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Divya VicTor
Laundry List

On April 13, 1919, British Indian Army soldiers under the command of
Brigadier-General Reginald Dyer opened fire on an unarmed gathering of
men, women, and children picnicking in an enclosed urban garden called
the Jallianwala Bhag. This garden is located in Amritsar, India. Amritsar is
home to the Sikh holy site The Golden Temple and the Sikh parliament.
During the massacre, the firing lasted about 10 minutes. 1650 rounds were
fired. 33 rounds per British soldier. There were at least 400 fatalities and
1500 wounded Indians. The urban garden was bounded on all sides by
houses and buildings and had few narrow entrances, most of which were
kept permanently locked. Since there was only one open exit, except for the
one already blocked by armed British troops, people desperately tried to
climb the walls of the park and fell to their death. Many jumped into a well
inside the compound to escape from the bullets.

Later, rescuers said that 120 corpses were plucked out of the well.



Speculative Laundry List of Outfits Left Behind by Corpses at
the 1919 Jallianwala Bhag Massacre if all Victims were Female

and British, Instead of Indian Women, Men, Children, and
Infants

6000 Calico nightgowns not stained with mud

6000 Silk or wool nightgowns not covered in blood

6000 Calico combinations not damp with well water
6000 Merino vests not splattered with blood

6000 Spun silk vests not stained by rust

6000 Trimmed muslin bodices not ripped by gravel

6000 Calico slip bodices not shredded by thorns

12000 Paris tan stockings not smeared with mud

12000 Lisle thread stockings not speckled with blood
6000 Strong white petticoats not drenched with well water
6000 Lace trimmed petticoats not splotched with clay
2000 Flannel winter petticoats not dripping with well water
3600 Cotton pocket-handkerchiefs not specked with burrs
2000 Evening handkerchiefs not stained with loam

2000 Winter morning dresses not rent by gravel

2000 Summer afternoon linen dresses not torn by thorns
2000 Tennis dresses not ripped in flight

6000 Summer tea gowns not ripped in flight

1000 Riding habits not ripped in flight

1000 Sun jackets not ripped in flight

1000 Ulster capes not ripped in flight

2000 Sunshades not ripped in flight

1000 Mackintosh jackets not ripped in flight

2000 Pairs of Mackintosh boots not shot through

1000 Pairs of tennis shoes not shot through



2000 Pairs of evening dress shoes not shot through

4000 Pairs of house shoes not shot through

2000 Pairs of work and gardening shoes not shot through
1000 Pairs of leather riding boots not splattered with blood

The stockings would have been neither open-work nor black in color, the
dresses would have been of washing material and of the sort requiring little
starch. Summer cashmeres, delaines, and washing silks would have been
suitable, as would have tweeds and warm shrugs. Gloves would have been
rolled up in flannel and bottled in prune jars to keep them from becoming
soggy in the humidity, along with the flowers, the ribbons, and the neck
scarves. Leather goods would have been wiped weekly and the dresses aired.
Needles would have been sealed in court-plaster and camphor would have
been added to all chests to keep away mold. Gauze and tulle dresses would
have been disastrous, as the damp makes them drop to pieces, as the damp
makes them drop to pieces, as the damp makes them drop to pieces.



SEAN BONNEY
Corpus Hermeticum:
On the Revolutions of the Heavenly Spheres

News blackouts etc. This really happened.

Every Thursday mayhem in weather systems.

Imaginary battles in science and strike actions. The bastards had won

as in Vision overload, fascist analysis of human beings

and a slightly less comfortable suburb. Arts and that.

Or science. Black mirrors. Seven dials. Black mirrors. Seven dials. Prisons.

We'e blocking central London. Riot as, in relation to this past

I don't need a wound. We wanted going fucking mad. Too many racists still breathing
and strange convulsions, I felt it, me and the devil

at first repression and counter-acts, overload Malediction, tried to chart strikes

as Noise, they were still dead. Their galaxies, spinning faster.

Mercury unsuitable for making coins.



February 17th 1600, burned, “his tongue imprisoned because of his wicked

words”

for water say plague i.e. the language of judges, the infinite vowel
for water say fire i.e pulsars and mace. For water say yellow fire
i.e. the fascist microbe in every drop of rain. For water say dust
i.e. negative flames, soluble dust, chemical burns, scars and skies

Forget psychogeography. All its ever been is a ring of protection, a police-
thing’s joy, at its centre that bitter knot of strings that Brecht called
‘prophecy’, spy-rings. String One: we were smashing up the Ritz, March
2011. String Two: shit was talked about immigrants, about dole scroungers.
String Three: not an ATM a bright metallic wind or real-time alignment of
the patterns of non-affordable housing scattered throughout the city and
the stereo-optic beating of police hearts. Beat one. Cancelation of Europe
and Mercury. Stone circles are police kettles, you can’t tell me different.

for yellow fire say fuck the police
kill fear say fire say fuck the police
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For example, take Newgate. Built 1188, directly into the walls, London’s
eastern gate. Beat Two. We don’t recognise ourselves there. Beat Three. The
debtor’s jail, the throat the muzzle of the city. July 10¢h, 1790, burned.
Robert Peel built cops from the ashes. Beat Four. Debt is bone. Versions
of bone. Version One. Spare change. Version Two. Lock the bosses out.
Superglue them. Out. Version Three. Debt One. Those nobility who
entered the city from the east would pass through a wall packed with the
tortured, the scraped and wheezing dead. London a curséd city, is beautiful
in the smouldering spring.

We’re not underground we're invisible. — Bernardine Dohrn.



remember Theresa May, that guillotine

Unemployed families were slaughtered

remember Theresa May driving thru London in crackling human Tar
about legal channels, hot pink and petrol flare

Awake at night, in strike actions

or the protests did what in relation to Fucking realism

stuck it out inside all noise, inside David Willets and Abeizer Coppe
bounded by law, David Willets, gored by magpies and glass

Victory to dole scroungers. This really happened

inside Normal matter such as atoms and electrons, orphanhood.

Check the extent of police lines. 1829, Robert Peel invented 1000 pigs to
circle the city as walls or gates as cordons. This happened. Those 1000 pigs
as calendar, the working day a pyramid as razor the police recuperation of
the sun. It was dark and the barricades were burning.

13



Tiresias the birds. Tiresias who sees what only a child could see, who
blunders up from hell and hell is not underground. Says riots are a work of
vast and incomprehensible mourning, a border a burning weird as even the
fear felt by Charles and Camilla, that crow-bait, 2010, off with their heads
- this really happened we have no fucking demands and Tiresias summoned
voices of the vast dead charts of incomprehensible bird flight, everywhere
we are those birds and it don’t mean shit the cops don’t know this.

We're not all white and we're not all men — George Jackson Brigade Communiqué, 1976

Robert Peel still peers down from Broadgate wall and is a blockade,
Newgate torched. Police moved in smashed heads in counter-time, a silent
musical fixture separates 2 human being from a cop. It is vital to recognise,
to insist on that difference, that fixture - to locate with precision where that
separation first appears in the ‘continuum’ where the entire pack of errors,
superstitions and blood-stained bullets ram the solar throat of every cop in
this town with vile psychic music and we live there, have organised noise.
Studied strikes. Cop lives don’t matter.



We must cry out in anguish now
to know the wound
to understand its nature and extent . . .

—anonymous Weather Underground poem, circa 1975

for “I love you” say fuck the police, for
‘the fires of heaven” say fuck the police, don’t say
‘recruitment” don’t say ‘trotsky” say fuck the police
for “alarm clock” say fuck the police
for “my morning commute” for
“electoral system” for “endless solar wind” say fuck the police
don’t say “I have lost understanding of my visions” don'’t say
“that much maligned human faculty” don’t say
Suicided by society” say fuck the police, for ‘the movement
of the heavenly spheres” say fuck the police, for
“the moon’s bright globe” for “the fairy mab” say
fuck the police, don’t say “direct debit” don’t say “join the party”
say “you are sleeping for the boss” and then say fuck the police
don’t say “evening rush-hour” say fuck the police, don’t say
“here are the steps T've taken to find work” say fuck the police
don’t say ‘tall skinny latté” say fuck the police, for
“the earth’s gravitational pull” say fuck the police, for
“make it new” say fuck the police
don’t say ‘spare change”
say fuck the police, don’t say “happy new year” say fuck the police
perbaps say “rewrite the calendar” but after that, immediately
after that say fuck the police, for ‘philosopher’s stone” for
‘royal wedding” for ‘the work of transmutation” for “love
of beauty” say fuck the police
say no justice no peace and then say fuck the police



GELARE KHOSHGOZARAN
Airgrams

1.IN

The U.S. Embassy in Iran used strip-cut paper shredders to reduce paper
pages to strips before the embassy was taken over in 1979 (though not entirely
successfully). After Colonel Oliver North told Congress that he used a Schleicher
Intimus 007S cross-cut model to shred Iran-Contra documents, sales for that
company increased nearly 20 percent in 1987.

Anticipating the takeover of the embassy, the Americans attempted to destroy
classified documents with a burn furnace. The furnace malfunctioned and the
staff was forced to use cheap paper shredders. Skilled carpet weaver women were
later employed to reconstruct the documents.

The millions of strips of paper were put back together to create an archive of
some 2,970 documents collected, translated, and preserved by the Iranian
government, most of which are available for download in PDF format.
2.T

Two responses from the former members of the Muslim Students Following
the Line of the Imam involved in the occupation of the U.S. Embassy,

regarding thC reconstruction Of Iran-contra documents:

2.1. Hossein Sheykholeslam, former Member of Parliament, Islamic
Republic of Iran:

Do you remember the first American (at the embassy) that you talked to?



I don’t remember. But I can tell you the most important American figure
I talked to was (Thomas L.) Ahern, who was the CIA station chief. Ahern
and I used to talk a lot. He was a philosophy teacher. He was in his sixties
and he had been a CIA operative in Vietnam for eighteen years. Obviously
we learned about all of this later.

How did you find out he was the CIA station chief?

By questioning the other hostages. When you entered the main building (of
the embassy) there were separate parts. The people on the first floor were
not allowed on the second. Those on the second floor were not allowed to
enter the two sections at the end of hall. Those two sections were secured
vaults with locks, and no one could enter them. If you entered the building
facing north, the middle door on the upper floor would be the ambassador’s
room. At the end of the hall, on the right, would be the communication
vault, another very important section. At the end of the hall on the left was
the CIA section.

They kept the documents in both of those two vaults; the CIA kept its own
documents and the other sections kept theirs.

The Americans were very alert because it was a revolutionary time in Iran.
The Den of Espionage had already been once invaded by the Iranian People’s
Fedai Guerillas. So the Americans had been sending their less talented
agents over, except Ahern who was well experienced and less recognized as a
CIA operator, and the CIA had chosen him to go to Iran. Mr. (William J.)
Daugherty was in charge of the destruction of the documents. He was not
very experienced and did not know much about working with disintegrators.

When he realizes our guys have stormed the embassy he panics, and instead
of putting the papers in the disintegrator two or five sheets at a time he
stuffs them in piles and causes the machine to jam. Their backup for that
disintegrator was a (cross-cut) paper shredder. They also had a rule for
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destroying documents. They were supposed to first get rid of the microfilms.
Later we found the tiny particles of microfilms. I have a brother who is a
physician and he was there at the Den. He worked on the documents. He
helped put the strips back together. We found some very significant CIA
documents there.

2.2. Reza Seyfollahi, former Chief of Police Force, Islamic Republic of Iran:

How did you come to realize that the shredded documents were
salvageable, and who ended up putting them back together?

One of the peculiar memories (of the occupation) is that of the strips.
When we found the safes with layers of protection and the vaults where
the activities of grinding, shredding and burning documents took place we
thought of reconstructing them. Some of the documents like microfilms
had been already destroyed. It was obvious that the documents that had
been disintegrated were of high confidentiality and it was impossible to
reconstruct them. Reconstructing and reviving the documents was the
result of the iron will of the students. It was equally possible that because of
one wrong decision, they would load the trucks with “garbage” and discard
them. However, thankfully in the end, we decided that we would do what
we had in our power to reconstruct, at least, parts of these documents.

Once that decision was made it became clear that we needed patient
manpower that could read English and commit to working around the
clock. The Students themselves were a part of that manpower. Others were
summoned and selected from among highly talented high school students.
How much time, patience, nerve and energy did it take them to reconstruct
these papers from the scattered strips based on the tone and quality of paper,
page number, font, text size and color; documents that later got translated
and published to reveal the nature of the American manipulations in the
country’s affairs, what strategies they deployed and who was spying for them.



Were you yourself involved in the putting strips back together?

I stopped by there a few times to observe the process and to see if I could
offer any help but soon I realized it was a process way beyond my patience
and attention span.

Do you remember who did the task?

Like I said, a group of students and a group of (university) students
who were members of the (ad hoc) Committee for the Reconstruction and
Preservation of the Documents assigned by the Committee of the Den of
Espionage.

3.1

In 2009 I was admitted into the University of Southern California’s MFA
program and decided to move to Los Angeles. Since the occupation of the
U.S. Embassy in Tehran, Iranian citizens seeking a non-immigrant U.S.
visa have to visit a U.S. embassy or consulate in another country for an
interview. Once I realized that appointments were not available at any of
the U.S. consulates in Istanbul, Ankara, and Dubai, I learned through
ApplyAbroad—a Wiki-style forum by and for Iranian students who want
to continue their studies abroad—that the U.S. Baku consulate had just
started accepting Iranian applicants for student visa interviews. In June—
the next available visa appointment I could make in March, 3 months in
advance—I traveled to Azerbaijan for an appointment at the U.S. Embassy
in Baku.

After briefly studying my application and asking a host of questions the
consul concluded he could not approve my visa because 1) my English was
too good; 2) my brother was already a doctoral student at USC and lived
in the States; and 3) compared to more marketable professions, such as
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engineering, there were going to be more work opportunities for an artist in
the US than in Iran. Looking at him through the bulletproof glass I thought
to myself “after all that I've gone through!”...

Iranians, along with citizens of Afghanistan, Algeria, Bahrain, Djibouti,
Egypt, Eritrea, Indonesia, Iraq, Jordan, Kuwait, Lebanon, Libya, Malaysia,
Morocco, Oman, Pakistan, Qatar, Saudi Arabia, Somalia, Sudan, Syria,
Tunisia, United Arab Emirates, and Yemen, are required to undergo
what is referred to as the “administrative process,” “background check,”
or “clearance”. Once (and if) the visa gets approved they are given an
alphanumerical case number and a web address to check the status of their
case. The process is supposed to take a nominal sixty days. Some individuals
get cleared overnight, some never do. Other cases take one or two years. As
any other “standard security measure” it is a completely arbitrary process.
Nobody really knows what the criteria are that determine if the application
is accepted, and for how long it will take to be processed. Once “cleared,”
they make another appointment at the consulate or embassy where they
originally had their interview. They drop off their passports and return in a
few days to retrieve the passport, along with the visa. I went back to Baku
on August 4, 2009 to pick up my visa.

4.M

In 2011, after finishing my MFA, I was granted the Neely Macomber Travel
Award. My original proposal was to travel to Bosnia to conduct research on
the embassies of Iran and the U.S. in Sarajevo. At the time I was awarded the
travel grant [ already had been granted a yearlong extension for my student
visa, otherwise referred to as Optional Practical Training (OPT). If I wanted
to leave the U.S., I would have to re-apply for a visa; if re-admitted, I would
have to redo the “administrative” process; and if I were cleared in time, I
could return to the U.S. to work on my project and exhibition.



The risk of getting my visa application rejected was not one that I could
afford to take. However, were I to return to Iran, I did not know what
persecutions to expect, considering that many of my friends had been
persecuted in the aftermath of the post-election uprisings in 2009.

5. US

I had to modify my original research proposal because of the limiting
absence of a U.S. embassy in Iran and the restrictions of my student visa
in the U.S. I decided to travel instead to Washington D.C. and visit the
abandoned former Iranian Embassy there. I used the travel grant to inquire
into the status of former Iranian and U.S. embassies and the way that it had
affected my own mobility, and consequently my project as an artist.

The main sources by which I gathered empirical information for my project
was through visits to D.C., and from what I could recall of Tehran, in
addition to research in both English and Persian about the hostage crisis.
Unsurprisingly, the Persian and English-language sources were at times
incompatible with one another.

Among the pieces that I made for my exhibition in 2012, 7he Flirtatious
Pirouette of the Artist Around His Subject [sic], was a five-volume book
entitled ATRGRAMS. The books had been selected and printed from the
PDF archive of the reconstructed shredded documents. The title of each
volume, if placed in order, spells out the name of the cross-cut shredder
originally used to destroy the documents. INTIMUS: the innermost, the
most secret, the most intimate.
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Do~ Mkee CHo1
Failfail

Pinkbox

Hojxl FAua wAqd FIua Aoyl FIuka 2ek] AP Dot
Al v, el slolA Aol S glo). tel e A WA s g Aeks,
TAX v SYuEs a3, Hea HEW olFo] A3 Jdd X &=
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Pinkbox that has just arrived. Pinkbox that waits to be opened. When 1
embrace the box, it smells of a faraway place. But no one who goes inside
can escape. Ah adorable pinkbox. Pinkbox, my first baby. Hello, pinkbox. I
want to rock pinkbox in a cradle. (For your information, God doesn’t know
how to make anything rectangular.)...

Fallen pinkbox. Torn pinkbox, pinkbox cast away, it might be better to grab
onto the horizon. Can’t embrace it since it has parted far. Dirty pinkbox,
smelly pinkbox, crumpled pinkbox, flowing pinkbox. Pinkbox covered with
faded writing, dirty pink, old pink, open hole pink, flapping, its hair down
pink. Like a camera, pink captures you, but there is nothing after the film
is taken out. Don’t let the box return. It’s just dirty paper. Burn this box.

—XKim Hyesoon. from “Pinkbox” in All the Garbage of the World, Unite!
(Action Books, 2011)
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Freely Frayed

I’'m not afraid, Free Trade! Kim Hyesoon dressed in pink, from top to bottom,
took part in the massive candlelight protests in Seoul, in May and June of
2008. She sounded ecstatic in her emails, telling me about the spontaneous
convergences of crowds, picnicking, playing music, dancing, singing against
the lifting of the ban on U.S. beef as a pre-condition for the KORUS talks
to begin again. This was not only about the safety of mighty U.S. beef, but
also the dictatorial policies of the current government designed to appease its
elites and the empire’s demands. But it’s all good, all good for the American
shareholders. Even American shit is good, I hear. Tonight we'll line up to buy
nutritious food scraps from the American bases. American lard melts then
sizzles—we’re making potato fritters for Papa’s return from Vietnam. Tang
Tang, we want Tang! Hey there, KORUS pokus, are you frayed? Pinkbox
pinkbox, are you frayed? Hanky yankee, are you frayed?

See You Later Translator

No, I'm not an agitator. It turns out that 'm a mere imitator of the lowly
kind, which is none other than a translator, a mimicker of mimetic words in
particular. Doubled consonants or certain parts of speech that are repeated
on certain occasions, which can be said to be nobody’s business, but they
are since everything in English is everybody’s business. Farfar swiftswift
zealzeal stuffstuff waddlewaddling stickysticky cacklecackled draindrained
Sflowflow yellyell swishswish. I've just been instructed to get rid of them by
an evaluator, Why double up? No, I'm not a collaborator. I'm actually very
frail, frailer than a Thumbelina in the world of everybody’s business. In my
world of nobody’s business I twitl about frantically frequently farfar to the
point of failure feigning englishenglish.



Pigspigs

Kim Hyesoon’s animals are radical. They are given allegorical roles like the
roles many animals have in Korean fables. According to many stories I heard
as a child, a hundred-year-old fox can turn into a human or in some cases
a fox that devours one hundred humans (some aim for human livers) can
transform into a woman. These fox-women often trick children and seduce
men in order to consume them. Men often encounter them at night during
their travels away from the safety of their villages. The fox-women stand
for evil women who are not fit to be dutiful wives, the fear of falling into
danger, violence, and ingestion of bodily parts. In Kim Hyesoon’s poem
“Father is Heavy, What Do I Do?” a woman poet plays the role of a fox
and devour|s] one hundred fathers/ and become a father. And Father became a
father because hed killed father, bis father father. The margin consumes the
center and becomes the center. Kim’s rats feast on human babies, adorable
white rabbits, and also on one another and become rats again. In “Seoul’s
Dinner” Seoul is given the functions of ingestion and excretion: Pigs enter.
The pigs oink and suck on Seoul’s lips. ... Seoul, which is simultaneously a mouth
and an anus. Everything in its landscape enters and exits Seoul. Hence Seoul
is always in the flux of becoming itself. In Shohei Imamura’s film Pigs and
Battleships (1961) local thugs, raising pigs for the Gls in Yokosuka where
US naval ships are stationed, are eating a cooked pig. The pig had previously
consumed the body of a man the thugs had killed and disposed of at the
pig farm. So when Imamura says he wanted to show the “power of pigs” by
releasing hundreds of pigs into the GI streets of Yokosuka, the pigs become
powerful pigs. They fill every alley, crushing everything in their way, and
the thugs who have eaten the pigs are pigs, and the women in prostitution
who prepare pigs for their Japanese male customers and GIs and eat pigs are
also pigs. Yokosuka becomes a pig town. Kim’s and Imamura’s animals both
instruct us how to subvert the order of power.
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Huilhail

I think of Kim Hyesoon’s poems as being played out on a theatrical stage
that has no regards for the conventions of linear narrative time. Her time is
radical. There is no before or after hell. Every minute is hell. Every minute
piles up like teeth with teeth, fingernails with fingernails. Kim’s hell is rooted
in the Korean shaman narrative, 7he Abandoned, in which a daughter is
abandoned for being a daughter—the seventh daughter to be born in a
row to a king. Princess Abandoned goes on a journey to the realm of death
and returns to her place of origin to save her dying parents, becoming a
spirit who guides the dead to another realm. Kim’s feminist reading of this
narrative is that Princess Abandoned’s realm of death is not an oppressed
space but a counter-patriarchal one where a woman can redefine herself. In
this place, @ woman, the empty darkness, does not follow the logic of ownership.
Princess Abandoned’s hell is a black mirror. Kim’s hell extends from this
black mirror, remaining counter-patriarchal, possessing nothing, reflecting
and resisting Mr. Military Officers with black ink. Hence, the darkness inside
Seoul’s intestines is dense. Forever empty, Kim’s miniature stages stack up
and shatter with their weight of emptiness the militarized borders. It is
August 6, 1945. The time is 8:14 AM. Hair hails down. Hairy hell. In
Shohei Imamura’s Black Rain (1989) time never really moves beyond the
time of the Hiroshima atomic bomb explosion because the image of the
clock persists throughout the film. This is how we know the black rain is
still falling inside the survivors, and this is why translation must also persist
like Imamura’s clock to remind us of the hell within and outside of the U.S.
empire. Oh, wait, let’s hail, teeth with teeth, fingernails with fingernails.

Failfail

One August, I interpret for a woman at a shelter, downstairs from where
I teach. Shed come from South Korea four months ago. She stayed in Los
Angeles for two months and when she could no longer pay her $350 a



month rent, she took a bus up to Seattle and began living on the street.
She is not certain if she has ever been arrested. She remembers that she
shouted something loud on the street in Los Angeles and was approached
by a police officer. She is not certain if that means she was arrested. She is
surrounded by people who are given orders to stalk her by someone hiding
in the darkness. Whenever she decides to do something, the people who
follow orders prevent her from doing what she wants to do. She says they
have no basic knowledge of being human. She feels they are capable of
doing something harmful. Her parents are deceased and her siblings have
their own lives and families. She used to work in factories. She is divorced.
She would like to enroll in a school to study ESL. She would like to know if
she can really start studying English soon. As a translator I am preoccupied
with home—my first home, South Korea—and things that are dislocated
from home. For me, translation is a process of perpetual displacement, one
set of linguistic signs displaced by another. And this displacement takes
place under specific historical conditions, sometimes acting out the orders
from the darkness. My translation takes orders from Kim Hyesoon’s hell
that defies neocolonial orders. The displaced poetic identity persists in
its dislocation, translating itself out of the orders of darkness through the
translator, another displaced identity. We have no choice but to failfail.
Failingfailing, it’s painful becoming a translation, becoming an immigrant.
One August, I find the woman in the lunchroom of the shelter. She is very
troubled by the people who follow her. She has told them they are worthless
beings, yet they don't react at all. She doesn’t understand how they could be
so indifferent to such a remark. She repeats, “Worthless beings? Worthless
beings?” When translation fails, displaced identities easily become worthless
beings.

So what makes Kim Hyesoon a radical poet? Prior to the early twentieth
century, Korean women’s poetry existed primarily within the oral tradition.
Women were restricted from learning the written language, which was
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then classical Chinese, except for Korean script, hangil, a writing system
promulgated in 1446 for women and commoners. The written literary realm
was dominated by men and still is. Women poets of the 1920s were able to
publish their poetry for the first time, but for many decades—five decades
to be exact—Korean women’s poetry was characterized by a language of
passivity and contemplation that was predefined by men. It wasn’t till the
late 1970s that a women’s poetry energized by feminist consciousness and
innovation began to challenge the status quo. Kim Hyesoon first published
in 1979 in a prominent journal called Literature and Intellect. And her
first book of poems, From Another Star, was published in 1981. So this
is why she is often referred to as a poet of the 80s. She also belongs to the
hangiil generation, a generation that was educated in the Korean script. An
older generation like my father’s was educated in Japanese and his father’s
generation in classical Chinese. Kim, along with poets such as Ch'oe Sting-
ja and Yi Yon-ju (the two other poets I translated in my anthology, Anxiety
of Words), challenged and resisted the prescribed literary conventions for
women.

Sunsusi (pure poetry) and chamyési (engaged poetry) are the two trends
that have dominated modern Korean poetry, and Kim Hyesoon was the
first woman poet to receive the Kim Su-yong and Midang poetry awards
named after poets who represent the two dominant trends. Radical is not
the word Koreans use for Kim Hyesoon. Korean critics (but not all—many
still dismiss her poetry) are very well aware that she is radical in her poetic,
linguistic innovations, but she is simply referred to as a “modern” poet. And
her poetry is not often perceived as political. To be perceived as a political
poet you must have been associated with minjok or minjung munhak
(national/people’s literature), which dominated the literary scene during the
dictatorship of the 70’s and 80’s. The only organization Kim has belonged
to is Another Culture, a feminist organization that was primarily responsible
for establishing women’s studies in South Korea and for the publication of
feminist criticism. So Kim Hyesoon finds it very amusing, when she reads
certain reviews written by US critics, that her poetry is perceived as being



political. This is partly due to the way I have framed her poetry. And I will
continue to do so because her poetry and translation of her poetry take
place within the neocolonial context of South Korea and US. We are always
at the risk of becoming worthless beings or radical failfail.

—an earlier version of this essay was presented at the 2014 AWP panel
“For Translating Radical Women Poets”
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HARrRrY GILONIS
CRiu Chin (1875-1907) and Chinese/revolutionary poetics

The below piece was written to be delivered out loud, at the May 2012 Poetry and
Revolution International Conference in London < www.bbk.ac.uk/cprc/events/Poetry_
and_Revolution >, and was intended not to be academic (I am neither an academic
nor a Sinologist, though I am an historian by training). I thought it best to preserve the
Sflavor of oral delivery, whilst adding some material—particularly the character-based
close reading, but also some caveats and qualifiers—which would have been impractical
or inappropriate for the occasion. I have also added to the ‘Wade-Giles versions of the
important Chinese proper nouns some [bracketed] pronunciation glosses, based on the
Yale' system, which was specifically intended to be at least approximately-accurate to the
untrained. (I have not made use of the currently in-vogue pinyin; devised by Romanian
Sinologists, it is in my opinion only intelligible to Romanian Sinologists.)

I'm here to talk about Chinese poetics, revolutionary Chinese poetics, as
exemplified by a Chinese revolutionary poet, an armed rebel against the
imperial dynasty. Before I turn to her, however, a little context is necessary.

China unified before it was a country. This sounds paradoxical; but
is straightforwardly materialist. For reasons to do with the control of
irrigation and the prevention of dust-bowls there was a huge geographical-
slash-political imperative from very early on towards centralization.
China thus centralized early; before 200 BC a dozen or so statelets in
the heartlands had fallen under the sway of the self-proclaimed ‘First
Emperor’, the terracotta-armied Shih Huang-ti [pron. ‘Shr Hwang-di’].
I’'m not going to zip through the history from Confucius to the Gang of
Four; but, at the risk of resurrecting the dread ghost of that great Marxist
heresy the ‘Oriental mode of production’, there were good historical
reasons why China developed rapidly—and ossified rapidly, too.



Whether static or just very slow-moving, China received a rude awakening
after its defeat at the hands of the English in the Opium War of 1841-42,
which began with redcoats with rifles and cannon landing on the coast
of Chekiang [pron. ‘Jejyang’] in southeast China—and being opposed
by conscript troops armed with swords and spears. A culture which
thought of itself as the centre of the world found being on the losing
side hard to take. And things got worse for the half-century following, up
until the ‘Boxer rising of 1900, which the Ching [pron. ‘Ching’] court
grudgingly supported. The combined forces of Japan and seven European
powers, facing a threat to their ‘treaty ports’ with their immensely
lucrative commercial concessions, acted, brutally, to suppress the ‘Boxers’
and impose punitive penalties on the imperial regime. China appeared
so enfeebled that some foreign powers talked openly of partitioning it
amongst themselves.

What complicates matters considerably is that at this time China was
ruled by a dynasty, the Ch’ing, who were 7o0f native Han Chinese but
Manchus, from—as their name implies—Manchuria, to the north of
Korea. The Ch’ing by this point had ruled China for a couple of centuries,
and had gone thoroughly ‘native’, completely adopting, as well as court
ceremonial, the reluctance felt by many earlier dynasties to adopt any sort
of innovation, however potentially useful.

There were of course attempts at modernisation, and indeed the last
legitimate adult ruler, the Kuang-hsii Emperor [r. 1875-1908] began
in 1898 a range of reforms. However these were, within a ‘Hundred
Days’, brutally counteracted by the Dowager Empress (Tz'e Hsi) who
forced him into retirement, and the two principal politicians involved
went into exile in Japan—which was presumably happy to offer a haven
to people embarrassing to the Chinese state. In essence the weight of
historical inertia was heavy, and the situation remained ‘desperate, but
not serious’ until 1911 and the end of the imperial era. The plight of
Chinese reformers was difficult; they were influenced by ideas from the
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West (from Rousseau to Herbert Spencer), but the West was also an active
agent of oppression in China. They might in #heory have looked to the
great successful Asiatic power, Meiji-era Japan, still itself in the process of
modernizing; but Japan, too, was busy seizing territory and demanding
concessions from the enfeebled Ch'ing regime. Even wishing to overthrow
the Manchu was a potentially chauvinist if not backward position—why
should a Han absolute monarch be an improvement on a Manchu one,
especially confronting key issues like the abolition of foot-binding and
improving women’s education? Had there been a political party with a
clearly superior political analysis, that might have helped matters; but
there wasn’t. It is an index of this that even as late as 1919 a politico as
astute as Mao saw Marx as a lesser side-kick of Kropotkin. The academic
Michael Gasster catches the flavor of the Chinese revolutionary movement
well: made up of

dedicated traditionalists, violent anti-traditionalists, [...] secret society
members [and] men who were trained abroad; older men and young,
bibliophiles and assassins, women on horseback and women [...] who shared
and shaped their husband’s careers, overseas Chinese who had never seen their
homeland and others who never left their ancestral homes, sons of Confucian
scholars and sons of peasants, wealthy businessmen and struggling students

[.]".
—I[M. Gasster, Chinese Intellectuals and the Revolution of 1911... (Seattle,

1969)]

Our poet-protagonist, Ch’iu Chin [pron. ‘Chyou Jin'], is situated precisely
across several of these dichotomies. She was born where the West first
impinged on China, in Chekiang [pron. ‘Jejyang’], in the town of Shao-
hsing [pron. ‘Shau-sying’], in 1875. It would take a book to characterise
her milieu; I will rest content with quoting Marie-Claire Bergere on the
Chinese bourgeoisie: “a class that was economically dependent, small in
numbers, socially heterogenous, and not yet fully differentiated” (La
Bourgeoisie Chinoise et la Révolution de 1911 [Paris, 1968]). It is likely
that Ch’iu [to use her family-name] was subjected to a mild form of



foot-binding; she certainly had an arranged marriage. Daughter of a well-
educated woman from the ‘poetry-mad’ south-east where, bizarrely, being
a poetess was held to enhance one’s dowry-value, she was literate, and
encouraged to be so. Here are my (decidedly free) versions of three of
those early poems:

azalea allegory

flower-blossom expenditure
cuckoo-cliché springtime
“but you can’t @lways live in spring”
there’s midnight, the cold, the poor...

begonia allegory
planting an initial kindness
(“how the blossoms will vary!”)
but iz needs no sun nor spring
thrives on struggle, cold and dark...
chrysanthemum allegory
mountain: the emperor of ice-cold
add layers - still zero degree

chrysanth arrogant in the face of snow
- the icy glare of those stuck in a/¢

(These are early genre poems, and such politics as they have is only implicit.)
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Her education had other anomalies; she was taught to ride a horse, fence,
and fire a rifle. In 1896 she was married, aged 21, to a younger, more
traditional man (Wang Tzu-fang). The marriage was not a success, and the
poems coming from this period display dissatisfaction and disappointment.
They had two children (in 1897 and 1901); her husband bought a post in the
imperial bureaucracy, and in 1903 they moved to Peking. Shortly afterwards
he declared his intention of taking a concubine. This emboldened Ch'iu to
pursue further her tentative contacts with liberal and literary circles. Her
poems are split between detailing her detachment from her husband and
celebrating her introduction to this new social and political environment.

red river  (written to a tune by General Yiieh Fei)

Capital city!

Bank holiday looming.

Hedged here / gold flowers,
new-broom clean.

Once, strategy toppled empires;
now: fancy eating, far from home.
Miserably forced into femininity
— inescapably?

There’s no joining

ranked men

but my heart -

ardent as any.

Lifelong I've had guts

to fight for others.

What vulgar man knows my mind?
Heroism is hardship: road’s end, rope’s end.
Living on this red earth, I know the score.
Frilly dress, soaked with tears.



By June 1904 her marriage had collapsed, and Ch'iu passed her children
into the care of her mother, pawned what of her jewellery her husband had
not purloined, and left China for Tokyo. This was most unusual; China’s
population was 400 million in 1907, but a mere hundred of these had
travelled to Japan as students in 1901, and even though the numbers had
gone up to 1,500 by 1904, very few were women. Obviously, those women
who did make this enormous leap were characterful, determined, and
extraordinary:

poem (in) response

man, you say women aren’t heroes?

I kissed the wind, riding 10,000 miles

a sail on the open sea  my page

travelling as I'd dreamt under the moon
leaving the statuesque, the ruined, the thorny...
I've sweated blood

wounded by my wounded country

— how can I enjoy spring airs?

Ch'iu clearly saw her politics as of a piece. In a letter to her brother, she
said that all Chinese were slaves to the Manchu, but she was a slave to her
husband. (A friend and fellow-exile in Japan, T’ang Ch'un-ying, became
a major activist for women’s suffrage in China, as well as the first female
member of the T’ung Meng Hui [discussed immediately below).) As well as
participating in feminist and anti-Manchu activity, Ch’iu joined both the
significant revolutionary groups of the moment, the Restoration Society
(Kuang-fu hui) and, rather less consequential at the time, Sun Yat-sen’s
Revolutionary Alliance (T’ung Meng Hui); their aims—restoration and
revolution—pointing to the irreconcilably Janus-faced nature of their
shared enterprise. However, this activity was not a// bluster; for example,
Ch'iu attended a secret bomb-making workshop—a skill she was to pursue
again later. In 1905 she returned to China, and was involved in grass-roots
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revolutionary activity in Shanghai and Chekiang. Shortly after her return,
Ch'iu had her photograph taken and wrote this on it:

self-portrait

Who is this - dignified, serious, forward-looking?
Brave bones reborn in female form!

What was (my generation, my world, my life): fantasy.
The to-come is brilliant and true.

I met the real me late, but passionately;

if I look around, I'm roused to anger.

If someday you meet my friends of yore,

tell them I've already cast aside this trashiness.

Ch’iu was involved in the founding of, and edited and contributed to, the
“Women’s Monthly Journal’ (Chung Kuo Nii Pao) which published two
issues before her death. It carried articles on women’s education, moral
philosophy, and like subjects; Ch'iu translated a piece from the English
for one issue, and also produced agitational poetry in a traditionally
feminised verse-form, tan-tz’u. This might all look a bit tame, but the
Chinese critic Siao-chen Hu said that “female revolutionaries like Ch’iu
Chin [...] revived [...] the political potential of #an-z’u [...] as a means of
educating women to think in new ways”, that last phrase subsequently
glossed as “the new message of nationalism and feminism” (Wilt Idema
and Beata Grant, 7he Red Brush: Writing Women of Traditional China
[Cambridge, Mass., 2004]). In her prose in the Journal, as well as the
traditional zopoi of writing against the Manchu and against foot-binding,
Ch’iu forcefully—and unusually—stressed the need for Chinese women
to acquire economic independence, not only so that they would no longer
be a ‘burden on society’, but also to achieve proper independence for
themselves. (There are significant selections from this material in Idema
& Grant’s The Red Brush.)



Some prominent reformers and radicals at the time set up private schools,
both for the transformative, if long-term, political value of education and
also as a front for more immediate radical activities. Ch’'iu was involved
in setting up, and taught at, a Restoration Society front organization, the
Ta-tung School [pron. ‘Da-tung], in Shao-hsing [‘Shau-sying’]. (This
school is considered by some to have been the main base for the Restoration
Society’s activities.) Ch'iu recruited amongst the school’s military cadets for
a ‘Restoration Army’; she also made use of her access to junior military
officers, and made determined efforts to liaise between them and local,
ubiquitous ‘secret societies (mysterious entities which resist traditional
sociological mapping, being, paradoxically for ‘secret’ organizations, very
large in scale, but also being neither class-based nor exclusively criminal). In
the absence of proper revolutionary parties, the secret societies provided the
only ready link between such ‘professional’ revolutionary groups as there
were, radical students, and the broad mass of the peasantry. Ch’iu wrote
inspirational songs for her recruits, with titles like We Envy the Peoples of
Europe and America, clearly modernizing in tone, or the more conventionally
anti-Manchu Song of China Expelling its Demons. During this busy time she
injured her arm in an accident in a new bomb-making workshop, but kept
writing poems and revolutionary songs. She is also reputed to have read
Byron in English, intriguing reading-material for a poet-adventurer with
damaged feet!

In late 1906 the Yang-tse flooded, and the consequent famine hit Chekiang
[Jejyang’]. This perhaps led Ch'iu to decide upon a local rising. This was not
wholly adventurist; many leftist intellectuals at the time felt that a decisive,
dramatic event would dispel the sense of decadence and indecision that
seemed to pervade the country. Nor was the enterprise necessarily foolhardy;
a coordinated rising was to take place in the inland town of Chin-hua [pron.
Jin-hwa’], and when troops from the provincial capital Hang-chao [pron.
‘Hang-jau’] had been sent to quell this, then the ‘Restoration Army” would
march on the undefended city.
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In March 1907, some months before the date set for the rising, Ch'iu and
her friend Hsii Tzu-hua [pron. ‘Syu Dz-hwa'] visited a nearby beauty-spot,
West Lake. They were ostensibly visiting the tomb of a famous patriot
general, Yiieh Fei [pron. ‘Ywe Fel’], but took the opportunity to put together
a map of the approaches to the city of Hang-chao for use in the proposed
rising. Hsii asked Ch’iu, nervously, if Ch’iu would like to be buried, should
it come to it, by West Lake, near the patriot general’s tomb; with which
proposal Ch'iu agreed.

The rising had been set for the 19th of July, but prior arrests made in Chin-
hua doomed it to failure. When this became known, most of the young Ta-
tung radicals fled before the Manchu soldiery arrived. The numbers appear
not to be clear, but several troops and radical students were killed in the
brief gun-battle. Ch'iu surrendered, having previously written her last full-
length poem, bemoaning that she had not had the chance to prove herself:

penultimate poem

one shining moment for action — over

heroic heart not called for — regrets!

we lashed the wide ocean to get it to move

lifted blades against heaven, made it our whetstone
but iron horses came through the passes

and the ravens refused to leave the tower...

body, bones, ground, dust, workaday, banal

— can such animal sacrifice benefit the state?

(written on 12 July 1907, the day before Ch'iu’s arrest,
3 days before her public execution)

Subjected the next day to what one academic has called ‘mild torture,
Ch'iu refused to speak. Handed a brush in order that she could sign her
pre-prepared confession—a legal protocol of the time—she wrote the first



character of her name, her family-name in the Chinese mode: Chiu (X1,
which means, literally, ‘autumn’ or ‘harvest-time’. She followed it, however,
with another six characters, thus composing a standard Chinese poetic line,
which can be literally translated as “autumn-rain and -airs bring things sadly
to an end”.

final monostich

Ch'iu’s fall: autumn airs  come to an end

Air’ [Feng, J&l] has the sense of both ‘song’ and ‘wind’, as in English, but

means also ‘breath’; this externalised breath-as-song is held to be social
rather than individual, and specifically to be able to move hearers. In
Chinese, private poems can be social acts.

Clk'iu was publicly beheaded at daybreak in a main street in Shao-hsing in
the small hours of the morning of the 15th of July 1907, in the height of
summer. Her body was buried next to her husband's, who had pre-deceased
her; but in the following year, at some risk to herself, Hsii Tzu-hua exhumed
it and re-buried it near general Yiich Fei’s tomb, as Ch'iu had wanted; and
there she still is.

P've included above some loose versions of some of Ch'iu’s poetry; there is
plenty more, awaiting more professionally-equipped hands and eyes. For
the monoglot, there are significant selections in the two very substantial
anthologies of women’s writing from China [see ‘further reading’ at the
end], but there hasn’t been a stand-alone English-language publication on
Cl'iu or her work since 1917. I hesitate to try and sum up Ch'iu’s poetry.
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It would, I think, be fair to say that some is pre-revolutionary and generic
(occasional poems about outings to beauty-spots), whilst some is generically
revolutionary—sometimes rather extravagantly so (songs to her sword, with
which she famously had had herself photographed). There are features of
her work which mark it out as very contemporary—particularly the use
of neologism, of which I regret I am not competent to speak. However, I
suspect many people would assume that the modes in which it is written—
fixed-metric and rhyme-schemes (self-portrait), traditional modes of
allusion (penultimate poem), poems written as if set to the same tune as
an existing song, a convention by now a good millennium old (red river)—
would doom her @uvre to being outmoded, if well-meaning. Although the
new broom of the 1911 revolution was paralleled by a literary fresh start,
that, curiously, turns out to have been in part a backwards leap. Traditional
Chinese poetics, of the sort in which Ch’iu Chin must have been almost the
last to be schooled, turns out to be immensely radical; as I've said elsewhere,
probably the most radical poetic period before the L=A=N=G=U=A=G=E
poets is T’ang dynasty China, well over a thousand years ago. Because this
sounds spectacularly contentious, I'm going to give you the argument in
a few brief quotations from recognized authorities. Here’s an American
translator on Classical Chinese:

(Ilts grammatical elements are minimal in the extreme, allowing a remarkable
openness and ambiguity that leaves a great deal unstated: prepositions and
conjunctions are rarely used, leaving relationships between lines, phrases, ideas,
and images unclear; the distinction between singular and plural is only rarely
and indirectly made; there are no verb tenses, so temporal location and sequence
are vague; very often the subjects, verbs, and objects of verbal action are absent.

[David Hinton, Classical Chinese Poetry: An Anthology (New York, 2008)]
And here’s a Chinese translator, ditto:
Classical Chinese, as it is used in poetry, is syntactically flexible. For example,

although [it] has articles and personal pronouns, they are often dispensed with
in poetry. This opens up an indeterminate space for readers to enter and re-



enter [...] rather than locking them into some definite perspectival position or
guiding them in a certain direction. Then there is the sparseness, if not absence,
of connective elements (prepositions and conjunctions), and this lack, aided by
the indeterminacy of parts of speech and no tense declensions in verbs, affords
[...] readers a unique freedom [...].

—[Wai-Lim Yip, Chinese Poetry (Durham, North Carolina, 1997), p. xiii]

I will add, just to establish a useful parallel, another contemporary Chinese
critic-translator, writing in this instance on English-language poetry, but
aware of local conventions and modes:

[T]he poem is not an object but an activity. Meanings are assembled, processed,
and re-created rather than being already given and fixed before reading, or even
before writing. And the poetic is precisely the experience of something very
active by both poet and reader in the very process of writing and reading.
— [Xie Ming, ‘Realising the Unfigurable: Difficulty and Resistance in
Translating J.H. Prynne’ (Cambridge Quarterly, Vol. 41 no. 1, 2012)]

As to how this theoretical construct might display itself in actuality, here’s
a few lines from a poem of Ch’iu Chin [“In this ugly and dirty world...”,
<BUHEEEEE> heep://digital.wustl.edu/r/red/browse.html#16], in the three
(traditional) translations I know of:

MEEELE R A FREN
BN

I tsui [pron. dzwel]: intoxicated, drunk [Mathews Chinese-English Dictionary M.6862]
JEZ mé [pron. mwd]: rubs; feel with the hand; grope for [M.4541]

25 [pron. swd] : to feel; to fondle; to finger [M.5456]

1 chéng [pron. chéng]: long (of space or time); length; forever; always; constantly [M.213]
@ chién [pron. jidn]: (double-edged) sword [M.849]

1 ts0 [pron. dzwo): to do; to make; to act; to write [M.6780]

B ling [pron. ling]: dragon; an emblem of inspiration [M.4258]
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12 yin [pron. yin]: to moan; to hum; to sigh; to stutter; to intone [M.7425]
I shéng [pron. shéng]: sound; voice; tone; noise [M.5748]
FAR péi [pron. béi]: sad; sadness; sorrow; grief; to lament [M.4992]
M yan [yan]: throat; or yan [yan]: to swallow. to gulp;
or (read yeh) [pron. y&]: to choke (in crying); to swallow; to block up [M.3066]

Kenneth Rexroth and Ling Chung:
“The wild strokes of their swords / whistled like dragons and sobbed with pain”
Women Poets of China (New York, 1972)

Li-Li Ch'en :
“When drunk, I stroke my sword and hum like a dragon: / my voice chokes with
grief”
in Kang-i Sun Chang & Haun Saussy, Women Writers of Traditional China
(Stanford, CA, 1999)

Wilt Idema and Beata Grant:
“Tipsy, I stroke my long sword, which cries like a dragon, / its voice stifled by
sadness”

The Red Brush: Writing Women of Traditional China

(Cambridge, MA, 2004)
LEvery aspect of agency is re-cast between these readings. And each is equally valid.

There isn't, alas, time/space to go here into the minutiae of literary history,
but in 1913 a young Chinese student at Cornell, Hu Shih [pron. ‘Hu Shr’],
read Pound’s ‘A Few Don’ts by an Imagiste’, saw it as applicable to Chinese
poetry, and in 1917 published a manifesto, “Tentative Proposals for the
Improvement of Literature’. As Eliot Weinberger puts it, “Its clarion call for
a new writing in the vernacular and a new literature for a new China flowed
into the larger currents of the nationalistic, anti-imperial, and iconoclastic
May [the] Fourth Movement of 1919. Hu Shih found in America what Ezra
Pound had found in China” [Weinberger, 7he New Directions Anthology



of Classical Chinese Poetry (New York, 2003)]. Xie Ming fleshes this out,
saying that from 1915 to 1935 Chinese poetry went through a “frenzied
succession” of Western schools—English Romanticism, Anglo-American
Imagism, French Symbolism, as well as attempts to process wholesale

Goethe and Rilke...

In a text published while I was writing this, the exiled Chinese poet Yang
Lian confirmed that, for his generation, “Our poems [...] completed an
aesthetic journey via Ezra Pound’s ‘Imagism’ back to the soul of classical
Chinese poetry” [‘Introduction’ to W.N. Herbert & Yang Lian, with Brian
Holton and Qin Xiaoyu, jade Ladder: Contemporary Chinese Poetry (Tarset,
2012)]. The necessary journey is, I think, in the other direction; for a start,
to abandon all and any fondness for etiolated, pastel, minor-key, passive-
voice, dreamy, impressionist, wishy-washy sub-Chinoiserie. It is perhaps
only now, with more radical models for translation and original writing, not
to speak of the fusion of the two, that we might be able to build on Chinese
revolutionary poetics with a revolutionary poetics of our own. (I've made
a tentative stab at this with my books eye-blink, which is available from
Veer Books in London, reachable ¢/o Birkbeck College; Wheel River Poems,
forthcoming from Contraband in Guildford, Surrey; and a chapbook
available gratis, while stocks last, from ‘Free Poetry’ in Boise, Idaho. The first
and last of these contain further discussion—necessarily brief—of radical
Chinese poetics in their front-matter.)

Wai-lim Yip is adamant about the necessity for this move:

“When William Carlos Williams writes ‘unless there is / a new mind there
cannot be a new / line’, he also means ‘unless there is / a new line / there cannot
be a new / mind’. Until we disarm the tyrannical framing functions of the
English language, the natural self in its fullest sentience cannot be released to

maximum expressivity.” (‘Preface’ to Chinese Poetry)

Forward with the new line!
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TRANSLATED BY MARK KLINE

METTE MOESTRUP
Love and Mathematics

I drank jasmine tea one January morning in 2004.

I was thrown for a loop and 34 winters.

I felt I was speaking in numbers.

One voice inside me tried to recall an approximately 500-year-old

Korean love poem by Hwang Chin-I (1506-1544),

while a second voice tried to make sense of § 1,1

in the Act to amend the Aliens Act of December 27, 2003.

The first voice asked: What does Hwang Chin-I have to do with § 1,12

The difference is enormous, said the second,

like that between love and mathematics. Hmm, said the first voice

and whispered 7 divided a long January night in two

and laid the one half under the rug. But the second

called the Ministry of Integration at 33923380,

and an employee, let’s call her Alice Mortensen, said that § 1,1

was a “relaxation” of the affiliation requirement for all those above 28

possessing citizenship from birth (and in Denmark 7 was born in 1969).

The rug is flowery and aromatic as a spring breeze, but how does the next verse go?

whispered the first voice. But why is there an age limit of 6 years

for children adopted outside Denmark in § 1,12 the second

asked Alice Mortensen, who said that the act treated adopted children from 0-6
years

the same as persons with Danish citizenship from birth (for ex., from 1969)

with regards to residency permits and family reunification. Something about a half,

the beloved and the rug ... and when he arrives I fold the one half out

inch by inch to prolong the night, the first voice whispered, and the second

politely said goodbye to Alice Mortensen and read a passage in appendix 21:
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the younger the foreign adopted child is when arriving in Denmark,
the less affiliation with and memory of the childs land of origin the
child will be considered to have.
Well! So maybe that’s why children adopted after they are 6
are included in the “relaxation” of the affiliation requirement not when they turn
28,
but first, as I understand it, when they turn 34.
28 +6=34!
—that’s absurd mathematics! shouted the second
and the first voice whispered the nearly 500-year-old
poem by Hwang Chin-I (1506-1544)
1 divided
a long January night in two
and laid the one half under the rug,
Sflowery and aromatic as a spring breeze.
And when he arrives I fold the one half out,
inch by inch, to prolong the night.
See, now that’s mild mathematics, sighed the second,
and squirmed and shouted: How incredibly absurd! Hwang Chin—I was 38
when she died, so if ... if she had been adopted as a 6-year-old
and loved an un-Danish, a Korean man for example, the spring night according to §
1,1
was shortened to ... a fucking 4 years!
Shh. What does Hwang Chin-I have to do with § 1, 1?
said the first voice.
Oh, nothing, the second sighed, but there is something wrong with § 1, 1.
To adopt means to choose, and its not the child’s choice, no matter if its age is 0 or 7.
Don't go whispering about the fragrance of a flowery rug. Yell no to the age limit!
NOW!
But I would rather whisper about jasmine and /ove, whispered the first voice,
and the second shouted: love is spelled the same way as Jzws in Danish,
and § 1,1
is an example of ill-concealed love-love! (And the clock struck 12.)



In other words a law of love, the second continued, just like the 24-years-old
regulation, and the first voice whispered 3
times: Shh, shh, shh, as the clock bonged 1234567891011 12

=24,

Is that supposed to be a sum?
No.
It didn’t add up.

Sorry. I was dizzy with
love.

And the jasmine tea had turned so bitter and cold,
which, I said to myself, I would never be.

It wasn't too late, it’s never too late

to put a beautiful dress on

and go to a party at midnight.
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After Having Dreamt of Manna and Napalm

The catalog of all
religions’ flora, a dream.
The photographs, the source criticism,
the comparative note system.
The overwhelming, all-encompassing,
thoroughness of it.
War as day residue.
The image of manna
as light green elm fruit,
an unconscious error.
A night of rain.
The cry “what is that?”
the next morning.
Some delicate, dandruff-like
thing, something dainty.
Like swollen hoarfrost,
pea-sized coriander seed.
Mount Sinai’s red dust.
Feces proportional
to the number of pilgrims.
And later, the oasis — mint tea,
cardboard, goat’s milk, etc.
A desert that
suggests its own name.
A desert that virginally
consumes land.
It could very well be.
Manna that melts
in your mouth. Manna that melts



when the sun is scorching.
A rain of fire.
Sticky jelly as link
between manna and napalm?
Napalm that clings
and burns. Napalm that melts the
mouth. Multicolored
matter. Corpses
with unusual injuries,
clothing intact. Categorical
denials, admissions
with qualifications. Not napalm,
but Mark-77. Not polystyrene
and gasoline, but polystyrene
and petroleum. The difference
less than the similarity. Between
napalm and manna: no similarity.
The difference between sticky
jelly and sticky jelly. Not
coherence: collapse.
The incidental
with faith and war. The good
working relationship. The clothing intact.
Grab your coat on your way out. I dreamt
I grabbed my coat on my way out.
I dreamt it continued, no comparison,
as white phosphorus
dissolves fat and burns.
As long as there is oxygen.
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JEssica PujoL DuraN
Translating Lisa Robertson: an interview

The following interview took place in February 2013, as I was translating Lisa
Robertson’s 7he Weather into Catalan. I first met Robertson in October 2012
in London, when she was a Visiting Fellow at Queen Mary University. I had
been reading her work with enthusiasm and began to translate 7he Weather,
but chatting with Lisa over coffee helped me to understand the extent of her
compositional polysemy in the book. We had an interesting and suggestive talk
and her thoughtful email responses to my further questions are something I
wanted to share.

JP:

While talking about your poetry with Carmelo Militano you asserted that “any
reading, any interpretation, adds its particular life or grain to the movement.”
You were referring to the sensual movement of language in a poem, which does
not determine a field of meaning but opens up a complexity of conceptual
and historical textual interpretation. Translating 7he Weather (2001) into
Catalan I might have contributed to that movement, although my reading/
writing has been probably tainted by contextual interpretation. Do you think
this contextual conveyance also adds to the movement of the poem?

LR:

I can't think of interpretation as a tainting but as a necessary and living
addition, which does add to the poem’s movement, yes. In a sense it initiates
the poem’s movement. The poem is nothing if it has no reader, no interpreter.
For me one of the pleasures, and reasons, for publishing a text has to do
with its exit from my own determination and intention, and its entry into
the fields of always unknowable agencies and intensities of others, of readers.
These agencies would include translation, or even the most fleeting reading,
appropriation, rebuttal. The subjectivity of a text becomes social subjectivity.



JP:

No matter how immersed one is in the culture of origin a ‘faithful’ translation
can always have ‘unfaithful’ transferences. To what extent is a translated poem
a ‘creator of experience’ in its readers rather than a ‘record’ or ‘copy’ of that
original text? Do we live in ‘the golden age of untranslatability’? Is that a good
thing?

LR:

I think that the fidelity of translation doesn’t necessarily have to do with
representation or mimesis. I'm interested in Henri Meschonnic’s insistence
on the meaningful vitality of rhythm as a motivator of translation. For
Meschonnic, rhythm doesnt mean measure, beat, it means the living
transmission of the historicity and subjectivity which speak language, which
speak across languages. I think texts are translatable, where we don’t view
translation as being a measurable transfer of signification, but as a living
distribution of semantic intensities.

JP:

In Nilling (2012), you wrote that “the codex acts out an inaccessibility,
the failure of transparency, and it figures this inaccessibility not only as
a generative aesthetics, but also as the motive agency of perception, where
perception disperses identity in a movement towards unknowing.” Does
this inaccessibility test the generative aesthetics of translating? Would a good
translator be the one who could transfer that dispersion?

LR:

I feel the need to reject the judgement “good”. Maybe a disobedient translation
could be more important than a good translation. The text is not a law to be
obeyed and transferred in its unchanged entirety. The text is a circulation of
intensities. In that sense, yes, the transfer of a dispersal would be an energetic
way of thinking about what translation enacts.
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JP:

Language, like weather, is geographically produced. Is the language of 7he
Weather related to living in the UK? To what extent was the writing affected
by the time you spent researching in Cambridge and your readings there?

LR:

The writing was entirely affected by my time in Cambridge. I had no
conception of this project until after I arrived there. I tend to refer to 7he
Weather as a site-specific project, in the sense that Robert Smithson’s work
was site-specific. The specificity of my own foreignness within English, and
Cambridge culture, and my access to the rare books collection, to social
conventions of conversation, as well as to specific conversations—with
Jeremy Prynne, with Drew Milne, with Geoff Gilbert, with Denise Riley,
with Keston Sutherland, with Andrea Brady and others—made it possible,
and desirable, to do this research.

JP:

You talk about “beds of chalk”, a distinguished trait in the geological formation
of this island. Do you think you soaked up the British ‘geographical weather’
in your poems?

LR:

I was soaked in texts. My site was the archive. Maybe the archive stood in for
the island. The beds of chalk are specifically those noted in William Cobbett’s
Rural Rides.

JP:

For Catalans the weather is ¢/ temps, which, literally, means ‘the time’. Time
like cirrus is in constant permutation. In the poem “Tuesday,” particularly, the
caesura establishes the rhythm: short lines that are dense and imaginative; was
your aim to capture ‘the time?



LR:

Time is always a problem in writing, in the positive sense of the term
problem. Language IS time. Language and weather have this in common.
A structural fixing of either can only be provisional, metaphoric. I think my
feeling was more towards composing time than capturing it. I was interested
by the scientific paradigm called ‘toy weathers’. In toy weathers a small-scale,
provisional model of temporality is set into motion, in order to observe
patterns of determination and indetermination or swerve.

JP:

“Our skies are inventions, durations, discoveries, quotas, forgeries, fine and
grand.” Space is paramount, the structure in which the weather moves. How
did you arrive at that structure?

LR:

I was reading the meteorologist Luke Howard’s descriptions of cloud
formations, as well as the painter John Constable’s written descriptions, on
the back of his oil sketches of skies. I noticed that the descriptions performed
real time enactments of the transitory time of skies. Writing was then (the
early 19th C) the only time-based representational medium. Description
took place in the real time of observation. The elliptic, prolix rhetoric of that
description became my stylistic model.

JP:

In Catalonia there is an obsession with the weather. On the news they spend
lots of time explaining the particular manifestation of today’s weather and
the scientific rationale behind it. We are weather-educated; to the extent that
words like atmospheric pressure, cumulonimbus clouds, and wind names, are
parts of everyday speech. Meteorology is a science that is known, perhaps one
of the few scientific specialisations that approach the everyday. Do you think
that your poetry wishes to approach the quotidian in a similar manner?
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LR:

That’s a good way to think of it. The sequestering of specialized languages
is an unreal flattening of the complexity of the quotidian. The everyday life
of language and communities is already maximally complex. Everything is
incipient there. That's where I want to be working, paying attention.

JP:
Following on from that question, is there an element of community in your
poetry that is associated with that process?

LR:

Definitely. Language is thoroughly communal, historical. Writing for me
is the work of discovering and inventing formal tactics that can frame or
annotate this communal nature, this collective subjectivity, in passing.

JP:

By translating your poems I feel I comment upon the weather with you,
though we could be looking at very different shades of that big cumulus.
Does translation necessitate intimacy? Can you comment on how you see
translation working in this direction?

LR:

I think that you are right—translation is a work of intimacy. The writer and
the translator are sharing a time experience. In other contexts this might
be called love. In this sense, translation is a completely necessary historical
process, a political work. Could we imagine translation as the opposite of war?



TRANSLATED INTO CATALAN BY JEssicA Pujor Duran

LisA ROBERTSON
from El temps

Diumenge

Aqui. Pels volts d’aqui. En aquesta terra. Les coercions son subtils. Potser
ennegrides i brillants, arrugades. Un cel marbrejat de fracassos. Una revisié
estampada. [ va arribar aqui a la una en punt. [ va arribar calat fins als ossos.
I en aquest indret també hi ha cases, aqui i alla. I sort, també, quan passa.
I aqui va experimentar els beneficis. I aqui es van repetir els vestigis. I aqui
va adquirir un coneixement genui. I aqui es va endinsar en allo salvatge. I
en aquest indret, també. I va arribar aqui a les dues en punt. Aqui, on sols
hi ha terra. Sobre un llit de guix. Aqui on cau l'aigua fresca. Hi ha grups
d’arbres majestuosos. Diccions del déficit. Potser enuig. Aqui va arribar
a una conclusié. S’ha fet tot aqui. Tots els sistemes s’han estripat o shan
pansit. La superficie és discontinua. A tot arreu inclinem el cap, dividint i
limitant. Va venir a treballar aqui, dividint i limitant. Va venir a esmorzar
aqui. Va venir a dormir aqui. Aqui un raig de llum, alld un raig de foscor.
Aqui i alla una casa. Aqui hi ha totes les causes. Potser una pell reversible.
Aqui hi ha granges i cases pairals i mines i boscos i boscanys i cases i carrers.

Aqui hi ha turons i fondalades. Aqui hi ha turons, fondalades, aigua, prats,
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boscos. De rengle en rengle, el revolt i la sort. Aqui hi ha nous recintes. El
guix i la sorra. Aqui n’hi ha dues. Aqui, de llengiies. Aqui sigues andnim.
Aqui s’ha produit malbaratament. Aqui hi ha hagut feina. Aqui tanquem el
dia. Aqui, al limit. Aqui hi ha una conca. Un canal. Una església. Aqui hi ha
una església. Aqui hi ha una marga enfonsada en el guix. Aqui hi ha un turé.
Aqui hi ha una casa. Aqui hi ha un sistema. Li brolla el temps per la boca.
El dissenyem en un obrir i tancar d’ulls. Aqui hi ha la seva desolacié. Per
aqui creua. Aqui, finalment, cau. Aqui obté plena satisfaccié. Aqui sobre les
restes que encara es poden veure. La primera. Potser aquesta mirada. Aqui,
esperant. Aqui va creuar. Aqui, a prop. S’abandonen algunes causes. Aqui,
llavors. Aqui eren un conjunt. Aqui n'eren dos o tres. Tan exquisidament
alternatives. Aqui hi haurd un intercanvi de causa i efecte. Aqui, com a
tot arreu. En aquest indret tranquil. Aqui, Pete. Delicades articulacions
de metacrilat. Girant i passant de llarg. Amunt, per aqui. Aqui va menjar.
Aqui va venir. Va arribar aqui passades les desviacions. Va arribar aqui a les
nou en punt. Va arribar per quedar-se. Potser estavem espantats. I llavors
va tornar. Aqui tota I'estona parlem des de la memoria. Quan passa. Des
d’un eix. Sense conclusivitat. Va parar aqui i alla. Esforcant-se. Aqui sha
mencionat. De fet, aqui no. Potser vam refutar teories. Es un bonic llit de
terra. Es per tot arreu. Es impossible no recordar. Era aqui. Cap a l'oest.
Cap a una zona letargica. Cap al precids fris de la classe lirica. Cap al fris
de lorganisme que esta per fer. Cap a la modernitat. Potser a 'ombra. Aqui

no hi ha grans coses. Aqui no se’ls tracta durament. La gent ha de ser felig.



S’hi viu tan bé aqui. Potser hi ha alguna decaiguda. Alguns gaudim de la
seva bellesa ordinaria i a voltes accidental. Brollen rierols aqui i alla. Les
corrents divideixen, limiten, fracturen i creen lligams o nivols. Encara hi ha
alguns indrets aqui i alld. Aqui estancats. Per aqui tots els llocs sén aixi. Aqui
la cosa no estd acabada. La cosa no es detindra. Alla passa com aqui que
corrents, divisions, limits, fractures, lligams, giren, passen de llarg i també
romanen. Lhora arriba al seu punt algid. All3, essent aqui, hi ha una especie
de fondalada. Aqui ha plogut. Potser de forma incisiva i amb esllavissades.
Aqui hi ha una llei, languida i laxa. Aquests s6n el tema de conversa. Aqui
han comencat a confiar-se. Passant de llarg i romanent i esperant. Ha sigut
una temporada trista per aquesta terra, tot i que hi ha hagut una luxdria
selectiva. Els arbres sén gairebé tan grans aqui. Dues branques es troben.
Molt poques vegades per aqui. Aqui, sobre un llit de guix. Va arribar cap a

les tres en punt. Datmosfera estava alterada. Quina cosa tan preciosa.

77



78

ALl DADGAR
Radiant States: Reflections on Solidarity

“Radiant States” centers around the arm raised in protest as perhaps the
most iconic image of solidarity. Searching online images, I started to focus
on this powerful, yet vulnerable gesture across different cities, including
Cairo, Oakland, Tehran, and Damascus, where protesters disseminated
their own footage. In isolating, extracting, and processing these upraised
arms, I want viewers of my work to feel in the pixelization of the image its
deterioration, its falling apart, its loss of color and density. This deterioration
is, for me, a radiancy.



Beijing, 2011

Berkeley, 2011
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Cairo, 2011

Gaza, 2011



New York, 2011

Oakland, 2011
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Oakland, 2011

San Francisco, 2011



Syria, 2011

L

Tehran, 2010
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Tehran, 2009

Berkeley, 2011



JuLEs BOYKOFF
Calling Tonya Harding

O Canada!
those cops
are so nice
to each other

hitherto mythical five-ring circus

Haymarket value
another guano economy

ranch-style homes always already
all luge-like and lovely
a glossary of twitches and blinks

O Canada!
Our home and native land.

Tell the truth, but
the illusion of exemption
metronomic regularity

a real triple-axle asshole
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“Those who believe
in capital punishment

should be shot.”
Jacques Rogge is a yachting champion
Stalin was from Georgia
That's why we call them “food lights”
Feeling kinda Teleprompted tonight
Walk the proud land, my friend.
Léquipe Olympique des Etats-Unis — that's when I got my first clue

We learned about
our heritage
industry sources
say We stand

on guard for thee.

Like trying to prove something that didn’t happen.

Dimitrios Vikelas was from Greece

(Baron) Pierre de Coubertin was from France

Henri de Baillet-Latour was from Belgium

J. Sigfrid Edstrém was from Sweden

Avery Brundage was from the United States

Michael Morris (aka Lord Killanin of Dublin and Spittal) was from Ireland
Juan Antonio Samaranch is from Spain

(Count) Jacques Rogge is from Belgium



Sabe lo que digo, amigo?
boom bust bwoy bwoy doing geometry
I asked my doctor to prescribe me a placebo.

O Tonya Harding!

silence more startling than noise

remember when
we called them
durable goods?

adversarial or symbiotic?
“You're either with us or you're with the Kerrigans.”
Get out the hammer! Sharpen up the sickle!
Festooned and perishable Crash coursing, veins on display
So, Harper can do it, but Harding can’e?

C'est un peu agacante, mais oui, mais ous.

Because

there are

all kinds

of laws

to choose from
you know
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TRANSLATED BY ALIREZA TAHERTI ARAGHI

ARASH ALLAHVERDI
Decay

I am turning into an onion, sweetie!

This is clear.

I am sorry

that my feet, my socks, my pants and my shoes are getting sucked into my bottom.

I am so sorry.

I liked those socks very much, especially those wool knee-high socks I
bought last year with Ati at Haft-e Tir Square

I’m sorry

time has no doubt come

for my hands and my face

I’'m proudly turning into a big fat onion

a fistful of beautiful concentric circles

A foul-smelling big fatty in whose foul smell there is divine wisdom dormant

this impending incident however

is definitely not a divine incident or event

this incident

is a ruling

a ruling issued against me by a judge at a Greater Tehran District court.

this ruling

is acceptable unquestionably

this ruling

is a game

a definite game

is definite

the message got down to us crystal clear

I accept



I am ready

because I have no more interest in my limbs

because I have no more interest in my head and face and mouth
because the sun will never shine on me again

just as the snow

just as the rain

just as the blizzard and hail

just as the spring.

it’s late

I'm in a hurry

vein to skin

listen up

today is the day of killing

today is Thursday whereas tomorrow is Thursday
ergo

today is Thursday evening

this is what my room’s desert tells me
this is what someone, a familiar voice from my room’s desert tells me
a little wind and sand is blowing
everywhere is full of lights and sparks
everywhere is bright and windy

sand

sand

sand all over my body sand

all my hair

all my eyelashes sand

I will never see you

make a sound

talk to me a little

talk to me more.

Why don’t you believe any of my words then?
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on the desert hills of the room someone talks to me every day

it was he who told me you are turning into an onion, son

and you are aware that an onion is a being and the essence of every being is
its soul and you will turn into an onion undoubtedly

I’'m sorry, son

I’m sorry

the voice didn’t last, left unseen
nothing’s left

“gracious God is left
immaculate God
beautiful God

God of speech

God of murmur

God of wrath”!

! (trans. note) from a speech by esteemed Iranian writer Houshang Golshiri, delivered at the dissident poet
Mohammad Mokhtari’s funeral.
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TRANSLATED BY ALIREZA TAHERTI ARAGHI
EDITED BY THADE CORREA

Shitkilling

come
come and do drugs

bring the drugs and do it
drink

drink the water

as if semen drink the water

drink and piss

piss on the office ceramic tiles
don’t tell your colleague you pissed
tell him this is orange juice

your colleague will cheer up

and say real friends share drinks
and there are consequences

but don’t worry

tell lies

sleep

take lorazepam and sleep in the office
think of hips in your sleep

think of the capacities of hips

ponder

ponder and flee

flee into streets and bazaars
climb onto the curb

stand there and sing

sing and say not
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say not I know not singing

speak

and eschew the fellowship of the ignoble and the envious maligner
and be never doleful

and rub my compound elixir of lobster dregs and yogurt
and ergot fungi liquids

on your skin

on your penis

on your hands and hips

so their harm won’t befall you

and thou shalt live

so you will harm not even an ant

rub

and bend over

shove your mouth into the ant’s ear

and utter to him

there are eight paradises

and seven skies and four gates

where art thou now O ant?

the ant crawled into the hole amazed and mysterious

the four angels rush towards you

towards you

to take hold of your four corners

if you don’t believe in paradise

and take you to your father-in-law

and then

you will vaguely see

you will see the same ant reclining next to your father-in-law

“son, if there is no paradise, why do you say there are eight paradises,” your

father-in-law will say laughing



you yourself know you have done drugs
you go and read Marx and Benjamin and Blanchot

you feel like it'll kill you to go to work again tomorrow

and your father-in-law doesn’t know you did drugs

you will finally die in the office

you know it yourself

and Bahram knows this too

Ensieh knows this

Feo know this

Ati knows this

And you understand these things

and you are afraid your jubilant king will never hear the story of your perishing

but God himself knows

you also know that God himself knows

and he knows that he himself knows

and he knows that the Lord brings thousands of likenesses
forth

and he himself knows that you

are not even one of these likenesses

and he himself knows that you

are only scum, only excrement

and you yourself know that in excrement
—and the excrement knows it itself—

there are a thousand secrets—swear to God—
not even one is in a thousand roses

and death to the nose

and death to the eye that just won’t believe

and death to your childhood

and death to your adolescence and youth
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he who has no babe must do school

he who has no money

must get accepted at a public university
must not take up drugs and chicks
must become a respectable person

he knows these things

and he who has money

is no shithead to do school

and be a clerk

and not have a non-cultured chick

and death to his nose

death to his eyes

death to his body

death to his penis

and such are the characteristics of the crowds

climb down from the curb

come and do drugs

come and sniff

and be warned that the nose is not just for dying
come and shit

and fix your eyes on your excrement

zoom in

gaze

and place your excrement on a gold platter
caress it

pick it up and put it on your head

imagine you are bringing me a dowry

imagine you are carrying yourself in your coffin
bring it

bring it so a thousand mysteries I will clarify for you



Tehran is hell

and this will be your fate
this neighborhood is hell
and this will be your fate

come and have sex
have sex

do drugs and have sex
get connected

accept
think
touch
rub

get warm
get wet
have sex

get squished

get shit

get composed

get compressed

this is my most prisoned poem

this is my most poisoned poem
this is my most presumed poem

you are entering my Iranian poem
you are violating my Iranian poem
and this is my own fault

I am born of a slit

I have slit myself from before myself
and I slit everything
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and every slit deserves a cock
deserves a cock

deserves a violation

deserves an entry

deserves an employer

and this

is my right

climb down from the curb hateful excrement
come let’s go do drugs

come

God’s guarding us

come

— translation previously published in the January, 2014 issue of Asymptote



Juan OrTtiZ-ArUY
Lost in Translation I (or Into Thin Air!)
Receipts. 34 in. diameter. 2011.

For this work, I walked into a local Bureau de Change, and exchanged the
cash I had at the moment $16.70, from Canadian dollars into 9 different
currencies one after another. The resulting balance after the transaction

was $1.03 CAN.
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JeN Horer
Catabolism, Or Translation as a Destructive Metabolism, Or
Your Exchange Value

We can take refugelin something other than the mind for image does/not
always follow content.
— Tsering Wangmo Dhompa, from “Catabolism”

Catabolism, according to various online dictionaries, is a metabolic process
in which complex molecules are broken down into simpler ones, resulting
in a release of energy. It is also called “destructive metabolism.” Energy is
released in order to be made available for alternate endeavors, molecules
reconstituted elsewhere, otherwise. Translation is catabolism: the parts of
a paragraph, a poem, a phrase, a word are broken down into smaller units,
releasing energy, the molecules reconstituted elsewise, otherwhere, the
energy available for alternate endeavors.

Something becomes something else.

Which is what I love as a reader—and what causes me consternation and
joy as a translator—in the work of Uruguayan poet Virginia Lucas, whose
work I am currently translating for near-future publication with Litmus
Press.

Something becomes something else that is the thing and is no longer the
thing: destructive metabolism.
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Domifo
Montevideo-Santiago de Chile, Abril

Un travesti nomino como gargola antigua, en pose pasa,
pasa de mi, NO.MI.No

Un hombre, llamo, nomino como quieta flor, comparo

y pasa ella.

La anciana me parte la mirada la curva de su espalda

las bolsas que lleva arrastra el cuerpo, carga, como el hombre
como travesti (que fue nifna)

y recuerda un beso recuerda, la cara de la abuela

sonrisa abierta en pararayo y piensa:

antes del nombre la nostalgia:

ella pasa, el travesti, el hombre de la nifia que fue

y todavia serd esto,

(si de la tradicién se nutrié y desistié) del cambio en ¢él, en ella
siguid la linea y fue llamado hijo (hoy lo nombran padre)
aunque sea el travesti

LA TRAVESTI NUNCA ESTUVO

me do mi né el articulo

juego antiguo exorcizando el miedo a nombrarla

(relémpago fugaz, la sonrisa)



Domifion
Montevideo-Santiago de Chile, April

I nominate a travesti as an ancient gargoyle, passes by posing,
passes me by, NO.MY.Nay(te)

A man, I name, I nominate like a tranquil flower, I compare
and she passes.

The old woman splits my gaze in two with the curve of her back
the bags she carries drag her body, cargo, like the man

like a travesti (who was a girl)

and remember a kiss remembers, the face of a grandmother
lightning-rod open smile and thinks:

before the name nostalgia:

she passes, the travesti, the man of the girl who was

and still will be this,

(if on tradition was nourished and desisted) on the change in him, in her
towed the line and was called son (now they name him father)
despite being travesti.

THE TRAVESTI NEVER EXISTED

do me nated me, the article

ancient game exorcizing fear as she is named

(fleeting lightning, the smile)
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Dominion, nomination, naming, passing. A body is not always everything we
are taught to expect, we learn in Tsering Wangmo Dhompa’s “Catabolism.”
Multiple and seemingly contradictory terms might be used to denominate—
to modify—a single body. Expectation is present; expectation is defied. The
body that defies expectation or the term that defies translation: these are
instructive and propulsive gifts. 'm reminded here of Troubling The Line:
Trans and Genderqueer Poetry and Poetics, co-edited by TC Tolbert and Tim
Trace Peterson, published in 2013 by Nightboat Books. I wrote a brief essay
after my first very excited reading of the anthology:

A Brief Essay Against Confinement and For Constraint, Or Against
Formulas and For Form, Or Against Blurbs and For Tioubling The Line

The blurb is an empty and formulaic confinement—I steer clear of
them. Most blurbs, it seems to me, do nothing more than soothe a
too-palpable yearning for legitimation from some more legitimate
source, some name to lend its oomph to a book whose autonomous
zing might be in question. I often think it would suffice to write
simply BLURB HERE (name)—serving the purpose the majority of
those overwrought sentences seek to satisfy: so-and-so was willing to
attach their name to such-and-such a text. The blurb is formula—/
heart this book—and as such it is too confining, too rigidly corseted by
convention to be of any use as a genuine creative-critical engagement
with the work in question.

Maybe it’s perfect that I was asked to write about a book I adore
boundlessly in a form I find overly constricting. Who better as
guides than these gorgeous and courageous and thoughtful writers
for traversing, extending, exploding, remapping, blurring, erasing
or disregarding altogether the many lines that demarcate, divide,
denominate and ultimately dull the immeasurable potential of our
existence?



When we need to transform formula into form, to reconfigure
confinement as constraint  (generative boundary-edges whose
friction instigates flares of dazzle and wonder), to trouble the most
troublesome lines—and in this all too difficult and all too brutal world,
we need nothing more urgently—we require, more than anything,
a new syntax, a different relationship to language so as to articulate
and inhabit a different world. Adventurous poetry and adventurous
genderqueerness have this in common: both invite us into a more
purposeful, more attentive, and more radical relationship to language.
We cannot take for granted that #his word can be used for #hat body;
we cannot take as a given that we share the same understanding of
even (or perhaps especially) the most familiar words.

If poetry is about queering language—and that is precisely what
poetry is about, where “queering” has nothing to do with our
sexual predilections and everything to do with a joyous refusal to
conform to convention’s expectations—then who better to welcome
as our models than writers whose articulated syntax and embodied
movements through the world are the very territories of their
revolution?

This collection is a manifesto. Take nothing for granted. Unhinge
assumptions. Question all categories. Refuse tidy answers. Be poetry:
in a world where everything is impossible, anything is possible.

And one more thing: I heart this book. Seriously.

I wouldn’t exactly claim translation as a genderqueer practice (though I
wouldn’t exactly not claim that either), but I do think that some of the useful
unsettlings of expectation that queer and genderqueer bodies and modes
of being represent—and particularly their ramifications for language—are
congruent with the ways that catabolic translation—especially of radically
queered and de-conventionalized language—can usefully unsettle.
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I am especially unsettled at the moment by the title of Virginia Lucas’s
book—and I'm taking suggestions if anyone’s read this far and cares to
make any (my work email is readily available via google search). The book in
Spanish is titled AME. RICA. Tix valor de cambio. Based on my own research
and on conversation with Virginia and with other native readers/speakers of
Spanish, here’s my current understanding of the title:

+ Evident to eye and ear: America (or some purposefully bastardized version
of that term).

+ AME: first-person past tense (preterite) of the verb amar, to love.

+ RICA: rich (as in moneyed), and also delicious (as in good food or good
love). “Rica” (as opposed to “rico”) is an adjective with a feminine referent
or is a noun meaning “rich woman.”

+ The period between “AME” and “RICA” denotes a separation between
the two ideas, or a resignification after “amé” while still allowing the word
“America” to resonate.

+ Tu valor de cambio most directly translates as “your exchange value”; one of
the primary impulses of the book is a radically estranged anti-capitalist poetics.

Virginia and I have been in a years-long (non-full-time) conversation about
this title. Part of her thinking about the title is this (in my translation):
“RICA, in addition to wealth, also refers to a young woman, that is, I loved
you young woman, I loved your value, your brashness, what was rich,
delicious, expensive for me...” Gender does matter, it’s feminine—rica,
not rico—and here to break the word with the period divides the unity
of the meaning into two parts, in order to fuse them. America is a broken
geopolitical unity in the vision of the texts in this book, in the way the
various parts are constructed, it’s the imaginary unity on which the work
centers, the real notion that is attacked by the text.



So far my working title is Ah/Me. RICH.Ab! Your Exchange Value but 'm not
yet convinced. I've performed the initial step of the catabolic translation—
the pulling apart of the various units of speech and signification in this
word/phrase. The energy has been released, but is spilling all over the page,
not yet gathered in a container that will queer the word “America” the way
Virginia queers the word “América.” I remain attached (perhaps overly) to
the ways Virginias title is able to expand exponentially in Spanish, and my
desire is to instigate such exponential expansion in English. But perhaps
English expands differently than Spanish—certainly it does—and perhaps
I need to trade my desire to repeat (to reproduce) for a desire to report (to
reverberate, to inform).

— an earlier version of this essay appeared as a post on the Harriet blog
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TRANSLATED BY JEN HOFER

VirGIniA Lucas
Analégico

e Pero en qué ciudad se pasea el San Antonio de Juan Burgos?

sAcaso San Jorge pueda salirse del cuadro de la abuela y matar al dragén?

:El dragén: protestante, celta o latinoamericano serd la tltima astilla de la
agonia de Saint-Jordi en el emplazamiento del Sacre Coeur?

;O el sol precioso de las nuevas camisetas de la celeste de la FIFA tenga
en sus rayitos dibujado un dragoncito? ;O las astillas?

e Cuando el arroyo Carrasco comenzé a quedar chiquito, la inundacién
dejé al irse en las paredes de las casitas rayitos de sol (e infecciones), y un
trajin descomunal entre las mujeres del asentamiento para empezar de
una vez a limpiar con jane, el brillo del impacto del agua en las paredes.

e La fuerza de San Jorge, estas mujeres, mi Patria, los PANES del dragén,
serdn un tango?
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Analogic

 But which city is it where Juan Burgos’s San Antonio is paraded around?
* Perhaps San Jorge might spring from a grandma’s painting and kill the dragon?'

¢ The dragon: Protestant, Celtic or Latin American, might be the last shard of
Saint-Jordi’s agony at the site of the Sacre Coeur?
Or the lovely sun of the sky blue (FIFA) team’s new shirts with their little
stripes, tracing a litdle dragon? Or its shards?

*  When Arroyo Carrasco (began to grow larger), the flood let loose as it rose to
the walls of the little houses, little stripes
of sun (and infections), and a colossal tumult among the women
wanting to clean with bleach starting right this second,
the gleam of the water’s impact against the walls.

*  The force of San Jorge, these women, my Homeland, the dragon’s PANES?
smight these be a tango?®

! Id asked Virginia, as I often ask, whether “la abuela” referred to “my grandmother” (the direct object is often used as possessive in Spanish, as in
“me duele la cabeza,” “T have a headache,” or “me fui a visitar a la abuela,” “I went to visit my grandmother”) or to “the grandmother” that is, any
grandmother—it’s sometimes impossible to tell from the context whether the direct object in Spanish is a direct object or a possessive in English. Virginia
responded that she was referencing a religious image that many grandmothers in the Rio de la Plata region have on their walls; she said “Its Christian
but is influenced by Afro-Brazilian religions. . .and was used for protection.” This particular image is on her grandfather’s wall, inherited from his mother.
(trans. note)

PANES: Plan de Asistencia Nacional a la Emergencia Social (National Assistance Plan for Social Emergencies) (trans. note)
3 I'wouldn't normally include a translator’s note as a footnote (or as part of an author’s footnote) but Virginia uses footnotes fairly extensively so
the mode seems open to me as well. These versions are working versions—i.e. mid-process, so I'll use the space of the footnotes to expose some

of the challenges of this work and my approach to those challenges. (trans. note)
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Bipolares

A.

En Tacuarembé mirdbamos a Montevideo con nostalgia.

En Montevideo, pensibamos en Tacuarembd, en las vacas, en los cerros,
en el mismo cordén de indecisién del crecimiento urbano,

algo como un tango, tarareamos, todavia.

B.

La materialidad gané la jugada: “- si, se me inundo la casa, pero la tele estd alta,
sobre una silla, sobre una mesa, seca, en una caja.”



Bipolarities

A.

In Tacuarembé we were looking nostalgically toward Montevideo.

In Montevideo, we were thinking about Tacuarembd, about the cows, the hills,
the same strand of indecision as with urban growth,

something, like a tango, we were humming.

B.

Materiality wins a play:
“yes, my house was flooded, but the TV is up high,
on a chair, on a table, in a box”
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Algo debe cambiar,
es la manana

Las luces azules como estrellas aplastadas en el pavimento de la Ciudad
Vieja. Domingo en la ciudad de Montevideo, casco antiguo por conocido.
Palmeras recién plantadas, jévenes, luces azules en el empedrado simulando
la cartografia de una ausencia... La sorpresa aguarda a la vuelta de la peatonal
Sarandi. En las vueltas de la peatonal Sarandi él me dice: -parece, parece
Europa... pero le faltan las bananas.

La noche frfa, y el pavimento. Marte repetido por el efecto rojo y azulado
de las fluorescencias nuevas, instaladas a ras de suelo. Camino en la manana,
la pista de aviacién acaba de desaparecer en células fotogénicas. Solo queda
entre los huecos del empedrado desalineado un recuerdo de lo sido; y es que
también acaban de senalizar las calles. Acaban de sefalizar las calles (repito).
No sé por dénde circular, pedir el émnibus, sentirme en esta ciudad,
ubicarme por esta ciudad... (ideas de la suizidada querida agitdndose):
palomas entre las plazas. Pero:

;como se articula la dimensién del capitalismo en la produccién de
subjetividades de la “calle” MVD?

Las acrilicas paradas de 6mnibus al pie de la Plaza Independencia. Repito,
;Plaza Independencia, qué subjetividades genera? ;Esto no sigue siendo
Europa? ;Esto no es Latinoamérica? El acrilico: dénde surge, quién lo
vende, quién lo hace.

Aunque el diagramado de la ciudad, la cuadricula ordenada por tramos, y
estas luces azules, nednicas que no puedo colocar en ningtin sitio con menos
de treinta afios, en ningtn sitio, en ningun sitio...;Quién sitia? ;QUIEN
sittia? Ki krés comprar? QUIEN no est4 en ningn sitio. In ventos.!

I PD. Afio 2013, desde el 2007 no hay mds paradas de acrilico en la Plaza Independencia.



Something needs to change
its morning

Blue lights like stars squashed on the asphalt of the Ciudad Vieja. Sunday in the
city of Montevideo, old quarter so familiar, it's ancient. Recently planted palms,
young folks, blue lights against the cobblestones simulating some cartography
of absence.... Surprise awaits just around the corner from Sarand{ walkway. In
the twists of Sarand{ walkway he tells me: “it seems, it seems like Europe. .. but
the bananas are missing...”

The cold night, and the asphalt. Mars repeating from the reddish bluish effect
of the new fluorescents, installed flush to the ground. I walk in the morning,
the airstrip just disappeared in photogenic cells. All thats left in the gaps in the
uneven cobblestones a memento of what has been; and its that also, they just
put streetlights on the streets. They just put streetlights on the streets (I repeat).
I dont know where to transit, to catch the bus, to feel myself in this city, to locate
myself through this city. .. (ideas of swisside my dear girl, fluttering): pigeons
among the plazas. But: how do we articulate the dimension of capitalism in the
production of MVD “street” subjectivities?

The acrylic bus stops at the foot of Plaza Independencia. I repeat,

Plaza Independencia—what subjectivities does it generate? Isnt this still
Europe? Isnt this Latin America? Acrylic: where does it come from, who sells
it, who makes it.

Though the layout of the city, the grid ordered in sections, and these blue lights,
neon lights I can’t locate, not in any site less than thirty years old, not in any
site, not in any site... Who sites? WHO situates? Whatcha wanna buy? WHO

is not in any site. In ventos.?

2 PS. from the Year 2013: since 2007 there are no more acrylic bus stops at Plaza Independencia.
PPS. ventos: money in Lunfardo. (trans. note)
PPPS. Lunfardo: street slang specific to Argentina and Uruguay (trans. note).



A Cooperd.ativi

La nostalgia y la ilusién, no hacen al cambio:

1
“yo vivi violencia en mi casa - dice yaque - y dije: no quiero eso para mi.
No entiendo a mi hermana”

2

“estoy con hemorragias hace ocho dias, pero no voy a ir a la policlinica — si
voy, me dejan ahi — y hay que seguir, cuando reviente arranco. Vas a ver
que son las pastillas, no me hacen bien, pero si las dejo viene el quinto.”

3

“toy esperando nomds. Como no tenia relaciones con aquel dejé de tomar las
pastillas. No haciamos nada de nada. Yo dormia con las tres mds chiquitas
y Milagros sviste que Milagros siempre necesita a alguien? Y ahora ya estd.
Yo no me lo saco, no soy como esas otras madres. Ta, fue un accidente y no
me lo saco. Es culpa mia, ademds me gusta, se me agrandan las tetas y como
como una vaca’

4

“yo tengo siete, siete varones. Los cuida mi madre cuando salgo. Tuve dos
nenas pero no las quise, son un problema, las regalé, y a éstos que son una
plaga ya les dije “Se portan bien o los largo por ahi”. Es que tengo alergia al
diu, no todos querian usar conddn, me daban mds plata.”




for Cooperd.ativd®

Nostalgia and Hopefulness Don’t Create Change:

1
“i lived through violence at home” Yaque says, “and i said: i don’t want
that for myself. I don't understand my sister”

2
“ive been hemorrbaging for a week but i won't go to the clinic—if i go,
theyll leave me there—and i have to keep on, when i lose my shit i start all

over. You'll see it’s the pills, they’re not good for me, but if I stop taking
them I’ll have a fifth.”

3

“m just waiting, thats all. Since i wasn’t having sex with the guy i stopped
taking the pills. We werent doing absolutely anything at all. I would sleep
with the three littlest ones and Milagros, you know how Milagros always
needs someone there? And now there it is. I'm not getting rid of it, I'm not
like those other mothers. Sure, it was an accident and I'm not getting rid
of it. Its my fault, and on top of that I like it, my tits get bigger and I eat
like a cow.”

“1n Spanish you'd never use two accents in a single word, so I asked Virginia what was up with the accents in
“cooperétivd.” She said it’s from “cooperd” de cooperar (to contribute or to cooperate) and “ativd” de activar
(to activate)—both conjugated in Southern Cone second person imperative. The mixture of the two verbs
is to suggest, Virginia says, “a mode of social organization: the social cooperative, which turned out to be a
very difficult strategy to implement once the PANES program began. The hope was that people living below
the poverty line and receiving government assistance to the tune of $100, more or less, might organize and
work together with others in the aforementioned model. The plans consisted of six month interventions. I
worked there with others for a year, setting up the project and then managing it for another year. I devoted
my time to reading and writing programs and supported, as best I could, 8 groups of 25 people each as a
counselor. This book is a product of that project and its impact.” (trans. note)
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4

“i have seven, seven boys. My mother takes care of them when i go out. [
had two girls but I didn’t want them, theyre a problem, I gave them away,
and those others, they're a plague, I already told them ‘behave yourselves or
L'l get rid of you.” Its that I'm allergic to the IUD, and not everyone wanted
to use a condom, they would give me more dough.”




SArA FLORIAN

“The Polyglot Pride of St. Martin”: an interview with Lasana
M. Sekou

Sara Florian: As far as I have noticed, there is a very peculiar linguistic
situation in St. Maarten. Would you like to comment about this as an
introductory remark?

Lasana M. Sekou: Not only do we have all of the languages of the Caribbean
spoken in St. Martin' by immigrants native to those languages, but an
arguably significant number of St. Martin people, native to the island’s
core culture, are also bilingual or multilingual, at least functionally so. I
say “functional” because there is the question of fluency. I think that the
multilingual aptitude, as a cultural feature of the St. Martin people, being
able to speak between two to five languages, is due in part to the post-
Emancipation period when many of our people emigrated throughout the
region, and to European metropoles and US cities, looking for work and
education. A number of our people, between the late 1800s and 1963,
regularly returned home, bringing new languages, fashion, and music from
the countries and territories where they had gone to work, live, and in some
instances had been born. Between 1963 and the early 1970s, a number of
St. Martiners returned home to retire, especially from Papiamentu-speaking
Aruba, and they became very much involved in the society. The wave of
immigrants arriving from throughout the Caribbean between the 1970s
and 1980s, looking for work in the newly booming tourism industry in St.
Martin, included descendants of St. Martiners (both parts of the island)
fluent in Spanish and Papiamentu and at times more fluent in Dutch and
French than some of their compatriots that they were meeting at home for
the first time. The language cross-fertilization is reinforced with English
as the mediating or even the median language, because in the work place,
living spaces, places of socialization, and business transactions people are in

115



116

a normative contact with each other and must communicate, even to the
degree that there are of late stress lines relative to that communication, not
only between both parts of the island but within each territory that divides
the nation. In St. Martin, English as we speak it has been used island-wide
since the 1700s as what I would call the “nation tongue.”

SE: So is English the official language in St. Martin?

LMS: English is the popular language, the lingua franca historically of the
St. Martin people. In the South, which is a colony of the Netherlands,
English is now an official language along with Dutch. That is a development
within the last five years, though as a language of instruction English has
been used in some of the schools since the 1980s. It is the language of
instruction at the University of St. Martin (USM), which was founded
in 1989 and is to date the island’s only native tertiary institution. In the
North, a colony of France, the official language and language of instruction
in the schools is French. Nowadays in the North, the schools in particular
and generally the official system are reinforcing the language issue and
pushing the use of French. Increasing numbers of children speak only or
predominantly French with their parents and each other. With regard to
the St. Martin nation as a whole this could be seen as a point of division,
because it ultimately harbors severe problems of communication for the
whole St. Martin people, between families and family friends, neighbors and
associates, natives and visitors. There are at least two important government
officials of the Collectivité Territoriale de Saint-Martin that have publically
suggested that the establishment could formally revisit the traditional place
of English in the North but there has been no real policy movement in this
direction.?

SE: The reinforcement of the use of French in the Northern part of the
island looks like a counter tendency against the evolution of the use of
languages throughout the Caribbean and in the world in general.



LMS: It is indeed. And to me it looks like and is experienced as a
reinforcement of colonialism. Notwithstanding the Collectivité as a
structural change for the French colony in St. Martin in 2007 and, in
the South, the constitutional adjustment of the Dutch “island territory”
to a more autonomous territory in 2010, St. Martin had been for the
longest while what you would call a neglected island by its colonizers. It
was not a trading, military or colonial sub-management center or post in
the Caribbean region for any of the European countries that controlled
the territory during the post-Columbian period. For example, in the post-
Emancipation period the colonial sub-centers in the Caribbean region to
which St. Martin was attached were Willemstad, Curacao, for the Dutch
part and Basseterre, Guadeloupe for the French part of the island. “There is
nothing there,” was what not only the colonialist rulers might have said, but
what was also uttered by some St. Martiners who migrated to the western
and southern Caribbean and beyond during the first half of the 1900s.

SE: It’s really interesting what you say about polyglossia and fluency in the
Caribbean and especially in St. Martin, and this seems to be indicative of
a post-Emancipation aptitude: the necessity to communicate in different
languages, but also the importance to combine languages and musical
rthythms. [But, something was “there.”] St. Martin became the salt island,
the island where the main crop was salt, and that is why you often use ‘salt’
as a major metaphor...

LMS: Yes. It should be natural for the salt metaphor to be present in the
literature of St. Martin. Salt was the main crop on the island during the
unholy slave period. After the 1848 Emancipation there were minor and
infrequent salt harvests well until the early 1960s. As metaphor and as
material salt has the experience of curing, preserving, healing. There is a
connection to life’s sweetness in some cultures. The Yoruba, I am told, have
a saying: “May your life be as sweet as salt.” It is also intrinsically connected
with the exploitation and human suffering of the enslaved ancestors that
toiled away in the salt ponds of St. Martin. St. Martiners created and chanted
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work songs and topical guimbé songs as we labored in the salt pans.’ Blood,
sweat and tears were literally shed in the ponds. News and secrets were
shared in the wide salted body of water; petite marronage and other escapes
and acts of sabotage were planned. Parents and children sold to different
plantations on- and off-island would meet in this grueling place of forced
labor after long forced separations. Social relationships, in spite of the hard
labor, were forged in the Great Salt Pond, sweet social relationships. Because
of its size, even while salt was being picked in the other salt ponds, the
Great Salt Pond demanded most of the enslaved labor from the island. At
times, during peak periods of salt reaping bonded labor from surrounding
islands were shipped in. To the extent that the enslaved men, women and
children were herded off the plantations from both parts of the island to
“pick salt” in the salt pans during the salt reaping season for some 200 years,
the Great Salt Pond became the cradle of the St. Martin nation. 7he Salt
Reaper poems “salt reaping I” and “salt reaping II” are about this double
and layered relationship of salt in the history and culture of the St. Martin
people and as a recurring expression of the psyche, even if latently so, at
the core of the nation. Both poems are sorts of aesthetic extractions from a
conversation, a “relate,” with a rather beautiful woman from Sucker Garden
[a district of St. Martin] who worked in the Great Salt Pond as a very young
child during the first half of the last century.

SE: 'm thinking of the other islands—]Jamaica, Trinidad, Barbados, Cuba—
where they basically had plantations of sugar cane, so this metaphor of the
sugar and the salt could be a very interesting one. And this ambivalent
relationship could be, in my opinion, translated also to the language, I mean
between standard languages and Creoles. I cannot speak as a linguist, but I
think that some definitions could connect separate languages, and especially
in the Caribbean whose poets keep using metaphors and interweave
languages: there is a kind of unified conception of the languages used in
the different territories. Brathwaite spoke of “nation language,” that’s what
poets use to reproduce the language of the people, the language closer to
the natural spoken word.



LMS: Indeed, you speak like Brathwaite, he would be proud to hear you.
[laughs]

SE: Well, thank you. [laugh] I guess you also employ “nation language” in
your poetry.

LMS: I use the term “nation tongue,” but it is the same concept. In addition
to the layered identification with or deconstruction of the European
languages spoken in the region, there is too a sweet fluency to the languages
that we created in the Caribbean from the disparate and Calibanic tongues.
For example, when you hear someone speaking Papiamentu or Haitian it is
just a sweet sound, the way it rolls off the tongue, fluent, fluid...

SE: T would like to slightly shift back to the subject of your own poetry.
Apart from the subject and metaphor of salt in your work, you also speak
of political issues.

LMS: Indeed. The subjects of politics, history and race are consistently and
variedly discussed in all of the literatures of the Caribbean. Salt is linked
to culture and history in St. Martin in a unique or specific way as we
discussed previously. History is both our bane and the bountiful reservoir
of our victories. The political issues I tend to prefer to work with or work
out in the poetry tend toward liberation politics, national and human
liberation processes in the Caribbean: from slavery, racism, colonialism,
neocolonialism to the continuing processes in the region’s countries to
realize full sovereignty and in the still colonized territories like St. Martin
to become independent. When I use political terms and discuss certain
political ideas in poetry it is not always related to colonialism. Our nation
is one of the last remaining colonies in the region, a physical remnant of a
history of horror. Our island of 37 square miles is held captive by Dutch
and French colonialism through structures and processes based in part on
what Edward Said calls “structures of attitude and reference” and what
George Lamming terms a “terror of the mind.” Such a terror it is that there
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are many among us who believe that St. Martin is not a colony but in the
South, an “equal partner in the Dutch kingdom,” and in the North “est /a
France.” For a colonized people, once enslaved by their colonizers, this is
delusional thinking on a grand scale.

SE: Does political terminology have much importance in your poetic
production? How do you cope with all these different languages?

LMS: The historical and contemporary political realities in the Caribbean
are very important to the poetic language that I work with; words and terms
are drawn freely from the region’s languages as symbolic of ideals, practices,
and manifestation of Caribbean unity—and also as literary devices and
elements of exploration of a St. Martin aesthetics. Politics, language, history,
religion, and the geographic landscape are just a few of the elements I work
with to construct a poetry that would hopefully have meaning in the lives
of people. In a five-minute communication event, two people in St. Martin
can go through up to five languages, seamlessly. As previously noted, this
is more of a functional reality than a matter of fluency, but it is certainly
a feature of sophistication of the St. Martin people’s culture. However,
relative the stress signs alluded to earlier, this language culture is not yet
an official reality, our politicians and educators are not great advocates of
the language culture as it is felt, as it should be owned, even as a natural
resource. Arguably the polyglot pride of St. Martin is embattled; there are
public, vocal stress signs like never before since the beginning of modern St.
Martin. The nation tongue is historically English for both parts of the island,
and it has been serving as the median language of unity, communication
and business for the people of St. Martin for most of the Survivalist Period
(1648-1848), for the Traditional Period (1848-1963) and in the Modern
Period (1963-). Mind you, this is not to advocate or favor one European or
colonial language over another, but the claim of an English derived from the
historical and cultural experiences at the very core of the St. Martin identity.
This nation tongue or nation language has been historically imparted to
folks who have immigrated and contributed to and become part of the



St. Martin nation, even as it is evolving. While the language allegiances of
the territorial governments are to Dutch in the South and French in the
North, most of the island’s media and commerce are conducted in English.
The nation’s seminal literature is in English but the colonial languages are
the languages of instruction in most of the island’s schools. The schools
in the South with English as the language of instruction have increased
significantly since the 1980s, with telling successes. The French educational
system has been over a corresponding period, reinforcing French and
all things of France in the schools in the North. It should be noted too
that as of the late 1980s, boosted by défiscalisation, there started what has
become a significant settlement of French metropolitans in the North. With
that development have also come related charges about racism, language
complexes about who is really speaking French, identity issues about who
belong in the French territory, economic disparities and displacement
between Black St. Martiners and the white metropolitan French, and of late
what is for St. Martin an unprecedented tension between gendarmes and the
youth. All of these, let’s call them elements, have been working their way
into my poetic production and projection, from Born Here (1986) to 37
Poems (2005). The linguistic challenges have been best articulated to date in
Dr. Rhoda Arrindell’s book, Language, Culture, and Identity in St. Martin
(2014).

—This is an updated version of an interview previously published in

SX Small Axe—a Caribbean platform of criticism.

1 Sekou uses the traditional or what he calls the nationalist spelling of St. Martin to refer to the entire island,
instead of the Dutch spelling of St. Maarten for the Dutch part in the South and the French spelling of
Saint-Martin for the French part in the North.

2 The Collectivity of St. Martin came into being on 15 July 2007 and encompasses the northern part of the
island, which is a French Overseas Collectivity, Collectivité d’Outre-Mer. The St. Maarten Territory, with
increased autonomy for the southern part of the island, which is a Dutch territory, came into being on 10
October 2010.

3 Topical St. Martin song, sung in a fast-paced singsong without musical accompaniment (sung up to
mid-20th c.).
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Lasana M. SEkou

RECONOCIDO_en_QUISQUEYA
(of the Dominican Republic 2013 law against its Black citizens,
or how to plan for mass murder)

A genocide poem in the making

for ‘the people of the book,’

hauled from the Roman Ghetto on Shabbat

might have looked like a question too)

marked 70 years ago is not so far off

from what tomorrow might bring today

for the scattered&descended people from ‘the high place.’
go ahead. i can wait.

on the heated scunt of General Sun’s path i can wait.
like a boil anywhere on a barefooted restavek child

i can wait.

wait till Belaguer’s Bani black beast question

finds its final solution to ‘Mami, ;qué quiere el negro?’
but some part of you it is bound to

ask on any given day, at any frightful moment

just when you ketch yoself

wringing a doubt in the blink of an eye

wishing to deny this is happening

in dese caribbees ah we’z to 200,000, y mas, people
you can, at least imagine, that you know.

Y

“Imagina que el pais donde naciste un dia te dice que
ya no perteneces a él.

1e quita tus documentos de identidad por tu color de piel,
tus apellidos o la nacionalidad de tus padres.”

ak



mi yo yo pral moute.

and

you can imagine,

even if you don’t understand all of this and that,

well, oui, ‘the good people everywhere will rise up’

to stop this! (to head off

the COUNT OF HORROR waiting below)

to at least suffer the little children not

to ask, what could TODAY IN CARIBBEAN HISTORY be,
HOY EN LA REPUBLICA DOMINICANA,

What must it be for Black born citizens?

UNO.To be

made stateless by the law of the land.

DOS.Again

the concentration camps;

army-ordered round-up operation and deportation.
TRES.It is on

to the bloody murder by soldier gun and militia machete
when the resistance mounts.
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Poem for the dead

for kamau brathwaite

set.sail.sorrow

below.the coffle ark limbos

falls out to sea, fearing nothing

from our portal of benin bight, blight

in its blood wake, it’s a mariner’s harp, a howwwwwwwwwwwwwwl-
ing

along the waves, weaving a bleaching horror

a hymnnnnnnnnnnnn, embalming the captives

below.seasoning them for where in the hell ...
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CHARLENE TAN
Burnt Ube

Burnt Ube is a twist on Georges Brecht's Water Yam (1963), which is
comprised of fluxus action-scores that range from actions to instructions.
Ube (another word for water yam) is a Filipino staple, violet in color, often
used as a main ingredient in desserts and pastry. Ube is a Filipino version
of apple pie, so these flux-scores are designed to celebrate and (re)discover
the real Water Yam.
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WORD EVENT

* UBE
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THREE UBE EVENTS

* smell
e touch

R eat

Spring, 2011
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* REALIZATION

* ube as food.

~ CREATION ACTIVITY
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SIX UBE FORMS
flour cake

flan

ADMIRATION ACTION

* Observe color of ube

= Acknowledge ube flavor

129



130

TRANSLATED BY LINDA RUuGa

IpA BORJEL
European waistlines

“We want to say the following, in order to clarify who we are:
Sometimes existence itself can feel like a newcomer. Existence can
sometimes offer a certain cringing pleasure and beauty. Birdsong,
bottles of wine, and the opposite sex in nature are such great gifts
that they can be comprehended as newcomers. As a sheer gift there
are friendships with big shots and wives of big shots and scholarships.
Then nature is good. From all this altogether we demand, we request,
to become newcomers.”

— Erik Beckman, 7he Newcomers



A story to grip

I am the strong, well-composed Austrian brain. My thoughts are settled and
collected on a regular basis. All surfaces have been monitored again today.
Head and thoughts are in place; face and mind are set. The Austrian family
is clean, sharply fused together. Will the Danes moisten their faces before
dinner? Can the Belgian hand ever become truly clean? Austrian hands are
completely clean and precise all over the dinner table. The Austrian mind is
strong and clean with no squeamishness about it. The Austrian mind is firm
and steady when the bell rings for breakfast, lunch, and walks. The Austrian
air is pure, healthy and composed. British air is foggy, Danish moist, Iralian
sticky with the press of sweat and smutty insinuation. Austrian secrets
are kept. One Austrian mind can always trust another. Austrian sons are
clean, silent, and good to hunt with. Young Austrian boys have faces with
defined features and no blemishes. I am the Austrian stablekeeper and I
have everything in place. The Austrian stableboy comes and goes. He is a
well-informed sturdy young man who does not shrink from heavier loads. I
grease the saddles, the reins, and the halter. I put the bridle in the animal's
mouth. The Austrian horse stands ready, vigorous, poised to set out for the
forest, over fields, charging away from it all in quest of the shy and evasive
prey. Italian people are family-oriented spendthrifts. When French people
visit forests they do not know how to hunt any boar. Irish people hunt
themselves. Austrians have the ability and the presence of mind to keep an
eye on it all. In Austria there is no need for any polished mirrors to confirm
that the Austrian face is strongly held together and never will come loose
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A story with a trick

Danish people are round friendly thirsty people who have nothing against
any dogs. Danish dogs are round friendly creatures with little spots on them.
The Danish dog always has a trick to perform in a bar. I am the Danish
pubkeeper and my house is your house. Spanish dogs are lazy creatures
that get too much sun. Swedish dogs are slim, brushed, and fussed-over
creatures with long complicated pedigrees. Swedish dogowners are always
talking about comparisons of their dogs® pedigrees and the condition of the
fur. The German dog does not have a trick to perform in the bar. Danish
dogowners are warm thirsty people who share thoughts and drinking in the
bar. The Austrians would not share a thought with their four-legged friends.
The Danish dog does not need a leash. Danish dogs follow their owners
as an owner follows a dog to a bar. Swedish bars are disinfected powdered
places with stooly chairs and watery American music. The Danish pub is a
cosy dark place with funny stickers and posters. My Danish woman comes
in. She is a warm bright colourful being with good strong laughter. The
Austrian woman the Portuguese woman and the Finnish woman do not
have a laugh worth mentioning. The Danish woman comes bright and
colourful to my bar. Her laughter is strong, good, healthy. The Danish
woman turns up with a fine thirst to deal with. The little round Danish dog
performs its trick for her at the table in my bar. The Danish woman laughs
and raises her glass to all that see her and hear



A story with flesh and emotion

All is body and sun. Spanish people gather at the marketplace in the evening
to meet. Spanish people are full of warm pounding blood and strong
connected emotions. Italian people are short-lived. Italian people stay strong
for a couple of hours but will not last the entire feast. Spaniards last as long
as it takes. Finnish people last without a comment. They last but are not
worth talking to and feeling. They sit silent and do not move to anything
but the Finnish tango. The Spanish move and dance with everyone. The
Spanish move is the origin of motions. The Spanish body is the one that
dances. The Spanish sun is the sun above the laughter. The Spanish heart
is the heart always pounding and the Spanish hate along with the Spanish
love is our Spanish reality. We dance everything together I dance in orbit
beneath the sun. French people put up an act the Greeks are acting. The
Spanish meal is a complete meal, the Spanish siesta is good heavy sleep.
The Spanish woman wakes up to dance some flamenco. The Spanish man
wakes up to pick the calf among the calves to kill. Blood from the Spanish
meat dries up in the Spanish sun. The Spanish sun dries up everything
that was and does not leave anything wet for tomorrow. The British sun
leaves everything soaked. British people are resentful anaemic people with
umbrellas. Spanish people meet up in the evening with warm tanned skin
to heat. The Spaniard stays up late and does not give in. All is body and sun.
All is heart and sun and blood
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A story of cold and heat

Juha comes to see me. It is the morning after, in the fresh raw frosty Finnish
air that always holds the body together. Finnish people will not bend to
anything. Finnish people are kind-hearted imposing white-haired people
with a fine sense of humour to cope with the climate. Juha drinks a little
from the bottle to strengthen his blood. He needs it to keep warm and
upright. We drive through the green infinity of the Finnish woods. Always
good to hide in always good for berry picking and construction. We built
the Finnish sauna and maybe we drank something strong. Name the ones
standing. No Dutch person would remain standing. No British would keep
standing in the Finnish delta with their kind of blood. Look at the Spaniards
swaying, the Danish slidings the Greeks to and fro. I am the Finnish woman
and I stand straight-backed with pleasure outside the Finnish sauna. Aino
passes by. She expresses herself well in a closed form, keeping her eyes to
the side. Yes we know contrasts, yes we know what cold is and we know
heat. The contrasts urge blood through the aorta and keep us alive. Once I
was in Portugal on a vacation. There were no contrasts worth mentioning.
I remember Portugal as if it were raining although it was sunny. In Finland
the weather never causes any hesitation. We are the Finnish survivors. Who
else has anything to mention about survival? The Finnish nature is icy
snowy and covered with tall Finnish spruces that go on for now and ever.
And somewhere between the trees stands the Finnish sauna by a lake. I step
in to sit, maybe drink, and notice how blood twitches with life in the body



A story that passes

All of my sisters my mother and the mothers of my mothers wear short
skirts and tiny lace bras. In France everything is smell and language.
We do not express ourselves much with words that contain a k. Swedes
and Germans incessantly utter words containing k. They are dull boring
obeying repressed people with no interesting smell about them. We don’t
really concern ourselves with h either. The British keep on pronouncing,
and the Danes. The Germans start talking with the intention of getting it
said. French people speak with strongly lined fascinating mouths in motion.
The lips of the French speaker spin a thread to the other’s mouth and pull
it closer like a kitten. We invented the kiss and made something more out
of conversation. Jean-Jacques comes to the café after his lesson. We stay
to talk and then. We talk to continue the movement of mouths. Finnish
people talk to return to silence. The Austrians speak in order not to commit
any wrongs. Swedes talk to agree. The British write to give clues to a riddle.
Luxembourgians would rather not write. Everything is there, in the nuances
of the face opposite — a thinly drawn line between incident and lull. Jean-
Pierre comes by. French people never cease to happen. French people dare
to take themselves seriously, Jean-Jacques does not sweep over the room
with a grin. Jean-Pierre draws his words in a bow, I take a few steps into it
leaving the subordinate clauses hanging leaving the verbal forms hanging
and the punctuation marks in the palate over the kiss
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A story with a breeze

The lads come by with their flutes. We take off across the moor. Sheep move
about like soft clouds in the valley. The Irish sheep is a good fine thick-
woolled sheep with a good sound in its throat. I swiftly send my sheepdog
to keep the sheep together. The Irish girl jumps up and down playing with
a ribbon in her hand. The Irish girl is a smile and life in itself. Good strong
winds sweep through the surroundings. We gather around salted sheep-
meat with good chewing-resistance to eat together. A strong warm feeling
comes from the sense of the Irish woman. The German woman does not
have any sensuality in her. The Frenchwoman has no sense at all. The Dutch
woman has altogether too much in mind. Irish people are all in all good
waterproof people who would not sell Ireland for anything. I walk over the
moor and maybe I bring my flute. Judgments fall the decisions fall. Even
the Irish sheep must be political. An evenly strong questioning wind reaches
us from the open sea. Then comes the flute and singing. Irish flutes are
wilful vircuous instruments with many ideas and games in them. Austrian
flutes harbour no winds. French flute-players just suck on the flute, the
Swedes break it into pieces. Portuguese people do not play today, they play
tomorrow. The Irish flute knows what it takes to get there and to stay. And
as the Irish woman starts to sing the wind does not weaken no the Irish
people stand proud for everyone with or without a flute to belong together



A story al dente

I bring power and trinkets for my mother. I walk where my brothers can
spot me. In the evening I collect my sisters and put them in the house.
Italian sisters are big-mouthed sisters who need to be collected. French
sisters are sharp-mouthed and are not collected. They are obstinate self-
focused people on high heels. The British sister refuses to be collected, she
collects herself and stays indoors. Full-blooded black-haired Italian sisters
with expressive eyebrows always have something to say. The Swedish sister
cannot think of anything to say. She giggles and smiles and lingers in the
setting sun. Danish sisters have little needles with them to make me keep my
distance. Portuguese sisters are too sleepy to pay attention to any collector.
Italian sisters sit up straight on chairs and drink good strong sweetened
black Italian coffee straight down. The coffee-habits of others are not worth
mentioning. The Swedish people drink coffee but they only drink a lot.
The Italian coffee is strong rich and the thing to start the day with. I am
big enough to take care of my sisters. I am big; I can take care of them and
make sure that they are well. I carefully collect them and bring them to
laughter. They let themselves be collected and there is nothing frightening
about the sisters then. I collect the sisters. I show my mother I can. She is
so gorgeous, she is the ocean and the mountains and the earth as well. She
stirs heavy casseroles with a ladle. I collect my Italian sisters with a power to
be witnessed. We gather around the table. All members of the Italian family
know how to eat and to sit with substance and presence. That is when the
Italian mother puts out her pots
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A story without fuss

The Luxembourgian borders are easy to survey. We live inside and behind
them. Luxembourgians are clean precise people. Luxembourgians have
ironed clothes made with seams that will not give way. Luxembourgian
people are people without ugly faces names and numbers. Austrian people
are not unsoiled enough to wipe away their tracks or features. Austrian
people smear themselves in the forest with blood from the flesh of the boar.
Luxembourgian people are wealthy educated people with no fuss about them.
All the countries altogether keep on fussing outside the Luxembourgian
borders. All Luxembourgian homes are clean vacuum-cleaned surfaces to
stand on. Greek people walk barefoot on the kitchen floor over the bathroom
floor and out in the hall. Luxembourgian men do not walk in any mud and
never ever show any filth under their fingernails. Luxembourgian babies are
clean white silent. And then we won the Eurovision song contest. I am the
nameless faceless numberless Luxembourger. I sit down at the kitchen table
after work with a glass of wine in my hand. The sky expressionless: mute.
On the other side of the street in the opposite house a man is sitting. He is
probably about my age and looks pretty much like me. We avoid looking at
each other. The first thing I check as I sit down after work is whether he sits
in front of me or not and I know he does the same. Cars pass by. Sometimes
I get up almost straight away, most often I sit a quarter of an hour. The sky
immovable, stiff. Quite quiet. Like a lid over thoughts. At times it shall
happen that we remain seated for hours, both of us



A story

Everything has a function to connect together. You may not always manage
but you have to try and do what you can to make people and things
function. I am the Swedish farmer and my tasks do not leave a2 moment to
spare from morning until dusk. The Swedish woman is beautiful with soft
blond hair on her body like the cornfields. She has blue eyes that make one
see if she is lying and she knows it. Most things go on in their usual way. My
Swedish woman puts the dinner on the table and at my side a beer is placed.
We do not use spice and we do not say much. The Italians the Spanish use
too much spice; it is not good for the blood. A spice too strong makes blood
rush to the head and that is not a good thing to get involved with. One has
to tend one’s lot in life and not become a load and a burden. I work the soil,
I bend it and turn clods, herd cattle and tell my wife that if she wants to she
is free to work naked in the flowerbed. The space surrounds us. The silence.
One has to try to take care of oneself and not surrender. But sometimes I
feel the weariness of the ground under my feet and the seed does not take
root in the mould. Then it may happen that I go to the cows at night. I walk
between their deep breaths. I let the calves suck the salt off my hands. And
then I can see whether something has become of what I have done on earth
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Huco Garcia MANRIQUEZ

repeat for sense is noise in knowing
fabled minor noises in branches
sycamore braches

like antlers of a mind
morning doves in the commonality of history

like accretion in poems

grieving the health of the West
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for translation : no muse

especially where apparition means property

: in translation a collectivity

takes place in shadowboxing

fixed in time but not fixed in reception

fixed in time but not fixed in reception
ivy follows the protocols of representation
strictly covering all sticky realms of phenomena
a given homeland for the space of trauma

against the fixity of stars
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in your dream Eros was a concept
a recursive sea
with birds portrayed all over
long half-life forms
a descent from discontinuity

echoic birds & so with predications:

species  spectrum



ANA TERESA FERNANDEZ
Borrando La Frontera / Erasing the Border

San Diego/Tijuana, 2012
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TRANSLATED BY THE NEW ORDER OF ST. AGATHA

MiYO VESTRINI
XII (from Next Winter)

for Luis Camilo

I get up
I do not get up
[ hate
I fuck
I hit a motorcyclist with malice aforethought
I surrender to the Oedipus complex
I wander
I carefully study the differences between dysrhythmia-
psychosis - schizophrenia - neurosis - depression - syndrome - panic
and I'm horny
left alone in the house when everyone is asleep
I buy a magazine that costs six U.S. dollars
they steal my best friend’s wallet
they grab me
I push him
I murder him
I remember the umbrella of Amsterdam
and the rain
And the angry gesture
I dedicate myself to drinking to prevent heart attacks
I chew the food fifty times
and I’'m bored
and I’'m bored
losing weight
gaining weight
losing weight
148



I give in

I’'m not giving in

I sit still and cry

someone takes me in his arms

and tells me “be calm I’'m still here”

I stop crying

I hear the wind that blows near the sea, only near

[the sea

I accept that flying cockroaches exist

I find that all my friends treated by psychoanalysts
[have become totally sad totally silly

I read I Ching and predict I'll have a long life

Life of shit, I say

I join the bandwagon

I throw myself under the bandwagon

I understand for a single trip how much gas is in the tank

they tell me to turn off the light

I turn it off

they ask me, “Is this all right?”

I get crazy

I plead for peace

they fuck with me

I fall asleep up against the bar

I hear the voice of Spanish whenever I shit on god

a guy cries beside me again

they hit me

they hit me hard

there’s a full moon

I race down the mountain road

plunder the account

Don’t leave me

My chest hurts,

the day is done,

the red win

rien ne va plus
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Beatriz

With or without a dick,

there are things that cannot be done
when you start to sweat

or when the prostate hurts.

So Beatriz killed herself

at the age of fifty three.

She did not participate in the grotesque ceremony
of decadent eulogies.

She covered all the mirrors

and put satin sheets on the bed.

She was supposed to die there

neat and fragrant

ignoring the rat who bit her breath away
But she preferred the sofa

where she had fucked the night before
with a professional party boy

rented for the occasion.

She left a list

of mistakes and successes.

Writing is not important, she wrote,
and signed her name in small print,
believi