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FroTH: POEMS

by Jarostaw Mikotajewski
Translated by

Piotr Florczyk

ISBN-13: 978-0-9830999-9-4

This is contemporary European
poetry at its best... tender,
unpredictable, a bymn, a love
poem, a moment of laughter, of
revelation.

— Irya KAMINSKY

Froth gathers thirty-two of
Jarostaw Mikotajewski’s best
poems. Adam Zagajewski
writes, “Who’s Jarostaw
Mikotajewski? Is he an angry
poet? No, not really. Is he

pater familias? Yes, he is, but

ikotajewski

Translated from Polish by Piotr{Florczyk

this doesn’t tell us much about his poetry. Reading his poems we follow his

itinerary, we go with him to Rome—he’s at home in the Italian culture though

his first home is in Warsaw, we see his wife, his daughters, we remember his

father. Mikolajewski’s poetry is alive. This is a huge praise, maybe the highest

one: it’s not an academic enterprise. His poems are kicking, running, appealing

to us, readers. His poems live.”

Jarostaw Mikolajewski is a Polish poet, short story writer, essayist, journalist,

and translator from the Italian. His ten volumes of poetry have been met with

wide acclaim both in Poland and abroad. He lives in Warsaw.

For ordering information,
visit www.CalypsoEditions.org



How MucH LAND
DoEs A MAN NEED

by Leo Tolstoy
Translated by

Boris Dralyuk

ISBN-13: 978-0-9830999-0-1

The greatest story that the

HOW MUCH LAND

literature of the world knows.

DOES A MAN NEED —JAMES JOYCE

How Much Land Does a
Man Need 7s a small gem,

a story that feels at once
quickly recited and very sure
of itself, and Calypso Editions
and Boris Dralyuk are to be
rranstATeD By Boris Dralyuk congratulated for grving it
a new and better English-

language life.
—BRr1aN EVENSON

Calypso Editions presents a new translation of this frequently
overlooked classic. In How Much Land Does a Man Need, originally
published in 1886, Tolstoy departs from the realist mode of his
great novels—War and Peace and Anna Karenina—and adopts the
markedly oral narrative style of skaz, a language at once rich and
easily accessible to the simple folk he now wished to address. While
previous translators have smoothed out the idiosyncrasies of the
form, Boris Dralyuk’s translation retains the color and voice so vital
to the tale.

Unlike the elite that populate Tolstoy’s novels, here Tolstoy
introduces readers to a peasant, Pakhom, who swore that with
enough land, he wouldn’t fear the devil himself.

For ordering information,
visit www.Calypsolditions.org



OF GENTLE
OF GENTLE WOLVES:

AN ANTHOLOGY ‘R ; O I ‘; E S
OF ROMANIAN POETRY

Translated & Edited An Anthology of Romanian Poetry
by Martin Woodside
ISBN-13: 978-0-9830999-2-5

A scintillating, eclectic sampler
of voices from across half a
century of achievement by one
of Europe’s strongest and most
vital poetry traditions.

—ADAM SORKIN

Translated and Edited hy’
MARTIN WOODSIDE

N

Amidst a history of upheav-
al, from Roman subjugation

to the fall of communism in

1989, Romania’s fostered a

persevering spirit and a strong poetic tradition. “Every Romanian is
born a poet,” goes a popular idiom, and Of Gentle Wolves: An Anthol-
ogy of Romanian Poetry aims to bring the very best of the country’s
contemporary poets together in a single volume. Individual poems
from Of Gentle Wolves: An Anthology of Romanian Poetry have appeared
in Brooklyn Rail, Poetry International, Poesis International (Romania),
and garrtsinluni.

Martin Woodside’s poetry chapbook Stationary Landscapes came out
in 2009 (Pudding House Press), and he spent 2009-10 on a Fulbright
in Romania. He lives with his family in Philadelphia where he’s pur-
suing a PhD in Childhood Studies at Rutgers-Camden.

For ordering information,
visit www.Calypsolbditions.org
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BUILDING THE BARRICADE
AND OTHER POEMS

BUILDIN ‘. : OF ANNA SWIR
BARRICADE Piots Floseank

18BN-13: 978-0-9830999-1-8

William Blake was inclined
to see buman sins as phases
through which bumans pass
and not as something substan-
tial In . .. Anna Swir there
15 a similar empathy and
forgiveness.
—CzEseaw MI1rosz

The collection includes the

best of Swir’s poems about

the Warsaw Uprising, as well

Translated by
Piotr Florezyk

as poems in which her focus
is the human body and her

experiences of love and fam-
ily. Individual poems from Building the Barricade and Other Poems have
appeared in Poetry International and in Little Star.

Anna Swir was born in 1909 in Warsaw, Poland. She joined the Re-
sistance during World War IT and worked as a military nurse during
the Warsaw Uprising; at one point she came within an hour of being
executed before she was spared. In addition to poetry, Swir wrote
plays and stories for children and directed a children’s theater. She

lived in Krakow from 1945 until her death from cancer in 1984.

Piotr Florczyk is a poet, essayist, and translator from his native
Polish. He has translated volumes of poetry by Julian Kornhauser,
Jacek Gutorow, Jarostaw Mikolajewski, and Pawel Marcinkiewicz.

Piotr Florczyk lives in Santa Monica, California.

For ordering information,
visit www.Calypsolbditions.org



THE VANISHINGS t h e

AND OTHER PoEMS

vanishings

by Elizabeth Myhr
ISBN-13: 978-0-9830999-1-8

& other poems

Nearly a Zen koan—this poet

uses language to explore the

limitations of language.
—PEGGY SHUMAKER

Elizabeth Mybr, a veteran
Jazz pianist of 15 years, takes
on the medium of poetry,
and her poems are terribly
satisfying to read. It makes
sense that many years of jazz
performance might belp to map
out a beautifully tuned poem.
The themes of this collection
are time and light, and

Mybhr explores the limits of language to express emotion and experience.
Calypso Editions is a collectively run press of sophisticated poetry and
fiction, and Mybr’s work is no exception. In fact, it sets the standard.

— HEy SMALL PRESS

the vanishings & other poems was written between 2007 and 2010.
Individual poems from the book have appeared in Poetry International,
Floating Bridge Review, and Knock Magazine. Books & Culture has

included the vanishings as one of its three top poetry books of 2011.

Elizabeth Myhr is a poet, editor and freelance product develop-
ment manager. She holds an MFA in poetry from Seattle Pacific
University and lives in Seattle with her family.

For ordering information,
visit www.Calypsolbditions.org



THE MOONFLOWER KING

by Anthony Bonds
ISBN-13: 978-0-9830999-4-9

In taut and inspired
language, Anthony Bonds
grves us an unflinching
vision of bumanity and one
family’s fate. A compact
tale that manages to be as
vast as the Texas landscape
it evokes, The Moonflower
King poses age-old questions
about loyalty and love,
and answers them with
a story that is surprising

] entertaining, and moving,
Anthony Bonds 3 A wonderful debut.

— KATHERINE TOWLER,

AUTHOR OF SNOW ISLAND

When Ash Moone learns that his twin brother Oscar’s botched
suicide attempt has left him confined to a wheelchair, he is forced to
leave his life as a writer in Brooklyn for the family’s dilapidated emu

ranch in a remote East Texas town.

As his brother Oscar’s continued obsession with death threatens to
ruin both their lives, Ash must make a choice: abandon his brother or

risk his own humanity to create a peace between them.

Anthony Bonds is a writer and book designer. He works as a

designer and editor in San Diego, where he lives with his wife.

For ordering information,
visit www.CalypsoEditions.org
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E.WHI ) CAN.SAID.

H.SHE.DQO. .THEIR.IF.

[LOUT.M. .THEN.THEM
E.HIM.INTO.TIME.H

by Derick Burleson
ISBN-13: 978-0-9830999-5-6

o L.

Burleson sees what we all see,
or are willingly blind to, or
cannot bear to see: that we are
bere for only a moment, that
we are meaningless in the very
same instant that we are nearly
godlike with meaning.

—7INTA AISTARS

(from the Foreword)
A POEM I

EAD.NI
PICTU

“It takes a village to make a
book.

“This one began one day when
I fell into fascination with a
list of the 600 most commonly used words in English that I found in
my daughter’s first grade classroom at Two Rivers Elementary School
where I was also working as an aide. The class was preparing for our
100 Things Museum to coincide with the 1ooth day of the school
year—r100 pennies welded together in the shape of a man, 100 feath-
ers tied in bundles, 100 origami cranes in flight. I decided to make

100 poems out of the list I'd found for my contribution.”

Derick Burleson’s latest book of poems, Melt, was published by
Marick Press in 2012. His first two collections of poems are: Never
Night (Marick Press, 2007), and Ejo: Poems, Rwanda 1991-94 (Uni-
versity of Wisconsin Press, 2000). He directs the MFA program in
Creative Writing at the University of Alaska Fairbanks and lives in
Two Rivers, Alaska.

For ordering information,
visit www.Calypsolbditions.org
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froth

something stinks
I said when we came into the house

something really does stink
said my daughter when three of us were left
(my youngest daughter had gone into the kitchen)

yeah something stinks unbelievably
I said after the two of us came upstairs

(the middle daughter had stayed in the living room)

but what can stink so bad
I wondered when left alone

I sniffed my hands
I looked over my feet
I searched around in the corners

nothing could’ve stunk except me

I took a shower

yellow froth stayed behind

I took a bath
yellow froth again

venus was made of froth
this thick froth is mine

rinsing
I stood in the tub over the froth

it took on water and burst
and then I saw that I was standing over myself

Froth: Poems
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escaping down the drain its eyes widened
a scream twisted its mouth
it didn’t want to float away

my liquid skeleton lay at my feet

14 | Jarostaw Mikotajewski



plana

co$ $mierdzi
powiedziatem kiedy weszlismy do domu

ze co$ $mierdzi istotnie

powiedziata cérka kiedy zostalismy we troje
(najmtodsza poszta do kuchni)

no co$ $mierdzi niemozliwie

powiedziatem kiedy we dwoje weszliémy na gére

(§rednia zostala w salonie)

ale zeby az tak pomyslatem
kiedy zostalem sam

obwachatem rece
obejrzatem nogi
przeszukatem katy

nic nie moglo §mierdzie¢ précz mnie

wzialem prysznic
zostala zélta piana

wykapatem si¢ w wannie
znowu piana

wenus byla z piany
gesta plana jest ze mnie

sptukujac
statem w wannie nad piana

nabrata wody i pekta
a wtedy zobaczylem ze stoje nad soba

Froth: Poems

15



uciekajac do rury wielkie oczy robila
wydzierata usta
odplynaé nie chciata

plynny méj szkielet byt u stép moich

16 | Jarostaw Mikotajewski



Meadow
My daughters feast like calves

eating grass
that grows in green pastures

drinking milk
that seeps from the overfilled udders
of pious animals

my daughters drink
herbal teas

with Latin names

and their cheeks smell

like silk bellows filled with lavender

my daughters are all yogurt
bread and sun

they chew sweet petals
of wild flowers
and their hair smells

of fresh, dewy Evening Stock

I live beside them like a pig

like a dead dog

on the bank of a sparkling river
a dog that hasn’t turned into grass yet

nor into dew
that flies towards the sun

nor into the water of this river

Froth: Poems

17



oh, carnivorous Earth
consume my flesh

or turn my breath into flowers
embalm my skin

18 | Jarostaw Mikotajewski



kgka
Moje cérki zywig sie jak kréwki

trawg
ktéra rognie na zielonych pastwiskach

mlekiem

ktére poboznym zwierzetom

saczy sie z przepetnionych wymion
moje cérki pija napary

z 716}

o tacifiskich imionach

a ich policzki pachna
jak jedwabne mieszki wypetnione lawenda

moje cérki sg cate jogurtem
chlebem 1 stoicem

7uja stodkie platki
polnych kwiatéw

a ich wlosy pachng
§wiezo zroszong maciejka

Zyje obok nich jak wieprz

jak zdechly pies
nad brzegiem krysztatowej rzeki

ktéry jeszcze nie stal sie trawa

ani rosa
co frunie ku storicu

ani woda tej rzeki

Froth: Poems

19



Ziemio migsozerna
pochton juz moje migso

albo ukwieé méj oddech
zabalsamuj mi skére

20 | Jarostaw Mikotajewski



museum of antiquity

resources are limited
a carriage to heaven

draggecl by the l’lOl"SG’S shadow

birds

waves

several expensive everyday items
a doll or a wife
a comb

and even a guide
some raven

aray

a shadow on the display case

Froth: Poems

21
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muzeum antyku

zasoby sa ograniczone
. .
wéz do nieba
wleczony przez kofiski cieri

ptaki
fale

kilka drogich codziennych przedmiotéw
lalka albo zona
grzebier

1jeszcze przewodnik
jakis kruk

promiefi

clefi na gablocie

Jarostaw Mikotajewski



HOW MIJCH LAND
DOES A MAN NEED

TRANSLATED BY Boris Dralyuk



HOW MUCH LAND
DOES A MAN NEED

MHOro 11 4elloBEKY

3€MJIA HYXKHO

A STORY BY

Leo Tolstoy

TRANSLATED BY

Boris Dralyuk

INTRODUCTION BY

Brian Evenson
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HOW MUCH LAND DOES A MAN NEED | 25

Al elder sister rode out from the city to visit her
younger sister in the country. The elder was a
merchant’s wife in the city, while the younger, a peasant’s
in the countryside. They were drinking tea and talking
when the elder got to boasting—singing praises of her
life in the city: how clean and expansive it was, how she
dressed her children in finery, how sumptuously she ate
and drank, how she went riding, promenading, and off to
the theater.

The younger sister got offended and started belittling
the trading life, all the while glorifying her own peasant’s
life.

“I wouldn’t swap my living for yours,” the younger sister
said. “Our life is drab, I grant you, but we know nothing
of fear. Your life may be tidier, but you either make a
fortune in trading or lose the whole lot in it. As the
proverb goes: ‘Loss is gain’s nearest kin.” It happens like
this: you're rich today and tomorrow you find yourself
going from window to window. Our peasant business
is surer: a peasant’s stomach is lean, but lasts long. We
won’t be rich, but we’ll be fed.”

“Fed indeed,” the elder sister broke in, “with pigs and
calves! Neither furniture, nor manners! Toil as your
husband might, you live in manure and you'll die in it—
and the same goes for your children.”



26 | LEO TOLSTOY

“And so what? That’s our business,” said the younger. “We
live firm, bowing to no one, fearing no one. You in the
city all live in temptation; things may be good nowadays,
but tomorrow the fiend turns up—before you know it,
he’ll tempt your husband with cards, or wine, or some
harlot. And all goes to ruin. Doesn’t it happen?”

Pakhom—the husband—listened to the women chattering
from his perch on the stove.

“That’s the truth,” he said, “plain and simple. As long as
we brethren turn up the mother-soil from our first days,
tfoolishness doesn’t enter our heads. We only have one
grief—too little land! If I had plenty of land, I'd fear no
one—not the devil himself!”

The women drank up the tea, chattered some more
about dresses, cleaned up the dishes and went to bed.

The devil sat behind the stove and heard everything. He

was glad the peasant woman led her husband to boasting
that if he had land, the devil couldn’t take him.

“All right,” he thought, “we’ll make a bet; I'll give you lots
of land. And it’s the land I'll take you with.”



HOW MUCH LAND DOES A MAN NEED | 27

prexaia M3 ropofa CTapiuasi cecTpa K MEHbIIEeH B

nepesHro. Crapiasi 3a Kyniom Obuia B Topojie, a
MEHbIIIAsi 32 MYXXHKOM B JiepeBHe. [IploT uail cecTpsbl,
pasroBapuBatoT. CTasia cTapiiasi CecTpa UBAaHUThCSI — CBOIO
SK/3Hb B TOPOJIE BBIXBAISITH: KaK OHA B TOPOJie MPOCTOPHO
M YMCTO KMBET U XOJUT, KaK OHA JIeTel HapspKaeT, Kak OHa
CJIAIKO €CT M MbET U KaK Ha KaTaHbsl, TYJISIHbS M B T€aTPbI
e3/IUT.

OO6UIHO CTANI0 MEHBIIIEH CECTpe, U CTasla OHA KYNe4YecKyro
SKU3Hb YHUXKATh, 4 CBOIO KPECThSHCKYHO BO3BbILIATD.

— He npomeHsito si, — roBOpUT, — CBOErO >KUThsl Ha
TBOe. JlapoM 4TO cepo >KuBeM, fja CTpaxy He 3HaeM. Bbl u
MOYMIIE >XKMBETE, Ja MO0 MHOIO HATOpryeTe, JM0O BOBCE
nporopryerechb. M nocaosuua >KuBeT: O0apbllly HaKIag —
6oJblIoN Opat. BbiBaeT 1 TO: HbIHUE OoraT, a 3aBTpa Moj
OKHAMM HaXO[MIILCSA. A Hallle MYyXHUUIKOE JIeJi0 BepHee:
y My>KMKa KUBOT TOHOK, Jia JIoJIor, 60oratbl He Oyjem, fa
CBIThI Oy/IeM.

Crana crapuiasi cecTpa roBOPUTb:
— ChBITOCTB-TO KaKasi — CO CBUHBSIMA fia ¢ TeasgTamu! Hu
yOpaHCcTBa, HU oOpaieHbsi! Kak HU Tpyuch TBOW XO35WH,

KaK >KMBETE B HABO3€, TaK U NIOMPETE, U ICTSM TO KE 6y)1€T.

— A 4TO X, — TOBOPUT MEHbLIAs, — Halle JIEJIO TAKOe.
3aTo TBEpAO YKMBEM, HUKOMY HE KJIAHSEeMCsl, HUKOrO He



28 | LEO TOLSTOY

6oumMcs. A Bbl B TOpOjly BCE B COOJIA3HAX KUBETE; HbIHUE
XOpOILIO, a 3aBTpa MOJABEPHETCSI HEUYUCTbIH — IUIsdb, U
COOJIa3HUT XO35IMHA TBOEro JIMOO Ha KapThl, IMOO HA BUHO,
b0 Ha Kpamo Kakyro. M moijier Bce npaxoMm. Pa3zse He
ObIBaeT?

Cnywan [Taxom — X0351MH — Ha nieyu, 4YTo 0adbl GatakaroT.

— IlpaBpa ato, — rosopur, — uctrHHasl. Kak Ham Gpar
CbI3MaJIbCTBA €€, 3eMJIIO-MATYIIKY, NMEpPEeBOPauMBacT, TaK
Aypb-TO B roJIoBy 1 He noier. OfaHo rope — 3emi MaJio!
A Oyjb 3eMJIM BBOJIIO, TaK S HUKOIO, M CaMOro yepTa, He
60r0CB!

Ornunu 6a6bl yaid, nodanakanu eiie o0 Hapsax, yopanu
TIOCY/Y , TTOJICTJIN CaTh.

A uepT 3a meukon cuped, Bce ciablman. O6pamgoBacs OH,
YTO KPECThSIHCKAsl >KeHa Ha TMOXBajbOy MyxKa HaBeJsa:
MOXBAJISIETCS, YTO, Obljla O y HEro 3emJs, ero u 4epT He
BO3bLMET.

“JlagHO, AymMaeT, MoCnopUM Mbl C TOOOW; 51 TeOe 3eMiu
MHOTO JlaM. 3emJieil TeOsl 1 BO3bMYy .
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Of Gentle Wolves

Constantin Acosmel
CARDIAC WEEKEND

(there’s no devil in me—until Monday.
I stand by the counter until

I get my change close my hand

into a tight fist and give way

awoman slaps a child
sucking on his thumb—

right until the tram arrives when |

stick my shoulder in her ribs)

Translated by Martin Woodside and Chris Tanasescu

31



Martin Woodside

Constantin Acosmel
WEEK—END CARDIAC

(n-am nici pe dracu’ — pina luni.
stau lingd tejghea pina cind
mi se da restul inchid palma

string pumnul ma dau la o parte

o femeie plesneste un copil
caretine degetul in gura -
pind vine tramvaiulsi voi

pune umairul in coastele ei)

32



Of Gentle Wolves

Radu Vancu
KAPITAL

Fourteen beers is bad, fourteen beers plus a pint of vodka is better.
Clearly, Marx was right:

500 ml makes for an ideal demonstration

that, after a point,

quantity transforms quality.

The souses had Marx in their soul,

whether they know it or not.

That’s why discussions in the pubs of Romania

so closely resemble those in Dostoevsky’s “The Possessed,”
and for the same reason true drunkards are anti communist—
any socialist atheist who drinks with purpose

becomes, after a certain threshold, a mystic anarchist.

‘When you find the guts to stop drinking, it’s over.

You’ve reached the end, the landmark where quantity

can no longer transform quality.

You are already, in all likelihood, a perfect mystic

with the appropriate set of regrets at hand.

It’s bad not to have the guts. And much better, after the first shot
of vodka.

33



Martin Woodside

Radu Vancu
KAPITAL

Paispe beri e rau, paispe beri plus o jumate de vodca e bine.
Elimpede, Marx a avut dreptate:

500 de ml sunt demonstratia ideala

cd, de laun punctincolo,

cantitatea se transformad in calitate.

Cei ce beau il au pe Marx in suflet,

fie ca stiu, fie ca nu.

De aia discutiile din craismele din Roméania
seamina cu discutiile din ,,Posedatii” lui Dosto,
si tot de aia betivii adevarati sunt anticomunisti —
orice ateu socialist care bea cu nadejde

se transformd, dupa o anumita cantitate, intr-un anarhist mistic.

Cand ai curaj sa nu mai bet, s-a terminat.

Ai ajuns la capat, la borna de unde nici o cantitate

nu se mai poate transforma in calitate.

Esti deja, dupa toate probabilititile, un mistic desavarsit,
cu setul corespunzitor de vinovitii la indeména.

Ce rau e sa nu ai curaj. Si ce bine, dupa prima suta de vodca.

34



Of Gentle Wolves

Nicolae Coande
A COLLECTIVE PASSPORT

A country lost like a child in the star market a country

defeated but not like a woman in love

(these days women conquer here—how desperately . . .)

beaten in a strange game by an invisible adversary, a country

brought under the Alexandrian yoke

a choked topic howled by the pack—the barbarians were actually
quite delicate

maybe

the last poets

a county with a smile on its lapel like a dry carnation

drawing a tear-stained map on the brain a windmill

a sheathed sword

a country with only one poet such a sad country of pashas

kept as odalisques in a land of giaours

a fatherland of barbed wire snagged with dead hearts

amotherland with hell to see—what I foresee

I the prophet of this rabble with the sleeping muse:

a national bible unopened the pages uncut—

a collective passport.

unstamped.



Martin Woodside

Nicolae Coande
UN PASAPORT COLECTIV

O tara pierduta ca un copil in tirgul stelelor o tara
invinsa dar nu ca o femeie in dragoste

(astazi femeile inving si aici — ce disperare . . .)

batuta la un straniu pocher cu adversari invizibili o tara
cu alexandrini jugulati

de topica urlatd a haitei — barbarii au fost ultimii delicati
poate ultimii poeti

o tara cu surasul la rever ca o garoafi uscata

plansul ei deseneaza o harti pe creier o moara de vant
o spada captiva

o tard cu un singur poet cita tristete tara de pasale
tinut de cadine pamant de ghiauri

o patrie de sirma ghimpata in care inimi mor agatate
matrie cu iadul la vedere — prevad ceva in viitor

eu profetul acestui popor cu muza adormita:

o biblie nationald cu pagini netdiate niciodata citite —
un pasaport colectiv.

goala.
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BUILDING THE BARRICADE

We were afraid building the barricade
under fire.

Barman, jeweler’s mistress, barber,

all of us cowards.

The housemaid hit the ground

hauling a cobblestone and we were more afraid,
all of us cowards —

groundskeeper, stallholder, pensioner.

The pharmacist dragging the toilet door
hit the ground,

and we got very scared,

smuggler girl, dressmaker, tram driver,

all Of us COW&I‘dS.

The boy from a reform school fell dragging a sandbag,

and we got scared for real.
Although no one forced us,

we built the barricade

under fire.

BUILDING THE BARRICADE 39
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BUDUJAC BARYKADE

Bali$my sie budujac pod ostrzatem
barykade.

Knajpiarz, kochanka jubilera, fryzjer,
wszystko tchérze.

Upadta na ziemie stuzaca

dzwigajac kamieti z bruku, bali§my sie bardzo,
wszystko tchérze —

dozorca, straganiarka, emeryt.

Upadt na ziemig aptekarz

wlokac drzwi od ubikacji,

bali$my sie jeszcze bardziej, szmuglerka,
krawcowa, tramwajarz,

Wsz_ystko tchérze.

Upadt chtopak z poprawczaka
wlokac worek z piaskiem,
wiec bali§my sie

naprawde.

Cho¢ nikt nas nie zmuszat,
zbudowali§my barykade

pod ostrzatem.

ANNA SWIR



BEAUTY DIES

Lm. Jan Swierczyriski

The museum is burning. Like hay
the beauty worshipped by generations of men

is burning.

It’s priceless
like the body of a man.

A man, who's lived only to guard the museum,
managed

to show up in time.

If he survives

he’ll confirm

for future generations

how beauty was dying like beauty

in flames.

BUILDING THE BARRICADE
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UMIERA PIEKNO

pamiget Jana Swierczyriskiego

Plonie muzeum. Jak stoma
pali sie piekno

czczone przez pokolenia.
Bezcenne

jak ciato cztowieka.

Cztowiekowi, ktéry zyt na $wiecie
N
tylko po to, Zeby strzec muzeum,

udalo sig¢ przybiec na czas.

Jesli przezyje, zaswiadczy
dla przysziych pokoleﬁ,
jak pieknie umierato w ptomieniach

piekno.
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SAID THE MAJOR
t.m. Anna Ratyriska

“This order must be delivered within an hour,”
said the major.
“That’s not possible, it’s an inferno out there,”
said the second lieutenant.
Five messenger girls went out,

one made it.

The order was delivered within an hour.

BUILDING THE BARRICADE 43



MAJOR POWIEDZIAL
pamiget Anny Ratyriskies

— Rozkaz ma by¢ doreczony w ciggu godziny —
powiedzial major.

— To niemozliwe, tam piekto —

powiedzial podporucznik.

Poszlo pigé taczniczek,

jedna doszta.

Rozkaz byt dorgczony w ciagu godziny.

44 ANNA SWIR
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the third limitation of language

we look back at the childhood meadows

the grass shot through with sunlight

and walk together

into twin countries of midnight and snow

and of course I cannot say

and the letters we wrote turn to ashes
turn to flames and banners across the flagstone floor
night begins its vespers in the garden

you reach for the window’s slim latch

I light the red candle and stoop to gather

what’s left of our secret reckless pages
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| have left for a country

where the ancient loneliness restores itself

between yucca and beetle pifion and wash

an exiled country
where hard rains hoist life

from an inch of sand

and grass drenched with lemonweed
offers a hillside prayer

to the sphinx moth
to its tilt and quiver

and to an orange butterfly

gliding in from the distant kaleidoscope
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you are a boy on your small mare searching

but neither of us can find her
in the oysterbed of hootfbeats and wind

in the torn light between grasses and dunes
the lost sword washes up on the sand
I urge the white horse of memory
with a whip and a branch of heather
your wildest sorrow wet and bright
racing the cloudy stallions of afternoon
but inside the bedsheet’s dry white tent
you hold in your face the salty blade
and I wear by your tears’ consent
her wet crown and the pearl at my neck
as over your shoulder great and riderless
he comes for you snorting with loose bit

and reins trailed through hoof gouged moor

his saddleless highbred back soaked

to one long muscled darkness with rain

Elizabeth Myhr o 49



sword and water

her turquoise hilt’s inlaid with braided faces of the sun
and one silver dagger the piscine body

shoots through uncut by her wavering

shoots through her clear salt to touch
fresh rock kissing the pink throat of the gull

with its black virgin tongue

the turquoise hilt of the sea laughs
and doubles over in white laughter

and doubles and triples over in white laughter
rib and fan of stubborn palm glossy and banging

in that wind which shreds each afternoon

with yellow frangipani kisses

50 e the vanishings and other poems
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THE MOONFLOWER KING

ba

he answering machine beeped as I tossed my backpack

onto the floor and loosened my tie, having just returned
from a taping of Letterman. It had been my first late night
appearance, but it was more or less the same hoops you
jump through for daytime TV. I unfolded a plastic chair
and sat down to the card table littered with index cards and
empty pizza boxes. My basement apartment in Brooklyn
was small and drafty, but the place was cheap. A nice perk
since I wasn’t seeing as much revenue as I'd hoped from the
talk show rounds. The neighborhood, Vinegar Hill, was
relatively quiet and proved to be a decent environment for
getting writing done—particularly since there wasn’t much
else to do.

I was going to get the news today, I could feel it. The
first message on the machine was a network rep calling to
book an interview for another daytime talk show: It wasn’t
the message I was waiting for, but since interviews like that
meant money I wrote the callback number down on a used
paper towel. The next several messages were newspapers
wanting a statement and a few angry readers letting me have
a piece of their minds.

Six months after the fact and people still felt compelled

to chew me out.
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As promised, my literary agent Lily had left a message.
Good news, she’d said. Call me.

After my first book, a memoir, was picked up by a
major New York publishing house, it received a little bit of
buzz, but nothing to write home about. The publisher was
disappointed with sales and it looked as if that was that—
until a reviewer for The New York Review of Books disclosed
the details of my book’s ending, exposing a fraudulent, near-
death experience I never actually had, among a few other
minor liberties taken with the facts of my childhood. It was
not so much abook review as a diatribe about the importance
of ethics in nonfiction. Clearly, my book failed his litmus
test. While a few chunks of it were fabricated for the sake
of telling a better story, most of it had really happened. I
argued to anyone who would listen that everything I'd
written in that book was true—only not quite factual. But
the publishing industry is touchy about these kinds of things.
The verdict was, I had knowingly published lies meant to be
taken as truth.

Butinastroke of genius, Lily started booking appearances
for me on the daytime talk show circuit. In no time I was
booked solid for weeks on end. If there’s anything you can
count on, she had assured me, it’s that people love to watch
a trainwreck, and will pay top dollar to do so, especially if it
involves a fall from grace in the entertainment industry.

She was right. As it turned out, it wasn’t long before Ash
Moone was a buzzword in literary circles. Yes, it was a name
synonymous with scandal, but notoriety could change to
popularity at the drop of a hat. The real misery was, with all
the funds we were pumping into the PR machine to promote
my name, not to mention the agency fees, I wasn’t making a
lot of revenue. It was a living, to be sure, but I certainly was

not getting rich. The money would come, Lily had assured
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me, with the next book deal.

I fumbled the phone as I quickly dialed her number.

“Ash Moone. Good to finally hear from you. I've got
good news and bad news. Which do you want first?” Her
voice fluttered as she spoke. “Never mind. The good news
is HarperCollins made us an offer. The publisher even wants
to expedite the pub date. We'’re talking about a quarter mil
upon completion of an acceptable manuscript.”

“That’s fantastic,” I said. “I've been working out some
ideas for a novel series.”

“Well, that’s the bad news,” she said. “They want a tell-all.
Ash Moone in his own words. That kind of thing.”

“A tell-all? How soon?” I said.

“ASAP. And I know this isn’t your first choice of topics to
write about, but once we get over this hump you’ll be able to
publish whatever you want.”

The thought of prolonging my notoriety didn’t sit well
with me. “No, this is great,” I said.

She huffed, or perhaps blew smoke into her receiver.
“Look. Here’s what you do. Hammer something out that at
least resembles a manuscript. We brainstorm the details, and
I help you clean it up. Once we both okay it, I'll send it on
to HarperCollins. Yes?”

“You make it sound easy.”

“It is easy, dear. They’re not asking for a work of art.”

I sat back and looked out the high window in my kitchen
to the cracked asphalt street. Muse or no muse, this was the
opportunity of a lifetime.

The last message on the machine was brief. It was a
vaguely familiar voice that finally addressed itself as Doctor
Basket, my family’s physician in Texas. He said he’d been
trying to reach me for days, that something had happened
and I was needed in Texas. The tape squawked when I hit
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the rewind button. Found your brother after an attempted suicide.

I hit rewind again. After an attempted suicide.

Rewind. Attempted.

The receptionist put me through directly to Doctor
Basket. “You’re a hard man to get in touch with,” he said.

“I’'m unlisted,” I said. “How’s Oscar?”

“At this point, his vital signs are stable. He barely made
it though.”

A few days earlier, he explained, my brother had been
discovered lying in a pool of blood in the sunroom of his
house, our family’s house, his left wrist carved up by a razor
blade.

“He lost most his blood,” the doctor said. “It was a lack
of oxygen to his brain what caused the stroke. He can speak
and think just fine, but he’s paralyzed on his left side from
the neck down.”

“This isn’t the first time he’s tried it.”

“I know it isn’t,” said Doctor Basket. “When can you be
here?”

“Be there?” 1 said. I knew that if the book deal was going
to go as planned, I had to keep myself in the public eye,
which meant I had to stay in the city. “Did he say he wanted
me to come?” I asked.

The line hummed with hospital clatter. I could tell by his
hesitation that Oscar had requested no such thing.

“Not in so many words. But your brother’s just had a near
death experience. He’s sick. And he needs you. Urgently.”

The thought of being face to face with my father and
twin brother made my stomach turn over. When I'd
left Vatican for Brooklyn four years ago, they couldn’t
understand why I would leave them, and I couldn’t explain
my reasoning because I didn’t fully understand my own need

to get away—not only from them, but from the whole town.
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Vatican was a sick place when I left it—or maybe I was sick
under the weight of it. I didn’t regret leaving, of course, but
more than once I'd wanted to return home. At least to visit.
I'd tried calling, writing, sending pages from my memoir-in-
progress, and heard nothing in return. I had closed the door
on my family. But they were the ones who had locked it and
swallowed the key:.

When I last saw Oscar and my father, they were standing
on the leaning porch of our farmhouse, both of them framed
by the low eaves. Fenton slouched, his palms rubbing up and
down his thighs in an effort to channel his anger, his wild
eyes trained on me. Oscar stood propped against a porch
column, head slightly cocked as if he didn’t believe I'd
actually go, his facial scars visible from across the yard. I'd
tried explaining to them that this was a career move; I was
following my dream. The way they saw it, my departure was
an act of betrayal, a willing and spiteful severance from the
family.

That Oscar would suddenly request my presence after
four years of silence seemed highly unlikely Knowing
him, this most recent attempt was not a cry for help, and
certainly not a means to lure me back to Vatican. He'd
intended to snuff himself out, plain and simple. The last
thing he probably wanted was me in his face, telling him
off for scaring me and our father like that. Too bad for him,
because that’s exactly what he was going to get. The timing
was not ideal, but I could afford to take a week off to make a
prodigal return home. Though it would likely be a complete
disaster, it would, at any rate, provide some much-needed

inspiration for my newest assignment.
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60 DERICK BURLESON

They had you
from this to
with. The word
was that he

is one of you.
Is it his to be
one had by the

not of an are?

What were we all
when your can said
there is a use for

each which she can
do? How other if her
will about these many
would make them out

so some would all if.

My people are your people.
Time has a look, and now

two more go write. No way
water and oil can call down

a long day into first time. Who

did come to find a part over?
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A new sound takes

only a little work.

We live a year, more.
Give me back the very
most of our thing. Just
name one good sentence
and say a great line, right

before any old where.

(€28

Tell the following boy

you also want around.

Put an end to does another.
Well, three came must be
right because even such

a turn here, and you ask
why men read the need

for a home land different.

America should learn
the animal, the picture
change. Try to move

a kind hand. A spell.
Away from the letter
Mother will still study
in her kind high house.
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Every near food between
the country is a school
plant. Father will keep
the never tree, start a new
city and call it last earth.
A light eye saw the story.
The head thought don’t.

You seem hard and open.

For example, life beginning,
both paper together. The mile
of children feet, an important
run. The sea began to grow
white and it took four to carry

the river. A car got something.

Once the state thought

to stop a book without

a second idea. Later,

the face almost let

a young mountain girl eat,
and the real Indian began
a song cut above a family

afternoon. It’s almost

enough to watch sometimes.
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10.

The body questions fish.
What sun color are you?
What music? The dog,

the horse, birds complete
a problem the room knew.
Friends usually didn’t ever

piece a sure heard order.

11.

Across today during a short
low, best measure black
products, what happened
early when waves reached
space covered rock and wind.
Toward himself five passed

in step this morning, a true.

12.

A hundred against the numeral
pattern. Slowly, money pulled

the farm map and a cold voice

cried notice. A certain king fall.

I'll figure a fast field unit and travel
the wood. South and north fire

upon the town, the ground, a war.






City that Ripens
on the lree

of the World

Poems by Robin Davidson



Robin Davidson

Loom

It was not a question of deceit but of survival

that she sat long nights in moonlight at the loom,
and what she wove by day in verdant colors, by night,
with blue-streaked eyes, she would unravel,
stitching in the half-illumined dark

another fabric, cach shuttle’s stroke, a stirring

like a wingbeat in the surface of

a shawl almost translucent, a second skin.

All she knew moved through her skin

until, tongueless, she sang the colors of fire,
her threads, the words of a room

among rooms in the larger dwelling,

until out of the golden fabric of her shroud,

awoman rosc up.
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City That Ripens on the Tree Of The World

THE ANGEL OF ARCHITECTURE

You are the one I call in my sleep,

mother of absences, the one whose doorways
grow wide, open onto side yards, gardens
where ferns and the thorny vines of bougainvilleas
trail among rocks and the terra cotta tiles.
Your body is a trellis for climbing

jasmine and the orphaned world.

You wear stucco and smooth-cut stone.

Your moss-stained dress offers walls

to those whose beds sit among ashes,

under bridges, float on slow-moving rivers.
You appear on downtown streets

in the largest of cities, in dung heaps,

old appliance stores, abandoned warchouses.
You hover above the fire sale, the hands

of women peddling losses, and weave

with fingers which stream like hair,

like rivulets of iron-sweet milk

from your breasts, the house of childhood,

the heart’s medieval architecture.
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Robin Davidson

WHAT MRS. SCHMETTERLING WANTS

Mrs. Schmetterling wants nothing more

than the landscape, the city’s opening

onto streets of stones, shops, small wrought iron tables
hung with umbrellas, set with cloth napkins, beer.

She meanders among high rise apartment buildings, window boxes
bursting with petunias, cloud whites, bubble gum pinks,
the purples of bruises, buried blood.

She watches the train station walls blooming with graffiti.
Mrs. Schmetterling does not want history.

She wants the graffiti to color old concrete, cover the blood.
She lives between kitsch and the weight of stones,

the exhibit of painted noses and torsos and giant sunflowers
at the city gate, and the gate itself.

She wants nothing more than her soul’s wilderness

taking hold at the city’s edge, spreading like milkweed

in the garden plot that no one owns,

no onc owns.
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Athanor and
other Pohems

by Gellu Naum

translated by Margento
and Martin Woodside

Almost 15 years afier James
Brook’s translation of Gellu
Naum's brilliant prose poem
sequence My Tired Father, Naum
remains almost entirely unknown
10 bnglish speaking audiences. One
of Romania’s most important poets

and a key figure in the surrealist

movement, Gellu Naum stands out as

of one of the greatest figures in 20th
century European poetry—and one
of the most sorely under-represented
in English language translation.
Sampling some of Naum's best
work from a unique literary career
spanning over more than 60 years,

this collection offers a long overdue

introduction to some of Gellu
Naum's most seminal work.

In the beginning, there were
several prizes in the Cosmic Lottery
that were won by poets. Gellu Naum
won a telescope-microscope made

Jrom angel dew that was invisibly
inserted behind his eyes. Over the
course of a lifetime he viewed love,

[riends. fruit. weather, and writing
through that angelic instrument. The
poetry of Gellu Naum is the script
that inscribes Romania, the country
lucky to have had him, onto the

angelic map of the Cosmic Lotery.

—ANDREI CODRESCU, author of
So Recently Rent a World:

New and Selected Poems.



Gellu Naum

THE ISLANDS OF PARADISE

it was spring I was sobbing

at times desperately others happily never between

above vultures thrumming and dead Hanksa wrapped in yellow linen
drowned long before in the Vistula river

still she looked to me deep in thought sent a note

“it’s curtains for us” she wrote
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Athanor and other Pohem:s

AFTER ALL (LA URMA URMET)

The other six mothers sang

transfigured by labor pains

I slept serenely in each of them

slept cowering in their thighs their knees
slept purely in their maternal purity
bread, milk and honey close by

and memories of Amsterdam

the world fashioned peacefully all around
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Gellu Naum

KEurychia

this is how many perished while we returned
it was a farewell with no parting an unrest in the mist’s magnet
in the deep dark and its answers
we were mere black leaves swept outside and fluttering in the soft wind
we were the small feet of a child forsaken and left all alone sleeping
we were in love with the rustle of the greenery underground bearing
witness to a desperate question

with the piety indecency and plenitude of our aggressive candor



Lattle Trilogy

by Anton Chekhov
translated by Boris Dralyuk

Reading Chekhov was just like the angels singing to me.

—Eubora WELTY

Chekhov makes everything work — the air, the light. the cold. the dirt, etc.

Show these things and you don't have to say them.

—FLANNERY O’CONNOR

If 1 have to choose between Chekhov and most hip-hop, I'll go with

Chetkhouv.

Anton Chekhov (1860-1904) is
universally regarded as a master of
the short story, and nowhere is his
rich contribution to the genre on
fuller display than in the so-called
Little Trilogy (1898): “The Man in a

» e

Case,” “Goosceberries,” and “About
Love.” These interconnected
stories reflect the entire range

of his gifts, his ability to hold
comedy in balance with tragedy,

to wrest beauty from ugliness, and

—CoRrNEL WEST

to transform the pathetic into the
sublime. Written rather late in his
carcer, the Little Trilogy also serves
as a kind of artistic autobiography,
charting the evolution of his own
approach to story-telling from
humorous caricature, to Tolstoyan
sentimentality, to a uniquely
Chekhovian study of “individual
cases,” in which generalities

are dispensed with and judgment

is withheld.



Anton Chekhov

GOOSEBERRIES

he whole sky had been covered with rain clouds from carly morning; it
T was calm, not hot, and boring, as often happens on gray overcast days,
when clouds hang over the field for a long time, and you wait for rain but it
doesn’t come. The veterinary surgeon Ivan Ivanych and the school teacher
Burkin were already tired of walking, and the ficld seemed endless to them.
They could barely see the windmills of the village of Mironositskoe lying far
ahcad. To the right of them stretched a row of hills, disappearing beyond the
village, and they both knew that this was the riverbank — there were meadows
there, green willows, homesteads — and if you stood atop one of the hills you
could sce a field just as vast, the telegraph poles, and the train, which, from a
distance, looked like a crawling caterpillar. And in clear weather, you could
even see the town. Now, in calm weather, when all of nature seemed gentle and
dreamy, Ivan Ivanych and Burkin were filled with love for this field, and they

both thought of how great, how beautiful this land was.

“Back then, when we were in that shed at elder Prokofy’s,” said Burkin, “you

were going to tell me some kind of story.”
“Yes, I wanted to tell you about my brother.”

Ivan Ivanych gave a long sigh and lit his pipe, preparing to tell his story, but
right at that moment it began to rain. And in five minutes or so the rain grew
heavy, blotting out the sky, and it was hard to predict when it would end. Ivan
Ivanych and Burkin stopped in hesitation; the dogs, already wet, stood with
their tails pressed between their legs, and looked at them lovingly.

“We have to find shelter somewhere,” said Burkin. “Let’s go to the

”

Alekhin’s. It’s nearby.

Let’s go.
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Little Trilogy

They turned and headed off across the mown field, at times going straight,
at times veering right, until they came out on the road. Soon they saw poplars,
a garden, then the red roofs of barns; they saw the river sparkling, and the
view opened to a wide pond with a mill and a white bathhouse. This was Sofino,

where Alekhin lived.

The mill was working, drowning out the sound of the rain; the dam was
shaking. Wet horses stood near the carts, their head drooping, and people
were walking about, covered up with sacks. The whole scene was dank, dirty,
uncomfortable, and the pond had a cold, nasty look about it. Ivan Ivanych and
Burkin already felt dampness, filth, and discomfort throughout their bodies;
their legs were heavy with mud, and when they headed up to the barns past the

dam, they remained silent, as if angry at one another.
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Anton Chekhov

AsouT Love

The next day they were served very tasty pies, crayfish, and mutton kutlets
for breakfast; and while they ate, the cook Nikanor came upstairs to see what
the guests would like for dinner. This was a man of average height, with a
puffy face and small eyes, clean shaven, and it seemed that his mustache had

been plucked out rather than shaved.

Alekhin told them that the beautiful Pelagia was in love with this cook.
Since he was a drunkard and had a violent temper, she didn’t want to marry
him, but consented to live with him just the same. He was very devout, and
his religious beliefs wouldn’t allow him to live like that; he demanded that she
marry him and wouldn’t have it any other way, and scolded her when he was
drunk, and even beat her. When he was drunk, she hid upstairs and sobbed,
and then Alekhin and the maid wouldn’t leave the house so they could protect

her, if need be.
They began to talk about love.

“How is love born?” asked Alekhin. “Why didn’t Pelagia fall in love with
somecone who suited her better in her spiritual and external qualities, and
instead fell fir Nikanor, this mug — we all call him a mug, here - since love
concerns questions of personal happiness — all this is unknown, and you can
interpret anyway you like. Until this day, only one incontestable truth has
been uttered about love, and namely, that “this is a great mystery.” Everything
clse that’s been written and said about love provided no solutions, but only
posed questions, which have remained unanswered. An explanation that scems
to suffice for one case won’t do for a dozen others — and the best thing, in my
opinion, is to explain every case on its own, without trying to generalize. You

have to, as the doctors say, individualize cach case.”
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Stomach of the
Soul

Poems by Sylva Fischerova
translated by the poet
and Stuart Friebert

Sylva Fischerova is a poet like no
other. What does it mean? It means
that here we have a poet who “lives
with the dead,” who “finishes their
gestures” and raves and dances and
loves in a large way. with both arms
open, but also whispers, conjures,
casts a spell. She speaks of fate, but
not :as in Greek tragedy / where you
carry it inside / where it’s wrriten
in your eyes.” Her fate is “like rain:
a branch fallen, / right in front of
you, / pointing to the graveyard.”
This is a voice that speaks without
patronizing, that knows of mystery
but admits that “in the last room,

/ the soul tied up in a password./
which I'm not gonna tell you—". This

refusal to say, with all its warmth,

with love, with verbal skill, aplomb,
and fireworks of the highest order,

is wisdom. She is not just one of the
most important European poets alive,
she is also one of the few Luropean
poets who are a great fun to read,
without compromising the truth,
without selling out the magic. She
entertains in the old way, teaching
the lesson. Her phrases utterly
playful and utterly instructive:

or “what the Greeks / died in
admiration of. /all these are statues./
They can't eat spinach. Can't see/
how you. before the mirror, / try
1o find yourself. / the inside of
your statue.” Fisherova teaches me
something new each time [ open her
book. This is a poet to live with.

—ILyAa KAMINSKY



Sylva Fischerova

IN THE RAILWAY PUB

Some things are better not to survive,
some things are better to die from:

a simple surgery cut,

the scalpel will gleam

for a moment

in the yellow light,

which devours flies like raisins.

And then it’s over,

clean gowns, clean tiles --

how jaunty

the jaw of a corpse beside them.
Butyou’ve survived

and now

you’re like a broken toy,

waving hands and legs,

alamp’s askew, and children

look at you through antennaed
slug-like eyes, why? And from what country,
these questions that open

bottles of milk, memories,

just memories

of the village in the forest

where parents, beloved sculptures,
rise up

and the world’s opened like a cartoon,
a clean white sheet.

The paper laughs back.
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I’s like the tiles, surgically clean,
urging me to write it over.

From the beginning,

say:

The name of Mark Twain’s mother
was Marla,

[ met her in the railway pub
among the greasy dinner gowns,

1'd never seen gowns

like that.
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Sylva Fischerova

A Beach IN BLOOMSDALE, HOLLAND

It’s a plague that brings death.
Politeness, the decent

sarcasm of an apostrophe —

what is it good for?

Have a nice time, he says,

putting on a smile

like the mask of a pirate.

Whom I’d challenge,

shoot with a blunderbuss,

and then I’d bring all the treasures
of the south seas

to the queen.

On this old continent,

which invented philosophy and machines,
everything’s rotating round and round,
a half-sphere,

parallels of a day,

of feelings and their cabaret,
cquator is a Milky Way —

the ocean will wipe me out

in this wind, beamy Dutch ships
are crossing it, carrying

spices and gold, while Rembrandt
buys up antiques, doesn’t go

to Italy, doesn’t need Italian light;
neither do I, the sea licks me off

like honey, leaves just
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a croquette of me —

Flatbread, fish egg,

something for caviar,

which the lords gobble up at the banquet —
but perhaps it will start to flutter

on this sea, in this wind
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Sylva Fischerova

You'LL SEE A Pic FuLL or Mubp,

You'LL. MEET A CARRIAGE FULL OF DEMONS

Desolate and distant.

You'll see a pig full of mud,

youll meet a carriage full of demons.
Forever, saying to yourself, just rejections
and endings, the squared no’s
packed in a smile or a coffin,
filtered through coffee.

Alone for everything.

For life, for death.

Day built up of banalities.

But lava, pure and hot, when gushing
from the crater of a volcano

down to the sea stiffens

into memories—

there are

marshalled lines of them,

stepping forward one after another
like apostles in the horologe,

cach making a little bow,

enjoying its moment of glory.

I should kill them,

all those false saints

who jump in front of me

when I need them

least.
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Thus, nothing’s left

for now.

Like the guy in the bus

who said to his neighbor:
“But as for us, nothing more’s waiting
for us now.”

That’s what I can’t concede,

never, because never means
sometimes and something—

now, something that never

happened,

it flutters and blossoms

under a gray sky

where

a pig full of mud,

a carriage full of demons

trails along.

And memory is crimson and thirsty—

thirstier than the universe.
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