Judy Halebsky
Excerpt from Spring and 1000 Years (Unabridged) University of Arkansas Press, 2020

Zen Monks Talking Big
(from Sky=Empty, New Issues, 2010)


稲妻に悟らぬ人の貴さよ
		-Basho

inazuma ni 
satoranu hito no 
tattosa yo


Basho played softball, second base
he also slept with the nuns and had to leave town
drank sake in rice fields 
talked to spiders and half moons and cobwebs
laughed at the rain getting his sleeping mat wet

watching the lightning
those who share simply
are noble

inazuma (lightning) ni (with) 
satora (enlightened, realized) nu (not) hito (people) no (possessive) 
tattosa (honorable, noble) yo (yo)

I repeat: yo means yo

highbrow talk
over the lightning
such a pity





Dear Li Bai,
	(from Spring and a Thousand Years (Unabridged), University of 	Arkansas Press, 2020)

A million times I read your letter. I know what you mean about sadness being the easy way to go in a poem. About Americans being spoiled? I see how you might get that idea.

Trust me, a cruise ship isn’t a good example. I’m glad you liked Melbourne and I’m sure the Galapagos were amazing. I’ll look up the pictures on the Internet (that’s a new kind of library, more on that later). The cream they put on their skin is to block the sun. They want to stay young-looking. (A tan doesn’t make them less white). It’s complicated).

Let me just say. The war was a kind of storm. I sat in my kitchen. 
I wrote sad poems. My dear Joshua joined the army. He loved the uniform. He loved jumping out of planes. He wasn’t in the helicopter that crashed. He was part of the crew sent to the wreckage. They found the pieces of bodies and cleaned them and put them in groups and sent them home. He survived. We eat at taquerias and see movies about Britain. We plan family trips to the mountains. Spoiled, yes, in many ways. 

I came only with your poems. I read them the night the train left Oakland. By Portland, I was beginning to doubt the translations. 
I kept going. We walked the sea wall in Vancouver. My father said, Where are we? Where are we? 

It’s morning here and the middle of the night in China. I keep all your letters. I promise I won’t sell them at auction. I promise no more sad poems. I’ll write about the rain and these mountains and how very young I am and how writing to you is just like talking on the phone. Let’s make a plan to drink and hike. We can meet at base camp. I’ll bring you a rainproof coat. They sell beer in cans there. I know, it’s amazing.



The Sky of Wu
	(from Spring and a Thousand Years (Unabridged), University of 	Arkansas Press, 2020)

it’s 4 a.m. the bar is closed and Starbucks isn’t open yet so they keep talking, Li Bai at least. Du Fu is shuffling a deck of cards that is missing the ace of spades.

play anyway, Li Bai says. 

Du Fu hesitates.

Li Bai wants to meet Robert Hass, but I don’t know his room number. and he’s got a poem due tomorrow. how about hot chocolate? no dice. 

Li Bai wants the party to start.

(I have not been displaced by the war. discomforted maybe)

Du Fu keeps shuffling.

let’s write on a joker and make that an ace, I say.

they scowl (novice).

(I write letters to Joshua in Kandahar. he sends pictures back
 in uniform in a helicopter, tan with sunglasses, smiling) 

Du Fu is smoking an e-cigarette. Li Bai is laughing at him. they want to meet Charles Wright but I don’t have his number.

the night is already over. there’s nothing that’s going to start except the nature walk. and then workshop. 

we don’t write the poems together, I explain, we just talk about them. 

Li Bai rolls his eyes. 

America, he says. it’s worse than I thought.

John Keene
300 Communipaw Ave., #308
Jersey City, NJ 07304


TRANSLATIONS FOR AWP

LOOKING AT PHOTOS

by Jesús Cos Causse
 
Dagmaris walking away on the beach.
Asunción, her fan, her trim do.
Gloria two days before dying.
Roberto, pointing to nothing.
Idermis behind Oscar, after Jorge.
 
I so far away I almost cannot make myself out.
My brother wasting a smile.
My aunt as ugly as the word itself.
Grandmother in her best days.
Grandfather with a festive tie.
My father drunk again.
My mother like a distantly spilled perfume.

***

MIRANDO FOTOS

translated by John Keene

Dagmaris alejándose en la playa.
Asunción su abanico su peinado breve.
Gloria dos días antes de morir.
Roberto señalando nada.
Idermis detrás Oscar después Jorge.
 
Yo tan lejos que casi no me distingo.
Mi hermano gastando una sonrisa.
Mi tía fea hasta el fondo de la palabra.
Abuela en sus mejores tiempos.
Abuelo con una corbata contenta.
Mi padre embriagado otra vez.
Mi madre como un perfume derramado distante.

***

OBÁ KOSSÔ

by Ricardo Aleixo

Xangô, Obá Kossô, cobre
a cabeça com sua coroa de cobre

e chega, portando a pedra do raio:
tudo brilhando nele, tudo

mudado em segredo, todas as
loas para ele — elefante

que anda com porte de rei,
cavalo que manda e desmanda

como um rei, pantera preta,
senhor rei de Agasu —, aganju

que bloqueia o rio e queima
a chuva com o raio.

OBÁ KOSSÔ

translated by John Keene

Xangô, Obá Kossô, covers
his head with his copper crown

and arrives, bearing the lightning stone:
everything gleaming in him, everything

transformed in secret, all
loas for him -- elephant

that walks with a kingly bearing,
horse that commands and disbands

like a king, black panther,
Lord King of Agasu--, Aganju

who blocks the river and fires
the rain with lightning.


[bookmark: _GoBack]

Marcela Sulak—The Spillover
Excerpt of “The Pigeon, the Washing Machine, the
Laundry and the Folk story” from Mouth Full of Seeds, Black Lawrence Press 2020.

“You have to get rid of it,” Tali says, gesturing towards
the pigeon’s nest in the flower boxes on the balcony,
“otherwise you’ll never be able to hang laundry out
there again, not to mention the lice.” “But what to do
with the…” I trailed off delicately, with a glance at my
five-year-old daughter, dressed in a pink princess costume
and hovering over a piece of angel-food cake covered
in cherries. “I know,” says my daughter, looking
up from the cake, “you could take the egg and just
throw it down and smash it!”

I have recently acquired a washing machine in Tel Aviv,
a city devoid of laundromats. Mine is a German frontloading
model, an AEG Lavamat W820. It is about fifteen
years old and quite small—I can do one pair of
jeans, one poofy princess dress, a large bath towel, a
couple of shirts and a couple of pairs of undergarments
per load. In its final spin cycle, it shakes so hard that
anything you’ve placed on top will be flung across the
bathroom, and the machine itself will have scooted
several centimeters across the floor.

We learned not to hang laundry on Friday mornings
when the neighbors cleaned their floors. Israeli mopping
consists of tossing a bucket of sudsy water on the
cement or tile floor and pushing it through the apartment
with a rubber mop, then squeezing it through a
hole in the corner where it drains outside. The hole is,
of course, centered over the laundry lines, and our
freshly washed clothing would often be rinsed in dirty,
soapy cleaning water. We’d have to wash all over again.
If we do not remove the laundry before sunset, it
becomes spackled with whatever fruit is in season—
ficus fruit, mainly, processed by and squirted from the
backsides of the cooing doves with names like rock
pigeon, stock dove, laughing dove, Namanqua dove,
ornate collared.

And of course, there are the bats—teethy fruit bats,
awkward angels.

When I am not doing laundry myself, I am translating
folk stories and poems about laundry, mostly from
nineteenth century Bohemia and Moravia, and mostly
by K. J. Erben.

The most popular tale, “The Water Sprite,” opens with
the title character sewing himself a wedding costume,
and scheming to marry a particular girl as soon as she
is in his power—near the water.

At dawn the young girl rose,
made a bundle of her clothes.
“At the lake, my mother, sweet,
I’ll make my clothing clean and neat.”
“Oh no, sweet child, not to the water!
Stay home today, my little daughter!
A strange dream came to me last night.
Oh, stay inside and out of sight.”

… She is so restless, restless daughter,
something draws her to the water,
to the water, nothing she knows,
nothing she longs for. Still, she goes.
As her first cloth touches the lake
the bridge beneath her begins to break.
Down she goes, just like a pearl,
and water closes over the girl.
From below, the waves roll in,
a ring is spreading wide and thin.

The image of that single, wide, thin ring spreading is
appalling…I see it slow and silent—the newsreel blank,
for it’s too awful to write what just happened and too
late to do anything about it. And so very easy to have
prevented. Now a baby is going to have to die horribly
by the end of the tale.


…Washing machines seem to have come into vogue in
the 1950s in both Europe and America, along with top
40s charts, which means songs and stories about rivers,
laundry, and love disappear after that. I can think of
only one such post-washing machine song, Tonada de
la Luna Llena, by Simon Diaz, the Venezuelan singer/
songwriter who left our world in 2014. This ethereal
tune, covered later by the Brazilian Caetano Veloso,
showcases the violence of necessity, suggesting that the
cleanliness of laundry is never more than a cover for
the inherent bloodiness and destruction of love. The
song opens with the speaker watching a cocoi heron
who has been pulled into the river current while hunting
for fish, and is now fighting for his life. “This is how
one falls in love, your heart with mine,” the speaker
notes. The short tonada ends:

The moon is looking at me
but I don’t know what he sees.
I washed my clothes last afternoon,
they are clean (translation mine).

Between the first and last stanza, the speaker has
enjoined a boy to run home and get a rifle to kill the
chicken hawk that’s getting at the hens. If the speaker is
a man, the laundry cleanses the clothes of rival blood.
But do men do laundry? I’m not sure if it’s permitted in
fairy tales or folk songs—he probably means he had his
clothing washed. ….

If the speaker is a woman, then perhaps the river
exposes the idea that human character is never capacious
enough for the violence of human passion.

A washing machine compensates for that—with a
machine, we no longer suffer the consequences of our
impulses—we do not fall prey to water spirits, for
example. And those of us who symbolically do fall
prey, for example, unintentionally single mothers like
myself, are able to find joy in our child, rather than the
madness, poverty, and suffering of the fairy tale mothers
who are cut from their communities. Especially in
the child who commands us to sacrifice the bird’s nest
rather than our own.

[Memoir-in-progress excerpt by Liliana Valenzuela. AWP presentation 2022. Panel: The Spillover: The Translator’s Memoir/Novel/Imaginary Epistolary Dialog]

You left behind an empty laundry basket, sister. Only the sheets upon which you passed away in your sleep four months ago needed to be stripped and washed. You used to wash your clothes every day, by hand. Your austere, minimalistic way of life—a hermit living in the big city.
The elm outside your window shakes its canopy this chilly winter morning. Your tree presides over your bed with its gold satin comforter, a cloth red rose left on top by our other sister.
I carry your handmade muslin sheets and pillowcases to the Lavakleen in Copilco, Mexico City, our hometown. College students and singles peek into washing machines, listen to the hum of clothes spinning in dryers. My fingers dip into the grid of your ecru seersucker napkins and place mats. I put your stale sheets in a washer with liquid soap, dripping thick like tears.
A painter, you liked to surround yourself with neutral backgrounds, white for walls and your sparse furniture, neutral for linens. I hardly slept that first night on your bed, my thoughts a wandering spirit between my life in the United States and your life in Mexico, Paris, Turkey, and Italy. The closeness. The gulf between us. Writing poetry helps me traverse the gap between you and me, between my home country and my adopted one. Between an idealized world and what is.
A painter, you surrounded yourself with neutral backgrounds: white walls behind your sparse furniture, neutral linens. After years of us worrying about you, who would’ve guessed you’d die in your own bed, peacefully, of natural causes. Your brass canopy bed, like Frida’s, next to the paneled window that opened onto the street. No window screen necessary in this altiplano mountain climate. That bed where you also painted, made watercolor sketches, practiced your Reike, your meditation. Your entire apartment was a studio, but your bedroom was special. The place where you felt most safe. 
	When I return this time after your hasty funeral, I choose to sleep in your bed, in you room, as it has the most natural light. The guest bed in one of your back-bedroom studio with the two large drafting tables is too narrow, the room too dark most of the day. Your room just has this bed, little else. You kept the miniature watercolors I once gave you by the head of the bed, together with mini sketch books you had made at the printers. That and a baby animal book, your journals, astrology charts and other esoteric reading materials, an amethyst crystal and carbon drafting pencils, next to you, at the ready. It still feels like an invasion of the privacy you so jealously guarded, but I’m here for three weeks, in between jobs, to sort things out. I try to make myself at home, but feel your presence, your knowing brown eyes on me, your salt and pepper curly mane streaked with red henna over your shoulders.  
I hardly slept that first night on your firm brass canopy bed, my thoughts a hungry ghost wandering between my life in the United States and your life in Mexico, Paris, Turkey, and Italy. The metal frame above encasing a life. Two lives. The closeness. The gulf between us. Writing helps me narrow the gap between you and me, between our home country and my adopted one. Between an idealized world and what is. 
We stung each other like angry wasps when you were alive. Even while living in different countries, we were often in each other’s way. We fought, even on your final day. I was not going to boss you around and make you go to the hospital, even though the doctor said you urgently should. I called you on your birthday and was disconcerted to find out that you were unwell. 
“Lili no me manda. Este es mi cuerpo y yo mando sobre mi cuerpo,” your last line of defense. 
That day, I tried and tried to convince you to get some help, but you mind was made.  

Your death an unexpected relief. It pains me to say it, to write it, to accept it as my truth. Once your ego dissolved, I could see you in your entirety, or perhaps only the partial, cloudy view of you I will always. So many black holes between our lives. Two strong personalities born barely thirteen months apart, we often collided leaving dust and destruction in our paths. I am now free to live my life, yet you’re always on my mind.
I place fresh yellow and orange roses in vases around the apartment. Fold and shelve the fresh sheets, pillowcases, napkins, and placemats. 
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