


Translation, an Art

Cada texto es unico y, simultaneamente, es la tra-
duccién de otro texto. Ninglin texto es enteramente
original porque el lenguaje mismo, en su esencia, es
ya una traduccion: primero, del mundo no verbal y,
después, porque cada signo y cada frase es la tra-
duccion de otro signo y de otra frase. Pero ese ra-
zonamiento puede invertirse sin perder validez: todos
los textos son originales, porque cada traduccion es
distinta. Cada traduccion es, hasta cierto punto, una
invencién y asi constituye un texto unico.

— Octavio Paz

Each text is unique, and simultaneously it is the
translation of another text. No text is entirely
original because the same language, in its essence,
is already a translation: first, of the non-ver-
bal world and then, because each sign and each
phrase is the translation of another sign and an-
other phrase. But that reasoning can be reversed
without losing validity: all texts are originals be-
cause each translation is distinct. Each translation
is, to a certain extent, an invention and thus con-
stitutes a single text.
— Sophie Gregory, trans.
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A NoTte FRoM THE EDITORS:

Bard College’s Sui Generis features original translations by students from all
different backgrounds who are involved in the language programs on campus.
Throughout the year, our editorial board strives to spread the word about the
art of translation so as to maintain representation for each sector of Bard’s
linguistic department. For our readers who are unaware of our mission as a
magazine, Sui Generis aims to present translation as the practice which brings
us closer to another linguistic world by creating a mediated space of empathy,
compassion, and mutual understanding.

In a time where the political sphere feels more polarized than ever, the
work of translation stands as a powerful tool for entering into the perspective
of the ‘other’ through language. Sui Generis is an annual Bard publication that
features news in translation as well, and this year we were honored to expe-
rience the performance of Kid Quixote by The Still Waters Project. Members
of the board attend events regarding translation in order record how current
events shape the way we think about linguistic adaptations as artful creations.
For our 2020 publication, we collaborated with the Immigrant Voices Orga-
nization as they provided us with original Spanish texts centered also around
themes of major current events. The practice of translation succeeds when the
rendered work captures the same energy and spirit of a work while carrying the
body of text over to another language.

With the privilege of serving as an editor for the journal also comes the
responsibility of expressing deep gratitude for all those who helped realize this
year’s edition. We'd like to thank the language tutors, student editors, and
faculty members whose language skills were indispensable to our editing pro-
cess. We give much thanks and appreciation to our faculty advisor, Patricia
Lopez-Gay, for her guidance and her care in keeping the publication on track.

As Alberto Manguel writes, “El lector ideal es un traductor. Es capaz de
desmenuzar un texto, retirarle la piel, cortarlo hasta la médula, seguir cada
arteria y cada vena y luego poner en pie a un nuevo ser viviente.” This is to say
that “The ideal reader is a translator. They are able to crumple a text, remove
the skin, cut up to the marrow, follow each artery and each vein and later put
the new living being on its feet” (as translated by Sophie Gregory).

So in other words...

Dear readers,

Wehopethatyoudelveinto this magazine withan openawarenessandasenti-
mentofrespectforthe ‘other’ asyou encounter these bodies of worksfromacross
the world, translated by the bright-minded students of Annandale-on-Hudson.
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CuLTuRrRAL EVENT: KiD QUIXOTE

SOPHIE GREGORY

This past February, Bard College had the pleasure of hosting a performance
group from Still Waters of New York City. Directed by Steven Sherman, the
Still Waters Project is composed entirely of children ranging from ages 7 to
I5 who all possess one thing in common: they are the sons and daughters
of Spanish-speaking immigrants who have relocated to the United States. The
piece presented Bard College with an imaginative rendition of El Ingenioso Don
Quixote de La Mancha, originally written by Miguel de Cervantes, upon which
they bestowed the title Kid Quixote. This powerful performance piece, mixed
with both dialogue and song, balances itself thoughtfully between the pain and
joy that stems from Cervantes work but displays a different experience, vicari-
ously through the lives of immigrants’ children. The actors in Kid Quixote unveil
the intensity of life experienced by immigrant communities and the effect on
children growing up as well as the pure and heartfelt desire to play, laugh, and
imagine the world away from the struggles of being an immigrant.

Cervantes’ novela follows the epic adventures of a poor man in fifteenth
century Spain whose dreams embrace a riveting fictitious tale within a harsh
reality. Kid Quixote provides the audience with a rendition that encounters the
Quixotic dream in the context of immigrant children in Brooklyn, New York.
While the spirits of the actors capture Quixote’s explosive imagination, these
children have created a performative articulation of the struggles experienced
by immigrant families, especially in terms of the border, poverty, and the fear of
deportation and detention camps.

While the creative process for the group becomes a method of having fun
and destressing, in hindsight this activity is a form of education for the children
and adults involved. Following the performance, the audience learned that for
many months, these young individuals studied over |0 different versions of Don
Quixote in order to carefully select the body of English and Spanish language that
became Kid Quixote. For these children, the ideal of dreaming holds the central
focus during the whole of the show, and on this note they have the opportunity
to exhibit the power of their collaborative imagination and to affect the individ-
ual mindsets of their audience wherever they travel.

BARD COLLEGE 9



‘EAANHNIK'H ANCIENT GREEK

‘ISTOPIAI THE PELOPONNESIAN WAR

OOYKYAIAHXY [THUCYDIDES] KAITLIN KARMEN

Thucydides describes the Athenian plague of 430 BCE. Having documented the physi-
cal symptoms characteristic of the plague, he now turns to describing the social impli-
cations: deterioration of laws and morals. Histories, Book I, 52-54.

[52] ¢émieoe & auTtoug MpAAAOV TIPOG TR
UTIAPXOVTL IOV Kai 1) EYKOULST) EK TV Aypdv
£¢ 10 doTu, Kal oUx Nooov ToUG £MEABOVTAG.
olKI®V yap oUx UTtapXouo®v, AAN v KalvuBaig
Tviynpals dpa £Toug Slartwpévwy 6 $Bopog
gyiyveto oUdevi kKOOUW, AAAAG Kal vekpol T
AAAAAOLG ATTOBVY|OKOVTEG EKEIVTO Kal €V Talg
060lc €kallvdolvto Kkal mepl TAG Kprivag
anaoag NuBviATteg tod Udatog embupia. T Te
lepA £V ol £0KAVNVTO VEKPQV TTAEA T, aUTO0
€varnobvnokovtwy- urnepPlalopévou yap 1ol
kakoU ol GvBpwrtol, oUK EXovTeg OTL yEvwVTAl,
£¢ OMywpiav €TpdnovTo Kal lep®v Kal doiwv
OpOIWG. VOpOL Te TTAVTEG EuveTapaxBnoav oig
EXpOVTO TIPOTEPOV TIEPL TAC TadAg, EBanTov
8¢ w¢ €Kaotog €60vato. Kal ToAANOl £¢
avaloxuvtoug Onkag €Tpdmovro omndvel TV
grutndeiwv 61a TO ouxvoug Nén mpotedvaval
ooiotv- el mupdcg yap ailotpiag dpbacavteg
TOUC VAOAVTAG Ol Pev ETIBEVTEG TOV £AUTAOV
VEKPOV UdRMTOoV, oi 6& Kalopévou AAAoL
emBaiovteg Avwbev Ov dpépolev Amfjoav.

[53] mp@TOV Te Mpée kal £¢ TAMA TN
noAeL el A€oV Avopiag TO voonpa. pdov yap
£TOAPA TIC G TIPOTEPOV ATIEKPUTITETO PN Kab’
néovnv molely, ayxiotpodov TNV PeTABOANV
opdVTEC TAOV Te eUdalpudvwy Kal aipviding
Bvnokoviwv kal T@OV oUdev TPdTEPOV
KEKTNUEVWY, EUBUG 6€ TAKEIVWVY EXOVTWVY. MOTE
Tayeiag Tag enavpéoelg Kal mpog 1O TEPTIVOV
né&iovv molelobal, €dripepa TA Te CWPATA Kal
TA XpnuUata Opoiwg nyovpevol. kal TO pEV
npootalainwpelv T® 66&avtt KaA®d ouUdelq
npobupog R, Adnlov vopilwv el mpiv &
auTo €NBelv SladBaprostal- 6TL 6€ 116N Te 16U
navtaxobev te £¢ alTO Kepdaléov, ToUTO Kal
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[52] In addition to the existing suffering, the
crowding in of people from the fields into the city
oppressed them more, especially those just arriv-
ing. Because they lived in huts—since they had no
houses—that were stifling-hot at that time of year,
the destruction came about without order, but
the bodies lay upon one another dying, and half-
dead men rolled about in the streets and around
all the springs because of their longing for water.
The sanctuaries where they lodged were full of
corpses, since they had died right there. Because
this evil pressed heavily upon them, people, not
knowing what might become of them, turned to
contempt for sacred and profane alike. All previ-
ously-established burial customs were disturbed,
and they gave burials as each was able. Many, lack-
ing provisions because so many others had already
predeceased them, resorted to shameful modes
of burial. Anticipating those who had already con-
structed pyres, some placed the corpse of one of
their own upon the pyre of another and ignited
it; and others, if another body was being burnt,
threw whomever they were carrying on top of
that pyre and departed.

[53] And the plague initiated in the city great-
er lawlessness in other matters. For everyone
more readily dared to do what they had previ-
ously concealed their pleasure in doing, since
they saw that the change—both among people
who were wealthy but suddenly died and among
people who started with nothing but immediate-
ly took those others’ property—was sudden. So
they deemed it worthy to seek enjoyments that
were quick and for pleasure, because they con-
sidered their bodies and their possessions equally
ephemeral. No one was eager to persist in what

BARD COLLEGE



‘EAAHNIKH

KAAOV Kal Xprolpov KATEoTn. Be®v 8¢ Ppopog
N AvBpwrnwv vopog oldelg amnelpye, TO pev
KpivovTeg €v Opoiw kal o€Petv Kal pn €k tod
navtag opdv év iow AmoAAvpévoug, TV o¢
ApaPTNUATWY oUdelg EATICwY péxpl Tol Siknv
yevéaBal Bloucg av v Tipwpiav avtidolval,
TIOAU 8¢ peilw TNV NoN katePndlopévny opdv
grkpepaodfvar, Hv nplv Euneoelv eikog eivat
To0 Biov TI droAadoal.

[54] TtooUTw pev mABel ol ABnvaiol
neplnecdvTeg €miEfovTo, avlpwnwyv T Evdov
Bvnokoviwv kail yig €&w Snoupévng. év o¢
T® KaK® oia €lkOg Avepvriobnoav kal Tolde
To0 £&moug, ¢aokovteg ol mpeoBlTEPOL
naAar adeobat “Nel Awplakog MOAepog Kal
AOWOG Ay’ auT®.” éyéveto pev olv €pig TOIG
avlpwrolg pr) Aowov wvoudcBal v T@ £mel
UTo TGOV TaAal®V, AANA MOV, gviknoe &€ il
To0 TapovTog eiKOTWG Aolov eipricbatl- ol
yap dvBpwriol mMPog 4 £macyov TNV pvAunv
grolo0vto. fiv 66 ye olpai mote GAANOG
noAepog KataAapn Awpikog todde Uotepog
kal EupPR vevéoBar Aoy, katda TO elkog
oUTwg qoovtat. pvrpn 8¢ €yéveto kal 1ol
Nakedalpoviwv xpnotnpiou Toig €idoaty, OTe
EMEPWTOOLV AUTOIG TOV B0V el Xpr| TTIOAEPETY
avethe katd kpdatog molepoUol viknv £ogabal,
kai aUTOC £@n EUAAAWEGOaI. TTepi Pév olv ToD
xpnoTnpiou T& yiyvoueva fikalov 6uoia givai-
¢oBeBAnkOTWY O¢ TGV [eAotmovvnoiwv N
vooog fip&ato eUBUG, Kai &g uév MeAoTévvnoov
oUK €0fjABev, OTI kai Gglov eitrely, €meveiparto
0¢ ABrvag pev paAioTta, Emerma O¢ Kai TV
GAAWV Xwpiwv 10 TToAuavBpwTéTaTA. TATTA
MEV TA KOTA TAV VOOOV YEVOUEVQ.
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ANCIENT GREEK

merely seemed good, since they considered it un-
clear whether they would die before attaining it.
Whatever was immediately pleasurable, or what-
ever was in any way conducive to it, this became
both good and useful. Neither fear of the gods nor
human custom checked them. They judged it the
same whether they were pious or impious, since
they saw everyone dying equally, and since no one
expected to survive until a trial took place and
to pay the penalty for wrongdoings; rather, they
supposed that the penalty already pronounced
against them, which was much greater, was im-
pending, and that it was reasonable to get some
enjoyment of life before it fell upon them.

[54] The Athenians, afflicted by such suffer-
ing, were distressed, with humans dying inside the
city and the land outside being ravaged. During
the misfortune, as was natural, they also remem-
bered the following verse, the old men asserting
that long ago it was recited: “A Doric war will
come, and plague along with it.” Then there was
debate among people that it was not the word
‘plague’ but ‘famine’ used in the verse of the an-
cients. And the view prevailed that, given the
current circumstances, plague was likely said. For
humans crafted their memory according to what
they experienced. But, | think, if ever at a later
time another Doric war befalls them and there
happens to be a famine, they will probably recite
it in this latter manner. Those who knew about it
also remembered the oracle given to the Lacedae-
monians, that, when they consulted the god as to
whether they should go to war, the god respond-
ed that if they should fight fiercely, victory would
be theirs, and he said that he himself would assist.
So concerning the oracle, they supposed that the
events fit. And the plague did begin immediately
after the Peloponnesians invaded, and it did not
enter the Peloponnese to any extent worthy of
mention, but it encroached upon Athens most of
all, and next the places most densely populated.
Such were the events concerning the plague.

BARD COLLEGE
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THE ENEMY

RACHEL SHAMSIE

| was there a month ago. | was there
a year ago. | was always there as if | was only
there. And in the eighty-second year of the last century,

something happened to us that is happening now. Besieged.

Murdered. We resisted what was brought before us from Hell.

The killed/the martyrs are not similar. Each of them has
a special strength, special features, two eyes, a name
and are of different ages. But the killers, they are similar.
They are one distributed on a metal devices. He presses.

He kills and disappears. He sees us but

for an idea... He has no features. No eyes. No age. No
name. He... he is the one who chose to have

a single name: The enemy!

BARD COLLEGE
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we do not see him. Not because he is a ghost, but because he is an iron mask
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| always wanted to sing, but my voice was jarring.
Unfortunately for me, | was never able to carry
a tune.

Until | met her, that is. She told me that if | actually
wanted to sing, | needed to try regardless of how
| sounded.

| said, “But my voice is jarring.”
She said, “Sing about love. People are hypnotized
by sad love songs.”

And that’s how | started. At first, people were
indifferent, but then they started to notice me.
Some of them even loved my songs. Her eyes
were green, her mouth was wide, and her distin-
guished eyebrows were arched in awe. She loved
me and the world in its entirety, except for the
Japanese. They killed her brother in the last war.

Nevertheless, she left me because | hesitated.

It’s sad to some extent. Even though | liked it
when other people listened to my songs, | only
sang for her.

BARD COLLEGE



ARABIC fal

| SiT BEsipeE THE FIRE AND THINK 58Ty 4 il uds]

J. R. R. TOLKEIN [GRACE MOLINARO] s)lidse jusye

20

| sit beside the fire and think

of all that | have seen

of meadow-flowers and butterflies
in summers that have been;

Of yellow leaves and gossamer
in autumns that there were,
with morning mist and silver sun
and wind upon my hair.
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of people long ago @bl oo b §
and people who will see a world ble 9w s
that | shall never know. Jool asyel o)
S3ly o WY1 oda & o8I

But all the while | sit and think 35 e Lq iy
of times there were before, i osle
| listen for returning feet T

and voices at the door.
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Sometimes
| wish to battle
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i killed my father
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ol ¢ people
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and if | finish him
| could have my revenge

But
if it is revealed to me
during the duel

o :
L that my nemesis has a mother
d s b% waiting for him
SJ'J‘-:«U sL3] or a father
Gl ey O who grasps the heart in his chest
o a3 with his right palm
Gl when his son is late
. even by a quarter of an hour
g S5 gy for his expected arrival
oo OB e I, at that moment
ISR will not kill him even if
PRI | seize him
i oo s Furthermore,
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loaie G if it appears to me
13) dbaf o) that he has brothers and sisters
dn o8z who love him
and cultivate their longing for him
or if he has
. wJS a wife welcoming him
4 sl ol and children
J ek 13 who can’t endure his absence
Olgly 855] d 4 and rejoice with his gifts
Syl or if he has
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friends or relatives
neighbors or acquaintances
cellmates

fellow patients

or schoolmates

who ask about him

and make sure to greet him

if he is lonely

severed from a tree

no father and no mother

no brothers and no sisters

no wife and no children

without friends and relatives and neighbors
without acquaintances

without colleagues or companions or conrads
then | will not add

to the misery of his aloneness

nor the agony of death

the sorrow of his vanishing

but | will settle for

looking away

when | pass him on the street

| convince myself

that the neglect

in itself is also

a kind of revenge

ARABIC
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THE LAND POEM

MARLAINA YOST

—9__
A small evening in a neglected village
Two sleeping eyes
Thirty years, and five wars
| return
| see that time
Is hiding grain for me
The singer sings
About fire and strangers
The evening was evening
And the singer was singing
They interrogate him:
“Why are you singing?”
He responds:
Because | sing
They searched his chest,
But found only his heart
They searched his heart,
But found only his people
They searched his voice
But found only grief
They searched his sorrow
But found only his prison
They searched his prison
But found only themselves in chains
Behind the hills
The singer sleeps alone
And in the month of March
The shadows will rise above these slopes
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THE LAUGHING CHILDREN

GENEVIEVE CHIOLA

One day, the King watched a group of children
playing in a field, laughing with joy.

He asked, “Why are you laughing?”

One of the children responded, “I'm laughing
because the sky is blue.”

Another said, “I'm laughing because the trees
are green.”

A third child said, “l am laughing because the
birds are flying.”

The King looked at the sky and the birds and
the trees, and did not laugh. Thus, he became
convinced that the only purpose of the children’s
laughter was to mock his royal prestige.

So the King returned to his castle and issued an
order forbidding laughter in his kingdom. The old-
er people obeyed, and laughter ceased. But the
young children paid no mind to the king’s orders.
They continued to laugh because the trees were
green, the sky was blue and the birds were flying.

BARD COLLEGE
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Yours UNTIL DEATH

CLAIRE STURR AND RAPHAEL LEWIS

She was working as a stenographer at a television company and lived with
a family in Finchley. She spent weekends with her family in Sidcup, to whom she
did not seem particularly attached.

They met on New Year’s Eve of 1959, at a dance party organized by the
Oriental Studies Department at the University of London.

“What do you study?”

“I'm working towards my doctorate in History.”

His dancing was terrible, but his knowledge of the English language was
good. He appeared very young—but maybe his looks were deceiving. His voice
was sweet and clear to the ear. She was on the heavier side and he liked that.
His facial features were handsome and sharp, which did not pass her by.

They exchanged phone numbers.

8 months later, the miracle happened and with that—

She said, “I don’t know.”

He said, “I don’t know either.”

“Go back to your country, and | will travel, maybe to Canada.”

And so, he returned to teach history at one of the highschools.

She wrote to him from Canada, saying that she got a job at the Canadian
Broadcasting Station and that life in Ottawa has been good to her. And he
wrote long fiery romantic letters to her, always signing them with “Yours until
death”—though you may imagine that he was exaggerating.

She wrote, saying, “My salary is good, and Canada is fun, but why do we
have to be so far from each other?”

He answered, “On the one hand, it wouldn’t be fair for me to drag you to
this place, the scorching heat and the thick dust, and also because | am poor and
couldn’t bear the weight of you on my conscience.”

The letters regularly carried love from Africa to Canada and from Canada
to Africa. And the love strengthened, or so the letters said—and | could believe
It.

He died of meningitis in the summer of 1961.

No one informed her.

Still, for months after she continued to write and ask him, “Why don’t you
answer! Or is it that you don’t love me anymore?”

Then she stopped writing.

BARD COLLEGE 31



H 3L
EXMABAR
BEE [MO YAN]

RERMNEHEZOIL FEERAILS  BMERAKRKE - BRTIANYT
TRARE  BRXEF MR TIRT > TR - AR N TIERX R ENESE
M REZEHRNERNES  BRABOIERIRIRIA LR BT
& AR RZ 7 BRI EANAE S — DA SIBIRAL SRR o 7
&2 IBATHIERNABIRE TIE  R4% RAOFLEM “EM” -

SEERGEHY  REARLEW » (RN &RSI AT ERFFIEZ RAVE R IR
MEEMGREZFERNR RN ENEARRERI X2 F[ELER
AR B RN R A 2 B B A TR R 53 42

SENERVIN AM=EES REELEBR - I 750
MERMERANLTENERRNK BHBRFT - REDE B LRERSE
FERIRZERR )L LR M EER R EFENRBERREAL - FBd 7T— 588
B TR I ZSEMEAZ/NEE NS ANEE -1
JINHRERG R 107 TR BETHEEME I RIE RN —KESK
BBNTTEL - RERSD - EIRNZBFTENBL BEBEEN &
BEEBTERE-IEERR  HIRIRHN TR EEMNI T - FEHE1H
£ BEDEERRT - ISR ERRI] TR0 FHERNARMR T
HICIBREAN A MA]  (RFIBLZ BN SR L BN AN IREEHET
EMRILDEMHIAN BRT - RFEE SR BAEBARLZHNEEBHNTET—
HERAAERT RE—ADAREF HIAEACEE—KERPITER
AREAENK ERTREMNAR —ESSBARMNER - REIN—EEE
TR -ARNPRE R—ER2— P TNETHE  EREREBEMNRE -
FOREEREHEN - E SRR R BRI F AR IR - R4 ERHA
AR CRENBEIE - WA EIAS T TAYINAERBET LN
B BERF—ERGRES HLT=ZBMEER — P EAKYR EEF 2
EXRAEFHRIRE LEEN OPTAERS SRERE €/ F
EENKNER=DANNETLERET - XHNER BB T —HHE
MRZHPFOTMBEN - BRRELH 7T ISE  IRENENE T 2E N>
RIK - RIRE—MIKET - EB THMER -

MFXEFEHE - BESEMNMED DEBE T MRS E BE LA —RX%
RNBERE EARASE EEERAMN A M IRMESMETE - BRI A
HIXE KE  RMFRREEFRIRMERN B
R “KE BXEXRF—BE BRI TE.”

32 SUI GENERIS

CHINESE

PRETTY’S SUICIDE

BIG KITTY XUE

You are the daughter of my aunt; I'm a couple years older than you. We are
cousins on our mother’s side. Even though I've only met you twice, | will not
be able to forget about you, cousin. | should report your name and birthplace
in order to prove the authenticity of our rapport, but it would be cruel to the
ones who knew you, who would be saddened hearing your name again; it would
be cruel for your agonized family folks to know someone is remembering your
story. Well... please allow me to tell your name, cousin: as a baby your name
was “Pretty”.

To be blatantly honest, you weren’t that pretty, your most defining char-
acter was your health, your healthy face was the color of burnt wheat, your
healthy, oversized black pupils that looked full of despair, and your healthy,
plump body.

Lunar fourth of July is when the market happens in the town of Dalan, and
| went there to get eggs. | crossed a river with a thin layer of colorless water.
| went across a road where steaming hot donkey shit sits in rows. A couple of
sparrows were picking out the pieces of corn hidden inside the donkey waste. |
leapt over a ditch on the road and made it to the market. Dozens of old wom-
en and young wives were selling eggs, some standing, some squatting. A good
dozen of them probably came here really early and got the better turf sitting
on top of the teal-skinned bamboo poles that are brought in to the Marketing
and Supply Cooperatives. You were one of them. There were couples walking
among you, half-heartedly asking for prices, even bending over to pick up eggs
and shake them, absent-mindedly, but none of them looked like they were going
to purchase any. Along the road ditch sat some egg dealers, who were smoking
cigarettes, challenging you, dependent on you, waiting for you to run out of
patience and buy the eggs cheap. You and those women who were standing,
squatting, and sitting, stared straight into the people who asked for prices with
anticipation and patience. | arrived. | was wearing my army uniform, wearing my
prestigious, cockscomb-looking wide-brim army hat given by the troop, carry-
ing a big basket. | was born with comparatively fair skin, which looked kind of
mean, so walking into a crowd of tanned brown skin attracted attention. You
must have noticed me. In your eyes, | must have been a dumbass who wanted to
buy eggs desperately yet didn’t know the ways of bargaining or selecting. | asked
for a price with diffidence, holding up an egg against the sun not really knowing
what | was looking for. The newspaper said: clear eggs are good eggs, cloudy eggs
are bad eggs. No doubt | had forced up the prices of the egg market of the town
of Dalan on the lunar date of July fourth, and egg dealers must have hated me
to the guts. | bought three hundred eggs. An elder lady said: “Look at this!” It
is the army man who has money, finally. My face began to burn a little, feeling
quite complacent inside, and that prompted me to be generous, to be a little
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freer, resulting in me not wanting the three or five cents of change back. Such
behavior further earned me plenty of words of praise and eyes of attention.
Soon after, when | had gotten enough eggs, | picked up the filled basket, making
my exit, and just then, cousin, you were holding a basket made of willow twigs,
walking up to me.

Inside the basket there was a thin, golden layer of sand, above the sand ten
red-skinned eggs were embedded, over the egg there was a thin veil of frost,
two of them were stained with black blood and a couple frail feathers. Later |
learned that it is “the head egg,” the black blood signifying the pain and hardship
of being in labor.

You said: “Big brother, | still have this handle of eggs, would you buy them
too?”

| said: “I've got enough, | got enough.”

You said: “Just ten more eggs! They don’t cost more than a buck, would
you just buy them?”

Starting in that moment, | began to really pay attention to you: | saw your
lively forehead, your eyes deep in rumination, your stubborn nose and your
melancholic chin... My heart was flooded with a wave of tender sadness, as
if the translucent, beautiful ocean was brushing the deserted, regretful beach
with a selection of beautiful seashells. By that point, | was full of admiration for
you, desiring to converse with you. | started to talk to you because of my ad-
miration for your healthiness. | purposefully said your eggs are small, said your
eggs are over a year old, said your eggs are dirty from blood. You didn’t seem
upset at all, you definitely realized what | was saying was absolutely meaningless,
| was only saying whatever | could come up with. You said, “Big brother, you are
mistaken, you should pick out an egg from your basket and compare it to one of
mine, to see if any of them are nearly as fresh as mine. It’s fine not knowing what
is good, but you will see what is good after the comparison. Look at the fresh
frost on my eggs! Look at the blood! A hen could only produce one ‘head egg,’
a ‘head egg’ could cure diseases. There actually are bad eggs in the basket.”

You picked out an egg from my basket to show me. This egg was smooth
and bright-colored, as if it had been waxed after it was sanded. You said:

“Try to shake it.”

| took hold of the egg, shook it, a sound of bwing came out. | looked over
to you, confused and worried, and you whispered:

“That is a bad egg from an unhatched chick.”

| got annoyed, turned around to look for the tall old man who sold them to
me, he told me it was a new breed of eggs, he seemed so honest and kind and
impossible to distrust, but he had left the market already.

You taught me much knowledge about eggs. | was very touched. | com-
forted myself: even though | bought bad eggs, | gained knowledge. In the future
| won’t be tricked into buying bad eggs, and something bad had turned into
something good.

| bought your eggs with the highest market price. | passed the money into
BARD COLLEGE 35
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your black-red hand. | saw the creases of your palm deep and strong and your
hands covered in light-yellow calluses. When my hand touched your hand, | had
an unsettling feeling. | felt that there might be some special connection between
the two of us.

| asked: “Which village are you from?”

You answered: “Tan’s.”

| asked: “What is Tan Xiuli doing over there now?”

You answered: “She’s teaching.”

| asked: “Did she get married?”

You answered: “Her kid is in elementary school already.”

| said: “She and | went to elementary school together, | haven’t seen her in
a dozen years.”

You asked: “Your family name is Guan right?”

| asked: “How do you know?”

You said: “| guessed it, you look a lot like my aunt.”

| said: “Ah, you are...”

You called me quietly: “Cousin brother.”

| said: “You are the one that’s called Wonderful?”

You said: “That’s my second sister, | am Pretty.”

| said: “Excuse me, | have said things earlier that | shouldn’t have said.”

You tossed the money | gave you back into my basket, and asked: “Did my
cousin-in-law make you a boy or a girl?”

Then you ran away with your empty basket, | watched your shadow, feeling
like something was lost.

Three days passed. Lunar July 7th is a wonderful but melancholic holiday:
when the cowherd meets the weaving maid”. In the mortal world, people use
white flour and brown sugar to bake all kinds of “flowers”, there is “cat”, there
is “tiger”, there is “chicken”, there is “fish”. Mother baked a good number of
“flowers”, niece and nephew couldn’t stay away from the beaten stove, joy and
happiness filled the house up to the roof, but | couldn’t share the same senti-
ments. It somehow felt like some things were unanswered.

On Lunar July 8th breakfast was the “flowers” left over from the day be-
fore, steamed up in the pot, the patterns had dissolved into themselves. One
could not make out what figure it should be. | ate a “tiger” quickly, planning to
do some weeding in the corn fields for my father. | heard the borers were extra
aggressive this year, and corn fields have been dying patch by patch.

As | collected the instruments for the task, | suddenly heard a man weeping
in a hearty voice. The man who cried to himself in the backyard was a frail,
small, old man, seemed to be in his fifties, dressed in a pair of worn-out black

* Cowherd meets the Weaving Maid: A Chinese folktale about forbidden love.
Banished to opposite sides of the heavenly river (The Milky Way), flocks of
magpies form a bridge to reunite the lovers annually on the 7th day of lunar
July.
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plastic sandals, the crying was loud but there were no tears in his eyes. | recog-
nized that he was the brother of my aunt, the renowned musketeer Tan Laosi.
Allegedly he had shot dead over two thousand wild rabbits with a homemade
pistol, along with some foxes and wild ducks. As soon as Tan Laosi saw my fa-
ther, he collapsed softly onto the floor at once, crying:

“Big brother... There is no way to live this life anymore... ahhhh wahhh
ahhhh wahhhh...”

Father is all about answering to needs, praised in the village for this quality.
As soon as he saw him, he dropped the duster aside and held the hands of Tan
Laosi’s in his, asking:

“What is happening, Laosi?”

Laosi spoke as he cried: “Ah big brother! And big nephew! My silly girl
Pretty, drank poison... ahhhh...”

...That day my eyes accompanied you running up the dam, your healthy
body was leaping under the splendid sunshine like an agile deer. When you
tossed the money back in my basket, | saw your ears blushing red. Ah cousin,
you were a healthy, innocent young woman, the sound of you calling me “cousin
brother” still echoes inside my head. Even if |, your cousin brother were on the
edge of dying, the way you call out to me, could bring me straight back to life.
But you decided to pour poison down where the magical calling used to come
from. Ah cousin sis, you were so confused.

Your dad was in the backyard of my house, in front of me and my dad and
many heads who came around hearing his crying, cursing at you:

“Ah Pretty, you little bastard, you really knocked your own dad over with
a blow.”

Cousin sis, you used the unique weapon that only humans possess to knock
down your dad like one of the two thousand wild rabbits he had killed. Thinking
of your existence, he will never get back on his feet. From now on every time
you cross his mind it will make his body tremble. He told everything: before
and after your suicide, to my dad, your childhood is most likely flickering inside
his head. You had a fair, chubby round face before you turned three, no one
knows how your skin had grown darker, and how your face had grown longer.
Your dad used to be obsessed with your “Zhuazhou™ story. My aunt attended
your “Zhuazhou” ceremony as well. You were so chubby that your wrists were
layered in skin, decorated with a succession of small silver things, your snow
white undergarment in front of your chest was embroidered with two yellow
pigeons on top of two green branches. On the dining table in the living room
there was a book, a pen, a scale, a calculator... everyone had their eyes on you,
including your great-grandmother who didn’t pass away till three years later.
All her teeth had fallen out and new ones had grown in. She was curious what

* Zhuazhou: Originated from Wei and Jin dynasty, an Asian ritual held on child’s
first birthday. Whichever of various objects such as a book, a calculator, a pen,
or a cash bill the child grabs signifies an omen of their career in life.
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profession you would go for as the fourth generation of the Tan’s. Everyone
witnessed you reaching out your chubby little hand, with no hesitation, grabbing
the big ink pen your uncle found on a battlefield from being the cook of the
volunteering army. The whole household burst into smiles, cheering for such
a glorious, auspicious omen. Even the new teeth of your great-grandmother
were smiling. You finished elementary school, didn’t get into middle school. You
didn’t become the chief of the county nor a family member of a governmental
secretary. Instead, you went down the fields and became a farmer. Like every
girl from the countryside, you started your adolescence without ease. You lost
a dollar and thirty cents on your way to the market when you were sixteen,
your father gave you a loud slap across your left cheek. You cried, but without
any hatred for your dad. You took the slap so willingly, you knew what a dollar
and thirty cents meant for a farmer family. You were relieved finally after the
slap, if your dad didn’t hit you, that would actually bring you guilt much longer.
The summer of 1976, you were telling your girlfriend how you felt on your way
home after losing the money. You said if a man were to give you a dollar and
thirty cents, you would’ve gone with it. Being in front of such humiliation, on
the path between a dollar and thirty cents and a slap, didn’t lead you to the idea
of suicide. Your dad hit you, you cried for a bit, ate a cold yam and two salted
carrot slices, went on stacking hay bales again with your steel rake. But now,
cousin sis, for what reason, you poured poison down your throat...

“Big brother, this ungrateful brat, ah she is trying to take my life on pur-
pose... a spoon of rice, then a sip of water. | raised her till twenty, was it easy?
No it wasn’t easy, but she, over some insignificant matter, got so cold-heart-
ed...” Your dad is crying to my father, snotting and tearing. “Midday yesterday,
| could’ve just minded my own business, her mother is still in the hospital, the
same complication from the ligation surgery from back then, never recovered.
Even at lunch she was in a good mood, she mentioned her cousin brother
buying her eggs at the market that day, said he studied too much now he has
become a nerd, spent money on bad eggs. After the meal, an old beggar came
over, had a basket full of ‘flowers’, in all varieties and forms. Even beggars these
days have upped their game. That old beggar said, ‘Big brother, | truly can’t
carry them anymore, would you take them if | give you a good price? Ten cents
a pound.” ‘Ten cents a pound of white rice and ‘flowers’, what a deal,’ | said, ‘al-
right, run them through the scale.’ She suddenly scrounged up her face and said:

‘No!

‘They are so cheap, why not?’ | asked her.

‘Filthy, too filthy. Who knows, it might be rice from lepers?’ She said.

‘Get over yourself, how many days of empty stomachs have we had to live
through? In the 1960s, even grass roots and tree skins ran out on us. Even if it is
sick rice you better eat it in big bites!” Then | made the call to buy out the whole
basket of food. Over this thing, she drank poison...”

“Laosi, stop beating yourself up!” My father rolled up a cigarette and passed
it to your father and said, “It is not your fault. This daughter wasn’t written in
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your life. It is what it is...”

“Big brother, | feel nothing but regret,” your father clenched onto his tan-
gled hair, saying: “Something got into my head. Why did | buy that bucket of rice
and ‘flowers’? Why did | think it was a good deal? My daughter said no. Why did
| buy them anyways?”

“Laosi, things that already passed, don’t mention them anymore, doesn’t
get you anywhere,” my father said. “Think about this, one lives to a hundred
years and still dies. How one dies has been written into their lives, someone
who is meant to drown inside a well will never drown by the bay. You die, you
die. The living ones have to keep going. Where is your daughter now?”

“In the county hospital,” your dad said, “Big brother, | feel so bad to ask,
| am here to borrow money from you, her mom is still in the hospital, and the
hospital needs money before the treatments, her dying on us right now is going
to cause me another year of starving...... ?

Cousin sis, | accompanied my dad and your dad to the county hospital,
saw you on a flat piece of plank. Your face was purple, and eyelids blood red.
Two streams of black lights, frozen, shone through your eyelids that never fully
closed, like a sharp arrow shooting straight to my heart. You were wearing the
same clothes you wore selling eggs at the market, that pair of unglued white
plastic slippers are still on your feet. Your toenails were shining the gradients of
pearl, against your black toes. You were lying on the wooden bed, stretched and
content. Your two breasts had turned hard and held up your blouse — trans-
parent, sorrowful, saddening, out of last resorts, like two eyes staring straight
at me, telling me your secrets, secrets of life. On the cankerous road of life,
there is a beautiful, unwed girl who got tired of walking, got sick of walking, she
was not going to walk anymore. In front of your presence, cousin sis, | suddenly
realized, there was only a thin piece of paper between life and death. The pre-
sumption of a distinguishable, inarguable boundary, was in fact vague, shallow.
One can cross it easily between thoughts. In front of a deceased one, the living
ones become small and obscene. Your purple face was shining, with a solemn,
noble halo. Cousin sis, you illustrated to me the greatness and lowliness of
humanity in the most comprehensive way; the adamance and the weakness,
how these opposite ideas existed perfectly in one entity of life, containing each
other, restraining each other.

Cousin sis, get up, get up you! | have something to ask you. Why did you do this?
Don’t you enjoy the grandiosity of life filled with happiness and pain, loud and burst-
ing with energy? Don’t you want to stay for your family, your friends, your lover, your
enemies, the film stars you have crushes on? Don’t you want to take a look at these
endless grass plains that are green and robust in the summer and in the autumn, gold-
en harvests across the fields with farmers scattered around, skin dyed to earth yellow
from sun? Don’t you regret that you will never hear the lonely calves crying for their
mothers, the romantic tweets of swallows flying around the beams, howls from kites
slashing across the blue sky, owls’ singing from the joy of capturing foods, the sweet
sound of moaning from a pregnant woman experiencing periodic contraction pain?
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When your dad shoots the fleeing wild rabbits down with that archaic gun, when the
blood of a wild rabbit dyes the white snow red, when two lovers sneak between bitter
smelling hay stacks in a night under clear moon, snuggling up to each other and ca-
ressing each other and making squeaks like little monsters, when the Young Pioneers”
ski on the lake, falling into a ice hole and then getting rescued from the ice hole, when
that huge comet cuts the Milky Way in half on that New Year Eve and thousands and
thousands of people are paranoid about it, when all of these that happened happen
again, ah sister, you can’t see anymore, can’t hear anymore, don’t you regret this?

“My child, you are so silly, your own dad is even worse...”

“Laosi, people die, like an oil lamp that has been blown out, crying does
no good...”

Cousin sister, please answer me, since when did you realize that pesticides
can kill a person as well as kill pests? Since when did the creation of human
civilization that helps people to survive dissimulate into a brutal method to ex-
tinguish themselves? Since when did you find out that people can end their own
lives? How could you forget the great slogan that everyone knows in our home-
town: Better living with struggles than dying at once! Do you know because of your
early departure, a warm world would lose a force of warmth and a cold world
would become even more unbearable? Do you know your healthy body could
be the home of an embryo that has the potential to become a great leader, your
pure breast milk can nourish a child that could become a genius figure? Like this
line from the movie: The golden, glittering silk thread could’ve been made into
long, elaborate fabric pieces, but you cut the thin thread off at once with a knife.

What even was troubling you? You had no clue what the real troubles were
like. Was your father not right? Just a couple years ago none of us had a full meal
year to year end, do you not remember that? You had food to eat and finally
felt full in your stomach and you still didn’t feel content, what else did you want?
Did someone assault you like what that shameless man did to Guo from Village
S? Guo was assaulted, overwhelmed by despair and anger, used a hemp rope,
and broke her neck. She was twenty-five, gone ten months earlier than you did.

Was it the idea of depressing marriages, like Chen who was forced to mar-
ry a man in Village C with his head permanently stuck facing left just so her limp
brother can have a wife! To protest this unfair marriage, Chen dived straight
into an abandoned well, head down feet up for half a month before being found,
when they got her up, her eyeballs had fallen out. Before she was incredibly
beautiful, now no one could even take a look at her. She was twenty-seven, and
left the world eight months before you.

Did you drink poison because you were sick of mundane days running by
like wheels and the hard days we work like cows and horses in the farm lands?
Twin sisters of Wu in Village D saw the beautiful life in the movies, troubled by
the unfairness in destiny and injustice around the world, each drank a bottle of

* Young Pioneers: A mass youth organization for children aged six to fourteen.
Run by the Communist Youth League.
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“Drop Dead”, embracing each other, like when they were in the uter-
us at one point, went to the heaven above to reason with the God. Their
ages added up were thirty-four years old, died last lunar New Year.

Did you die because you had to deal with the “Be content because we used
to have nothing” talk? Was it because you had food to eat and water to drink
and happiness smothered you to death? Was it the frustrated ego that did it?
Did the barren spiritual life starve you dead? Was it because there is love but
it is too hard to have! ...Agh cousin sis, you were so clever, it took you two
seconds to detach from all responsibilities you had in the world, you have a
dozen people having trouble wrapping their heads around it, your clothes like
a cruising butterfly joined the fairies that left before you did, you made all the
living ones standing in front of your tomb that is surrounded by weeds, engaging
in the memories of the most lively times of your faces, sigh over and over again.

You are squinting at me like a prophet, unwilling to listen to me going on
and on. Cousin sis, | am thinking, on this planet, someone ends their life every
day, regardless if it’s under our superior socialist system or under a corrupted
capitalist society. People should study themselves. People should pay attention
to and research suicides. People should try to eradicate subjective conditions
that could encourage a suicide, recalibrate the differences deep inside the soul.
Live a little better, live a little more like a person. Undoubtedly, suicide has
glorified the heroes and it also has let dirty names stain the history. Sacrificial
suicides, suicides from bravery, suicides of the weak, meaningful suicides, mean-
ingless suicides... | hope someone researches on suicides, | hope someone re-
search on the suicides of the farm girls in the past years, not only in the areas of
poverty, but also the places that have gotten richer. To save a girl’s life is better
karma than blowing up an enemy bunker in war. Cousin sis, | don’t know how
to comment on your last mission. A normal life dies, leaves all the normal lives
in despair. Midnight of lunar seventh of July, 1985, you drank 250cc of poisonous
organophosphorus pesticide, ten minutes later the chemicals kicked in. Your
dad heard your long sigh before you dropped to the ground. You had stopped
breathing before arriving at the hospital. Doctors gave you a couple shots, but
they had no meaning besides corrupting your flesh faster with more chemicals
and giving your father a little more debt to pay. You were born on March 5th,
1964, as a person, you lived twenty-two years and five months on this planet.

To prevent flies spitting on your face, | dragged a dirty white sheet over to
cover your face and your body. Like a layer of snow turning black, it hid the hills
and peaks of a hazy mountain.
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Une matinée couverte, en Juillet. Un golt de

cendres vole dans l'air ; — une odeur de bois
suant dans I'dtre, — les fleurs rouies, — le saccage
des promenades, — la bruine des canaux par
les champs — pourquoi pas déja les joujoux et
l'encens ?
stk
Jai tendu des cordes de cloch-

er a clocher ; des guirlandes de fenétre a

fenétre ; des chaines d’'or d’étoile a étoile, et je
danse.

skeksk

Le haut étang fume continuellement. Quelle
sorciére va se dresser sur le couchant blanc ?
Quelles violettes frondaisons vont descendre ?

skeksk

Pendant que les fonds publics s’écoulent en fétes
de fraternité, il sonne une cloche de feu rose dans
les nuages.

skeksk

Avivant un agréable goit d’encre de Chine, une

poudre noire pleut doucement sur ma veillée, —

je baisse les feux du lustre, je me jette sur le lit, et

tourné du coté de 'ombre je vous vois, mes filles
! mes reines !
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A cloudy morning, in July. An ashen taste wafts

into the air; —A smell of wood perspiring in the

chimney, — the wetted flowers — the pillage of

walks — the drizzling of canals by the fields — why
not already toys and incense!?

skeksk

| stretched ropes from bell tower to bell tower;
tinsel from window to window, gold chains from
star to star, and | dance.

skeksk

The high pond is continually fuming. Which sor-
ceress will stand on white sunset? What violet
foliage will fall?

skeksk

While public funds are depleted in celebration
of fraternity, there rings a bell of pink fire in the
clouds.

skeksk

Bringing to life an agreeable taste of Chinese ink a

black powder rains slowly on my watch, — | lower

the fires of the chandelier, | throw myself on the

bed, and turned to the side of shadow | see you,
my girls! my queens!
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Le jor devant, Tristran, el bois,

En la janbe nafrez estoit

D’un grant sengler, molt se doloit.
La plaie molt avoit saignié;

Desliez ert, par son pechié.
Tristran ne dormoit pas, ce quit;
Et li rois live a mie nuit,

Fors de la chanbre en est issuz;

O lui ala li nain boguz.

Dedenz la chanbre n’out clartez,
Cirge ne lanpé alumez.

Tristran se fu sus piez levez.

Dex! Porqoi fist? Or escoutez!
Les piez a joinz, esme, si saut,

El lit le roi chai de haut.

Sa plaie escrive, forment saine;

Le sanc qui’en ist les dras ensaigne.
La plaie saigne; ne la sent,

Qar trop a son delit entent.

En plusors leus li sanc atine.

Li nains defors est. A la lune

Bien vit josté erent ensenble

Li dui amant. De joie en trenble,
Et dist au roi: «Se nes puez prendre
Ensenble, va, si me fai pendre.»
lluec furent li troi felon

Par qui fu ceste traison
Propensee priveement.

Li rois s’en vient. Tristran I'entent,
Live du lit, tot esfroiz,

Errant s’en rest molt tost salliz.
Au tresallir que Tristran fait,

Li sans decent, malement vait!
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TRISTAN AND ISEULT

VIVECA LAWRIE

This excerpt is from Béroul’s version of Tristan and Iseult. Prior to this passage, the
evil dwarf and the three barons try to expose Tristan and Iseult to King Mark, Iseult’s
husband. Tristan sleeps in the king’s bedchamber, so the barons and the dwarf know
that Tristan and Iseult will be together when the king leaves. The dwarf spreads flour
on the floor of the king’s bedchamber so that if either Tristan or Iseult walk over to the
other’s bed, their footprints will be visible in the flour.

The day before, Tristan, in the woods,
Had been wounded in the knee

By a huge wild boar; he suffered terribly.
The wound had bled a great deal;

It remained unbound, to his misfortune.
Tristan did not sleep, as it seemed he did;
And the king left at midnight,

Out of the bedchamber he went;

With him went the hunchbacked dwarf.

In the bedchamber there was no light,
Neither candle nor lamp was lit.

Tristan makes himself rise to his feet.
God! Why does he do it? Now listen!

He joins his feet, estimates, and jumps,

In the bed of the king he lands.

His wound opens, bleeds profusely;

The blood which is from it stains the sheets.
The wound bleeds; he does not feel it,
Because he takes such pleasure in his delight.
In many places the blood collects.

The dwarf is outside. In the moon

He saw clearly they were joined together,
The two lovers. He trembles with joy,
And says to the king: “If you cannot take them
Together, go, and hang me.”

The three traitors were there

By whom this treachery had been
Privately planned.

The king is approaching. Tristan hears him,
Rises from the bed, completely frightened,
All at once he makes a great leap.

In the movement that Tristan makes,
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De la plaie sor la farine.

Ha! Dex, qel duel que la roine
N’avot les dras du lit ostez!

Ne fust la nuit nus d’eus provez.
Se ele s’en fust apensee,

Molt elst bien s’anor tensee.

Molt grant miracle Deus i out,
Quis garanti, si con li plot.

Li ros a sa chanbre revient;

Li nain, que la chandele tient,
Vient avoc lui. Tristran faisoit
Senblant conme se il dormoit,
Quar il ronfloit forment du nes.
Seus en la chanbre fu remés,
Fors tant que a ses piés gesoit
Pirinis, qui ne s'esmovoit,

Et la roine a son lit jut.

Sor la flor, chauz, li sanc parut.
Li rois choisi el lit le sanc:
Vermel en furent li drap blanc,
Et sor la flor en pert la trace,
Du saut. Li rois Tristran menace.
Li troi baron sont en la chanbre,
Tristan par ire an son lit prenent
Cuelli P'orent cil en haine

Por sa prooise, et la roine;
Laidisent la, molt la menacent,
Ne lairont justise n’en facent.
Voient la janbe qui li saine.
«Trop par a ci veraie enseigne;
Provez estes, ce dist li rois.
Vostre escondit n’i vaut un pois.
Certes, Tristran, demain, ce quit,
Soiez certains d’estre destruit.»
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The blood falls, unluckily done!

From the wound onto the flour.

Ah! God, what grief that the queen

Did not have the sheets removed from the bed!

Neither of them would have been exposed that
night.

If she had thought of it,

She could have well upheld her honor.

Such a great miracle God had there,

Who he protects, as it pleases him.

The king returns to his bedchamber;

The dwarf, who holds the candle,

Comes with him. Tristan made it

Seem as though he were asleep,

Because he was snoring loudly through the nose.

He was alone in the bedchamber,

Except such that lay at his feet

Pirinis, who was not moving,

And the queen lying in her bed.

On the floor, hot, the blood appeared.

The king notices on the bed the blood:

The white sheets are turning scarlet from it,

And on the floor he sees the trace of it,

From the leap. The king turns on Tristan.

The three barons are in the bedchamber,

They seize Tristan in anger in his bed

This one whom they have held in hatred

For his prowess, and the queen;

They insult her, threaten her greatly,

They will not leave until they do justice.

They see the knee which bleeds.

“This is indeed a true sign;

It is proved, so said the king.

Your denial is worth no more than a pea.

Undoubtedly, Tristan, tomorrow, as it seems,

Be certain to be destroyed.”
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Mon frére était beau, d’'une beauté qui n’a rien a
voir avec la grace, qui méme dans sa toute jeu-
nesse était parfaitement accomplie.

Non pas cette simple promesse de beauté
mais déja une sorte [de] perfection,harmonieuse
dans tous ses termes. Il en est ainsi de ce jeune
saint Jean de Donatello, si noble d’allure que l'on
ne peut le regarder pour un simple d’enfant; on se
dit : il est trop cruel, trop fou dans son triomphe
pour ne pas en étre un. Cependant des caresses
et des baisers ne lui suffisaient pas.

[Ainsi] mon frére si beau que jamais je crois
navoir vu telle beauté plus [...] des yeux verts
fauves et ineffables, perdus qui rendaient des
traits d’'une finesse et distinction telles qu'aucune
expression ne pouvait en troubler la ligne.

Il fut beau longtemps et I'est encore sans
doute. Mais un voile est venu déposer sa tristesse
derriére lequel son premier visage vit toujours
[d’une] vie plus secrete.
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My brother was beautiful, a kind of beautiful that
has nothing to do with grace, that even in its ear-
liest moments was perfectly formed.

Not just that simple promise of beauty but
already a kind of perfection, harmonious in all its
terms. Such is the case of Donatello’s young Saint
John, too dignified in appearance to be taken for a
mere child; you'd think to yourself: he is much too
cruel, too crazy, too taken by triumph to not be
one. Yet kisses and caresses were never enough
for him.

My brother, so beautiful that never do | be-
lieve to have seen any beauty greater; tawny
green eyes, ineffable and lost, rendered traits with
enough delicate distinction to keep any expres-
sion from ruining their shape.

He was beautiful for a long time and still is,
no doubt. But a veil, behind which his face still
leads a more secret life, came and dropped off its
sadness.
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WESTERLAND, ODER THE WASTE LAND

YOKO TAWADA
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Humane Hormone

flieBen als FuBgangerzone

zwischen Knochenhausern

Fischfrikadellen

Matjesbrotchen

Urlaubsromane mit verschwitzten Busen auf dem

Titelbild

Eine einheitliche Augenfarbe ultraviolett

Deine Ebbe und Flut

synchronisieren sich mit der Schaumwirtschaft

Eine Brise streut Salz

ins Gesicht

Hast du gesehen

Der Koch liegt tot

neben ihm seine drei Arme

abgeschnitten und hingeworfen

eine Schiirze, faltig

wie die Nordsee, die er

taglich auf den Teller brachte

Nahrhaftes, Buntes, Gemischtes

Die Servietten sind beschmutzt von Hagebutten
und dem Himmel

Als Nationalfahne nicht definierbar

Auch die Bettlaken mit ihren Traumspuren

lassen sich nicht waschen mitten in

verblassten Ordnungsresten ein Wachstum

oder industrielle Milchzdhne als Saulen

ohne Dach

SUI GENERIS

WESTERLAND, OR THE WASTE

AMBER FOWLIE

Human hormones

flowing, a pedestrian zone,

between houses of bone

Fish patties,

Herring, on a bun

Beach-reads: sweaty busts on the cover
Ultraviolet, a universal eye color

Your ebb and flow

synchronized with economics of foam
A breeze scatters salt

on your face

Did you see

The cook is dead

Lying next to his three arms,

chopped off and dropped to the ground
an apron, wrinkly

as the North Sea, which he

brought a plate every day,

a nutritious, colorful medley

The napkins stained from rosehip and sky
A poorly defined national flag

Not even the bedsheets, with traces of dreams,
could be washed clean amid the

fading, tidy, residue, progression

or industrial milk teeth: columns
without a roof
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TscHick: KarPiTEL |

WOLFGANG HERRNDORF

Als Erstes ist da der Geruch von Blut und Kaffee. Die Kaffeemaschine steht
druben auf dem Tisch, und das Blut ist in meinen Schuhen. Um ehrlich zu sein,
es ist nicht nur Blut. Als der Altere «vierzehny gesagt hat, hab ich mir in die
Hose gepisst. Ich habe die ganze Zeit schrag auf dem Hocker gehangen und
mich nicht geriihrt. Mir war schwindlig. Ich hab versucht auszusehen, wie ich
gedacht hab, dass Tschick wahrscheinlich aussieht, wenn einer «vierzehny zu
ihm sagt, und dann hab ich mir vor Angst in die Hose gepisst. Maik Klingenberg,
der Held. Dabei weiB ich gar nicht, warum jetzt die Aufregung. War doch die
ganze Zeit klar, dass es so endet. Tschick hat sich mit Sicherheit nicht in die
Hose gepisst.

Wo ist Tschick tiberhaupt? Auf der Autobahn hab ich ihn noch gesehen,
wie er auf einem Bein ins Gebusch gehiipft ist, aber ich schatze mal, sie haben
ihn auch gekriegt. Mit einem Bein kommt man nicht weit. Fragen kann ich die
Polizisten natiirlich nicht. Weil, wenn sie ihn nicht gesehen haben, ist es logisch
besser, gar nicht damit anzufangen. Vielleicht haben sie ihn ja nicht gesehen. Und
vor mir erfahren sie’s mit Sicherheit nicht. Da konnen sie mich foltern. Obwohl
die deutsche Polizei, glaube ich, niemanden foltern darf. Das diirfen die nur im
Fernsehen und in der Tirkei.

Aber vollgeschifft und blutig auf der Station der Autobahnpolizei sitzen und
Fragen nach den Eltern beantworten ist auch nicht gerade der groBe Bringer.
Vielleicht ware Foltern sogar ganz angenehm, dann hatte ich wenigstens einen
Grund fiir meine Aufregung.

Das Beste ist jetzt Klappe halten, hat Tschick gesagt. Und das seh ich
genauso. Jetzt, wo eh alles egal ist. Und mir ist alles egal. Na ja, fast alles.
Tatjana Cosic zum Beispiel ist mir natirlich nicht egal. Obwohl ich jetzt schon
ziemlich lange nicht mehr an sie gedacht habe. Aber wo ich auf diesem Hocker
hier sitze und drauBen die Autobahn vorbeirauscht und der iltere Polizist steht
seit funf Minuten an der Kaffeemaschine dahinten und fiillt Wasser ein und
kippt es wieder aus, driickt auf den Schalter und schaut das Gerat von unten
an, wahrend jeder Depp sehen kann dass der Stecker vom Verlangerungskabel
nicht drin ist, da muss ich wieder an Tatjana denken. Denn genau genommen
ware ich nicht hier, wenn es Tatjana nicht gabe. Obwohl sie mit der ganzen
Sache nichts zu tun hat. Ist das unklar, was ich da rede? Ja, tut mir leid. Ich
versuch’s spater nochmal. Tatjana kommt in der ganzen Geschichte Uberhaupt
nicht vor. Das schonste Madchen der Welt kommt nicht vor. Auf der ganzen
Reise hab ich mir immer vorgestellt, dass sie uns sehen kann. Wie wir oben aus
dem Kornfeld rausgucken. Wie wir mit dem Biindel Schlauche auf dem Miillberg
stehen wie die letzten Trottel... Ich hab mir immer vorgestellt, Tatjana steht
hinter uns und sieht, was wir sehen, und freut sich, wie wir uns freuen. Aber
jetzt bin ich froh, dass ich mir das nur vorgestellt hab.

58 SUI GENERIS

GERMAN

TscHick: CHAPTER |

DAVID BANOCZI-RUOF

First, there is the smell of blood and coffee. The coffee machine sits over there
on the table, and the blood is in my shoes. To be honest, it’s not only blood.
When the older policeman said “fourteen,” | pissed myself. The whole time, |
hung onto the stool, without moving. | shivered. | tried to look how | thought
Tschick would look if someone said “fourteen” to him, and then | pissed my
pants out of fear. Maik Klingenberg, the hero, the pants pisser. Still, | don’t
know why everyone is making such a big deal. It was clear the whole time that
it would end this way. Tschick definitely would not piss his pants.

Where even is Tschick? | last saw him on the highway, when he hopped
into the bushes on one leg, but | guess they probably also got him. You can’t
get far with one leg. | obviously can’t ask the police, because if they did not see
him, it wouldn’t make sense to start asking about it. Maybe they didn’t even see
him. And they definitely won’t find out from me. They could try torturing me,
though | think the German police aren’t allowed to torture anyone. They can
only do that on TV and in Turkey.

But sitting at the police station, bloody and covered by piss, and answering
questions about your parents, is also not really the most exciting thing. Maybe
torture would be more comfortable, because then at least | would have a rea-
son for my agitation.

The best thing to do, said Tschick, is to keep your mouth shut, and | agree.
Now, when nothing matters. And | don’t matter. Well, almost nothing matters.
Tatjana Cosic, for example, does matter, even though | haven’t thought about
her for quite a while. But now that | sit on this stool and the highway rushes by
outside and the older policeman has stood for five minutes now by the coffee
machine and poured water in and tipped it out again, and pushed on the button
and looked at the machine from underneath, while every dork can see that the
plug is not connected to the extension cord, now | need to think about Tatjana
again. Because, technically speaking, | wouldn’t be here if it weren’t for Tatjana,
even though she had absolutely nothing to do with the whole situation. Is it
unclear what I'm saying? Yeah, I'm sorry. I'll try again later. Tatjana doesn’t even
play a part in the whole story. The most beautiful girl in the world doesn’t even
play a part. During the whole adventure, | always imagined that she could see
us. How we looked out from the corn field, how we stood on the garbage pile
with a bundle of hoses, like idiots... | always imagined that Tatjana stood behind
us, and saw what we saw, and was happy the same way we were happy. But now
I’'m glad that | only imagined it.

The policeman pulls a green paper towel out of the dispenser and gives it
to me. What should | do with it, wash the floor? He holds his nose with two
fingers and looks at me. Okay. | should blow my nose. | blow it, and he smiles
kindly. | can get that stuff about torture out of my head. But now where should
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Der Polizist zieht ein griines Papierhandtuch aus einem Handtuchspender
und gibt es mir. Was soll ich damit? Den Boden aufwischen? Er fasst mit zwei
Fingern an seine Nase und sieht mich an. Ach so. Nase schnauzen. Ich schnauze
mir die Nase, er lachelt freundlich. Das mit der Folter kann ich mir wohl
abschminken. Aber wohin jetzt mit dem Taschentuch? Ich schaue suchend auf
dem Boden herum. Die ganze Station ist mit grauem Linoleum ausgelegt, genau
das gleiche wie in den Gangen zu unserer Turnhalle. Es riecht auch ein bisschen
so. Pisse, SchweiB3, und Linoleum. Ich sehe Wolkow, unseren Sportlehrer, im
Trainingsanzug durch die Gange federn, siebzig Jahre, durchtrainiert: Auf geht’s,
Jungs! Hopp, hopp! Das Gerausch seiner schmatzenden Schritte auf dem Boden,
fernes Gekicher aus der Madchenumkleide und Wolkows Blick dorthin. Ich
sehe die hohen Fenster, die Banke, die Ringe an der Decke, an denen nie geturnt
wurde. Ich sehe Natalie und Lena und Kimberley durch den Seiteneingang
der Halle kommen. Und Tatjana in ihrem griinen Trainingsanzug. Ich sehe ihr
verschwommenes Spiegelbild auf dem Hallenboden, die Glitzerhosen, die die
Madchen jetzt immer tragen, die Oberteile. Und dass neuerdings der Halfte
von ihnen in dicken Wollpullovern turnt, und mindestens drei haben immer ein
Attest vom Arzt. Hagecius-Gymnasium Berlin, achte Klasse.

«lch dachte, fiinfzehn?y, sage ich, und der Polizist schiittelt den Kopf.

«Nee, vierzehn. Vierzehn. Was ist mit dem Kaffee, Horst?»

«Kaffee ist kaputty, sagt Horst.

Ich moéchte meinen Anwalt sprechen.

Das ware der Satz, den ich jetzt wahrscheinlich sagen misste. Das ist der
richtige Satz in der richtigen Situation, wie jeder aus dem Fernsehen weil.
Aber das sagt sich so leicht: Ich méchte meinen Anwalt sprechen. Wiirden die
sich wahrscheinlich totlachen. Das Problem ist: Ich habe keine Ahnung, was
dieser Satz bedeutet. Wenn ich sage, ich méchte meinen Anwalt sprechen, und
sie fragen: «Wen mochtest du sprechen? Deinen Anwalt?» — was soll ich dann
antworten? Ich hab in meinem Leben noch keinen Anwalt gesehen, und ich weif3
auch nicht, wozu ich einen brauche. Ich weiB3 nicht mal, ob Rechtsanwalt dasselbe
ist wie Anwalt. Oder Staatsanwalt. So was Ahnliches wie ein Richter, nehme
ich an, nur dass er auf meiner Seite steht und mehr Ahnung von Gesetzen hat
als ich. Aber mehr Ahnung von Gesetzen als ich hat hier praktisch jeder, der im
Raum ist. Jeder Polizist vor allem. Und die konnte ich natiirlich fragen. Aber ich
wette, wenn ich den Jlingeren frage, ob ich jetzt so eine Art Anwalt brauchen
konnte, dann dreht er sich zu seinem Kollegen um und ruft: «Hey, Horst!
Horschti! Komm mal her! Unser Held hier will wissen, ob er einen Anwalt
braucht! Guck dir das an. Blutet den ganzen Boden voll, pisst sich in die Hosen
wie ein Weltmeister und — will seinen Anwalt sprechen!» Hahaha. Da lachen die
sich natiirlich kaputt. Und ich finde, es geht mir schlecht genug, ich muss mich
nicht auch noch zum Obst machen. Was passiert ist, ist passiert. Mehr kommt
jetzt nicht. Da kann auch der Anwalt nichts mehr andern. Weil, dass wir Mist
gebaut haben, konnte nur ein Geisteskranker abzustreiten versuchen. Was soll
ich sagen? Dass ich die ganze Woche zu Hause am Pool gelegen hab, fragen Sie
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| put the tissue? | look all over the floor. The whole station is tiled with grey
linoleum, exactly the same as in the halls of our gym. It also smells similar. Piss,
sweat, and linoleum. | see Wolkow, our gym teacher, seventy years old, well-
toned, bouncing through the halls in training gear: Let’s go, boys! Chop, chop!
The sound of his steps on the floor, faraway giggles from the girls’ locker rooms,
and Wolkow’s gaze in that direction. | see the high windows, the benches, the
rings on the ceiling, which are never used. | see Natalie and Lena and Kimberley
through the side entrance to the gym. And Tatjana in her green training gear. |
see her blurry image on the gym floor, the sparkling pants that the girls always
wear, the top. For half of them, that’s a thick woolen sweater, and at least three
always have a note from the doctor. Hagecous High School Berlin, eighth grade.

“| thought fifteen?” | say, and the policeman shakes his head.

“No, fourteen. Fourteen. What’s with the coffee, Horst?”

“Coffee is broken,” says Horst.

| want to speak to my lawyer.

That’s the sentence that | should probably say now. That’s the right sen-
tence in the right situation, as everyone knows from TV. But it’s so easy to say: |
want to speak to my lawyer. They would probably die of laughter if | said it. The
problem is, | have no idea what this sentence means. When | say | want to speak
to my lawyer, and they ask, “Who do you want to speak to? Your lawyer?” —
then what should | say? | have never seen a lawyer in my whole life, and | don’t
know why | need one, either. | don’t even know if an attorney is the same as a
lawyer. Something similar to a judge, | assume, only that he is on my side and
has more of an idea of the law than I. But practically everyone here in this room
has more of an idea of the law than I. Every policeman, at least. And | could ask
them, of course. But | bet that when | ask the younger one if | need a lawyer
now, he will turn around to his colleague and yell, “Hey, Horst! Horsti! Come
here! Our hero wants to know if he needs a lawyer! Look at that! Bleeds all
over the floor, pisses his pants like a world champion, and wants to speak to his
lawyer!” Hahaha. Then they die of laughter. But | think I’'m in bad enough shape
that | don’t need to make more of an ass of myself. What happened, happened.
More won’t happen. The lawyer can’t change any of that. Only a crazy person
can try to dispute that we fucked up. What can | say? That the whole week |
lay at home at the pool, and you can ask the cleaning lady? That pork chops fell
from the sky like rain? | really can’t do a lot anymore. | could pray towards Mec-
ca and shit myself, but other than that there aren’t many options left.

The younger policeman, who actually looks quite friendly, shakes his head
and repeats, “Fifteen is nonsense. Fourteen. You're prosecutable at fourteen.”

| probably should feel guilty and remorse and everything, but, to be honest,
| feel absolutely nothing. I'm just shivering a lot. | scratch myself under my calf.
Where my calf used to be. A crimson stripe of slime sticks to my hand. That’s
not my blood, | said earlier when they were questioning me. Enough other slime
lies on the street to worry about, and | really thought that it wasn’t my blood.
But if it wasn’t my blood, then where is my calf? | wonder.
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die Putzfrau? Dass die Schweinehalften wie Regen vom Himmel gefallen sind?
Viel kann ich jetzt wirklich nicht tun. Ich konnte noch gen Mekka beten und mir
in die Hosen kacken, sonst sind nicht mehr viele Optionen offen.

Der Jiingere, der eigentlich ganz nett aussieht, schiittelt den Kopf und wie-
derholt: «Fiinfzehn ist Quatsch. Vierzehn. Mit vierzehn bist du strafmiindig.

Wahrscheinlich sollte ich jetzt Schuldgefiihle haben und Reue und alles,
aber ehrlich gesagt, ich flihle liberhaupt nichts. Mir ist einfach nur wahnsinnig
schwindlig. Ich kratze mich unten an meiner Wade. Nur da, wo frilher meine
Woade war, ist jetzt nichts mehr. Ein violetter Streifen Schleim bleibt an meiner
Hand kleben. Das ist nicht mein Blut, hatte ich vorhin gesagt, als sie mich gefragt
hatten. Lag ja genug anderer Schleim auf der StraB8e, um den man sich kiimmern
konnte, und ich dachte wirklich, dass das nicht mein Blut ist. Aber wenn das
nicht mein Blut ist, wo ist denn jetzt meine Wade, frage ich mich?

Ich ziehe das Hosenbein hoch und guck drunter. Dann habe ich noch genau
eine Sekunde, um mich zu wundern. Wenn ich das im Film sehen miisste, wiirde
mir mit Sicherheit libel, denke ich, und tatsachlich wird mir jetzt libel, auf dieser
Station der Autobahnpolizei, was ja auch irgendwie beruhigend ist. Fiir einen
kurzen Moment sehe ich noch mein Spiegelbild auf dem Linoleum auf mich zu-
kommen, und dann knallt es, und ich bin weg.
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| pull my pant legs up and look down. Then | have exactly a second to
wonder. If | had to see it in the movies, | think | definitely would have become
queasy, and indeed | become queasy now, in this police station on the highway,
which is somehow calming. For a short moment, | see my reflection on the
linoleum coming towards me, and then there is a thud, and | am unconscious.
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ARTHUR KILONGO

And perhaps it was never so.

And perhaps

| never woke early and went to the fields,
To labor in the sweat of my brow;
Never in the long blazing days

Of harvest,

On top of the wagon laden with sheaves
Made my voice ring with a song;

Never bathed myself in the calm blue water
And at the end

Of my Kinneret... O, my Kinneret,
Were you there or did | only dream?

HEBREW

AND PErHAPS IT WAs NEVER So...
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M1 sel ScoPPIATO DENTRO IL CUORE

MINA
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Era

Solamente ieri sera

lo parlavo con gli amici
Scherzavamo fra di noi

Etu etu, etu

Tu sei arrivato

M’hai guardato

E allora tutto & cambiato per me
Mi sei scoppiato dentro il cuore
All'improvviso

All'improvviso

Non so perché

Non lo so perché
All'improvviso

All'improvviso

Sara

Perché mi hai guardato

Come nessuno mi ha guardato mai
Mi sento viva

All'improvviso per te

Ora, io non ho capito ancora
Non so come puo finire

Quello che succedera

Ma tu, ma tu, ma tu

Tu I'hai capito

L'hai capito

Visto che eri cambiato anche tu
Mi sei scoppiato dentro il cuore
All'improvviso, allimprovviso
Non so perché

Non lo so perché
All'improvviso

All'improvviso

SUI GENERIS

You ExXPLODED IN MY HEART

STELLA SEGANTI

It was

Only last night

Talking to my friends

Joking with each other

And you, and you, and you
You arrived

You looked at me

And then everything changed for me
You exploded in my heart
Suddenly

Suddenly

Don’t know why

| don’t know why

Suddenly

Suddenly

It must be

Because you looked at me
Like nobody has ever looked at me before
| feel alive

Suddenly for you

Now, | haven’t figured it out yet
I don’t know how it will end
What will happen

But you, but you, but you
You understand it

You understand

Since you were changed too
You exploded into my heart
Suddenly, suddenly

Don’t know why

| don’t know why

Suddenly

Suddenly
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Sara perché mi hai guardato
Come nessuno mi ha guardato mai
Mi sento viva all’improvviso per te
Mi sei scoppiato dentro al cuore all'improvviso
All'improvviso non so perché

Non lo so perché

All'improvviso

All'improvviso

Sara perché mi hai guardato

come nessuno m’ha guardato mai
Mi sento viva

All'improvviso per te

SUI GENERIS

Maybe it’s because you looked at me
Like nobody has ever looked at me before
| suddenly feel alive because of you

You suddenly exploded into my heart
Suddenly | don’t know why

| do not know why

Suddenly

Suddenly

Maybe it’s because you looked at me

like no one has ever looked at me before
| feel alive

Suddenly because of you
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lO SONO QUEL CHE SONO

MINA

70

lo sono quel che sono

E valgo quel che valgo

Pero io ti amo

Come nessuno t’ ha mai amato

Come nessuno mai t'amera mai pill t'amera

lo sono quel che sono e valgo quel che valgo

Ti offro umilmente quel che rimane della mia vita
Che non ha senso che non ¢ vita senza di te
Senza di te

Ti offro umilmente quel che rimane della mia vita
Che non ha senso che non ¢ vita senza di te
Senza di te.

SUI GENERIS

| AM WHAT | AM

STELLA SEGANTI

I am what [ am

And I’'m worth what I’'m worth

But | love you

Like no one has ever loved you

As no one will ever love you,

He will never love you again

I am what | am and | am worth what | am worth
| offer you, humbly what remains of my life

It doesn’t make sense, it’s not life without you
Without you

| offer you, humbly what remains of my life

It doesn’t make sense that it’s not life without you
Without you.
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UNO COME TE

MINA

Uno come te

lo non lo trovero mai piu

Uno come te

No, non posso piu

Chiederti tempo per cambiar

Perché

Sarebbe inutile

Sarebbe solo per pieta

Ed io non voglio piu pretendere le cose che non
merito

Da te

E perdero cosi

Anche quest’ultima occasione che mi dai
E sara tardi quando

Cerchero di te

Ma non posso pill

Chiederti tempo per cambiar

Perché

Sarebbe inutile

Sarebbe solo per pieta

Ed io non voglio piu pretendere le cose che non
merito

Da te

E perdero cosi

Anche quest’ultima occasione che mi dai
E sara tardi quando

Cerchero di te

Di te
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SoMEONE LIKE You

STELLA SEGANTI

Someone like you

| will never find it again
Someone like you

No, | can’t anymore

Ask you for time, to change
Because

It would be pointless

It would only be out of pity

And | don’t want to demand for things | don’t deserve anymore
From you

And | will lose

like this

Even this last chance given to me
It will be too late when

I look for you

But | can’t anymore

Ask you for time to change
Because

It would be useless

It would only be out of pity

And | don’t want to demand the things | don’t deserve anymore
From you

And | lose

Like this

Even this last chance given to me
It will be late when

I look for you

For you
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DogwoobD

MIKIKO YAMANAKA

To the sky you reached your hand up in our garden

It was May

Please come

Please come to the edge of the river shore where
I wait

I will give you a flower bud

A bud of dogwood in the garden

My sweetheart

| hope your dream will come true

| pray for you that your life will be completed with-
out misfortune

May you and your beloved be together

Until a hundred years from now

That summer was scorching hot

| had a very heavy heart

If we crossed the river by this boat together
It would probably sink

Please go on ahead of me

Please row the boat toward the future

| hope my pain will be rewarded someday
May endless tragedy be end

May you and your beloved be together
Until a hundred years from now

Chasing a fluttering butterfly

By rowing the boat with a white sail hoisted
When it comes to Mother’s Day

Please send her a leaf of dogwood

You don’t need to wait for me

You don’t need to find me
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My sweetheart

| hope your dream will come true

| pray for you that your life will be completed with-
out misfortune

May you and your beloved be together

Until a hundred years from now

| hope my pain will be rewarded someday
May endless tragedy end

May you and your beloved be together
Until a hundred years from now

May you and your beloved be together
Until a hundred years from now
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HAE
ThENnNBEinE A SMALLBIRD, A SMALL BELL, AND MYSELF

&F 493 [MISUZU KANEKO] ANDREA OTEY
A HFZEOBT TH, Even if | spread my arms wide,
BZEIEE - EHRNZNDY | cannot soar to the heavens,
RRBD/NEIFFADKDIT, And yet the small bird that is able to soar
HEZ R IEENTR N, Cannot swiftly run the earth as | can
MHMEZDT>TH, Even if | shake my body,
ENVREFHBWTE, No beautiful sound can emerge,
HDIEZEBIFFADPLSIC, And yet the small bell that makes music

e ESARBEIFRSZNEK,

e INBELEFNHSTA,
PHAIRIEST, HATRNN

SUI GENERIS

Cannot know as many songs as | do

A small bell, a small bird, and finally myself
We are all different We are all divine
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SUI GENERIS

YIMENG SUN

“Thirty years old, as a woman, she still has the
maiden’s odor until she is twenty-nine years old.
While for a thirty-year-old woman, no where can
you find such odor around her body.— At the
moment when the words from a French novel
that | read long time ago suddenly occurred to
me, | was immediately assailed by the infinite lone-
liness. | looked outside. The ocean, soaking in the
midday sunlight, was glittering like broken glasses.
When | read that novel, | lightly agreed, thinking
this might just be the truth. | felt quite nostalgic
for that moment when | could think with a peace-
ful and quiet mind that my days as a woman have
ended.

| wondered if the maiden’s odor in my body
fades along with the gradual disappearance of my
every bracelet, necklace, dress suit, belt, bit by
bit. What a wretched mid-aged woman | am. Ah,
| hate to reconcile this. But indeed, a mid-aged
woman’s life still contains the life of a woman. Not
until this time do | realize it. When | was nineteen
years old, my teacher, who was an Englishwoman,
said this to me when she was returning to Britain.
“Oh you, you should never fall in love. Once you
love, unhappiness will come to you. If you must
be in love, you shall wait until you grow up, after
you're thirty. Even when she said this to me, | was
numbed and fell into silence. | could not imagine
my days after thirty at that time.

BARD COLLEGE
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LATINA

DeE RERUM NATURA

LUCRETIUS

Praeterea si nulla fuit genitalis origo

terrarum et caeli semperque aeterna fuere,

cur supera bellum Thebanum et funera Troiae

non alias alii quoque res cecinere poétae!

quo tot facta virum totiens cecidere neque usquam
aeternis famae monimentis insita florent?

verum, ut opinor, habet novitatem summa recensque
naturast mundi neque pridem exordia cepit.

quare etiam quaedam nunc artes expoliuntur,

nunc etiam augescunt; nunc addita navigiis sunt
multa, modo organici melicos peperere sonores,
denique natura haec rerum ratioque repertast
nuper, et hanc primus cum primis ipse repertus
nunc ego sum in patrias qui possim vertere voces.

Quod si forte fuisse ante hac eadem omnia credis,
sed periise hominum torrenti saecla vapore,
aut cecidisse urbis magno vexamine mundi,
aut ex imbribus adsiduis exisse rapaces
per terras amnes atque oppida coperuisse.
tanto quique magis victus fateare necessest
exitium quoque terrarum caelique futurum;
nam cum res tantis morbis tantisque periclis
temptarentur, ibi si tristior incubuisset
causa, darent late cladem magnasque ruinas.
nec ratione alia mortales esse videmur,
inter nos nisi quod morbis aegrescimus isdem
atque illi quos a vita natura removit.

Praeterea quaecumque manent aeterna necessust
aut, quia sunt solido cum corpore, respuere ictus
nec penetrare pati sibi quicquam quod quead artas
dissociare intus partis, ut materiai
corpora sunt, quorum naturam ostendimus ante,
aut ideo durare aetatem posse per omnem,
plagarum quia sunt expertia, sicut inane est,
quod manet intactum neque ab ictu fungitur hilum,
aut etiam quia nulla loci sit copia circum,
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LATIN

DeE RERUM NATURA

KAITLIN KARMEN

In Book 5 of his didactic epic, Lucretius sets out to prove that everything has a begin-
ning and thus an end. The earth was created and will be destroyed again. (Book V,
lines 324-379)

Moreover, if there was no generative origin
of the earth and the sky, but they have always existed,
why, before the Theban war and ruin of Troy,
have other poets not sung of other matters as well?
Why have so many deeds of men so many times disappeared,
and nowhere flourished, grafted in eternal monuments of fame?
In fact, | believe the whole world possesses newness and recently
has come into existence, having its beginnings not long ago.
Some arts are being refined still; other arts only now
are beginning to grow: to sea-faring have many things
been added; just now musicians created lyric sounds.
This explanation of the nature of the world has been discovered
recently, and now | myself, the very first, am found, |
who am able to put this account into our paternal tongue.

But if perhaps you think that all these things existed before,
that humankind died in scorching fire,
or that cities fell in a great quaking of the earth,
or because of unremitting rain the rushing rivers
flooded the earth and overwhelmed the towns,
then so much more necessary is it for you to acknowledge
that there will also be a destruction of the earth and sky.
For when things of such great distress and danger
assailed the world, then if some harsher cause had attacked,
they would have caused widespread disaster and great ruins.
And we are seen to be mortal by no other reason
than that we fall ill of the same sicknesses
as those whom nature has taken away from life.

Moreover, whatever things remain eternally must
either repel blows, since they are of a solid body,
and not endure anything to pierce them that could split
the dense parts within (as the bodies
of matter, whose nature we have shown before);
or otherwise they must be able to remain through all time
through being free from blows (just as void is,
which remains untouched and suffers not at all from a blow),
or else because there is no abundance of space around,
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quo quasi res possint discedere dissoluique,

sicut summarum summa est aeterna, neque extra
qui locus est quo dissiliant neque corpora sunt quae
possint incidere et valida dissolvere plaga.

at neque, uti docui, solido cum corpore mundi
naturast, quoniam admixtumst in rebus inane,

nec tamen est ut inane, neque autem corpora desunt,
ex infinito quae possint forte coorta

corruere hanc rerum violento turbine summam

aut aliam quamvis cladem importare pericli,

nec porro natura loci spatiumque profundi

deficit, exspargi quo possint moenia mundi,

aut alia quavis possunt vi pulsa perire.

haut igitur leti praeclusa est ianua caelo

nec soli terraeque neque altis aequoris undis,

sed patet immani et vasto respectat hiatu.

quare etiam nativa necessumst confiteare

haec eadem; neque enim, mortali corpore quae sunt,
ex infinito iam tempore adhuc potuissent

inmensi validas aevi contemnere vires.

SUI GENERIS

where things might part or be dispersed—
even as the sum of sums is eternal—nor outside is there
a place into which they might leap apart, nor are there bodies

which might fall upon them and disperse them with a strong blow.

But, as I've taught, neither is the nature of the world

of solid body, since there is void mixed in with things;

but yet nor is the nature like void; bodies are not lacking,
which, rising out from boundless space, might

overpower this sum of things with a violent storm

or bring some other devastation or peril.

Nor, in turn, is the nature of space and the expanse

of the deep wanting, where the walls of the world might
be broken up; or they may perish, struck by another force.
The door of death, then, is not closed to the sky

or to the sun, to the earth, to the deep waves of the sea.
It’s open, waiting with open mouth—fierce and vast.

So you must admit: these things have been born.

What is of mortal body could not, from infinite time until now,
have defied the powerful forces of boundless eternity.
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SABAYAMBWLMMCA TPAMBAM 1919? LosT STREETCAR 1919?

HUKOAAWM TYMUAEB [NIKOLAY GUMILEV] RUSSIAN 102

Translated by the students in the Beginning Russian |l class: Lukina Andreyev, Rose
Battista, Natasha Cameron, Abigail Crosby, Gabriella Goldberg, Finlay MacKenzie, Ra-
phael Pierson-Sante, Jonah Roth, and Will Warren. Edited by: Oleg and Denise Minin.

LLIEA 5 no yAMLLe HE3HAaKOMOM

M BAPYT ycAbILIaA BOPOHUIA Tpai,
M 3BOHBI AIOTHU, U AdABHME TPOMBI,
[Népeao MHOIO AeTEA TPaMBaN.

Kak s BCKOYUA Ha eré NMoAHOXKY,
BbiAo 3araakolo AAst MeHs,

B BO3AYyXE OrHEHHYIO AOPOXKKY
OH OCTaBASIA U NpU CBETE AHS.

Mudacs oH 6ypel TEMHOM, KPbIAATOM,
OH 326AyAUACS B 6é3AHE BPEMEH. ..
OcTaHoBUTe, BaroHOBOXAThIN,
OcTaHoBUTe ceiyac BaroH!

Mé3aHO. YK Mbl 0BOTrHYAM CTEHY,

Mbl NpocKo4UAM CKBO3b POLLY MAAbM,
Yépes Heny, uépes Hua n Cény

Mbl nporpeméamn no Tpém MocTam.

M, npoMeAbKHYB y OKOHHOW pPaMbl,
BpocuA Ham BcAeA MbITAUBBIN B3TASIA
Hawwmit ctapik, — KOHEYHO TOT Camblit,
YT0 ymep B BelipyTe roa Hasaa.

Fae 57 Tak TOMHO U Tak TPEBOXKHO
CépaLie MOE cTy4UT B OTBET:
«BUAMLWBL BOK33A, Ha KOTOPOM MOXHO
B UHauio Ayxa kynutb 6UAET!»

BbiBecka... kpOBbio HaAUTblie ByKBbI
lAacsaT — 3eAeHHas, — 3Halo, TYT
BmécTo kanycTbl 1 BMECTO 6ptoKBbI
MépTBbie rOAOBBI MPOAAIOT.

SUI GENERIS

Walking along an unfamiliar street,

| suddenly heard a raven cry,

A ringing lute, and distant thunders,
When before me flew a streetcar.

How | jumped up to its running board
Was a mystery to me,

In the daylight,

It was leaving flaming tracks behind.

It swept along, like a dark winged storm
Losing its way in the abyss of time...
Stop it, conductor,

Stop that streetcar now!

It’s too late. Already we’ve rounded the wall,
And slipped through the grove of palm trees,
Over the Neva, over the Nile and the Seine,
We thundered across three bridges.

And, flashing by the window frame,

Goes the inquisitive glance of a forsaken,
Penniless old man, — certainly the very one,
Who died in Beirut a year ago.

Where am I? So feebly and so anxiously
Does my heart beat in response:

“You see the station, where it is possible
To buy a ticket to India divine?”

Street sign... blood-soaked letters
Saying: “Green,” — | know that here,
Instead of cabbage and rutabaga,
Severed heads are sold.

In a red shirt, with a face like an udder,
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B kpacHowm pybaluke, C AULLOM, KaK BbiMS,
[6AOBY cpé3aA MaAdy u MHe,
OHa AexaAa BMécTe ¢ Apyrimu

3AecCh, B fALLUKE CKOAb3KOM, Ha CAMOM AHE.

A B nepeyAke 3a66p AOLWATHIN,
AoM B TpM OKHA 1 Cépblit ra3oH. ..
OcTtaHoBUTe, BATOHOBOXATbIN,
OcraHosUTe ceitvac BaroH!

MawweHbKa, Tbl 3AECh XXMAA U NéAa,
MHe, eHuxy, KOBEP TKaAQ,

lAe ke Tenépb TBOM rOAOC U TEAO,
MoxeT AU BbITb, YTO Tbl YMEpA?

Kak Tbl cTOHaA2 B cBOéit cBETAULE,
A e c HanyApeHHOO KOcoK

LLIEA npeacTaBAATbCA MMnepaTpuue
M He yBUAEACS BHOBb C TOBOIA.

MéHsAA Tenépb s: Hawa cBob6oAa
ToAbKO OTTYAQ BbloLunii cBeT,
AIoAU U TéHU cTOAT ¥y BXxOAQ

B 300A0Orveckunin cap MAaHET.

M cpasy BéTep 3HaKOMbIN U CAAAKUH,
M 3a MOCTOM AeTUT Ha MeHs

BcaAHMKa AAaHb B XKeAE3HOM MepyaTke
M aABa konbiTa erd KoHs.

BépHoit TBEpAbIHEIO MPAaBOCAABbS
BpésaH Mcakuit B BbILIMHE,

Tam oTcAyXy MOAébeH o 3apaBbe
MaweHbKM M MaHUXUAY MO MHE.

M BCE X HaBEKM cépALie yrpioMo,
M TpyAHO AbILATL, U BOABHO XKMUTb. ..
MaweHbKa, S HUKOTAA He AYMaA,
Y70 MOXKHO Tak AoOUTb U rpycTUTh!
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The executioner cut off my head as well,
It lay together with the others
Here, at the very bottom of a slippery box.

And in the lane there is a wooden fence,

A house with three windows and a gray lawn...
Stop it, conductor,

Stop that streetcar now!

Mashenka, here you lived and sang,

For me, the bridegroom, you wove a carpet,
Where is your voice and flesh now,

Could it be that you died?

How you moaned in your sun-filled room"
While |, with my powdered braid,
Went to introduce myself to the Empress
And did not get to see you again.

Now | have realized: our freedom

Comes only from where the light beats down,
People and shadows stand at the entrance

To the zoological garden of planets.

And all at once, the wind becomes so familiar and
so sweet,

And the Rider’s hand clad in an iron gauntlet,

And two hooves of his horse

Come flying at me from across the bridge.

Faithful stronghold of Orthodoxy,

St. Isaac’s, embedded in the sky,

There | will pray for Mashenka’s well-being
And hold a funeral for myself.

And my heart goes on forever in gloom,

And it is hard to breathe, and painful to live...
Mashenka, | never thought it possible

For such loving and such sorrow to exist!

SUI GENERIS

*The “sun-filled room” refers to “svetlitsa” (ceeTAULa), a brightly lit front room
in the traditional homes of eastern Slavs.
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CTAAHUK

BAPAAM WWAAAMOB [VARLAM SHALAMOV]

Ha KpaiiHem CeBepe, Ha CTbiKe TalUrM U TYHAPbI, CPeAM KapAMKOBbIX bepes,
HU3KOPOCABIX KYCTOB PSIGUHbI C HEOXMAAHHO KPYMHbIMU CBETAO-KEATbIMU
BOASIHUCTbIMM SIFTOAAMU, CPEAM LLECTUCOTAETHUX AUCTBEHHMLL, YTO AOCTUTatOT
3PEAOCTU B TPUCTA AET, )KMBET OCOBEHHOE AEPEBO — CTAAHUK. DTO AAABHMI
POACTBEHHMK KEAPa, KeApay, — BEYHO3EAEHble XBOMHbIE KYCTbl CO CTBOAAMMU
MOTOALLLE YEAOBEYECKOM PYKM U AAMHOWM B ABa-Tpu MeTpa. OH HENpUXOTAMB
M pacTeT, YLENWBLUMCb KOPHSMM 32 LLEAM B KaMHSAX FOPHOro ckAoHa. OH
MY)>XeCTBEH M YMpsIM, KaK BCe CeBepHble AepeBbsl. YyBCTBUTEAbHOCTb €ro
HeobblyaiHa.

MosaHss oceHb, AaBHO nopa 6biTb cHery, 3ume. [lo kpato 6eaoro
HebocBOAa MHOTO AHEN XOASAT HU3KME, CMHEeBaTble, OYATO B KpOBOMOATEKAX,
Tyuu. A CEropaHs OCeHHMI MPOHU3bIBAIOLLMI BETEP C YTPa CTaA yrpoxaiolle
TuxuMm. MNaxHeT cHerom? Het. He 6yaeT cHera. CtaaHuk ewe He AoxuAacs. U
AHU MPOXOANT 32 AHSIMM, CHEra HeT, Ty4u BPOAST rAe-TO 3a COMKaMu, M Ha
BbICOKOE He6O BbILLAO HAEAHOE MAAEHbKOE COAHLIE, U BCE MO-OCEHHEMY...

A cTAaHuK rHeTcs. [HeTcs Bce HMxe, Kak Bbl oA 6eaMepHOM, BCe pacTyLue
TskecTbto. OH LiapanaeT CBOEeW BEPLUMHOM KaMeHb M MPUKMMAETCs K 3EMAE,
pacTarMBas cBou M3ympyAHble Aambl. OH cTeaeTca. OH MOXOX Ha cripyTa,
OAETOro B 3eAeHble Mepbs. /\exa, OH XAET A€Hb, APYroi, U BOT yxe ¢ 6eaoro
Heba CbIMAETCS, Kak MOPOLLOK, CHET, U CTAAHUK MOTPYXXaeTcsl B 3MMHIOIO CMAYKY,
Kak MeaBeab. Ha 6eAoit rope B3byxaloT OrpoMHbIe CHEXHblE BOAABIPU — 3TO
KyCTbl CTAQHUKA AETAM 3MMOBaTb.

A B KOHLLE 31MbI, KOTAQ CHET eLLe MOKPbIBAET 3€MAIO TPEXMETPOBbLIM CAOEM,
KOTAQ B YLLLEEAbSIX METEAN Y TPAaMOOBaAM MAOTHbIN, MOAAAIOLLMIACS TOABKO XKEAE3Y
CHEr, AIOAM TLUETHO MLLYT NMPU3HAKOB BECHbI B MPUPOAE, XOTS MO KAaAEHAAPIO
BECHe nopa y> npuinTu. Ho AeHb HEOTAUYMM OT 3UMHErO — BO3AYX pa3pexeH
M CYX U HMYEM He OTAMYEH OT siHBapckoro Bosayxa. K cuacTblo, olwyuieHus
YeAOoBeKa CAMLUKOM rpybbl, BOCMIPUATUS CAULLKOM MPOCTbI, A2 U YyBCTB Y HEro
HEMHOTO, BCEro MsTb — 3TOr0 HEAOCTATOYHO AAS MPEACKA3aHMI U YraAblBaHUA.

lNpupoaa ToHbLIe YeroBeKa B CBOMX OllylleHUAX. Koe-4To Mbl 06 3TOM
3HaeM. [ToMHUTE pbI6 AOCOCEBBIX MOPOA, MPUXOASLUUX METATb UKPY TOABKO
B TY pPeKy, rae ObiAa BbIMETaHa MKPWMHKA, M3 KOTOPOW pasBMAacb 3Ta pbibal
NoMHMUTe TauHCTBEHHbIE Tpacchl NTUYbMX NepeAeToB! PacTeHui-6apomeTpos,
LiBeTOB-6apOMETPOB M3BECTHO HAM HEMAAO.

MBoTcpeam cHexxHoM beckpaitHe 6eAn3HbI, CpeAU MOAHOM Be3HAAEKHOCTH
BAPYr BCTaeT cTAaHMK. OH CTpsSXMBaeT CHer, pacnpsMASIETCS BO BeCb pOCT,
MOAHUMAET K Heby CBOIO 3eAeHyt0, OBAEAEHEAYIO, Yy Tb pbixeBaTyto XBoto. OH
CABILUUT HEYAOBMMbIA HAMK 30B BECHbI W, BEpPsl B HEE, BCTAET paHblle BCEX Ha
CeBepe. 31Ma KOHYMAACD.

BbiBaeT u aApyroe: koctep. CTAaHUK CAMLLKOM AerkoBepeH. OH Tak He Al6UT
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THE SIBERIAN PINE

ANDREW MERAZ

In the Far North, where the taiga meets the tundra, amid the dwarf birch
trees and the low-growing bushes of mountain ash, with their surprisingly big,
pale-yellow, juicy berries; amid the six-hundred-years-old larch trees, which
reach maturity in their three-hundredth year, lives a special tree—the Siberian
pine. This distant relative of the cedar is an evergreen, coniferous bush with a
trunk just thicker than a man’s arm and a height of two to three meters. It is
modest and grows, clinging with its roots to a break in the stones of the moun-
tain side. Like all the trees of the north, it is fearless and willful. It is a curiously
sensitive being.

It is late autumn and has long been the time for snow, nearly for winter. For
many days now, thin clouds, blue like bruises, have been making their way along
the firmament’s edge. Yet today, the piercing fall wind has become threateningly
quiet. Smells of snow? No, there won’t be snow. The Siberian Pine still stands.
The days go by, one after the other, and yet there is no snow. The clouds roam
in the high sky, somewhere beyond the hills. The small, pale sun rises, and ev-
erything moves according to the rules of autumn...

The pine bends. It bends lower and lower, as if it were beneath an immense,
ever growing weight. It scratches at the stone with its limbs; it presses itself to
the earth, stretching it emerald claws. The Siberian pine creeps. It resembles
an octopus cloaked in verdant feathers. Lying, it waits a day, and then another.
Now, from the white sky, snow falls like powder, and the tree slips into hiber-
nation as if it were a bear. On the pallid mountain, large snowy blisters bulge
out. These are the bushes of the Siberian pine. This is how they will spend the
winter.

But at the end of winter, when snow still covers the earth with a thick layer
of snow, three-meters high; when, in the canyons, blizzards still pack down
thick snow that could only succumb to iron, people hopelessly search for signs
of spring in nature—though, according to the calendar, spring has long since
arrived. Yet, these days are indistinguishable from those of winter. The air is
thin and dry and does not differ at all from the January air. Fortunately, man’s
feelings are too crude, his perceptions too simple, and indeed his senses too
few, only five. These are insufficient to enable him to make predictions.

Nature, on the other hand, is more precise than man in its feelings. Do
you recall the salmon, coming to spawn only in the river in which it itself was
spawned? Do you recall the secret migration routes of birds? Little is known to
us of plant-barometers and flower-barometers.

And still, among the snowy, limitless whiteness, among the utter hopeless-
ness, there suddenly rises up the Siberian pine. It shakes off the snow, raises
itself to its full height, lifts up to the sky its green, slightly auburn, ice-covered
needles. It listens to spring’s call—imperceptible to us—and, trusting in it, rises
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3UMY, YTO rOTOB BEPUTb TeMAy KocTpa. EcAn 3umoi, psaom c corHysimmces,
CKPIOYEHHbIM MO-3MMHEMY KYCTOM CTAaHMKA Pa3BECTU KOCTEpP — CTAAHMK
BcTaHeT. KocTep moracHeT — M paso4yapoBaHHbI Keppay, MAaya oT obuabl,
CHOBa COTHeTCs U ASXKET Ha cTapoe mMecTo. M ero 3aHeceT cHerom.

HeT, oH He ToAbko npeackasaTeAb noroabl. CTAAHUK — AEPEBO HAAEXA,
eanHcteeHHoe Ha KpaiiHem Ceeepe BeuHoseaeHoe apepeBo. Cpeau 6eroro
6Aecka cHera MaToOBO-3eAeHble XBOMHbIE €rO Aarbl FOBOPSAT O tOre, O TEerAe,
O XM3HU. /AeTOM OH CKPOMEH U He3aMeTeH — BCe KPYroM TOPOMAMBO LIBETET,
CTapasicb NMPOLBECTU B KOPOTKOE ceBepHoe AeTo. LiBeTbl BeceHHUe, AeTHMeE,
OCeHHME MeperoHsoT ApYr apyra B 6esyaepxxHom bypHom uBeTeHun. Ho
OCeHb 6AM3K3., M BOT Y>K€ CbINMAETCA XXeATaA MeAKas XBOsA, OroAda AUCTBEHHULLbI,
naAeBas TPaBa CBEPTbIBAETCH U COXHET, AEC MyCTeeT, U TOrAA AAAEKO BUAHO,
Kak cpeAM BAEAHO-KEATOM TPaBbl M CEPOrO MXa FOpsIT CPEAM AeCa OrPOMHbIe
3eAeHble paKeAbl CTAAHMKA.

MHe CTAaHMK NPeACTaBASIACS BCerAa HamboAee MO3TUYUHBIM PYCCKUM
AEPEBOM, MOAYYLUE, YEM MPOCAABAEHHbIE MAAKy4as MBa, YMHapa, kunapuc. U
APOBa M3 CTAAHMKa Xapye.
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before anything else in the North. Winter has ended.

But it happens another way, too. By fire. The Siberian Pine is too gullible. It
so dislikes winter that it is ready to trust in a fire’s warmth. If, in the winter, one
builds a fire next to its bent bushes, twisted by the cold, the Siberian pine will
rise. And when the fire goes out, the disappointed tree, crying from the injury,
again will bend and return to its former place. Again, it will be cloaked in snow.

No, it is not only a foreteller of the weather. The Siberian pine is the tree
of hope; it is the only evergreen tree in the Far North. Amid the snow’s blinding
shimmer, its mint-green needles bespeak the South, warmth, life. In the sum-
mer, while all around it everything hastens to bloom, trying to flower in the
short summer of the North, the Siberian pine is modest and goes by unnoticed.
Spring, summer, and autumn flowers overtake one another in unrestrainable,
wild blossoming. But fall is near, and already fine, yellow needles are strewn
about, exposing the larch trees; the straw-colored grass is furling up and dry-
ing out; the forest is becoming empty. And visible in the distance, among the
pale-yellow grass and gray moss, are the huge green torches of the Siberian pine
burning amid the forest.

The Siberian pine always seemed to me the most poetic of the Russian
trees; more so than the celebrated weeping willow, the sycamore, or the cy-
press. And its wood burns warmer.
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YECTHOE CAOBO

ANEOHUAA TMAHTEAEEBA [LEONID PANTELEYEV]

MHe o4eHb aAb, YTO s HE MOTY BaM CKas3aTb, KaKk 30ByT 3TOFO MaA€HbKOro
4YeAOBeKa, M TA€ OH XMBET, U KTO ero nama u mama. B notemkax s paxe He
YCMeA Kaka CAGAYET PasrAsiA€Tb €ro AULLO. 1 TOABKO MOMHIO, YTO HOC Y Hero
6bIA B BECHYLLKAX M YTO LUTAHWULLKK Y HErO BblIAM KOPOTEHBKOE U AEPXKAAUCH He
Ha peMelLLiKe, 2 Ha TaKUX ASIMOYKaX, KOTOpPOE MePEKUABIBAIOTCS Yepes MAEYUU U
3aCTernBaloTCs rAe-TO Ha XMBOTE.

Kak-To AeTOM 5 3alleA B CaAMK, — S He 3HalO, Kak OH HasblBaeTcs,
Ha BacuabeBckom ocTpoBe, okoao 6erolt LepkBu. Bbiaa y MeHsa ¢ coboi
MHTEepecHas KHWUra, s 3aCUAEACS, 3a4MTAACS U HE 3aMETUA, Kak HACTYMUA BeYep.

Koraa B raasax y MeHs 3apsbuMAO M YMTaTb CTAAO COBCEM TPYAHO, £
3aXAOMHYA KHUTY, MOAHSIACS U MOLLEA K BbIXOAY.

Capa yxe onycTeA, Ha YAMLLAX MEAbKAaAM OFOHbKM, U TAE-TO 32 AEPEBbSAMM
3BEHEA KOAOKOAbYMK CTOPOXKA.

Al 6osiacs, UTO caA 3aKpOeTCS, U LeA o4eHb bbicTpo. BApyr s ocTaHoBMACS.
MHe MOCABILIAAOCH, YTO FAE-TO B CTOPOHE, 33 KYCTaMMu, KTO-TO MAAYeT.

A cBepHyA Ha GOKOBYIO AOPOXKY — TaM 6eAeA B TeMHOTe HebOAbLLOM
KaMeHHbI AOMMK, Kakue ObIBalOT BO BCEX FOPOACKMX CaAax; Kakas-To byAka
MAU CTOPOXKA. A OKOAO €€ CTeHbl CTOSIA MAaAEHbKUI MAAbYMK AET CEMU UAM
BOCbMM W, OMYCTUB FOAOBY, FPOMKO M 6e3yTellHO MAaKaA.

Al noaoLeA U OKAMKHYA ero:

— 21, 4To € TOBOK, MaAbUMK?

OH cpasy, kak Mo KOMaHAe, NepecTaA MAaKaTb, MOAHSIA FOAOBY, MOCMOTPEA
Ha MEHS U CKa3aA:

— Huyero.

— Kak ato Huuero? Tebs k1o 0buaen?

— HukTo.

— Tak yero x Tbl NAaveLb?

Emy ele TpyaAHO 6bIAO FOBOPUTb, OH elle He MPOTAOTMA BCEX CAE3, eLle
BCXAMMbIBAA, MKaA, LLIMbIFAA HOCOM.

— Aaeait nowan, — ckaszaa s emy. — CMOTpM, yXKe MO3AHO, YKe Ccap
3aKpbiBaeTcs.

M 7 xoTeA B3ATb MaAbuMKa 32 pyKy. Ho MaAbUMK MOCMELHO OTAEPHYA PyKYy
M CKa3aa:

— He mory.

— Y70 He moxewwb?

— AT He mory.

— Kak? MNoyemy? Y10 c To6OI!

— Huyero, — ckasaa MaAbumk.

— Tbl yTO — He3p0poOB!

— HerT, — ckasaA oH, — 3p0pOB.
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WoRD OoF HONOR

SILVIE LUNDGREN

This is a story by the prominent Soviet children’s author Leonid Panteleyev (Alexei
Ivanovich Yeremeyev). It remains very popular in Russia today and has been widely an-
thologized, serving as an important text included in readers for generations of Russian
children. The first version of this story was published in 1941, the year Nazi Germany
invaded the Soviet Union, and serves to instill in Soviet children a patriotic spirit and
loyalty to the state. In the story, the title “commander” is used in place of “officer”
because “officer” had been abandoned at the time for having tsarist connotations.
Incidentally, Lenin and Stalin were known for wearing plain gray caps.

| truly regret that | cannot tell you the name of this little man, or where he
lives, or who his mama and papa are. In the darkness | could not even properly
make out his face. | just remember that he had a freckled nose and that his
britches were short and held up not by a belt, but by the type of straps that
cross over the shoulders and fasten somewhere at the stomach.

One summer | happened into a little garden—I do not remember which—
on Vasil’evskii Island, near the white church. | had an interesting book with me
and lingered there engrossed in my reading, not noticing how the evening came
on. When my eyes began to strain and reading became quite difficult, | clapped
shut my book, got up, and set off toward the exit.

The garden had already emptied, lights were flickering in the streets, and
somewhere beyond the trees a gatekeeper’s bell was ringing.

Fearing that the garden would closing, | walked very quickly. Suddenly |
stopped. | thought | heard someone crying beyond the bushes.

| turned onto the side path where a small stone building shone white in the
dark. There are little buildings like this in all the city gardens; some type of shed
or a guardhouse. By its wall stood a small boy of seven or eight. His head hung
low and he was crying loudly and inconsolably.

| went up and called to him,

“What'’s wrong, boy?”

As if on command, he ceased crying at once and raised his head to look at
me.

“Nothing.”

“Are you sure?! Has someone hurt you?

“No, nobody.”

“So why are you crying?”

He was still having a hard time speaking (he had not finished swallowing
back his tears), still sobbed, hiccupped, and sniffled.

“Come along, let’s go,” | told him. “Look, it’s late already, the garden is
about to close.”

| wanted to take the boy by the hand, but he snatched his hand away.
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— Tak noyeMy X Tbl UATU He MOXeLlb!

— A1 — 4yacoBOM, — CKa3aA OH.

— Kak vacoson? Kakoit vacosoi!?

— Hy, uTo Bbl — He NoHMMaeTe! Mbl Urpaem.

— Aa c keM xe Tbl urpaeLub!?

MaAbUMK MOMOAYAA, BBAOXHYA U CKa3aA:

— He 3Hato.

TyT 5, NpU3HaTbCS, MOAYMAA, YTO, HABEPHO, MaAbYMK BCE-TakM BOAEH U YTO
Y Hero roaoBa He B MOPSIAKE.

—lMocaywaMn, — cka3aa s emy. —Y1o Tbl roBopuwib? Kak xe aTo Tak? Urpaewws
M He 3Haellb — ¢ kem?

— Aa, — cka3zaAa MaAbuMK. — He 3Hato. fl Ha ckamelike cUAeA, a TYT Kakue-
To 60AblLMe pebsATa MOAXOAST U roBOpAT: «Xouellb UrpaTb B BOMHY!» A
roBopto: «Xouy». CTaAu urpatb, MHe roBopsaT: «Tbl cepxxaHT». OAMH 60AbLLOWM
MaAbYMK... OH MapLlUaA ObIA... OH MPUBEA MeHs CloA2 U FOBOPUT: «TyT Yy Hac
MOPOXOBOM CKA2A — B 3TOM Byake. A Tbl Byaewb yacoBoi... CTol 3aech, Moka s
Tebs He cmeHio». A rosopto: «Xopoloy. A oH roBopuT: «Aait YecTHOE CAOBO,
YTO He YNAeLUbY.

— Hy?

— Hy, 5 1 ckazaa: «decTHOe CAOBO — He YHAY».

— Hy nuto?

— Hy un BoT. Croto-cTol0, 2 OHU He UAYT.

— Tak, — yAbIGHYACS . — A AaBHO OHM Tebs cloaa nocTaBuAmn?

— Ewe cBeTro 6bino.

— Tak rae e oHu!?

MaAbYMK OMATL TAXKEAO B3AOXHYA U CKa3aA:

— A Aymaio, — OHM yLUAK.

— Kak ywan?

— 3abbiAn.

— Tak 4Yero X Tbl TOrAa cTOMLLb!

— Sl YecTHOE CAOBO CKa3aA...

A Y>Ke XOTeA 3aCMeATbCA, HO MOTOM CMOXBAaTUACA UMOAYMAA, YTO CMELLHOIo
TYT HUYEro HeT U YTO MaAb4YMUK COBEpLUEHHO Mnpas. Ecan AaA YeCTHOE CAOBO,
TaK HAAO CTOSTb, YTO 6bl HU CAYYMAOCH — XOTb AOMHU. A Urpa 3TO UAU He urpa
— BCE paBHoO.

— Bot Tak ucTtopus noayumaach! — ckasaA s emy. — Yto xe Thl Bysewb
AeAaTb!

— He 3Hato, — ckasaA MaAbyMK U OMATb 3aMAaKaA.

MHe oueHb XOTeAOCb eMy Kak-HMByAb momoub. Ho 4To s Mor caeaats?
MATM MCKaTb 3TUX TAYMbIX MaAb4ULUEK, KOTOpble MOCTAaBUAM €ro Ha KapayA
B3SIAM C HEro YecTHOE CAOBO, a camu ybexaan aomoi? Aa rae X mx ceivac
HaMAeLlb, 3TUX MaAb4mLLek!..

OHMU yke He6OCb MOYXKMHAAU U CMATb AETAU, U AECSATbIE CHbl BUAST.

A YenoBek Ha Yacax cTouT. B TemHoTe. M roroaHbIN HebOCb...

— Tbl, HaBEpHO, eCTb XOYellb! — CMPOCUA 51 y Hero.
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“l can’t.”

“You can’t what?”

“l can’t go.”

“How’s that!? What’s the matter?”

“Nothing is the matter,” replied the boy.

“Are you feeling unwell?”

“No,” he said, “l am fine.”

“So why can’t you?”

“l am a sentry,” he said.

“A sentry? What do you mean?”

“But why don’t you understand? We're playing.”

“And... who are you playing with?

The boy was quiet for a while. He sighed,

“l don’t know.”

| confess that, at the time, | thought the boy must be ill after all and not
quite right in the head.

“Wait,” | said to him. “How’s that? You mean to say you are playing with
someone and you don’t know who you are playing with?”

“Yes,” said the boy. “l don’t know. | was sitting on the bench. Some big boys
come up and say, ‘Want to play war?’ | say, ‘Sure.” So we start playing and they
tell me, “You will be sergeant.” One bigger boy—he was the marshal—he brings
me here and says, ‘In this shed we have a gunpowder storehouse. You will be
a sentry ... Stay here until | come back to relieve you.” | say, ‘All right.” And he
says, ‘Give me your word of honor, that you will not leave.”

“Well?”

“Well, and | say, ‘I give my word of honor, | will not leave’

“Then what?”

“Then... this. | stand here keeping watch, and they don’t come.”

“l see,” | smiled. “Has it been long since they posted you here?”

“It was still light.”

“So where are they then?”

The boy heaved another sigh.

“I think... they left.”

“How could they do that?”

“They forgot.”

“Then what are you standing here for?”

“| gave my word of honor...”

| felt like laughing but caught myself and thought, there is really nothing
funny about this. The boy is completely right. If he gave his word, then he needs
to stay no matter what happens—whatever may befall. Whether this a game or
not a game, it doesn’t matter.

“| see what a tight spot you are in,” | said to him. “What are you going to

do?”

“l don’t know,” said the boy and started to cry again.

| really wanted to help him somehow. But what could | do? Go searching for
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— Aa, — ckazaA OH, — Xouy.

— Hy, BoT uTo, — cKa3aa s, noaymas. — Tel 6eru AOMOMI, MOy>KMHaK, a A NMoka
3a Tebs nocTolo TYT.

— Aa, — ckazaA MaAb4uK. — A 3TO MOXHO pasBe!

— MNouemy xe HeAb3s?

— Bbl )Xe He BOEHHbIN.

Al noyecaA 3aTbIAOK U CKazaA:

— MNpasuabHO. Huyero He BbiMAeT. S Aaxe He Mory Tebs CHATb C KapayAa.
3To MoxeT CAEAATb TOABKO BoeHHbIl‘a, TOAbKO HaYaAbHMUK...

M TyT MHe BAPYr B rOAOBY MpMLUAA CYACTAMBAS MbICAb. Sl MOAYMaA, 4TO
€CAM 0CcBOBOAUTbL MaAbYMKa OT YECTHOrO CAOBA, CHATb €ro C KapayAa MOXeT
TOABKO BOEHHbIM, TaK B YeM e AeAro! Hapo, 3HaUYUT, MATU UCKaTb BOEHHOTO.

Al HMYero He cka3aA MaAb4MKY, TOABKO cKasaA: «[TOAOXKAM MUHYTKY», — a
caM, He Tepsisl BPEMEHMU, MOBEXAA K BbIXOAY...

BopoTa elle He 6blAM 3aKpbITbl, €le CTOPOX XOAUA TAE-TO B CaMbIX
AQABHMX YTOAKaX CaAa U AO3BAHMBAA TaM B CBOM KOAOKOAbYMK.

Sl cTan y BOPOT U AOATO MOAXMAAA, HE MPOMAET AU MUMO KaKoW-HWUOYAb
AEWTEHAHT MAM XOTs Bbl psAOBOM KpacHoapMmeel. Ho, Kak Ha3Ao, HU OAMH
BOEHHbIN He MOKa3bIBaACS Ha yAULLE.

BoT 6bIAO MEABKHYAM Ha APYTOM CTOPOHE YAULLbl KAKME-TO YepHbIE LMHEAH,
s 0bpapOBaACs, MOAYMAA, YTO 3TO BOEHHble MOPSIKM, nepebexar yAuLy u
YBUAEA, UTO 3TO HE MOPAKHU, 2 MaAbYULLKU-PEMECAEHHUKU. I'IpomeA BbICOKUM
)KEA€3HOAOPOXHMK B OYeHb KPacMBOW LUMHEAM C 3€A€HbIMM HalumBkamu. Ho
M YKEAE3HOAOPOXHMK C €ro 3aMe4aTeAbHOWN LUMHEAbIO MHe ToXe 6blA B 3Ty
MUHYTY HU K YeMy.

Al yke XOTeA HeCOAOHO XAebaBLUKM BO3BPaLLATLCS B CaA, KAk BAPYT YBUAEA
— 32 YrAOM, Ha TPaMBalHOMN OCTaHOBKE — 3aLUUTHYIO KOMAaHAMPCKYIO GypaKy
C CMHMM KaBaAE€pUMCKUM OKOAblleM. KaxeTcs, ellie HUMKOTAA B XKM3HU A Tak
He paAOBaAcs, Kak obpapoBaacs B 3Ty MUHYTy. Caoms roAoBy s nobexaa
K ocTaHoBKe. M BApYr, He ycneA aobexaTb, BUXY — K OCTaHOBKE MOAXOAUT
TPamBal, U KOMaHAUP, MOAOAOW KaBaA€pPUMCKUIM ManOp, BMeCTe C OCTaAbHOWM
nybAunKoi cobupaeTcs MPOTUCKMUBATLCS B BaroH.

3anbIxaBLUKCh, 1 MOABEXAA K HEMY, CXBATUA 32 PYKY M 3aKPUYaA!

— Tosapuwy, mariop! MuHyTouky! MNoaoxaute! Toeapuiy marop!

OH OrAsiHyACS, C YAUBAEHMEM HA MEeHSI MOCMOTPEA U CKa3aA:

— B yem peno?

— BuaunTe An, B 4eM Aeno, — ckasaa . — TyT, B caAy, OKOAO KaMeHHOW ByAKM,
Ha Yacax CTOMT MaAb4MK.. OH He MOXET yWTU, OH AaA YecTHoe cAoBo... OH
o4eHb MaAeHbKkUi... OH naayer...

KoMaHAMp 3aXAOMaA rAa3aMu U MOCMOTPEA Ha MeHs ¢ ucnyrom. HasepHoe,
OH TOXe MNOAYMaA, 4YTO A 6OAeH M YTO Y Me€HA rOAOBa He B NMOpPsAKe.

— pu yeM xe TyT 57 — cKasaA OH.

TpamBait ero yLueA, U OH CMOTPEA Ha MEHSl OYeHb CEPAUTO.

Ho koraa s HeMHOXKO MoApOo6Hee OBBACHUA eMy, B HEM AEAO, OH He CTaA
Pa3sAyMblBaTb, a Cpa3y CKasaa:

98 SUI GENERIS

RUSSIAN

those thoughtless boys who posted him on guard, insisted he give his word of
honor, and then ran away home? And where will | find them now, those boys...?

They have probably eaten their dinners and are already in their beds, lost
in dreams.

And this little man stands keeping watch. In the dark. And he is likely hun-
gry.

“You haven’t had anything to eat, have you?”’ | asked him.

“l haven't.”

“Well now, then,” | said, after giving it some thought. “You run home and
eat dinner, and in the meantime | will stand here in your place.”

“Okay,” said the boy. “But is that allowed?”

“Why wouldn’t it be?”

“You are not in the military, are you?”

| scratched my head and replied,

“You're right. That won’t do. | certainly cannot relieve you from your post.
Only a military man can do that, only a higher-up...”

And then suddenly a happy thought occurred to me. If only someone from
the military can release the boy from his word of honor, ordering him to leave
his post, then why not? All | need to do is go look for such a man. | explained
none of this to the boy. | only said, “Wait here a minute,” and, wasting no time,
| ran off toward the exit ... The gate had not yet been shut; the gatekeeper was
still making his way through the garden’s furthest reaches, ringing along his bell.

| positioned myself near the gate and stood there for quite a long while,
hoping some kind of lieutenant or at least a Red Army private would pass by.
But, as luck would have it, not even one military man appeared on the street.
When some black overcoats flashed by on the other side of the street, | bright-
ened up and ran across. | had thought it was men from the navy, but up close
| saw that they were not sailors, but rather tradeschool students. Then a tall
railway worker clad in a handsome overcoat with green service stripes went
by. But the railway worker and his marvelous overcoat were of no use to me at
that moment either.

I had almost given up hope and gone back to the garden when, all of a sud-
den, at the tram stop just around the corner, | saw the khaki cap and blue band
of a commander in the cavalry. | think | have never been so unspeakably happy
as | was in that instant. | ran off toward the stop at breakneck speed. But then,
as | was on my way, a tram drew up to the stop! The commander, a young cav-
alry major, was about to squeeze inside with the rest of the crowd.

Breathless, | rushed at him and caught ahold of his hand, yelling,

“Comrade Major! One moment! Wait! Comrade Major!”

He turned around in surprise.

“What is the matter?”

“You see, over there, in the garden, next to the stone shed, a boy is stand-
ing watch... He cannot leave, he gave his word of honor... He is very young and

he’s crying...”
The commander blinked at me with alarm. He might have thought that |
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— UNaemTe, naemte. KoHeyHo. HTo e Bbl MHe cpa3y He cKasaAu!?

Koraa Mbl MOAOLLUAM K caAy, CTOPOX KaK pa3 BeLUaA Ha BOPOTaxX 3aMOK.
Sl NONpOCKA €ro HECKOABKO MUHYT MOAOXAATb, CKa3aA, YTO B CaAy Y MeHs
OCTaACSl MaAbYUK, U Mbl C MAaHOPOM MobexkaAun B raybUHy caaa.

B TeMHOTe Mbl ¢ TPyAOM OTbicKaAM 6eAblit AOMUK. MaAbUMK CTOSIA Ha TOM
)K€ MecTe, FAe sl ero OCTaBMA, M OMATb — HO Ha 3TOT pPa3 OYeHb TUXO — MAAKaA.
A okAuKHYA ero. OH 06paaoBaAcs, Aaxke BCKPUKHYA OT PaAOCTH, a 5 CKa3aA:

— Hy, BoOT, 5 npuBeA Ha4yaAbHMKa.

yBMAeB KOMaHAUPaA, MaAbYMK KaK-TO BeCb BbIMPAMUACA, BbITAHYACA U CTaA
Ha HECKOAbKO CaHTUMETPOB BbliLUe.

— ToBapwuLL, KapayAbHbll, — CKa3aA KOMaHAMpa — Kakoe Bbl HOCUTe 3BaHUE!

— A1 — cepxaHT, — CKa3aA MaAbUMK.

— ToBapuLL, cepKaHT, NPMKa3blBalo OCTaBUTb BBEPEHHDIIM BaM MOCT.

MaAbUMK MOMOAYAA, MOCOMEA HOCOM M CKa3aA:

— Ay Bac Kakoe 3BaHMe! Al He BUXKY, CKOABKO Y BacC 3BE€3AOYEK...

— A — malop, — ckazaA KOMaHAMP.

M Toraa MaAbUMK NMPUAOXKMA PYKY K LLMPOKOMY KO3bIpbKY CBOEM CepeHbKOM
KerKW U CKasaa:

— EcTb, TOBapuwy, mariop. [NpukaszaHo ocTaBUTb MOCT.

M ckaszaa 3ToO OH Tak 3BOHKO U Tak AOBKO, YTO Mbl 06a He BbIAEPXKaAU U
PacXOXOTaAMUCh.

M MaAbuMK TOXe BECEAO U C OBAErYeHNeM 3aCMESACS.

He ycrnean Mbl BTpoeM BbIATH M3 CaAa, Kak 32 HaAMWU XAOMHYAU BOpPOTa U
CTOPOX HECKOAbKO pa3 MOBEPHYA B CKBAXKMHE KAIOU.

Maiiop NpOTSAHYA MaAbYUKY PYKY.

— MoaoaeL, TOBapULL, CepXaHT, — CKa3aA OH. — M3 Tebs BbIMAET HaCTOSALLMIM
BOUH. Ao CBMAAHMA.

MaAb4YMK YTO-TO MPOBOPMOTAA U CKazaA: «AO CBUAAHBAY.

A maitiop oTAaA Ham OBOMM 4YeCTb U, YBMAEB, YTO OMATb MOAXOAMT €ro
TpamBaM, nobexaA K OCTaHOBKe.

Al ToXe NOMpPOLLAACS C MAABYMKOM U MOXKAA EMY PYKY.

— MoxeT 6bITb, Te65 MPOBOAUTB! — CIPOCUA 51 Y HEroO.

— Her, s 6Au3ko kuBy. f He 6otoCh, — CKa3aA MaAbYUMK.

Al NnocMOTpeA Ha ero MaAeHbKUI BECHYLLIYATbIM HOC U MOAYMAA, YTO €My,
AEMCTBUTEAbHO, Heyero 6osTbcs. MaAbUMK, Y KOTOPOro Takas CMAbHasi BOAS
M Takoe KperKoe CAOBO, He UCMyraeTcs TEeMHOTbl, HE UCMYraeTCs XyAUraHoB,
He ucriyraetcs U 6oAee CTpalHbIX Bellei. A Koraa oH BblpacTeT... Elie He
M3BECTHO, KEM OH OyAeT, KOraa BbIpacTeT, HO KeM 6bl OH HU BblA, MOXHO
py4aTbcsl, YTO 3TO ByAET HaCTOSLLMI YEAOBEK.

A MOAYMaA TaK, U MHE CTaAO OY€Hb NMPUATHO, YTO A MO3HAKOMUACA C 3TUM
MaAb4YUKOM.

M 5 ellie pas Kpemnko U C YAOBOABCTBMEM MOXKAA €MY PYKY.
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was unwell too, that | was not quite right in my head.

“What have | to do with this?” he said.

His tram had left, and he was looking at me very crossly.

But when | explained the situation further to him, he did not hesitate.

“Let’s go, then. Of course. Why didn’t you tell me at once?”

We neared the garden just as the gatekeeper was hanging the lock on the
gate. | asked him to wait a few minutes and told him that my boy was left behind.
The major and | ran deep into the garden.

In the dark we could hardly find the white guardhouse. The boy stood
on the very spot where | had left him and was crying again, but this time very
quietly. | called out to him. He perked up, even yelped with joy, and | told him,

“There, there. I've brought you a higher-up.”

The boy saw the commander and straightened up, stretching himself some-
how to become several centimeters taller.

“Comrade Sentry,” said the commander, “what is your rank?”

“l am a sergeant,” the boy said.

“Comrade Sergeant, | order you to stand down from the post entrusted
to you.”

The boy kept silent and frowned with concentration.

“What is your rank? | can’t see how many stars you have ...”

“l am a major,” the commander answered.

Only then did the boy raise his hand to the broad brim of his gray cap and
respond,

“Understood, Comrade Major, | am standing down from my post as or-
dered.”

He said this so resoundingly and smartly that we both could not help but
burst out laughing, and the boy began to laugh too with relief.

Barely had we made it out of the garden when the gates slammed shut be-
hind the three of us and the gatekeeper turned the key several times in the lock.

The major held out his hand to the boy,

“Well done, Comrade Sergeant. You will make a real soldier one day.
Good-bye.”

The boy murmured something in response and said, “Good-bye.”

Meanwhile, the major saluted us both and, seeing that another tram was
approaching, ran off to the stop.

| also bade the boy farewell and shook his hand.

“Shall I walk you home?” | asked him.

“No, | live nearby. | am not afraid,” said the boy.

| looked at his little freckled nose and thought, he surely has nothing to be
afraid of. A boy who has such a mighty will and firm word will fear neither the
dark, nor hooligans, nor even more frightful things.

And when he grows up ... Though it remains to be seen who he will be
when he grows up, | can guarantee that he will be a true man.

Thinking this, | became more and more pleased that | had met this boy.

And, once more, | firmly and with pleasure shook his hand.
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LA AURORA

FEDERICO GARCIA LORCA
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La aurora de Nueva York tiene
cuatro columnas de cieno

y un huracan de negras palomas
que chapotean las aguas podridas.

La aurora de Nueva York gime
por las inmensas escaleras
buscando entre las aristas
nardos de angustia dibujada.

La aurora llega y nadie la recibe en su boca
porque alli no hay mafiana ni esperanza posible.
A veces las monedas en enjambres furiosos
taladran y devoran abandonados ninos.

Los primeros que salen comprenden con sus huesos
que no habra paraiso ni amores deshojados;

saben que van al cieno de nimeros y leyes,

a los juegos sin arte, a sudores sin fruto.

La luz es sepultada por cadenas y ruidos

en impudico reto de ciencia sin raices.

Por los barrios hay gentes que vacilan insomnes
como recién salidas de un naufragio de sangre.

SUI GENERIS

THE DAwN

MAGGIE HOLLOWAY

The New York dawn has

four columns of mud

and a hurricane of black doves
that splash in cloudy waters.

The New York dawn wails

over the immense stairways

and searches among the cracks

for spikenards of embodied anguish.

The dawn comes and nobody opens his mouth
for it, because morning and hope are impossible.
At times, suddenly, furious swarms of coins
strike down abandoned children.

The first to come out understand with their bones

that there will be no paradise, no lovers like unfurled blossoms;
they know that they are going to the mud of numbers and laws,
to artless games, to fruitless labor.

The light is buried beneath chains and noises

in shameless challenge of rootless science.

The people stagger sleeplessly through the boroughs
as if recently returned from a shipwreck of blood.
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LLENO

SOPHIE GREGORY
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Linea de montana, sacé la leche de mi alma.

Cuerpos permanecen mas alla de sus venas

El fondo de la mente. Llegaste al rio.

Hablaste la lengua que podias. Me entendiste bien.

En los rincones de mi mente, nos deslizamos a
través de los céspedes altos

Las noches eran los dias, y te aforo ahora.
Por lo que viaja sobre las estribaciones

Un pajaro carpintero golpea por un minuto.
Golpea un nombre silencioso sin

La lengua que perfora las letras en el fresno.
Si vienes que a mi tumba, espera alli.

Aqui, me has dejado.

Hace tiempo en graneros oscuros.

Soy el vidrio agrietado, lleno.

Soy el rojo derramando del hueso.

Como terciopelo que se desliza de una mesa.

La gente hablaba espanol desde lejos.
Cambiaron su tono. Mira. Ve.

Atados en nudos. Los jarrones se vertieron.
Sabia lo que contenian.

Lo que quedd, se derramo. Mira. Ve.

SUI GENERIS

SOPHIE GREGORY

Mountain line, you drew the milk from my soul.

Bodies remain beyond their veins.

Back of the mind. You arrived at the river.

Spoke what language you could. Learned me well.

In the corners of my mind, we crept through the
tall grasses

Nights were the days, and | long for you now.
For what travels over the foothills.

A woodpecker bangs on for a minute.
Knocks out a silent name without the
Tongue to drill the letters into Ash.
If you come to my grave, wait there.
Here you have left me,

Long gone in dark barns.

| am the cracked glass, full.

| am red spilling out from the bone.
Like velvet flows off a table.

People spoke Spanish from a distance.
They changed their tone. Look. See.
Tied in knots. The vases poured out.
They knew what they were holding.
What was left, spilled. Look. See.
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NocTurRNO PREsO IMPRISONED NOCTURNE: NIGHT PRISONER
XAVIER VILLAURRUTIA CALEB SABATKA
Prisionero de mi frente Prisoner of my forehead
el sueio quiere escapar the dream wants to escape
y fuera de mi probar and outside of me prove
a todos que es inocente. to everyone that he is innocent.
Oigo su voz impaciente, | hear his impatient voice
miro su gesto y su estado | see his expression and his irate
amenazador y airado. and menacing state.
No sabe que soy el sueho He doesn’t know | am the dream
de otro: si fuera su duefio of another: if | were his owner
ya lo habria liberado. | would have already freed him.
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A LOS QUE DESEAN IRSE" To THoOoSE WHO WIsH To DEPART

JUAN TOMAS AVILA LAUREL CALEB SABATKA

A vos, que de penas

y malas fortunas

de este mundo queréis salir,

si os dicen de regalo

que la otra vida es como aquesta,
{qué salto, mortal salto,

daréis para caer

en la tercera?

iConformarse con dos muertes
sucesivas?

{Cambiar de aire en la segunda

y ser resignado por sufrido?

Si el cielo abierto

con un sol no convence nada,
icuanto convencera

un descelado™ mundo

sin estrellas?

Comprad, si queréis, gato en saco.

ok

To thee, that between sorrow
and bad fortune

from this world you wish to depart,
if they tell you for free

that the other life is like this,
what leap, what mortal leap,
will you take

to fall into the next?

Will you settle for two
successive deaths?

Or a change of air in the second
and be resigned to suffering?

If the open sky

with its sun

doesn’t satisfy anyone,

how could an unmasked world
without stars

satisfy anyone?

Just go buy a pig in a poke.

* irse is a pronominal verb that carries the meaning of both “to leave” and “to

die.”

** aquesta is a word that comes from Catalan meaning “this.”

*#* descelado is an uncommon Catalan word that roughly means “un-hidden” or

“uncovered.”
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FELICES LOS NORMALES

ROBERTO FERNANDEZ RETAMAR

A Antonia Eiriz

Felices los normales, esos seres extranos,

los que no tuvieron una madre loca, un padre borracho, un hijo delincuente,
una casa en ninguna parte, una enfermedad desconocida.

Los que no han sido calcinados por un amor devorante,

los que vivieron los diecisiete rostros de la sonrisa y un poco mas,
los llenos de zapatos, los arcangeles con sombreros,

los satisfechos, los gordos, los lindos,

los rintintin y sus secuaces, los que como no, por aqui,

los que ganan, los que son queridos hasta la empufadura,

los flautistas acompanados por ratones,

los vendedores y sus compradores,

los caballeros ligeramente sobrehumanos,

los hombres vestidos de truenos y las mujeres de relampagos.

Los delicados, los sensatos, los finos,

los amables, los dulces, los comestibles y los bebestibles.

Felices las aves, el estiércol, las piedras.

Pero que den paso a los que hacen los mundos y los suefios,

Las ilusiones, las sinfonias, las palabras que nos desbaratan

Y nos construyen, los mas locos que sus madres, los mas borrachos
Que sus padres y mas delincuentes que sus hijos

Y mas devorados por amores calcinantes.

Que les dejen su sitio en el infierno, y basta.
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SPANISH

HaAarpy ARE THE NoORMAL ONES

CALEB SABATKA

To Antonia Eiriz

Happy are the normal ones, those strange beings,

those who didn’t have a crazy mother, a drunk father, a
delinquent son,

a house anywhere, an unknown disease.

Those who haven’t been burned by devouring love,

those who lived through the seventeen faces of a smile and
a little more,

those full of shoes,” the archangels with hats,

those satisfied ones, the fat, the beautiful,

the two-faced ones and their minions, the “why not, over here,”
those who win, those who are loved to the hilt,

the flautists accompanied by rats,

the sellers and their buyers,

the somewhat superhuman gentlemen,

the men dressed in thunder, the women in lightning.

The delicate ones, the sensible, the fine, the sharp,

the kind, the sweet, the edible and the drinkable.

Happy are the birds, the dung, the rocks.

But that they give way to those who make worlds and dreams,

The illusions, the symphonies, the words that mess us up

And put us together, those crazier than their mothers, those more drunk
Than their father and more delinquent than their sons

And more devoured by burning love.

| hope they leave them their place in hell, and that’s enough!

* This appears to be a reference to famous Cuban poet and essayist Jose Marti’s
poem for children “Los zapaticos de rosa.”
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QuE PrRecio TieNE EL CiELO

ALFREDO MATHEUS-DIEZ

Coémo es que te amo asi con todo el pensamiento
Cémo lograste entrar
Asi sin preguntar robandote el momento

Cbmo es que te amo asi sin tanto sufrimiento

Como es que es natural que cada amanecer quiero parar el tiempo
Y es que te he dado todo y nada es suficiente

No porque me lo pidas sino porque faltan frenos al quererte

Qué precio tiene el cielo que alguien me lo diga

Qué mas que darte amor yo quiero regalarte el azul de los dias
Qué precio tiene el cielo que alguien me lo diga

Si yo con esta historia siento que la gloria ha llegado a mi vida
Qué precio tiene el cielo que alguien me lo diga

Yo pago con mi alma sin temor a nada

Yo te doy mi vida

Esta noche te doy de todo cuanto tengo

Y no me doy a basto intento imaginar que mundo yo te invento
Y desde aqui se ven las nubes y los vientos

Por eso aqui te traje porque por lo pronto es todo lo que tengo
Y es que te he dado todo y nada es suficiente

No porque me lo pides sino porque faltan frenos al quererte

Qué precio tiene el cielo que alguien me lo diga

Qué mas que darte amor yo quiero regalarte el azul de los dias
Qué precio tiene el cielo que alguien me lo diga

Si yo con esta historia siento que la gloria ha llegado a mi vida
Qué precio tiene el cielo que alguien me lo diga

Yo pago con mi alma sin temor a nada

Yo te doy mi vida

Eternamente yo te inventaria como esta tantas otras melodias
Para no faltarte si te falto un dia
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SPANISH

WHAT |Is THE PRICE oF HEAVEN

ARTHUR KILONGO

How come | love you like this with all my mind
How did you manage to get in like this
Without asking stealing the moment

How come | love you like this without much suffering

How come it is natural that every morning | want to stop time

And | have given you everything but nothing is enough

Not because you asked me to but because there is no limit to loving you

What is the price of heaven

Someone tell me

Because besides giving you love | want to give you the blue of the day
What is the price of heaven

Someone tell me

If with this story | feel that glory came into my life

What is the price of heaven

Someone tell me

| pay with my soul without fear of anything

| give you my life

Tonight | give you everything | have

And still | am not enough | try to imagine what world | can invent for you
And from here can be seen

The clouds and the winds

That is why | brought you here because for the moment it is everything | have

And | have given you everything but nothing is enough
Not because you asked me to but because there is no limit to loving you

What is the price of heaven

Someone tell me

Because besides giving you love | want to give you the blue of the day
What is the price of heaven

Someone tell me

If with this story | feel that glory came into my life

What is the price of the heaven

Someone tell me

| pay with my soul without fear of anything

| give you my life

For always | would invent for you
So many other songs like this one
So you won’t miss me if | am gone someday
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PIEDRANEGRASOBREUNAPIEDRABLANCA

CESAR VALLEJO

Me moriré en Paris con aguacero,

un dia del cual tengo ya el recuerdo.

Me moriré en Paris ?y no me corro?

tal vez un jueves, como es hoy, de otono.

Jueves sera, porque hoy, jueves, que proso
estos versos, los himeros me he puesto

a la mala y, jamas como hoy, me he vuelto,
con todo mi camino, a verme solo.

César Vallejo ha muerto, le pegaban
todos sin que él les haga nada;
le daban duro con un palo y duro

también con una soga; son testigos

los dias jueves y los huesos himeros,
la soledad, la lluvia, los caminos...
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BLAck STONE oON A WHITE STONE

BRIAN ARAQUE

| will die in Paris, on a rainy day,

a day | already remember.

I will die in Paris— And | don’t step away—
Maybe on a Thursday, like today, an autumn day.

It will be a Thursday, because today, Thursday, as
| prose
these verses, | put my shoulder bones on
wrong and, never on a day like today, I've turned
back,
to see myself alone, on all of my road.

César Vallejo has died, they all beat him,
even though he never bothers them;
they hit him hard with a stick

and with a rope also. These are the witnesses:
the Thursdays, the shoulder bones,
the solitude, the rain, the roads...
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SANSKRIT

BHAGAVAD-GITA

KAITLIN KARMEN

Setting: Before the outbreak of war, as the two armies face one another on the bat-
tlefield, Arjuna tells his charioteer Krishna about his hesitation to fight. Krishna tells
Arjuna his true identity: he is the god Vishnu. While explaining to Arjuna why he must
engage in battle, Krishna reveals his supreme divine form. Sanjaya, who has been
given the gift of divine sight, describes the scene to the blind king Dhritarashtra.

Sanjaya said:

O King, after Krishna had spoken thus, he
revealed to Arjuna his supreme lordly form:

comprised of many mouths and eyes, with manifold wonderous as-
pects;
bearing much celestial ornamentation and many upraised weapons;

wearing divine garlands and garments; anointed with unguent and
perfume;
made of all wonders, the infinite god, face turned in every direction.

If a thousand suns should rise at once in the sky,
such brilliance would be like the brilliance of this great being.

Arjuna saw there in the body of the god of gods
the whole universe assembled and divided in many ways.

Then Arjuna, astonished and with hair on end,
bowing his head to the god with hands joined, spoke.

Arjuna said:

In your body, O Lord, | see the gods,
all species of beings gathered together,
lord Brahma sitting on his lotus-seat,
and all the seers and heavenly serpents.

| see you everywhere, an infinite form

with many arms, bellies, faces, and eyes.

| see neither end, nor middle, nor beginning of you,
Lord of All, whose form is the universe.
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Crowned, armed with a club and discus,

mass of splendor, everywhere brilliant,

with the immeasurable radiance of the blazing fire and sun,
| see you, though you are hard to behold entirely.

You are the indestructible, supreme object of knowledge,
the ultimate resting-place of all,

the imperishable protector of eternal law,

the ancient spirit—I understand.

| see you, without beginning, middle, or end,

of infinite power, with innumerable arms;

the moon and sun are your eyes, and your mouth is
blazing fire, burning all the universe with splendor.

You alone occupy the distance between heaven and earth
and all directions.

Seeing your marvelous, terrible form

the three worlds tremble, O great one.
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IMMIGRANT

VOICES

SUI GENERIS

A NoTe FRoM THE EDITORS

CLIO GOUREVITCH, LEILA WANG GAOUETTE, & RAMEEN

GONDAL

Every immigrant story is vastly unique and all
deserve to be heard. Immigrants are integral to
our country and working on building connections
rather than borders is deeply fundamental to hon-
oring the idea of America. Immigrant Voices en-
ables immigrants to share their stories, and allows
readers to relate to the stories of each other.
Stories like these offer different perspectives, and
different perspectives inspire change. Founded at
Bard High School Early College Queens in 2017,
our purpose is to connect people and provide a
bridge between the multitude of identities that
some of us wrestle with.Through curating and ed-
iting this magazine, we are reminded that we are
not only surrounded by immigrants, but also by
intellectuals, mathematicians, artists, and so many
more.

The following pieces have all been composed,
translated, and submitted by Bard students.
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IMMIGRANT VOICES

UNTITLED - 12/28/2019

ANONYMOUS, ‘22 (BHSEC QUEENS)

Tengo ocho anos.

Tengo un osito de peluche.

Tengo esperanzas y suefos.

Vivo en México con mis padres.

Me gusta la escuela y me gustan mis amigos.

Pero mis padres saben que nuestro pais no es seguro.
Vamos a cruzar la frontera.

Tengo ocho anos.

Tengo un osito de peluche. Tengo esperanzas y suefios. No tengo una casa.
Tengo miedo.

Tengo mucho mucho miedo.

Estoy cruzando la frontera.

Tengo ocho afios.

Tengo un osito de peluche.

Tengo esperanzas y suefos.

Vivo en los Estados Unidos con mis padres. Me gusta la escuela y me llevo bien
con mis amigos.

Mis padres saben que este pais es seguro.

Crucé la frontera.
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UNTITLED - 12/28/2019

SOPHIE GREGORY

| am eight years old.

| have a teddy bear.

| have hopes and dreams.

| live in Mexico with my parents.

I like school and | like my friends.

But my parents know that our country is not safe.
We are going to cross the border.

| am eight years old.

| have a teddy bear. | have hopes and dreams. | have no house.
| have fear. | am very afraid.

| am crossing the border.

| am eight years old.

| have a teddy bear.

| have hopes and dreams.

I live in the United States with my parents. | like school and | like my friends.
My parents know that this country is safe.

| crossed the border.
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UNTITLED - 12/28/2019

ANONYMOUS, ‘22 (BHSEC QUEENS)
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Mis padres son inmigrantes. Recuerdo que cuan-
do tenia un ano, la policia llamé a nuestra puerta.
Fue tres afos después de 9/11 y la policia estaba
llamando a las puertas de todos las personas por
seguridad. Mi papa estaba indocumentado en ese
momento y cuando mi mama miré a la puerta, ella
empezo a llorar. Recuerdo que estaba en la cocina
y yo via mi mi mama caminando de un lado a otro
del pasillo. Mi tio hablé con la policia. Después de
que se fueron, ella quedé muy aliviada. Siempre
me imagino lo que hubiera pasado ese dia y que
haria sin mi padre.
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IMMIGRANT VOICES

UNTITLED - 12/28/2019

SAM ABATE

My parents are immigrants. | remember when |
was one year old, the police came to our door. It
was three years after 9/11 and the police were go-
ing to all of the houses for security purposes. My
dad was undocumented at the moment and when
my mom looked at the door, she began to cry. |
remember that | was in the kitchen and | saw my
mom pacing back and forth. My uncle spoke with
the police. After they left, she was very relieved. |
always imagine what could have happened this day
and what there would be without my dad.

BARD COLLEGE



IMMIGRANT VOICES

ATIFATT- 12/1/2019

ANONYMOUS, ‘22 (BHSEC QUEENS)

126

Mi mama dijo ayer, “Cuando me hablas inglés,
siento que tU no eres mi hija. Debes hablar mas
en bengali.” Cuando tenia cuatro afos, hablaba
bengali todos los dias, con fluidez, pero después
de asistir a la escuela, hablaba mas en inglés. Co-
mencé a olvidar el idioma de mi gente, el idioma
que mis parientes pelearon por tener. Es un poco
triste que la Unica palabra que puedo escribir
en mi propio idioma sea mi nombre, pero pue-
do escribir un parrafo en una lengua que no es
mia. Si, yo estudio espafol en la escuela pero en
Bangladés es donde mi corazoén esta. Mis padres
emigraron a EEUU por una buena vida para mi
hermano y para mi. Vivi en Nueva York toda mi
vida, pero no soy completamente americana. Mis
padres son de Bangladés, pero no soy completa-
mente bengali. Estoy en el medio, y siempre voy
a estar en el medio. No deseo borrar mi cultura.
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IMMIGRANT VOICES

ATIFATT- 12/1/2019

SOPHIE GREGORY

My mother said yesterday, “When you speak to
me in English, | feel that you are not my daugh-
ter. You should talk more in Bengali.” When | was
four years old, | spoke Bengali every day fluently,
but after attending school, | spoke more in En-
glish. | began to forget the language of my people,
the language that my parents fought to have. It’s
a little sad that the only word that | can write in
my own language is my name, but | can write a
paragraph in a language that is not my own. Yes,
| study Spanish at the Bengali school, but Bengali
is where my heart is. My parents immigrated to
the United States for a good life for my brother
and me. | lived in New York all my life, but | am
not completely American. My parents are from
Bangladesh, but | am not completely Bengali. | am
in the middle and | am always going to be in the
middle. | don’t wish to erase my culture.
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CuUANDO LLEGO EL Dia - 1/7/2020

ANONYMOUS, ‘22 (BHSEC QUEENS)

Y el viento soplaba en su cara

Es una vida nueva que no podria ser amada. ;Por qué deberian estar separados?
Los gritos de sus hermanos

Los gritos de sus padres

Las amenazas de los oficiales que asustaban a todos ;Cémo pueden hacer esto?
Anfos de su vida sintiéndose solo

Constantemente detras de una puerta cerrada

Nunca puedes saber toda tu historia

Cuando llegé el dia

Y el viento ya no estaba alli.

{Podemos ser un mundo con piezas rotas!

128 SUI GENERIS

IMMIGRANT VOICES

WHEN THE DAY CamME - 1/7/2020

BRIAN ARAQUE

And the wind was blowing in your face

It’s a new life that couldn’t be loved. Why should we be separated?
The screams of your brothers

The screams of your fathers

The threats of the officials that frightened all. How could they do this?
The years of your life feeling lonesome

Constantly behind a closed (shut) door

You can never know your whole history (the entirety of your history)
When the day came

And the wind wasn’t there.

Can we be a world with broken pieces?
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