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MARVIN BELL

The Book of the Dead Man (Nothing)
Live as if you were already dead.

1. About the Dead Man and Nothing

The dead man knows nothing.

He is powerless to stop the battles, he has natevesattach the arms and legs.

He cannot stuff the fallen soldier’s insides batkide.

He has no expertise in the matter of civilian cegsor of friendly fire, nor beheadings, nor
revenge, nor suicide.

He does not know the depth of depth charges, oexhet pressure that detonates a land
mine.

The dead man has given his all so that now, iff@dnew, he knows nothing.

He is emptied, he is the resonant cavity of whietspoke when it was music he was
thinking of.

Let him be now the leftover button of his work shir

Permit him his fading mirror, his sputtering cirslihis secrets, his tears, his noonday duels
with the sun.

Let him ride the roads in the bucket of an eartlvenocan it hurt?

Let him stand under the icicles, can he catch cold?

For the dead man is stagnant without knowledge hancnnot survive the demise of
philosophy or art.

To the dead man they were not spectacles, butvaliskills.

To the dead man, the world was but a birthmark bleétll original space.

To say that the dead man knows nothing is to seeahthe beginning, who can it hurt?

Before all this, he was nothing.

2. More About the Dead Man and Nothing

Don’t bet he won't be born.

Before all this, this that is so much, he was noiself.

He was the free heat of space and then the stileafarth.

He was the ring around the moon, foretelling.

The dead man had no station when he came to ki@ fiisange nakedness in the light.

He did not know what he was to do, this was bedtweks.

So he decided to stab the dirt, to tumble in haggsrand writhe in pain, and to flap his way
into space.

To go home.

It was a swell idea for the dead man, and he pitintechis chest.

Give him that, that he crystallized a plan, thatrrede from smoke something to him as real
as quartz, ivory, or the hoof of a gelding.

The dead man had the whole world to transform diepeor outlive.

He wrote the book of nothing and no-time that ertechall time and all that took place in
time.

The dead man could not be hammered by analysis.

Let him horn in on your fury, whatever it was, ahdill abate.

The energy that became form will disperse, nevaratp be what we were.

Look out the window to see him, no, the other one.



On the Light Rail

The soused husband leans to take

her knees in his hands,

narrating a night he was lost and what was
there to do

in the dark but feel his way home, he

says this and she,

in her wheelchair, swigs water, repeatedly, as if
his sorrowful happy ending,

when he reached home, makes her thirsty.
When the tram doors open, he

pushes her gently and steadily across the threshold
onto stable land, and if it is only

the sidewalk where the homeless linger,

and if it is only the collection point

for brown bags that have gathered all morning
from under trestles and out of doorways

when the wind came round

heralding rain, so that the last swallow

of whiskey could not be withheld,

if it was only survival by the day,

there was still, on the railway,

where a wheelchair has priority,

a few blocks’ worth of ordinary trouble,

a man thankful to have a mate,

and something in the offing,

his hands on her unfeeling knees.

Her Dreams

I hold her in my arms at night to get closer to ierams. A bad shoulder is a small pain
next to loneliness, which she in my arms abates. @aams mix, but hers engrave
themselves in circuitry, synapses and relays, whilee are as wisps of odorless smoke.
She meets the deceased, while | meet only thegliwho seem desperate in dream to
continue with what they are doing, while its meania wrapped in momentum as they
drift in and out of the air of unconscious glimpsekich | have come to believe to be the
color blue. | believe this because blue has longnbey favorite color for no reason
except that one feels one must have one, and:#nite upon me to choose blue to be the
very color of life, as surely it must be if oneesgk it to be prevalent in one’s awareness,
then a fondness for the color blue must have cooma tinderneath, as a bubble of air will
rise from the seabed to make a dent in the surfackent we hardly notice and think no
more about. When | wake in the midst of dreamihg,riight around me is filled with her
dreaming, but | see only the blue nighttime andhsimoget my own dream. Nonetheless,
there is something about a dream that, if lefttb slowly from one’s mind, will curl back
like a wisp of smoke that recalls for the dreanmns fireside tale of childhood, never to
be fully recounted because it is only the latenélsiof a dream, produced by the fire of
the dream, ignited by a twinge in the arm of the amose embrace encircles his mate in
sleep. But | digress.



Diagnosis in Increments of Severity

1.

Its birthplace is the back, your pain.

They've told you once, they'll tell you once again.
Your aging spinal discs will not stay put.

They crack, then leak, like a stuffed, spongy dowgh

Yes, that's the phrase. You're jelly after all.
Decrepitude has dialed a local call.

Each MRI will echo the one just past

Until, that is, the one that's last.

2.

Oh hell, to be the skeleton and not

the flesh. I only know how good she feels.

“I'll take that to my grave,” they say,

but there’s no room there. There's a potter
who wants her ashes in a glaze, and the vessel
dropped in the Mediterranean, where,

she says, a baby octopus will inhabit it. That's
a lot of fingers on one’s bones. Me,

I'm okay with the way things are.

If Earth is now a wheel of decay, hanging

in the butcher end of a rotting universe,

it only means the mind

has learned to demystify the planet

and to put up with the smell.

3.

When my niece died, | spoke at the memorial, aed tive went to eat. My sister’s husband
washed and washed his hands. We were alone inatheobm. He always wore a three-piece
suit, and he never swore. “You know,” he said, $kd to handle the labor problems for six
counties. Then | got old and they wanted to getofigne. But they couldn’t get rid of me
because | have a book. | have a golden book. Sceneeeds something, they call me and |
open my book.” It was some book, I'm sure, but nbere was no favor to call in, no mark to
be made good, no debt to be paid. He was tryiiif, tetbe part of the family. My neice had
written: “Poor Joe is so out of it that he didn/ee realize Mom had slipped back into her
depression. He is too worried that ‘they’ are ootget him and drive him out of the
neighborhood. He has some kind of paranoia, | gude told us the day we were there that
‘they’ were putting wet leaves into his guttershée water won't drain properly, a plot to get
him to sell his house and move.”



ESCAPING THE TRAPS

BRIEF CHATS WITH ISRAELI AND ARABIC POETS AT THE

SHA’AR INTERNATIONAL POETRY FESTIVAL,
TEL AVIV/JOPPA, ISRAEL, NOVEMBER, 2005
by: RICHARD JACKSON

Tel Aviv from Joppa

[These brief conversations took place in coffegpshhotel lobbies, between readings at Joppa,aarseéveral other
impromptu places during the Festival. Questionsasfermulated with the help of Terri Harvey. Poenes ased by
oral permission of the authors at the festival @ad also be found in various anthologies and onibernet.]

THE LAST BULLET: A Conversation with Nidaa Khoury

PM: You have been a leader in women’s groups, pgangs, a teacher of teachers, and of poetryasmdooted in a
philosophical and social theory. Quite a listdoy poet.

NK: The main issue is how to integrate, how onadhaffects the other, how | can use one to seettter. | am a
Christian living in Galilee surrounded by Israadind and Moslems. So | live in a center and cangparste political,
religious and personal aspects of issues. It's wemplicated, but it gives a depth that writing traddress.

PM: Are there other influences?

NK: The Greeks, how they felt, how they thoughtatvhappened to them. In this geography that i®sscoads so
many things can influence us. You have to catchteves is coming from you don’t know where, or what.

PM: And so the poet’s role is to somehow bring ¢hesrspectives and forces together?

NK: The world moves so slowly we cannot immediafelyl the effect of our poems. We say what we ries¥, at this
moment in history. There are so many factors, wet ¢teope to simply to bring change smoothly anccilyi, but



maybe someday, with a better understanding of etiwér, we can have the power to change thingsn't tluink the
political issues are addressed by the intellecteffétively, but maybe poets can find a languadering people
together.

PM: You say in one poem, “My hands are forests euittwheat” and “My chest is full of hungry fish.'h& body and
the land seem integrated, one defining the othgoim poems. It makes this struggle very personal.

NK: Yes, my woman'’s body in this village that iaditional, oriental in a way, a small village sagieA woman here
has along way to go to be free, to feel good aheubody. In a way Israel, with its power, is mais@) while
Palestine, like a woman, has to fight for legitima8o there are two levels, the personal and tliggab.

PM: In “The Last Bullet” you describe a world insithe chest, ready to explode.

NK: Yes, | wrote that after some acts here, whePalastinian man in a train station was caught eetvthe two
forces. It's a political poem but I try to talk akiche pain of the woman in the political situatiabout looking around
from a Christian evangelical point of view towaadfuture. It starts in a station but ends in a biggace. My own
background is philosophy and metaphysics so tsatetters into how the poem develops. It's a mgkip$ of the
heart.

NK: Every time a read a poem | want to rewritaghin: it's never a fixed idea.

PM: That's like how early English poetry went—wijtbets like John Gower — the poems were constardbjifiad to
fit the times.

NK: Yes, every day | think of another feeling | caeid. However sometimes poems do come like dreach$ @an'’t
change anything no mater how | try. | keep paper@ens all around my bed — see how many | havedrerae?

PM: In “Israel” there’s a kind of savage irony, tle& a kind of lover.

NK: Yes, | see the pain of both sides: the paithefisraelis and their right to a homeland, a retoome, and the
pain of the Israeli woman who has lost her son;alsd the pain of the Palestinian who also hagtd to a homeland,
and the Pain of the Palestinian woman who ha alstoal son. | cannot understand the situation Idigjaanly in
feelings. | can’t be rational, only emotional, ke bnly way to get at it all is on the level ofriso

PM: In “Things Being Lost” and “People of Grapesbre of the poems we are using--there is an immssisse of
loss—of the present as well as the past. Where itlezs/e the poet?

NK: Sometimes | feel | can't live in this situatiolnfeel alone, cold, depressed. Sometimes | feahlt go outside. |
am going alone all the time. | want to be safe.

PM: Does writing itself offer any solace?

NK: | feel I must continue to write because it isealthy function. | must say something. | must enakpower from
the weakness | feel.

PM: In some poems it seems as if they are ablatsport you.

NK: Yes, they take me to another level in my lifaey go more deeply into my feelings and touch laeoplace,
another pain, another plateau. In the last fewsykatso try to travel wherever | can, go anywharey, other place,
almost as if to escape from this complicated sibmat feel hen | write that | can come up out epdession to—to a
voice of an Arabic woman from this society as @fr a space between walls, empty spaces. | feedd teetell this, to
say in a high voice my beliefs, like a woman wherisgnant and can't, without difficulty, give birth

In practical terms, | need to go someplace to lims/ new book a very big one, a philosophical-ddmimk.



Nidaa Khouri Reading at Festival

DEATH IS WAVE
by Nidaa Khouri

Death comes to me

Greets me with kisses

Never enou gh

Kisses me till death

Plants a thousand kisses in my body
In my waist and my chest

In my back it plants its seeds

My crazy lover

With him, | sip the street of kisses
Hiding from the looks of people
Behind the bombs of tear gas

Death harbors again flirting in waves
Death is the wheat that | grind

In my torment

And | promenade to the oven of the revolution
And the arches of the prison

PEOPLE OF GRAPES
by Nidaa Khouri

The unripe grapes

hang on the morning gate
and the leaving.

My soul goes out

to the unripe taste of my childhood
but the sun

grabs me quickly

and hides

my shadow

in her shade

...and my story ends.



ON PROSE POEMS: A Conversation with Yakir Ben Moshe

PM: Let's start by talking about the relationshigieeen prose poems and vrse poems since thathis heart of your
work.

YBM: It's amazing, all this thinking about the readwhat he will understand. The prose poem gillexf ¢he self
away: you can put everything into it. You don't ba&w worry about arranging the parts as much. Yaupt in things
you would never put in a verse poem because theetoarbig. Prose is a like a body for me, one ybathave to invent
your own music for.

PM: Does it affect subject matter per se? Are seunfgects more suited for your prose? Others fogeier

YBM: No. It's usually mostly about the body. It'®ha political thing either. Legs, hands, whatdlfike inside. It's
my prose. There’s a sense of the self, who | ano, M\dm writing for. The body you have all the tiared is at least
one true subject.

PM: Why not write all prose poems then?

YBM: | can't give away metaphor, can't give awag timusic of verse. I'm not trying to be myself @ee be creative
when | write a prose poem. It's a question of faad

PM: You've mentioned music a couple of times. | eenber listening to Dylan Thomas and the music medteo
much more than the words when | first listened.

YBM: Oh yes, | know so much music by heart. It'swe waking and sleeping. It is in everything | @riThe music is
in the body. You can fill our body with music. Ydon't have to be wise or clever—it's like buildimgth legos!
Sometimes you can hear rums, like a mix of evengthiou try to create a melody that runs throughpiece.

PM: Do you see any difference between the youngérodder poets?

YBM: Those older poets did something and experidrszanething we never will. They tried to be wildit the
younger poets don’t want to be wild. They don’t wamwrite political poems as the older generatidits We want
something newer, fresher, original. Yet if somewamiés a bad poem that commits some evil on thedagg, at least it
helps me understand the language and poetry better.

FEAR AMONG THESE PEOPLE: A Conversation with Naim Araidi

PM: “People of Galilee” describes a distance and a atiomewith the inhabitants. There’s a use of pafains and
inclusiveness of vision, a kind of expansive, Whitrasque “I” that would like to embrace what surdsiit.

NA: Sure, yeah. | come from an Arabic culture aagehbeen educated in a Jewish culture, so | aricipart in both
of these aspects now in conflict. And | am Druzemsthing far from these cultures. In some wayshatbe things
make me afraid: | am all of them. | don’t want ésé any of them. A human being in thé'2&ntury needs all:
cosmopolitan yet in conflict. | don’t want the clicis to destroy me.

PM: Fear seems a motivation behind a lot of whatwaite.

NA: yes, | fear all the time. It is not an innocéedr. It is informed. | fear for this coffee, thar, the general conflict
of Arab and Jew. Of everything. I'm afraid of myfseif death. There are all these expectations, éxan | want to
love out of loneliness yet | fear the woman | see lmve would agree. Yet | don’t want it to stojm kfraid my life
would be real, and then what? Maybe the poetryyigataping my fear. Whitman is such a strong peeause he
wanted to cover his far. | think this is true ofmggpoets. | think the most noble feeling of a hurhaing is fear.

PM: Well, there's “The massacre of Children” whére poet says: “This is the crying that has notogggun; / this is
the crying that has no end.” It is almost a metapdal weeping.

NA: In the last ten years | have been involvedia literature of children, to encourage Arab wstas well as Israeli
to talk to children. there’s a Jewish TV programtttalks to children. When | teach the literatufretdldren | ask why
do children like “little Red Riding Hood” the worlaver? There’s something basic there that they nstaed that
transcends us adults. All children have a commnguage. Children are at the top, where they ane, lamd in some
ways the rest of life is a going down.
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PM: Wordsworth has this notion that the child ighé of the man.

NA: Yes | like that, like him. | can’t get used ad these things that happen in the world—womendan dying in
bombing. But worst is to see the children sufferinigis enough to make you despair. And what raléthey
eventually fall into if they survive? | want to sajop killing the children. When you bomb childiiers not a war.

PM: And your poems show this humanity. You say livi® are never warm / if they are never in humandsa’

NA: Poetry is never abstract, it is not mere teghei Just as there’s a difference between offstatbements and
people just sitting down together and talking atibetfuture. Poetry is a form of prophecy, it corfiesn it. People in
the last days will hold poems, s8png of Songsnd not weapons. There’s a difference betweeghhsind prophecy,
between talk and understanding. | think the grédes is if not enough people will understand this

People of the Galilee
by Naim Arayde:

1

People of the Galilee are strong as the sun
crude as the terebinth gentle as the oak
burning like the fires of Sodom

moist as the salt of the sea

so far from their bodies.

And from the distance of closeness

and from the distance of distance

I grasp the rope at both ends

one tied

to my neck,

one to their neck,

cry out to them,

People of the Galilee!

Leave me alone

so | won't be lost!

Let me look backwards

and my soul die with Gomorrah.

2

A thin thread binds me to you

pull on it and I go slack

and let it go slack and | pull!

You feel the same way.

All the people of the Galilee

were born from my womb

to be against me

and | from their womb to be against them.
I am of another mind.

They are but men

and something between me and them
breaks the laws of their fathers and sons.
In spite of me in spite of

their anger

| and the people of the Galilee walk

on a tight gallows rope of mine

or perhaps of theirs.

3.

Breaches are mended in spite of the Galilee snows.
Olive trees bear fruit in winter

and the great stones grind everything together—
the oil to soothe our wounds

and the olive-dregs breathe attar in our nostrils
stopped up with the grippe of the Galilee.
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I will go on ripping up my pages
and they will cut the rope between me and them
and blood shall flow.
I will be the victim to atone
for my sin
to my son.
Tr. Jay Shir

FINDING THE NAMES: A Conversation with Tahi Muhamma d Ali

PM: So many of your poems tell stories—as you demwyou read and converse. It's as if the storiéisegou, help
you shape the world around you. Like the mousettagy—your mother finds a mouse and you go outgeid trap
which turns out to be very special. You catch ttorase and it has these fabulous green eyes. Fifinsyater your wife
sees a mouse and you embark on this quest togysathe old sort of trap, and finally do, and c#étehmouse, one
with the same green eyes, and at the exact sareeBint the mousetrap is really the story of therbpble that we
get caught in.

TMA: There’s that story everyone tells about theusetrap, yes. It's a story that makes me shivirisite something
bigger controls it all. Something we can’t ever ergfland. The poet is like the man who makes somgfhom olive
wood, a very hard wood, hard to work, maybe a atbimaybe a bed. He sculpts the language like Nacdigelo.

PM: In “Meeting at an Airport” you meet someone dhelre is this question that is “four decades dligs"as if the
meeting and departure have been going on in soshéofafor that long. A constant reworking of thatos.

TMA: That is a true story, something | retell aftéy years. This is also what the poet does, bripngld things back to
life. He realizes all time is lost, but it can cobwek in the poem. | meet this person in the afrpio doesn’t
recognize me, but as a test of identity asks thestipn from 40 years ago: “What do you hate / ahd do you love?”
I answer the same old way: “I hate departure, dodd the spring” and so on. The departure isdlss bf memory and
identity.

PM: Your “Post-Operatrive Complications FollowirtgetExtraction of Memory” included in this issueaisironic look
at identity. Your own identity comes from the smallage life you grew up in, and your self eduoatin poetry.

TMA: Memory lives in names. My name actually confresn “camel” and one can’t escape the name. | sageimel
fleeing the slaughterhouses.” You can guess wieaslttughterhouses are. But in a way poetry is aokagcaping. Or
re-writing. Writing makes me feel different. | fagthis life. You can become Rembrandt, David, Bee¢n, it doesn’t
matter. But then language has a memory like theestd tells. It teaches It makes the individuglaat of a history.
Names tell us what we are and what we can charfgeAfabic name for a common villager suggests aafdiying
and thinking about the world.

PM: In “Fooling the Killer” you talk about Qasim wthas probably been killed as if he were just lydira kind of
myth but a way of keeping him alive.

TMA: Ah, hiding places. They can't find us becausehide. When | read it | weep. So in the poenkitas about
what his life in hiding must be like, and then #agt even if they killed him they never found ttoallp, so in a way he
is hiding. His memory is alive. At the end | go k&o remembering how we played hiding games whaemgohe was
the best at hiding. Now is his best job of hidikig. fooled them. How it got written | don’t know'sliabout how |
think about anything—I have a feeling and the warase.

PM: They may come like that, and feel simple onghace, but they are also very deep, meaningfdértneath.
Some simple, almost folksy images, scenes andestogiveal unexpected depths—“my happiness bears / n
relationship to happiness” you say in one poem.

TMA: A good poem is a well, or like water—you habe surface, but you don't really know how deeig iintil you
jump in.

PM: There are a lot of recurrent images.
TMA: Most of my poems from this period tell a stofyhey all come from real events, from things thadpened to me

or to those right around me. But like that piecevobd | have to shape it. The difference betweeard life is that in
life there is this cloud of feeling, but in art thas no cloud. It's the difference between fomasd garden: the forest is
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produced by nature and grows any way it ants, dnéem is produced by a person and grows the wayéraon
determines.

PM: We've been talking mostly about those narragisems from earlier on, but there are others, nwtke lyrical
side, too.

TMA: | tell the truth of how | see it. | think irmages. | think in terms of movement, of rhythmidesyou there is this
music you feel. It brings something very distanbithe self. In Arabic everything is this fluid flo it is pure music.
This is really what gives you the story to begihem after maybe three lines the music is set amgdlem takes over.

Jackson interviewindaha Muhammad Ali with his translator

POST-OPERATIVE COMPLICATIONS FOLLOWING THE EXTRACTON OF MEMORY
by Taha Muhammad Al

In an ancient, gypsy
dictionary of dreams

are explanations of my name
and numerous
interpretations of all I'll write.

What horror comes across me

when | come across myself

in such a dictionary!

But there | am:

a camel fleeing the slaughterhouses,
galloping toward the East,

pursued by processions

of knives and assessors,

women wielding



mortar and pestle for chop meat!

| do not consider myself a pessimist,
and | certainly don’t

suffer from the shock

of ancient, gypsy nightmares,

and yet, in the middle of the day,
whenever | turn on the radio,

or turn it off,

| breathe in a kind of historical,
theological leprosy.

Feeling the bonds of language
coming apart in my throat and loins,
| cease attending

to my sacred obligations:

barking, and the gnashing of teeth.

| confess!

I've been neglecting

my post-operative physiotherapy
following the extraction of memory.
I've even forgotten

the simplest way of collapsing

in exhaustion on the tile floor.

-Tr. Peter Cole, Yahya Hijazi and Gabriel Levin

13
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THE UNITY OF THE WORD: A Conversation with Mordecha i
Geldman

PM: You have a background in psychotherapy—how doasinteract with your poetry.

MG: It's hard to talk about them since they ardadlént classifiers. O tool psychotherapy in a végid way especially
in the beginning. On the one hand there were laadenof behaviors for treating patients. After aleehbecame more
flexible, and it became closer to poetry. Theylaidges between two worlds.

PM: And for the poet, what are these worlds?

MG: The poet searches for answers. A lot of eag@ms may have looked like psychoanalysis. Ldtelve written
a poem about someone who is missing. I'm attraittedat. The disappearance of a man from life chsaiway that |
begin to think maybe | want to disappear. We uguathk for someone who is lost and who wants tdadosd, but
with ourselves it is different. Maybe | have dipaepred because | know too much of myself. Maykeitha way of
disappearing because then you hide behind the iofagrurself that you have created from all youasmand select
to know.

PM: There is always an ambivalence in your workeegally in the use of opposites. The other carobe the self,
the self the other. In this poem “Fiscus Bonsaiiclihwe will use in PM the plant is in a state ofvb@eness but is
joined to both sides. In “Metaphysical Reflectiof 2verything heads to a wholeness.

MG: The world into the self, the self into the wayrpolitical into private and the opposite. Whestdrted these
meditations | thought they would only be for mysélfirote the Bonsai poem for a patient, a Buddhéstiescribe
completeness. He’s not in a hurry to do anythimdjia opposite to the aggressive guy always intfoéthe TV. He as
the inspiration for the poem. | am very interesteBuddhism and in a little way consider myself Badt. As for the
reflection poem, lately I've started reading theadishads. I'm interested in how everything therelased to God,
wants to be a part of God.

PM: On the level of poetics this philosophy is eefed in the way your poems are tied together tricate movements
and interrelationships of images, like Pavese'sa iofethe image narrative. I'm thinking of “Non-Poém

MG: | think that is very interesting—that poem wastten about non-poetic qualities. | often wantagte poems
from an educated point of view, but you can’t wateout everything in the same way. Sometimes tle¢ lpas to fight
poetry, so you look or material to escape poetiyiet to be more analytic, and | want to be mogidal, nd | hope |
managed to do that.

PM: There’s a logic in language structures.
MG: Yes, in the ways words are connected, the Wway tlo it themselves without intervention
PM: Well one unique vision that seems to come éubwhere is with the “Porno” poems.

MG: | thought I'd never write another one of thoket | did in my latest book. They are about desif®ut the
different forms it takes in society. | suppose they psychological studies too.

PM: They delve into the deepest regions of the aeli the associative movement of the languageairapparent
there. In some ways then the logic comes not floempbet but the language? Does that make the paetvay isolated
from his language? A couple of other poets heve i@ked about isolation and fear.

MG: | had long periods of loneliness, but | like topeliness. Okay, you suffer sometimes, as aftangiage break-
up. It's very precious this loneliness. It's nosf a state of being with the self, but a statieasing a distance from all
pressures that society and culture put into yoadhgour mentality. The same for psychotherapyetdndividual and
not just part of a group is important. People cliogdeas of a therapy group so that there is moespetween them and
an organization or community. Loneliness givesdm® to analyze and choose, to meditate, to contidedeas of
the other, to be safe from them and their unddaéntes. When you are in a group you buy into dieas of that
group, but there are so many revolutions of idegssichotherapy, yet some groups work like religiotganizations
even when they make mistakes. Their analyses édeasdhey try to be completely objective. But thamnpossible.
The same with poetry: you are alone and you hal@otoat things for yourself, not part of a moveménvas always
lonely in this way even as a child, always stayasgle and watching. Now | like it, but | didn’t sluch when | was
younger.
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PM: It's creating an inner world to counter theeyutne people think of as objective.

MG: yes, to see the world is created, to creatgit,need some space. If you see it as createthbyspif you see it
merely as objective, you miss something. When yateva poem you have a slight feeling of havingated a world,
at least for a moment.

PM: But have there been influences on our poetry?

MG: No major influences. But my parents are frontaRd, so | have read much of Milosz, Herbert, Szgraka, Swir.
Also a lot of modern Israeli poets.

FISCUS BONSAI
By Mordecai Geldman

He arrived without suitcases

since suitcases were not seen when he came

and before | realized he was living with me

my life had become strangely bizarre —

Objects were displaced

food left in pots was devoured

books | did not plan to read were found open orstifa.
One night the water in the toilet flushed

with a noise that tore me from the dream world

and | knew for sure it wasn't me who used the loatr
since | was lying on my bed on the orthopedic reastr
These peculiarities and many others

seemed like the tricks of an unseen spirit

but then to my great astonishment

he revealed his face

He did this when I'd come home

while listening to a river's roar

and the birds singing on its banks

recorded for the well-being of city-dwellers

by a friendly American company.

He stood before me slightly embarrassed,

his hands held as if praying

and above the orange monk's cloak

rose his bold and boyish head

peeping at me with eyes of a frightened deer

Since he spoke Japanese

I couldn't discuss with him

his invasion of my home and his reasons

but my deep friendliness toward Buddhism

did not let my heart exile him.

And | have allowed him to go on dwelling with me

as a spiritual mute friend

until he chooses to leave.

But his silence did not eliminate his expressions

and surprisingly enough he had an opinion abouttrobdsny deeds
expressed with smiles that should be dubbed podaiiBst
if they are to be seen as successors of the faBuwdshist smile of the Buddha himself
He smiled at my exaggerated attention to dress

He smiled at my exaggerated interest in CNN

He smiled at my addiction to broadcasts of boxirgcmes
He smiled at my nervousness about my media statapaet
He smiled at my tendency to be sexually promiscuous
He smiled at my repeated disappointments in love

He smiled at my habit to escape into sleep

He smiled at my fears of Aids and other malaises

And there were of course more reasons for moressmil
He always sat at the side of my gazes, never autirigpthem
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And transmitted his smiles in perfect timing

He even seemed to develop a liking toward me

and sometimes, when he wasn't sleeping on the waillor in the living room
he slept in my bed, naked, clean and smooth ad a gi
shrinking his body at the edge of the wide bed

not to disturb my rest and dreams

and gradually | started liking him too —

Since he was a silent smiler

we avoided any annoying misunderstandings

that follow long cleansing discussions

so | could imagine his purpose according to my usta@dings
His smiles | thought were meant to sweeten my days
and to detach all my attachments.

He had a kind of sophisticated theory

that ridiculed any attachment to anything

beyond my attachments, he seemed to think

there's a hidden question

the question | fear

the question | have to ask

the question | have to calm down with an answer

a kind of supreme Koan

that will beat all firm answers

and all dubious questions

among which | was running around as a blind mow
Summing up the monk as a subversive and smilingtignemark
or as a kind of Archimedes point from which

my being will be diverted from its track

did not excite me at all

and | preferred to seduce him into the

common passions of our society

I hoped he'll give up his smiles gradually

and enjoy with me the pleasant nonsense which soded my life
various kinds of sorrow and worry included

And | saw signs for such a transformation

since he started using one of my after-shaves

But before that battle of influences was decided

he chose to vanish back to where he came

leaving behind him a cloud of sorrow

since in the meanwhile I'd gotten used to his cegmiggsence
and to the pure and delicate spirit that moved him

even when | indulged in the roughest energies

Many days I'll still be longing

for the evenings we sank into meditation

confronting each other with closed eyes

and between us blooms the Ficus Bonsai

half tree, half picture, a contradiction of all reaes



METAPHYSICAL REFLECTION 27
by Mordecai Geldman

Dressed up as people

delineated with names, addresses, documentsyesatiistory
wrapped like caterpillars in the cocoon of tribaaning.
Trapped awake slumbering in collective dream

but behind the mask--all humaneness and animals

with memories of heredity and evolution

and the divine essence from the sweet transpaeginiting
when we were all and all was us

before each particle was created.

Expelled from the divine or blossoming from his tws

there flowed in the particle the electricity of ging

to the unmaterial whole from which it gushed:

the divine in his essence was to him as a longintpéme
and/or a longing for the eternal persistence ofibig separate being.
All shall please to cease, longing to return todhéne

and all ask to be, single and whole and eternal

similar desires whose tensions of contradictions

pump tension energy to the endless universes.

Shall an Indian conclusion be suggested in bragkets
Dissolve yourself, do not ask to be as God

and be in him, one, in the wholeness that has ndeb@r restrictions, in God.

Sea of Galilee from Mount of Beatitudes
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THE REPUBLIC OF “I": A Conversation with Amir Or

PM: “Language Says,” as the title of one poem gtiemnguage is a wound / from which the world flow%you
write. There is a lot of philosophy, a lot of a soibusness of the classics in that language ofsyour

AO: For me poetry always has this magic that tadkhe emotions. Poetry is not just making theqduphy of the
ideas more beautiful. It comes from a life, somaghias troubled you, Poetry touches every aspditeoft’'s a wish
to know, and so the poem questions. It's a kindeafrch. Even love poems are a lack of somethingeSi the bigger
questions, reality, politics, existence itself + fioe poetry is a way to look into these.

PM: There’s always this sense of a larger pict@yohd the ego as in “Correction” yet also a seffiske
everydayness of things as in “Blue Job.”

AO: And you mentioned before, “Language Says,” ergthing is incomplete. We want to be as big, atusive as

possible, and yet we sometimes take it in the widirgction. To simply grow more and more can be, badtep on

others. We look to a larger force always, to a Gdugtever, that is able to contain everything. fhem tries to do
that.

PM: That doubleness brings a sense of irony.

AO: And ambiguity. We need something to transcéwmdindividual. Having your own life is a joy. Weant to be
everything but we have only one life. Hebrew isiarfy language. Life is a plural, lives. It's neesough. I'm going
to be this, we say, I'm going to be that.

PM: In one poem, “Some Say Life,” there’s this mirthat goes back and forth: “what sees me seeinhg i

AQ: it's a funny poem—it tries to say what's liféhe you is actually in the mirror, a reflectiontbé self, the I. You
can't escape the self. To touch another is neveugm you have to also touch the self.
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PM: In “The Barbarians” we become them—things, pepgare always inside of us.

AO: | guess they are or we couldn’t understand exlelr. If You write about another, however distgou have to be
the other. If you write to understand a tree yauehto be the tree. If you write to understandimioal you have to be
the criminal, as long as you don’t harm anyonairk “I” is a republic—we have to take care ofji@rts. Everyone
wakes up as one person, becomes another who eatddst, then another who goes to work and so.forth

PM: It's often said of Shakespeare that he isialcharacters, the Cordelias as well as the Matbatid lagos. My
wife keeps telling me we are everyone in our dreams

AO: The poet has to be everyone, everything, evacgp has to be many. The family of my parents vadirkilled in
the holocaust and nobody ever talked about whatévegrd in Europe back then. In a way grew up vhith kind of
repression of part of my heritage. | didn’t go ter@any for many years even though | was invitedanted to
understand it: | had to come to terms with the whhbling to see it in human terms, just as we sefdrb. It was a
distortion | was facing. These people are a lat lik. It's a question of ethics: the question & tmreveal the self,
and how to contain it. Parts of the self maybe waote energy or power. So if this small guy insidgs something
I'll have a talk with him. We have to confront cewils, whatever is bad: it's a wonderful journesalty, a way to
learn.

PM: Well that journey takes a lot of forms — forsiatally—shapes the poems take. What is so apparatitof them
though is a sense of the mind in action, thinkimgds through within the poem. | think of CK Willies in the US who
does that to a similar extent.

AO: Oh yes, they have to do with one another, foramal subject. The true poem is a way of understand haiku,
for example, ends with an insight that is a resofutBut it is also a way of thinking, a certaimétiof tempo—a
rhythm of thinking. | couldn’t write the poem ifdidn’t have that tempo. That form comes from theteot. If you find
the right form then you can speak. If | don't fithee tempo | can’t speak. | have to find the rightthm to think the
content.

PM: And as we switch tempo new ideas emerge. Bmpod can shift in a poem as the poem twists amd @ibout a
subject, especially in the longer poems like “Pddrthink of Stevens’ “Ordinary Evening in New havewith its
“..and yet, and yet.”

AO: “Poem” is like a Prelude, the first of a trilpdt corners the subject, the self in modern tinTége poem tries to
discover a reality in modern times that is reléabihd relates to anything. The “you” in the poem loa myself, God,
another: self and other are combined. It comesptoira here poetry is possible, when poetry is jpbssand poetry
itself is thinking. So yes, it's a process thatgoa.

PM: It's shifting, protective—it “repeats what impossible to repeat.’ The context keeps changirtes® is no real
repetition. Poetry doesn’t repeat, it discovers—whiepeats is the impossible that is always ciang

AO: So it deals with the new. In the process otimgi you are like a miniature creator—all is nemesh, and you try
to make it coherent. If you come back to it you rmoethe same writer: the mental location is threeséut you have
changed.

The next section of the trilogy is the day from flesvish Prayer book. It's from morning till the &rgiou go to sleep.
You check where you are, how you stand. It's aneyrthrough the day, but also through a life, exémg what we are
here for, as a culture. It's less, then, about tmwnderstand the “I” though “I” is also about tegbut more about
culture, human life in general.

When | got done | didn’t know if they’'d be a thipdrt and then | got to thinking, and the third psu journey into
death through all the joys of life, individual aadltural. So it's connecting with this larger sers reality.

PM: The form changes. The Night Scroll is reminigagf scrolls, fragments, bits of epic.

AOQ: It has its aspirations, a whole cast of chame;tiove war, the whole panorama. My grandfathes an idealist: he
came to Israel to create a new society. There Wwasya intellectual talk with the people who camevisit him —
philosophy, culture, literature. he thought pedmérayed the idea of Israel in turning from a slistigddeal which |
didn’t share, but nevertheless | took a lot fromhiThe epic has him in it. Those scrolls are emicibut they live on,
even fragmented.



Two Poems fromDay by Amir Or

Song

In the journey that doesn’t end
everything and nothing are like waves.
arriving not-arriving —

and where am 1?

| have no mouth nor face,

only a longing and a desert.
Give me an eye to expel

the mind into the fire;—

who | was | don’t remember.

I have no tomorrow, only now
only you, like a star | won't stop calling out for.
And | pass like a shadow

until you rise in the east

into a world of grey shadows;
until I'm thawed like the frost
and burnt in the light

and | can return to you, saying
that I'm already here.

Give me an eye to revive

a memory that hasn’t been erased
from the soul that crossed

the whole desert with you,

from the water to the fire;

who | was | don’t remember.
Wandering on a camel

the moon is my witness;

if it fall and die

I will bury my face

between sand and sand.

Give me an eye to expel

the mind into the fire,

and in the midst of what there is
let me dance empty as a whirlwind
until we fall here like shadows.
Let thirst drink from the well

for it will remain

like a burning memory

chiming after us

that the herd’s nearing

and evening’s falling again,

like a baby to a breast,

as everything turns to one,

as night wraps up

the tent and the heart again.
And then | too return —

a sound that has no beginning,
a song without end, wordless:
who were you all? | don’t remember,
only a longing and a desert.

| have no tomorrow, only now,
no grave, only a star,

and from that place like hunger

20



| come to the heart that doesn’t end
and | break here:

everything and nothing are like waves
arriving not-arriving;

if | have no | then who's inside?

Only a longing and a desert.

The Temptation
In the deserted orange grove -
| was playing hide and seek alone
when on the high grass round me
presence fell.
The air was clear, the earth clear:
what could be seen was transparent on the eye
like a movie on a screen.
This was the temptation:
to rub the | against the you,
our thought against its images.
To feel.
We were there before, you remember,
without mother or father, without navel,
marked only by the first cut.
Free of weight, measurement, destruction
we wandered inside each other, dreamt worlds,
lived.
But the stakes were too low,
the risk — only a game.
Desire was action,
instantly complete.
And that's the way, you remember,
we got here too:
by a single desire,
by a glance.
And now we’'re here, in the viscous air,
rubbing this in, with effort —
every single sensation, every meeting.
Our suns rise and set,
our worlds get old,
but here:
suddenly we find
a new wrinkle in our soul,
and this — is for real. It's real. Finally
we can lose, destroy,
finally we are alive.
For a moment
we can even die.
Tr. Helena Berg
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COMING TOGETHER: A Conversation with Ali Mawassi

PM: As a young poet, tell me what your influencess and how you began.

AM: At ten years old | wrote my first poem. It wabout Rabin, the president of Israel who was dillde
was a general in the army but chose to be a peaneand this changed the people in my city. betfosé|
read poems of Palestinian writers like Darwish—@&tef My Mother” was very famous in the Arab
world. | wanted to write like them, and still dovd taken a lot of courses in Arabic language antlice.
Other writers like Nidaa Khouri have helped me.

PM: You go to school across the border.

AM: The university is very good in Jordan. In Arallanguage they have better resources, and about
language, art and poetry. | am a Palestinian aelsso of course | have a number of problems vkigh t
government, and | write about this all the time.

PM: There’s an intense lyricism though.

AM: The poem is a way to find out what | think atedsay it. | write about Afghanistan, Iraq, the id&m

food crisis, all these very human things. My messagall the world is to change the way we inh#ist

world, how we think and act. About refugees andRhtestinian problem, the uprising. | want to write
about the children, what happens and will happdahem.

PM: How do you see yourself writing in 5 years.

AM: Of course | hope | am better. | want the pogmbe larger, to provide greater emotion, to wirig

voice that is true to me. The important thing isviite what | feel, to get the people who read mbd

happy, to give the reader a message, my opini@me poem can make a change by giving us a new idea,
showing a new way.

PM: What would you want an American reader of ypoems to think?

AM: | want to say that America has a mission inwwld to give peace to the world, to bring forth a
human ideal. Woodrow Wilson said America shouldlin Europe, the Middle East, Africa, but that
America should stand for peace. The people of tiuelld East do not have a problem with the American
people: they have a problem with the American govemt. | didn’t think many American agree with
Bush because a democracy always has disagreeremtst tot say we must always hope to work
together, to give love in all the world, and todfithe point where we can come together. | | wrigwam to
the American people to read | want it to say youapeople and we are a people, and you have your
culture and we have ours. There is no world cultWe must know each other’s cultures. We are & thi
world together, and we must be building.

Bedouin Camp
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Poets at the Festival came from Romania, Russiajé&éetherlands, Sweden, Japan, Germany, England,
the USA and other countries.



ARIC ANNEAR

News of the Tumor
(after Dugan)

The wind kicks ash off my
cigarette and acros&'$treet. Spit
welds the filter to my lips.

We're wedded
to the glowing screens in the shop windows.
You and | hang on imitations of the life
we're leading.

The trees on the™Street median won't let April
leave, their ardent

limbs claw the wind down to spread it in thick

yellow slices across the sexual air. The shop

will stand on its own for a while. | am still anodi
to scrape the spring paste from the storefront
windows, after all.

The office is freezing. Every breath of air
is hard and silver, like a scalpel.

| shuffle inside to outside, outside in.

This shouldn’t be about me. Itisn't.

Cold in the office, warm on the sidewalk.

There’s work to be done, more of it now

than ever, but it's all | can do to walk

between April and the paperwork,
waiting for news.

Sleeping on the desk, my dream: you and |
are shovelfuls of ash, the fire
long torn out of it, given to the careless air

BRIDGETTE BATES
Frost

Frost, first frost, promised
its way to the barn.
Instantaneously waving

across a surface, frost
patches of dropped headlights.

The cornstalks were neglected this time around.
Frost lived around them
through the night,

lit up for the graveyard shift,

a field lit for emergency landings.

Nights blur similar when frost arrives—

the time before people wake and enter

the elevators to the observation deck of landmarks

and point towards their rented beds.
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The time before Lear
begged into his miscalculation, frost dividing addom.

There are the sleepless farmers,

the frost packed around the roadside,
the slipping away roadside
whose dotted median blurs

into the apex of the barn.

Sleepwalking undressed into traffic or waking up
and walking half-dressed into sleep.

The barn’s loft ladder gated

for the somnambulists to remind

the farmer hay bales are not for sleep.
Below the yard collaged

by frost as if a truck powered

its tread marks across each grass blade,
frost,

and was loading up the waste of cornstalks

before they froze.

JENNIFER WEATHERS
| Have Always Wanted To Write a Poem

about the Burgermeister Meisterburger,

and how this buzz saw friction of the tongue
masquerades as a self-inflicted kiss,

and how | saBurgermeister Meisterburger
often and long and at night and even

in the presence of children. If this is sin

or a conscious act of brevity, then why

do you understand this so well?

It is more than the words

themselves though and this

you must acknowledge as one
acknowledges the limits of clay figures

and the literary sins

of Anna Karenina and Madame Bovary.

Are they any less

true for being fake? Let us

consider the origin of sin, and how

the dictionary defines it as in

the sin of Adam, and not Eve,

and we must wonder how

we add sins to our bevy,

like bricks to a house foundation one at a time,
perhaps a syncopated act of being woman,
a requirement for the self-inflicted wound

of owning a vagina

and forgetting to remove it

in the presence of men. Perhaps it is the sound
of vaginathat drives men mad,

unlike my beloved Burgermeister Meisterburger,
so refined in his clay figure, held tightly

into the form given him, so amenable

to the movements of others and so happy
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to be loved in this way. It seems

that there is no love, after all, in a poem

about him, and the guidelines of life

lie unused against my body,

in the womb of the womb of the womb of

my unborn great-granddaughters, who will say too,
Burgermeister Meisterburgealone in their rooms.

PAUL GUEST
My Hell

Is probably different than yours, as we keep
meeting for the first time, the exquisite

first, in the magazines aisle

of the drug store and we never speak

or even seem to notice each other,

at least you don't, though I'm dressed

to be seen, rolled neck to knee

in duct tape and not because | love pain

or even like it but philosophically speaking

what does it matter to add more

to so much and, anyway, the idea

is visual, my pale flesh constrained

by the tape with which people’s voices are alwdgshaded
in movies, when Fate’s day calendar

suddenly pencils in bank robbery

or kidnapping or some other distasteful felony—
but | apologize, this has nothing

to do with anything, except maybe fear,

which is everything, the whip to the restive nerve,
and I'm reminded of horses racing,

when one’s leg explodes like an M-80

there in the midst of speed

and if the injury is too grievous

there in the dirt he’s put down

and everyone in the stands

must decide whether to weep or applaud

this newly dead thing

as though the noise, any noise, could ever be noble
and this seems like another

hell, a small one, maybe, conceptually fleeting,
not the one guttering

throughout a good chunk of Western civilization,
not to mention my apple-cheeked

childhood liberally salted

with fear,to taste you might say

in a fit of cleansing pique,

this hell sold on TV by men

so powder-white, so gravely coiffed, so wholly lard
it was a difficult thing

not to perversely love all that flash

flood of magma streaming

from the vents of their mouths,

difficult not to itemize so much

gnashing, wailing, darkness, damnation, et cetera,
on insurance forms or income

tax returns or handmade Valentines

or even the crappy Batman ones | bought you
here in this hoard

of condoms and laxatives

where | come to look on you like another thwartegkeu
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KARRI HARRISON

The Soul’'s Legendary Weight

Yet in his darkness he is now aware of a radiahaé $treams inextinguishably
from the gateway of the Law. Now he has not veryg to live. FRANZ KAFKA

Nature teaches me by the sensations of pain, htlgest, etc. that | am not
merely lodged in my body as a pilot in a ship, that | am so closely united
to it that | seem to compose with it one whole. RENE DESCARTES

We were to admit that at the beginning
birds flew up and away in silhouette

to return at the end in greater numbers.
The landscape heaved dry behind the motel
and there was dust. This

was to be the setting for a shooting gone suicide.
This was to be the scrub and cactus of guilt

or conscience or revenge, the vision

of a generation lost. And hammering on.

Toward loss. That pursuit

of loss endlessly re-entering galaxies afloat 8slo
and fragmentation. The faces were not stone.
The necks flared and broke.

Midway, the pale narrator

spoke of numbers, reddened, and deserted

all of them but one. His number: twenty-one.
The number of

the soul’'s legendary weight

in grams. A final so-called resting place
spans unhindered, this number implies,

for any man

extracted, dumbfounded

from the gate at which he stands in Kafka,
then ungrafted, sweetly, from his body.

Home. Hear it stroking the narrator now—off-screen,
off-stage, off the map, this Voice-of-God—and clivaot
narration cracked but answering in every frame

and cell. Brutality

is lucent in his body’s corridors, its orders andemts,

until—explosion and flurry—he removes himself

from himself, and further, from hounds and halos,

his load discharged, the aforementioned landsaaped up
yet barely aware of having plied him,

or what wasn him, to cut away from

life’s irritating chronology.



PAMELA USCHUK
COBBLESTONES

Tram 18 hisses past, clicking
and careening as if it will slip its track
on Studenska Street where we sit
sipping white wine and a pint of good Czech beer
discussing coherence in poetry, the nature
of babel, disinformation and how quickly
everything fades.

Beside the next table shaded
by leaves, two dachshunds with long red fur
stretch out on a beach towel
intimate as lovers near their owners’ feet, two
young women, one whose nacre ears are riveted
with silver studs & hoops, the other
shorn close, unadorned as a recruit.
The friends whisper in a language soft
as boiled eggs punctuated by crackling salt.

| love the etiquette of the dogs,

the liquid cinammon ripple of fur

outlined in licorice, delicate noses

testing air whirling behind each passerby.
They do not bark or whine; never

intrude on the watery laughter

of their mistresses—in Prague

even animals appreciate these moments
of peace, even trees, chestnuts and maple
and beech, even the careful black fly
navigating the rim of my glass.

Hard to imagine Soviet tanks

that cracked cobblestones

in Old Town or Cold War bullet holes pocking
the faces of university buildings

or the ashes of Jan Palacha

and his friends the secret police

could no longer detain in their black Marias
or the smack Nazi boot heels

made marching through the Jewish Ghetto
where children were taught theatre,

drawing and watercolor, taught

poetry before rifle butts

bashed in doors, before

the crazed dogs of hatred mangled

hands, vulnerable

shins, before laughter’s teeth were shattered
and even the sky lost its tongue.

Hard to imagine the shape of the next

tyrant or his awful appetite for extermination
when two dachshunds lick

one another’s faces undisturbed

by the feet of strangers,

who walk around them, careful

not to twist their ankles

on the uneven cobbles of these civilized streets.
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PETER KLINE

Diurnal

This is how it is: | wake up early,

finish what | began the night before

and didn't finish — a poem, a pot of tea.

The rowers echo up from the reservoir.
Perhaps | stand a moment at the door
forgetting why | pause. Perhaps | name

the feeder birds and tomcats, for my pleasure.
The living things return me to my dream.

This is how it is: among the grim

and useless goads and parables, | find

the veiny stomach and the lobed intestine

of an eaten creature, ant-swarmed on the sand,
beside a white skiff tucked in the undergrowth.
That sound? The tireless grinding of my teeth.

GERRY LAFEMINA
On Noting that Penn Station Doesn’t Have Consteltais

Painted on Its Ceiling
How patient we all are—the businessmen & admirtigtra
assistants, the students, the young photograpltiervtoothpick
in her mouth, off-duty cops, & waiters, & who knows
who else, all of us: a perfect democracy of patenc
Long Island Railroad,

Penn Station.

Above us Madison Square Garden where the ‘94 Rangen
the Stanley Cup & where one old-time hockey faredia sign:
Now | can die in peace

Further up, above the blue seats
& the Jumbotron scoreboard, early dusk with rain.

Pick your philosophy for what's beyond that—
remnants of the big bang still cloying
& physicists seeking proof of strings,
the next small thing, which, they concede, thelittls evidence of
despite equations & calculations,
all their programmed algorithms . . . .
Here we are

at the outset of the 2Tentury

& science still functions on a foundation of faith,

& the MTA still hasn't figured out how to let us &w

which track the Farmingdale train will leave from;

so we stand here like figures in Gifford Beak$uff of Smoke

the steam train never visible
though porters push large carts of luggage
as people ascend from an unseen platform
—are they coming home or arriving in a strangeg®ac
At Rangers games
those of us in the blue seats would mock the fans
who left early & so catch their trains.

| first saw Beal’s painting in ‘91 & its taken meurteen years
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to write this poem. It's taken me longer to falllbve again.

So | envy the Latino kid who's able to approachghetographer

& say,Excuse me, | mean no disrespect. | just thougiithike to know
you're beautiful. Then, before she can respond,

(he moves on
& | can’t think of the right words—the right metaor—

to describe her face at that instant
though I've no doubt she wishes someone had thken
snapshot right then. Such a simple joy.
No one | know has heard of Gifford Beal, although
many have seen that painting in the Art Institit€licago.
Did he paint himself among its small figures—
the great manifestation of steam rising behind them
If so, which one is he? Did he set up his eastieatiepot
or did he sketch furtively when the right figure
happened by? & who among us might do the same?

A sign finally comes:
Track 19—
we all shift, lift our bags, begin walking, that man still
grinning, &, | imagine, grinning still as the tra@scends
from beneath the East River, deep into Queensthmanfurled night,
still grinning, thinking how she’s going to tellishstory,
grinning like she'd been waiting for that momernitredr life.

WILLIAM PITT ROOT
A GIFT OF STONE

Bending over the pond's surface
we see ourselves looking up
out of the sky behind us

where clouds are congregating
like the faces of ancestors
in a high memory of wind

while we muse here in silence
looking into this mirror,
looking out as we look in.

And when you slip a hand
down through clouds

lifting from the bottom

a stone, as a gift for me,
who reinforce your gaze with
generations of visions

brought to such a fine focus
in your eyes, how could | refuse?



A SELECTION OF POETS rrom

THE OVIDIUS FESTIVAL
ON THE BLACK SEA, JUNE 2007

Photo by Terri Harvey

TWO POEMS BY CARMEN FIRAN (Romania)

(second from left in picture abovg)anslated by Adam Sorkin)
between revelation and madness

alone in the dark | chose a word
and repeated it endlessly until it lost

the syllables got tangled together

in a language yet uninvented
mysterious and cold, rough and absurd
or abandoned long time ago

the vowels lost their luster

scalded like sea creatures thrown in a boiling pot
they desintegrated and dropped with a clatter

on the stubborn consonants trying to keep the rhyth



the word became a clod of clay sinking in the ocean
| kept waiting for its dissolution,

| watched for the instant it vanished

and kept repeating it like a transgressor of laggua
who cannot control such sinful joy

the sounds came unglued one by one

plump petals with blood and nails, stellar debris
floated in the air and stuck at random to ceiling 8oor
to a chair or my clothes,

my dress filled with fragments of words,

short vowels with a twisted neck, stubby syllables,
pompous letters, mountain peaks and clumps of algae
an orange accent plopped in muddy waters,

square verses or angelic corners, diaphanous Istenci
on the edge between revelation and madness

| continued to repeat the same word

until it was flayed of its flesh

a phalange pointing at heaven taking it to task
until the darkness of the beginning

when all that remains is deafening tumult

the banquet

at the great banquet

we're served words

in Chinese porcelain and Bohemian crystal
everywhere a festive clink, an air of celebration

on the tip of our tongues we try a morsel of treaso

it tastes like rabbit stuffed into the ring aroumdove’s eye
on gigantic trays with dragons painted cardinal red
we're served fear in aspic

and the guests lean back in their chairs

with shivers in pleasure and panic

there arrive new kinds of speech, adoration aneéifdation
in thinly sliced words time whines milky in the gies

on the table cloth vanity drips from the candledeos

in orange syllables

there is an art in knowing how to combine the tette
S0 as to manage your ego, your cholesterol, yge ra
how to nourish your pride with purple accents

or to choose what to taste first

either humility on little plates

or creamed patience with the sharp tang of Roquefor

we gulp, we quaff, we guzzle down words

the feast drains our minds, stuffs our souls

in a far corner history drapes a full-dress cape
over her bare shoulders
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DEPORTATION LETTER

by Saviana Stanescu (Romania)

Orlando, Florida.

A house. A window.

Kids shadows in the window.
A birthday party. A kid mouth.
Huge. Demanding. Screaming.
A giant birthday cake.

In the window.

A few cream letters: HAPPY BIRTH
Paper pigeons.

In the backyard.

The trash.

In the moonlight.

Happy garbage, a friendly monster.
Silence.

Emptiness.

Smelling of crumbles and earth.
Recycled emptiness.

Smelling of red, white and blue
Flowers.

AND.

There it is.

There.

A huge shabby suitcase.

And nothing else.

Just the suitcase.

A movement.

The mouth of the suitcase.
Trying to open, to breathe.
Moonlight.

A pregnant suitcase.

A huge belly.

Ready to explode.

Something.

Something is moving inside the suitcase.

Trying to get out.

Mouth open!

A finger. Another finger. A hand.
A right hand.

Holding a cigarette!

In and out. In and out.

In and out. In and out.

The suitcase is breathing.

And smoking.

And smoking.

And smoking.

A hand. Another hand.

An elbow. Another elbow.

A sleeve. Another sleeve.

Red. Red. Why red?

A hat.

A leg. Another leg.

Pants.

Clown pants!

Red. White. Blue.

Stripes. Stars.

The American flag.

On a clown’s pants.

This is serious.

The suitcase opens its mouth.

And spits out a grown-up clown.

A clown gets born from that silk belly.
He's crawling.

He gets up on his knees.

He gets up.

He stumbles.

He turns around.

His face is not painted.

He's not funny.

He’s not a HE.

He’ s a SHE.

SHE puts her right hand inside her right pocket.
She takes out a letter.

She studies it.

It looks very official.

She hesitates to open it.

She DOESN'T openit.

She puts it back in her right pocket.
SHE puts her left hand inside her left pocket.
She takes out a blue plastic flower.
She smells it.

She looks at it.

She smiles.

She tosses the flower away.

SHE puts her left hand inside her left pocket.
She takes out a trumpet.

She blows it. No sound.

She studies it. She puts is under her foot.
She stomps on it.

Once, twice, three times.

She stomps and stomps and stomps.
She dances!

She is tired. She stops.

SHE puts her right hand inside her right pocket.
She takes out the letter.

She wants to open it.

She doesn't.

She wants to toss it away.

She doesn't.

She wants to tear it into pieces.

She doesn't.



She takes her hat off and puts the letter in it.
She walks around trying to find a place to puthhe

She puts it down.

She starts dancing around the hat.

Sensuously.

Strip-tease.

Oh, yeah! Do that again, baby!
Nobody to say those words.
She takes her pants off.

She tosses them away.

She takes her vest off.

She tosses it away.
Sensuously.

Strip and tease. Strip and tease.
She wears a red bra.

And pink underwear.

With red lace.

She stops.

She takes the hat.

She extracts the letter.

Like a winning number in a lottery.

She looks at it.

She looks at it.

She wants to open it.
She stops.

She closes her eyes.
She opens it.

It looks very official.
Homeland Security.
She wants to cry.
She can't.

She wants to shout.
She can't.

She picks her clown clothes up.

Photo by Terri Harvey

One after the other.

Pants, blouse, vest, bowtie...
She puts them in the suitcase.
She closes the suitcase.

She stomps on it.

She dances on it!

She looks damn good.

In her red bra and pink panties.
She stops.

She smiles.

She takes the suitcase.

It's heavy.

She looks at the window.

She waves good-bye.

She stumbles.

She’s funny!

She is confident.

She is glowing.

Her shadow is made of light.
She’s multiplying.

Her sisters are made of light.
Their right hands.

Holding letters in the moonlight.
They are all laughing. No sound.
A labyrinth of light.

SHE. Inbetween.

Lights fade and grow.

In the middle of the courtyard.
In the middle of nowhere.

A rope of light.

SHE walks on it.

Step by step. Step after step.
SHE leaves.
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IOANA IERONIM (Romania) (pictured on previous page facing camera)

[two poems composed in English, they first appeandtscalator(Bucharest, 2005), used by permission]

THE THRESHOLD

Time and again we are there you and |
to reenact the world's beginning.

Our lives face to face heavy like continents
levitate

two huge wings

now almost at rest

in the quiet that grows unknown voices

Here is our threshold to pass

the doorway of fire and air to sift

all that there is - the two of us

bigger than life

crossing toward one another

At twilight God comes to this house again
his Silence

LONG DISTANCE

morning star hidden in the sky
you hidden in the maze of the city love hidden ursdale clothes

only words pale words
messengers of things invisible
that feed them long-distance

but distances are the devil's, they say closermdgsnGod's

poetry
is the art of distance

or is that closeness?
- what is it that they say?

DOINA URICARIU
The Ant Hill

Version by Richard Jackson with help from Adam J.

Sorkin

Loneliness,

a craft with no end,--
journeymen and masons

who don't hesitate to build a wall,
ants building a hill

that exhausts the eyes,

scattered in business,

gathered in exhaustion.

LILIANA URSU

Convent in the Mountains
Tr. Adam J. Sorkin and Tess Gallagher

As evening falls, the nun’s black habit
is darkened further by drops

of milk spilled in the morning

as she fed two orphans—a fawn
and a kid under the green darkness
of fir trees beside the shy red

of wild strawberries—pearls

and rubies of goodness

woven now into plain dark cloth

at the foot of a mountain,

sheltering somehow

the entire world.



EASTER IN THE ISLAND OF
HVAR

Arian Leka (Albania)
(pictured far left on page 30)

The sea is munching stone eggs

And breaks its dentures on the shore:
Salty islands, poisonous cacti
Rosemary and lament wails

That are past gone, never to return
Brides snatched by the wind

Maids bitten by pirates.

My soul strolls over these waters

That transiently, dreamlike saw me at Easter.

Six chimes - Hallelujah!

The sea cracks stony eggs - agh!
| break the milk tooth

On the glass of sour wine.

The clock strikes six. The people at church.

The sea and | without.
Tr. Robert Elsie

Arian and his wife

Church reflection, Bucharest
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ADRIAN SANGEORZAN (Romania)
TRANSYLVANIA FROM THE TRAIN

From the railroad Transylvania is seen from the
backyards

Pumpkins underneath haystacks

Piles of chopped heads chewing on their seeds.
Still wearing a tie, my father fishing on the river
Greets me with every train car that goes by.

A flock of white geese turns suddenly around
And scare his fish away

"They don't bite like they used to", he tells me.
The window steams up with white frost

| write on it in a language read in reverse ondtier
side.

The slanted tower of the German church over the
apple orchard

The station man at Saschiz is painting the green
In three languages at the same time.

Pubs meant to make you forget what you wanted to

say

Stern men seem to conspire

Through the thick smoke of cigarettes

Mute slot machines, tin made casinos

The winners pull the coins out of hollows

Upholstered with history

That does not get revenge in the same life.

Corn and cemeteries on hills

It's raining.

The dead ones slip into each other's arms.
(from Tattoos on Marbletranslations by

author edited by Maurice Edwards)

Adrian

Photos this page by Terri Harvey
also Photo of Magda Carneci on next page



Two PoemsBY Magda Carneci
Tr.Adam J. Sorkin and the poet

As If

as if

through the fissure between faces and clay
names were to trickle out like sand
through cold, alien spaces

into an ocean of blackness

into the void

as if

rivers were to withdraw

into the depths of the eye from which they flowetH
and the blood of all creatures were to retreat
silently

into the initial drop

we were to fuse myriads upon myriads
each into another and all into one being
who would disintegrate into matter

matter into light

and light into whisper

we were coherence once

now we're a stutter of light, sputters

between two long dying sighs

laser we'll be in light's perfectly tuned faultlesss.

Wheel, Ruby, Vortex

wheel, ruby, vortex,

the luminous snow of your lips guided me throughdlarden
where | saw no man no woman,

only a shimmer of twilight dawn

swallowed in the end by your never-ending sweetness

a mist among leaves

where in the end there’s nobody

only an infinite fragrance

and fingers forgotten on the shore.

will this world be raised above on wings?



GEORGE SZIRTES (UK /HUNGARY)

Esprit d’'Escalier

Suddenly there we all were, talking together
but not to each other. It might have been |
who had started it, muttering as | do

to myself, or rather to a figure to whom

| have something to say in the manner known
asl'esprit de I'escalier that ghostly meeting

on the staircase with a person already past meeting
for whom we now have an altogether

brilliant answer, one we have always known

but had failed to produce when required. And now, |
and the others were talking, all of us, to whom

it would finally concern us to talk to, as we do

each day on the bus, knowing just what to do

and to say at this and every other such meeting.
There were friends, fears, ghosts, and past selkem
each of us had to answer, all of us speaking tegeth
every which one a distinct and sepatate

in a world where everything has always been known.

The air was packed solid with voices we had onakn
or were ours, it was hard to tell which, for how do
you tell the inner from the outer, or distinguible

from thenot-quite-P And soon each intimate meeting
had spilled onto the street, all voices singingetbgr

to make one thundering chorus, eadio with itswhom

in doorways, on staircases, singing to whom-

soever could hear and respond to the known-or-unkno
harmonies we were producing as if we were together.
We were ghosts. We were dead. There was littl@to d
but to listen and sing and be dead and be meeting
each ghost on its staircase. And so it was |

myself spoke to the dead ones within me since |
was their only voice, the lost hum of theihom

38



It was crazy this sound, the music of meeting

all of them now, there on the bus, having known
only the steps to the top deck, knowing what to do
only in emergencies when we're all thrown together

and have to make do as we are, no matter with whom
we travel or have known, these voices with their

theiryou, their singing together at each and every meeting.

LEONARD SCHWARTZ (USA)
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Ruins of 8'c BCE Greek Colony of Histria on Black Sea
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ENGLISH TRANSLATIONS FROM THE
GOLDEN BOAT TRANSLATION WORKSHOP

Skocjan Slovenia

(Most of these working versions by Richard Jacksowith the authors and Ana Jelnikar,
Workshop Co-Director with Iztok Osojnik)

The village sits on top of a huge cavern

BARBARA KORUN (Slovenia) KISS
(tr. Richard Jackson) what word
The Moon Will Cover Me sleeps on your lips
| have two animals, what one
red and blue.
When the blue one drinks, the red what scene _
races away. glows beneath your eyelids
And vice versa. what one
| can never catch them, torn as | am . .
between the resting and the Wthh voice
racing one. ina shell of sound
is trapped

| unleash a thought

for bait,

far far out over the plain.

They take no notice,

their snouts sniffing the infinite.
I'll lie down in the grass,

close to a well and

In a fiery touch
a trembling glint
wings of gold

MY MOTHER
|

sleep. My mother is sleeping. White inside whiteness, vaith
The moon will cover me. white face, with white wrinkles, with soft whiterses
White time sheds into white flakes. The moment sips

In the morning whiteness. The voice slips, slips into silence.

with the first slant light 1.

they will come. My mother is sleeping. In a white bed, in a white
Tired, sweaty, foam on their snouts. room. White stains of time nibble her face. What
Then we will go should | do with my red heart in a white room? RBlpo
together even before it is sipped, slips into whitenessodlo

to drink water. pours out, time pours out, into the white of whdes
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Director Ana Jelnikar, second from right in reara®ara Korun at right front, Rina at far right rear
RINA KATAJAVOURI (Finland)

(“faamupuu, aamumetsa,” pp. 73-75)
(This version adapted from a working translatignAnselm Hollo)
1.
morning tree,
morning forest
your name, the most beautiful greeting

don’t say your name don’t be lazy come close
don’t smell of leather smell of leather and equather

2.

In one day, the Northern Spruce trees had beedosut,
creating more light, but we moved here becausbeft
we were younger then

A million waxwings just landed in the courtyard’'sples
every single one seating itself to face the city

3.

do you remember when you walked home from schaohthple leaves

leaning over you the color of rancid butter, thédvgrapevine the color of rowanberry wine
splashing everywhere,

the crooked fingers of the mountain ash, you sttaiging them

swallow that orange color now it knocks you out



UNTITLED
(from a literal version supplied by the author)

Mother’s got gigantic glasses.

They cover half of her face.

With them she sees if I'm feeling dodgy.
She asks the questions I'm waiting for.
She tucks me in and listens to me.

Mother's eyes even see everything behind her.

With them she sees
that I've touched glass wool
and pulled a plastic bag over my head.

When she takes off her glasses, she shrinks.

She is tired and gives out sighs by the bathtub.

| listen carefully to them.
In them the ocean beats against dark cliffs.

From the bottom one of the Huge Sink Holes

45



IZTOK OSOJNIK (Slovenia)

A Monologue of a Non-existent Father
(version using literal by Ana Jelnikar)

| have lived seventy-nine years.

Now | am a handful of ashes in an urn

waiting in the dark of the warehouse of the camtakfirm
for the funeral.

I have learnt Latin and Greek,

got my degree in electrical engineering, speciadjan weak current.

I have invented a number of important gadgets
and developed many technical terms

in this complex field.

I'm leaving a big family behind.

I haven't suffered a shortage of sons and grandieil
I worked hard and honestly,

built a few houses, the university centre for miegtic
and planted a number of trees.

| was a reticent person

who didn’t push to the front of the line.

| didn’t exaggerate in anything.

| gave what | did not necessarily need to give.

| had a clear idea where | was coming from and ehevas going.

| was.
Now | am nothing.

Wuthering nights
(version using literal by Ana Jelnikar)

You find yourself at the summit of nothing.
Green moisture from the grass,

brown spinach of the earth,

yellow cloud of shredded wind

on the north slope of your soul.

You search.

Jaundiced rock, gust of wind in the street.
You measure your heart

fish qills pulled down like blinds.

The night rocks like an ocean.

Nothing is something gentle on both slopes.
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ALE SMUSTAR (Slovenia)

In Search of Inspiration
(edited version using literal provided by the pbielija Dimkovska, Mustar’s wije

Loaded with the complete opus

of Shakespeare the Great,

I'm searching for inspiration in a sterile Buchamgesrk
which is scarred here and there by little Gypsies
mutilated for the sole purpose of

increasing their market value,

by dislodged grandmothers whose grandchildren Barened West
and forgotten to send in rent and bread money,

and by the display of some more similar atrocities.
Daring pigeons are flying just above my head,

inside it sparrows are shrieking,

an old man to my left and | are turning our headsriison
to observe sparsely dressed young women,

fledgling dandies in moccasins with laptops onrtebbulders,
legless and armless cripples.

An overdose of inspiratioh say to myself,

you better do a good deed,

| turn around and talk to the old man,

| feel immense self-satisfaction,

Caritas personified,

I've opened a book of wisdom on two legs,

| keep listening and listening ...

Too many motifs! Too much inspiration!!!

It's as if I'm picking blueberries!

a7

From Kosovel's House. His unpublished collectidre Golden Boafives the workshop its name.



KETAKI KUSHARI DYSON (UK, writes in Bengali)

TRANSFORMATION

(from a literal version provided by the author)

Forget me,
don't take the trouble to remember me any more.

You knew me but didn’t want to know me, understawelbut still didn’t understand me,

let me near you, but still didn't look into my eyes

I am that boat you found by chance,

which you had fun riding for a day, fishing,
which you then set adrift in a current without anea
to return home with a net full of fish.

I, a plank, with no one at the helm,

rolling off further and further with the waves,

heard the triumphant merriment of your fish-fedtiva
the intoxicating drum,

the neighings of vomited exaggerations.

That's fine by me. Your world was so small!
For me it's really much easier to breathe in theropcean.

| was a boat. Became water. Attained the lightoé$®ing water-vapour.

Becoming a cloud and flying in the -- | learneeme that.

Today | am none of you,
just that silent snow
falling unknown to you
in an alien latitude.

Perhaps one day,

who knows, perhaps one day

becoming sharp knives of water

in a torrential downpour,

I'll descend on your drunken fishing village’s
barren beaches, barren shameless beaches.
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ANTONELLA ANEDDA (Sardenia, Italy)

NOCTURNE
(tr. Richard Jackson)

Sit in front of the window.

Look out, but accept despair:

there is truth in the moon that climbs

yet doesn't rise to shield against sadness

as it is translated through the sky—

as | have translated the book that's open agaiestvall —
associating the table with my musings

in an expectation of passion that can’t be expthine
and troubles every page turning in the wind

with the lament of the fir trees, hostile lights.

A working session during the workshop; The Engkstet, Jamie McKendrick, is at left.
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A NOTE ABOUT THE FESTIVALS

The Sha’ar Festivalis held in the fall each year in Tel Aviv and Jagmd includes a program of drama, poetry
readings, music and dance with participating wistérom around the world. Associated with Helicongdaine, this is
one of the world’s major festivals and is aimeduaderstanding each other’s culture, and promotiegge.. It is
directed by renowned poet, Amir Or and includegs®vours.

The Ovidius Festivals held on the Black sea near where Ovid was @xtal attracts an international cast of authors.
In addition to readings, both formal and informilalso includes a series of panels on issues itambto writers and
various excursionslrina Horea is the Festival Director, and Gabrieldsan is Festival Coordinator. loana
leronim organizes the poetry readings.

The Golden BoatWorkshop in Slovenia is held every July and inetud select group of international translator poets
who work on each other’'s poems and discuss thetasgues in translation. Directed by Ana Jelnikad 1ztok

Osojnik, it is a unique arrangement, and includeadings of the work produced in the local villaggibljana, and
excursions to literary and nature sites. It is thrajor catalyst for translation activity in Europad has spawned
several other programs.

UT-CHATTANOOGACREATIVE WRITING

FACULTY
Richard Jackson, Poetry
Earl Braggs, Poetry and Fiction
Ken Smith, Fiction and CNF
Rebecca Cook, Fiction, CNF and Poetry
Sybil Baker, Fiction and CNF
Toma Balazs, Fiction

Undergraduate
Beginning Workshopghat Introduce elements of both Fiction and Poety
Advanced Workshop&an be taken repeatedly) in Poetry, Fiction and BF
Optional Senior Creative Thesis
Numerous Special Topicsand Independent StudYpportunities
Encouragement forStudy Abroad

New for 2007-2008: MA in Creative Writing

THE MEACHAM WRITERS' WORKSHOP/CONFERENCE
A free 3 day event with workshops, conferencesdiags and social gatherings: every

semester featuring 8-10 visiting writers
Recent VisitorsMarvin Bell, James Tate, Gerald Stern, Dara Wier Sebastian Matthews, Bret Lott,
Susan Thomas, Ralph Angel, Ann Marie Macari, DavidRivard, Evie Shockley Art Smith, Stuart
Dischell, Mike Magnuson, William Pitt Root, PamelaUschuk, Mark Jarman, Cherie Priest, Phil
Deaver, Judith Cofer

CREATIVE WRITING TRIP TO EUROPE
About a dozen students each May visit literary, hi®ric and cultural sites countries such as
Switzerland, Slovenia, Germany, Italy, Croatia, theUK, Czech Republic, Poland, Hungary, and
Austria, meeting writers, giving readings, and ofte holding workshops and informal gatherings with
students from those countries.
Much of the trip is funded by the University.




