatilla derecha
foda su existencia.

En el dpice del equilibrio
de inmodestas volteretas
y flash,
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desde el silencio irumpe
un rostro
que la devuelve a su infancia.

Pierde el contrapeso del olvido
y precipita,
y se quiebra.

La bailarina de Degas
fuvo una vez un padre.

6.

Never Mind What They Say

Love me I tell you love me
In night's embrace love me
And hush as love does,

You who are thus,

Even when you hush.

Touch me | tell you touch me

What a sweet whisper you are

In the opening of the petals and not
Touch me with wings

With honey touch me;

Touch me closely.

Sprouting like the seed

That touching me you lay.

Watch me | tell you watch me
Startled watch me

How slowly

Nakedly | uncover

Even my soul.

Cover me | tell you cover me
Slowly cover me

Sweat me

With salt and skin sweat me

With fever and peace sweat me
With torso, bronze and twilight
Sweat me.

Cover me, stretch over

And cover me.

Think me | tell you think me
In clarity think me
A line that flees and not,
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That yesterday sfill was,
Think me
Tomorrow think me.

No me importa lo que digan

Amame, te digo dmame

en el nocturno abrazo del silencio,
dmame

y calla como hace el amor,

U que eres eso,

aun cuando callas.

Rézame, te digo rézame
que dulce murmullo eres
en el abrir de pétalos y no,
rézame de alas,

de miel rézame;

el palmo rézame.

Nacer como la semilla
que rozando posas.

Mirame, te digo mirame
espantado mirame

que suave,

desnuda

descubro

hasta el alma.

CUbreme, te digo cUbreme
lentamente cUbreme

y stdame,

de sal y vientre stdame

de fiebre y paz stdame

de torso, bronce, penumbra
sudame.

CuUbreme, extiéndete
cUbreme.

Piénsame, te digo piénsame
en la claridad piénsame

linea que huye y no,

que ayer aun,

piénsame, manana piénsame.
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EvxapioTieg

EuxapIoToOUE TTOWTIOTWGS KAl ISIAITEPWG Tov KOPIo Namadakn Mdavvn xwpig TNy Bondea
TOL OTTOIOL eV Ba €iXe TTPAYUATOTTOINOEI ALTO TO PECTIRAA.

EuxapioTtobue TNV etaipia Social Media Spot yia Tnv e€aipetikr) LTOOTAPIEN KAl
AeiTovpyia Twv social media kal Tov website Tov PeCTIRAA.

Evuxapiotodue TNV «ANQTEPH IXOAH APAMATIKHI TEXNHI NOTOX» kai To «lIEK MOP®H
KEMANZIH» oto HpdkAeio KoATNG yia TNV TTOALTIMN KAl OLCIACTIKY BonBed Tovg oTnv
S10pYAvV®Oon TOL PeCTIRAA.

EuxapioTobue Tov MaveAn Xvapn kai TNV oxoAr| «Aaoypa@ikog opihog Aalapog Kai
MavdAng Xvapny via TnV TTOAL onUAvTIKA BonBeia Toug, TIC CLPPOLAES TOLGS, TNV (E0TNA
@INoevia TOLG Kal TV TTPOCPOPA TOLG.

EuxapioTobue Tovg AompeTakn MNavvn, Zapmerakn Meopyo kai MNopyo MvrdomouvAo yia
NV  €EQIPETIK  PIAOEevia TOLG, TIC 1666C TOLG KAl TNV  OTIOLSN TOLG  OTNV
TTPAyYUATOTToOINCN TOL PECTIRAA.

EuxapioToLpe 161aiTéEpws Tov kbplo Gian Andrea Paolo Garancini yia Tnv TTOAOTIUN
BonBeid Tov, TNV TTPOCPOPA TOL KAl TNV AYoyn CLVEPYATIA.

Euxapiotobpe tnv ErgoProlipsis.gr yia tnv yevvaidbdwpn mTPoo@opd TG Kal TNV
OULVOAIKN PoNBeia OTNV TTEAYUATOTIOINCN TOL PECTIRAA.

EuxapioTobue Tov Afpo HpakAgiov kai 16iaimtépws TNV Kupia ApioTéa MAedpn Kal Tov
KOpIo Avaotacdkn Mavvn via Tnv LTTEPOXN CLVEPYAOIa Kal gppovTiéa Tou Seifave yia
NV Slopydvwon ToL PECTIRAA.

EuxapioTobue TNV BikeAaia BIBAIOOAKN Kal 160G ToV KOpIo ANe§avspakn yia Tnv eoTn
PINOEEVIA KAl TNV ETTILEAEIQ TNG EvapPENG TOL PECTIRAA.

EuxapioTobue To Movogio Kagavrdakn yia Tnv ¢iAoevia Tou kai Ty e€aicia gpovTidéa
TOUL Kl ETTHENEID.

EuxapioTobue Tov ARgo Aveyeiodv via TNV QINOEevia TOL KAl TIG LTTEQOXES ETOIUATIES
TTOL TiPNOAV TOLG TTOINTEG KAI TO PECTIBAA.

Euxapiotobue TNV AvOR MnTPAKog via TNV TTPOoCc@POoPd TOL TTEPIOSIKOD TTONTIOHOL
«Portesy.

EuxapioTobue Tov K@oTa PekAgitn yia TNV LTTELOXN TTPOCPOPA TOL Cd PE HEAOTTOINUEVA
TTOINUATA TTOINTCV.

EuxapioTobue Tov kbOplo Kapdrdn Topyo yia TNV eEQIPETIKN ATTAYYENA TOL Kal TNV
BonBed Tou.

EuxapIioToLUE TNV KLPIa IPAKAKN YIA TV TTOOCPOPA TNG OTNV SEVAYNON TV TTOINTV.

EuxapioToLue Tov Kbplo Mavo Mamaddkn yia TNV TTEOCPOPA TOL TNV {evaynon TV
TOINTCV.

EuxapioTtobue 1o Reading Greece kai 16iwg Tov KOpIo KdoTta Mavpo&ldn Kai TNy Kupia
ABnva PO6GGOYAOL YO TNV TTIOAYUATOTIOINCN TWV CULVEVTELEEWY KABWCS Kal yia TNV
BonBeid Toug oTNV Slopydvwaon.

EuxapioTobue TNV kupia Ouvpavia XarnuaveAn via TNV TPOCPOPA TNG Kal TNV
PpPOoVTIba TNG.

Euxapiotobpe Tnv TEXNOTPA®IKH M KOTIIPH EME yia TNV TTPOC®OPG TOLG KAl TNV
eEQIPETIKN cLvepyaaTia.

Euxapiotobpe TNV  DIGIFARM PRINT yia Tnv OLTEpoXn OLVEQYQoia Kal  Tov
ETAYYEAUATIOUO TOLG.

EuxapIioToLWE TO TTEPIOSIKO TTONTIOHOL Kail TéxvNng «Tetragvno.gm.

EuxapioTobPE TOLG TTOINTEG KAl OAOLG TOLG PIAOLG TTOL AVAVLHA PornBnoav pe KABe
HYECO O€ ALTAV TNV TTPOCTIABEIG YAG.
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