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Katerina Anghelaki-Rooke

Atmospheric Poetry

How many days and nights of absence
does the air need

to empty itself from the exhalations

of your skin

so that the mimosa, the pine tree
prevail again

together with all the beautiful perfumes
of impersonal nature?

How long is the time

that a landscape usually holds

this breathtaking combination

of breeze and precise step?

For how long will the universe remind me
of the meeting with an insignificant glance

when will the light regain

its absolute predominance
over the momentary triumph
of a human shadow?
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Poezie atmosféry

Kolik dni a noci tvé negitomnosti
Potebuje vzduch,

aby se oistil

od vyparf tvé pleti

a prevazila zase

mimoza, borovice

a vSechny krasné

neosobni &ng?

Jak dlouho ponecha si krajina
tu Uchvatnou kombinaci
vanku a pravidelného rytmu?

Jak dlouho mi bude vesmifipominat

to setkani s letmym pohledem,
kdy swtlo znovu zisk&a

svou absolutni vliadu

nad chvilkovym triumfem
lidského stinu?
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The Taste of Immortality

| keep it stuck to my gums

with my tongue

| look for the soul that supposedly
keeps me alive beyond life.

Is it sweet, is it better

the envelope of immortality?

Will it dry out as well

like the skin of love?

Soul, oh soul you are carnal

you differ a bit in smell, in touch

your behaviour is somewhat strange
since when everything departs

you are the last to leave.

You are the most faithful foreign help
the divine caretaker who stays on
when all the house is emptied

stays to clean up and leave
everything behind sparkling...

Ah! So this is why myths call you immortal.

With my soul in my mouth | realized
how quickly the fairytale melts...
Yes, but what a taste!
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Chut’ nesmrtelnosti

Jazykem ji pidrzuji

na pate.

Hledam dusi, ktera by éudrzela
Zivou po zivog.

Je obalka nesmrtelnosti

sladka nebo trpk&a?

Vysycha tak dote

jako ple’ od lasky?

,O ty duSe, 0 ty duSe, slém jedno jsi,
dotykem, pachem se liSiS,

a jaksi divreé se chovas,

kdyZ opoustisdo

jako posledni.

Ty nejoddasjsi cizi pomocniku,
boZsky péovateli, ktery v dora zistane,
kdyZ ostatni uz odesli, abyigtalo vse
Cisté, bez poskvrny...

Aha! Tak proto & myty zvou nesmrtelnou.

S dusi v Ustech poznala jsem,
jak se ta pohadka na jazyku rozplyva...
Ale ta chu’!
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Form and Content of Hope

Hope contains the dream
the miracle.
Hope is conservative

like grandfather and grandmother.

Hope is subversive

like children.

Hope is generous:

we all have a life waiting for us.
Hope is selfish:

let him die so that | can live.
Hope is natural:

Without it no one can breathe.
Hope is unnatural:

It forces you to cohabit

with the monster of survival.
Hope is abstract:

Besides hunger everything is undefined.

Hope is precise:

| am waiting for this flower
dressed in that way

with this light round the neck.
Towards the end

hope will marry terror

and thus you’ll be hoping and trembling

with the same breath
that you may stay and suffer
or quit life.
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Obsah a tvar nad éje

V nadtji ukryva se sen,
ten zazrak.

Nackje je zachovala
jako c&d a baba.
Nackje je podvratnicka
jako dti.

Nadje je velkorysa:

vSichni mame kus Zivotargd sebou.

Nadije byva sobecka:

at’ jiny zente, jen kdyZz Ziju ja.
Nadije je pirozena:

bez ni nikdo nedycha.

Nadkje byva zvracena:

kdyz nuti nas k sexu

S nesturou prezivani.

Nadkje je odtazita:

nic neni pesré dano krond hladu.
Nadkje je precizni:

¢ekam, Ze uvidim tuto kytku
praw takto obl€enou,

kolem krku osvicenou.

A pied samotnym koncem
oddaji se natje a hiiza

a ty se budes$ jednim dechem
ti4st se strachem i doufat,

Ze budes tu nadale ttp

anebo das st vale.
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At the Harbour

At the harbour yesterday

| was touching with my thought
your slender thought

your small eyes

looked far away

and they had the colour of the sea
in love with some beautiful winter.
At the harbour yesterday

| way envious of the boat

which held in its arms

desirable fruit, all flesh and juice.
You were smiling shyly

as if someone had just described to you
the deepest superficiality of life:
love.

You had a misty shine

as if all over you

divine moisture had been poured
the one that makes you remember
the insignificant

respect the temporary

and cover with tender kisses

the perishable ego

that will soon leave this harbour.
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U pfistavu

V¢era véer u [Fistavu

dotkla se m& myslenka

tvé myslenky skrovné

tva atka

hleckla do dalky

méla barvu moe

milujiciho nadhernou zimu.
V¢era veer u fFistavu

zavickla jsem lodi,

kterd svir4 ve svém natiu
lahodné, gavnaté ovoce.
Potutelrg ses usmival,

jako by € praw zas\tili

do nejhlubsi povrchnosti Zivota,
jiZ je laska.

M¢ls mlhavou svatoza
jakoby € polili

od hlavy az k pat

boZskou tekutinou,

kterd € nuti nosit v hlay
nepodstatné,

brat v Uvahu déasné

a vroucr zlibat od hlavy az k pat
to smrtelné ego,

které tento fistav brzy opusti.
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Obsessions

When | die, they’ll call
it Friday, sad Friday

Panos Stathoyannis

When you die, | won't be there

to keep your feet warm

between my antiquated breasts

to recite poems dedicated

to the living air and say:

“Your legs, your lies

the tufts of your hair, all so well made!”
But when you die you'll find me

having carpeted long ago

the corridor leading to the next room — life
with my ancient flesh.

My whisper will welcome you saying:
Look what a magic thing

the body is even one beaten by darkness
how sacred tears are

when shed for what you never experienced...

“Make room” you’ll say to me when you die
“Make room for me to sit.

| like this flowerbed

you chose to wait for me

| like the green chaos.

How did we use to call this back on earth?
Unfulfilled something?

Love?”
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Posedlosti

AZ zemu, nazvou to patkem,
patkem smutku.

Panos Statkoyannis

V hodinu smrti tvé u tebe nepobudu,
abych na starych prsou svych

zahéla tvé nohy,

abych vzduchu Zivému

cetla bass a mohlarict:

»TVé nohy, tvé ohanbi,

prameny tvych vlag vSe tak dokonalé!"
V hodinu své smrti pochopis,

Ze jsem se svym obstaroZzny&em
dobyla jiz davno do vedlejSiho pokoje —
Zivota.

Muj Sepot pivita t&¢ slovy:

Hled, jaky zazrakdlo jest,

trebaze trplo temnotou,

0, jak posvatné jsou slzy,

jsou-li prolity za to, cos nikdy neprozil ...
Az zenteS,ieknesS ,Posti se,

a uctlej mi misto!

Libi se mi k¥tinovy zahon,

ktery jsi pro nasi salzku vybrala,

mam rad zelenou dzungli.

JakzZe jsme tomtikavali na s¥te?

Néco nenaplaného?

Laska?"
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Knocks — Questions

For days, for centuries now I've been hearing
a secret beat.

What is it? God beating the bad ones?

The devils the good ones?

The heart of my own house?

The wing of my own angel?

What kind of beat is this?

A classical clock before time expires?

My time on this earth?

Or the time of that other one with the frightengds®
Snow, carpets, dirt fell from balconies.

The inexplicable beat stopped.

Unmoved, everyday life

reassured me, reminding me of her promise:
a perfect routine, without time limits.

She even persuaded me to be bored

and long for threatening sound

a knock that would shake me for no reason
as if | had gone to bed with the unknown

and woken up next to the known.
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Coto tlu ¢e?

Po celé dny, cela staleti

poslouchdm tajemny tlukot.

Copak je to? Bije Bh darebaky? Nebdabel dobraky?
Netluce to srdce mého domu?

Ktidlo mého anéla strazného?

Co to jenom tlge?

Nevyzvarji vézni hodiny, z&€as jiz koi?

Cas vyngieny mi zde na Zemi?

Nebo lhita onoho tam s vigSEnym zrakem?

Z balkéri opadal snih, koberce a Spina.

Tajemné udery ztichly.

Klidny kaZzdodenni Zivot gzas uklidnil,

protoze mi pipomenul swj nékdejsi fislib:

dokonaly tep, Zivot bez hranic.

Dokonce ¢ prinutil se nudit a touZzit po hrozivéntiku,
bouchani, jez by tbez divodu vystrasilo,

jako bych Sla spat s neznamym muzem

a rano se probudila vedle kamarada.
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Alexander the Great and the Sphinx

Beautiful day.

A walk to the boats and the olive trees,
winter light,

the wave breaks on closed mansions,
naked orange trees and stairs.

Other islands, other islands,

with every cloud, other islands

blue or snow colored

as | walk

on the frozen seaweed with the Sphinx.

The Sphinx fidgets inside me

it can’t find a comer

it can’t find peace

going round and round like a cat
choosing its place.

Wisdom of madness

was, therefore, the question.

Wisdom of madness when | was travelling
wisdom or madness when | was fighting...

the Sphinx was travelling

the Sphinx was fighting

tearing the riddle in two,

the Sphinx tormented me

the Sphinx attracted me

to the plain, to the city

to the everyday business

of glory.

The Sphinx was stabbing herself
when she annoyed the nomads
when she slaughtered the immature
in the desert

when she embittered the kings.
We walked in the pines

this morning

| and the Sphinx.

The hot earth smoked

beneath the cold;

we babbled...

the Sphinx laid down to rest;
we went silent...

Ah! the worm!

how wisely he crawls

half in light, half in darkness

he forgets,

he overtakes motion;

a small room the world

and he carries it on his tail...
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Alexandr Veliky a Sfinga

Krasny den.

Vysla jsem si k olivdm a lodim
zimni slunce za

viny rozbijeji se o zatené domy,
opadané pomer&avniky a schody.
Jiné ostrovy, jiné ostrovy,

s kazdym oblé&em jiné ostrovy,
modré nebo sihobilé,

jak kr&im se Sfingou

po zmrzlych chaluh&ch.

Sfinga ve ma je neklidna
nenaléza klienta

nenaléza nikde klid

a obchazi kol jako kika,
hledajici swj pelech.

Otazka zula

moudrost nebo Silenost,
moudrosti Silenstvi kdyZ jsem cestovala,
moudrosti Silenstvi kdyZ jsem bojovala
Sfinga cestovala

Sfinga bojovala

A roztrhla ve dvi hlavolam
Sfinga muila mne

Sfinga vabila mne

do mesta, na planinu,

do vSedniho shonu

slavy.

Probodla se v pousti rem

kdyz zlobila k&ovniky

kdyz vrazdila nezletilce

kdyz drazdila viadie.

Dnes rano

jsme kr&ely se Sfingou

hajem borovic.

Z horké zem kourilo se

nahde byl chlad.

Klabosily jsme....

Sfinga si lehla k odponku;

Sly jsme tiSe dal...

Ach! Tencerv,

jak se chyite plazi,

napil potnmg, napl na swtle,
zapomina,

predbiha pohyb;

swt tak velky neni

a on ho m4 na ocase...
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We narrated

all that happened;

what was Alexander the Great
(as if she had never met me)
madness or wisdom?

The wind rose on the island,
lashed the pines;

about questions

we said something common —
that they don’t defeat death;
about campaigns

something old — that they don’t defeat soil...

It turned chilly,

we went toward the small shuttered cafes
with their charcoal brazier; almond sweets,
the sea had become dark

neither inviting

nor coming

grey

she would not share

anything of hers with us...

the sea...

how much does she know

about kings

when she succeeds them in her sleep,
about pirates

about mad seasons

when motionless, she changes

changes, changes

or again

she moistens the eternal secret.

I'm fed up, the Sphinx said
holding some branch

and doodling symbols.

I'm fed up, Alexander said,

we don’t answer anything with life;
reality

less frank

than us,

talks of larks

talks of islands in March

talks of fields...

Ah! the frugality of fields!

The rash goat

jumps death, jumps light

and the first leaves of the fig tree shoot out
to answer Easter.
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Rekly jsme si viechno,

co se pihodilo.

Co byl Alexandr

(jako by n& neznala)
Silenstvi¢i moudrost?

Na ostro¥¢ zadul vitr

a bicoval borovice;

povidaly jsme si o té zl&ui,
Ze otazky neporazi smrt;
povidaly jsme si o té staréali,
Ze vojenské taZzeni neporazidp...
Ochladilo se

Sly jsme ke kavarnam se zamymi okenicemi
stefavym uhlim na roStech a mandlovymi dobrotami,

nad mdem se mezitim setto
Sef’

nas ani nezvala,

ani nepichazela k nam
nechtla se o nic

s nami rozdlit...

more...

kolik toho vi

o kralich,

kdyZ po nich ve spankubira Zezlo,

o0 piratech

0 dobach Bsreni,

kdy se, & nehybna, réni,
meéni, meni,

nebo znovu

zkrapi w¢né tajemstvi.

Uz toho mam dost, di Sfinga
drzic wtévku

a kreslic znaky do pisku.

Uz toho méam dost, di Alexandr,
Zivotem na nic neodpovime;
skut&nost még upiimné

nez my,

mluvi o skivanech

maluje v feznu ostrovy,

mluvi o polich...

Ach! Ta skoupost poli!

zbrkl4 koza,

preskakuje smrt,fieskakuje sitlo

ven se derou prvni listky fikovniku

aby pozdravily velikonoce.
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To the Earth

| talk to the earth today and say:
Good earth, with the night birds
silent with black wings

and talkative day birds
with salt and fresh waters

that live their own lives

chattering, caressing

and naturally indifferent

earth, you are all | know about nature
— even the sky belongs to you —
one day you'll cover me

like a soft blanket

with some of my photographs
lost in drawers

talk to me, advise me, tell me
that as long as humans are alive
we shouldn’t mourn them

even if we miss them

as a tongue misses water

that as long as they live they exist in other

natural beauties

they sleep, they dream, they taste fruit and fish
they go to work, they look after their children.

Earth, since | was small, you always softened

my heart

- when | was scolded

| would look at the sea

and feel lifted —

pour the balsam once more

that | may stand upright again

and think of love

as if it were narrated to me as if pain,
absence had been explained to me
and in your blessed font

| want to imagine our two bodies
his and mine

together without pain

like winged creatures

poured into nature

losing in importance

gaining in love.
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Zemi

Takto promlouvam dnes k Zemi:

Mé drah& Zera s tichym nénim ptactvem,
mavajiciméernymi Kidly

a upovidanymi ptaky dennimi,

jez oplyvas slanymi i sladkymi vodami,
Zijicimi svym vlastnim Zivotem,

oziveny laskanim a vyskotem

a prirozere Ihostejnymi,

zene, ty predstavujes vse, co vim o Zigot
—apati Tiinebe —

jednoho dne mtva péova deka

pokryje spolu s fotkami,

které jsem nechala ve stole

mluv na mne, pokA mi, vyprawj mng,
abychom neplakali, dokud lidé Zziji,

i kdybychom je postradali,

tak jako prahne jazyk po ved

neba’ pokud Ziji lide,

jsou @itomni v girozenych krasach,
kdyz blazes spi, sni, jedi ovoce a ryby,
jdou do prace aduji se dtem.

O Zenk, od mladych let jsi mne konej3ila

— kdyz mr¢ kdysi nadavali,
vzdycky pohlédla jsem na e
a ma duSe podlla —

potii mé svym balzamem,
abych se zas n&imila

a myslela na lasku,

tieba IEili ji jako bolest,
aftikali, ze neni,

ja ve tvé spasnétitelnici
predstavu;ji si dv téla

jeho a mé,

spole&n¢ a bez bolesti

jako okidlené bytosti
vnorené do pirozenosti,

na vyznamu ztracejici,
lasku nabyvajici.
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In the Forest

| saw you through the leaves
through the waters | saw you

in the light of the leaves

in the leaves of the waters

through the moons of water

in the pools and waterfalls | saw you
in light-shaped pools

in waterfalls of tumbling light

the light that is your body.

You were coming towards a clearing
in the trees, stepping, flying

over shining droplets

in the untamed black of night.

Ah! the night turns to vapour

behind your shoulders,

a vapour of wings,

and on your chest a mysterious triangle gleams:

beauty’s dazzling target.

From the lawn and the mosses
to the wreaths

of the topmost branches

in the nature’s upper gallery
of madness | hear

voices of the clodded dead

the source of sources

the unbearable bird of sorrow
with your voice

rising from the depths

there where bile and soul

with one voice refuse to die.
Every inch of you is delirium

in the thicket, in the lush

green empires of dreams

in the illustrious silences of the ivy
in the silent swooning of the fern
in the wine-colored fainting of
falling leaves

your message pours:

No life is stronger than desire
no act more final than poetry.
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V lese

Vidéla jsem & skrze listy

skrz vodu jsemetvidéla

ve s\tle z listovi

v listovi z vody

skrze ngsice na hladivody,
vidéla jsem & v tinich vodopéad,
jez jsou utvéeny swtlem,
swtlem z rhoz je tvoje &lo.
Kracel jsi k lesni mytig |
zlehka, jako by ses vznaSel
nad tpytivymi kapkami

v nezkrotn&erni noci.

Ach! Za Tvymi rameny
vypatuje se noc v mlzny opatiklel,
a na tvych prsou &

oslnivé Bozi oko krasy.

Od ztichlych moah a luk,

az k wncam korun stron,

VvV nejvyssim pae prirody, jez Sili,
zni hlasy ztuhlych neboZziik

a pramen vSech pramen

pték Zalu, jenz drti,

zatimco hlas tf stoupa z hlubin,
Vv nichz zI& a duSe

vzdoruji svorg smrti.

Kazdy coul tvéhoda

je blouzréni v houstir,

v bujné zeleni tvych sn

ve sk¥lém tichu ectanu,

v tiché mdlok kapradi,

pestrém umdlévani

padajiciho listi.

Tvé poselstvi hlasé:

Zivot neni nikdy silgjSi nez touha,
nizadnycin negekona poezii.
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There where you touched me
there where | blossomed
there where | almost died
there where | call you from
adoring your other nature
there where | was crucified
there where | suffered

for your bewitching grace
there where love’s lightness
weighs heavily on the waters.

Rebel against the real, you

tell me I shall see you once again
coming out into the clearing
wisteria twined around

your slender legs

and the semen of birds

at roots of your hair.

You who brings the sky

| lost when for hours at the window
| watched the crows as they changed
their roosts.

You who utters words

as though they were wild marigold on the slopes.

You who shines with lips and speech.
You the ultimate embodiment
of poetry in full flow.
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Tam kde ses endotkl,

tam kde vykvetla jsem,

tam kde téns zhynula jsem,
tam odkud & volam

chvélic tvou jinou firozenost,
tam kde ukizovali n¥,

tam kde trpla jsem

pro pivab twj, kouzlo,

tam kde lehkost lasky

téZce doléha na vody.

Zbojniku proti skuténosti,

iikas, Ze uvidimgtjese

vychazet z lesa na mytinu,

tvé utlé nohy obmotany
Slahouny psiho vina,

kotinky tvych vlas potisrené
ptatim semenem.

Tebe, jenz vzpiras klenbu nebe,
ja ztratila jsem, kdyZz jsem okoéla

na vrany, jez slétaly se kadovani.

Ty, ktery pronasis slova,
jez skvi se jako gsicky

na svazitych lukach.

Ty, jenz z&S rty i slovy.
Ty, jenZz pro mne zosabjes
mohutny proud poezie.
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The Ladder

My body is a small ladder which | lean against the
wall of the world.

| climb up and crane my neck to see
behind the walls of feeling.

The ladder shakes more and more.

| despise it more and more and

want to abandon myself to the view of
the gardens.

For days | think about the deep soil of
copulation supporting the grasses and
the roots of all this

shameless vegetation.

| look but | grow weary.

The ladder wobbles incessantly and
the park lights become opaque,

and then night.

After a specific,

but undisclosed number of years,

all this training of mine in the chaos will be
forgotten.

| shall be the rotting ladder

someone forgot leaning against the
garden wall.
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Zebfik

Mé &lo je maly zebik,

ktery pristavuji ke hradbam sta.
Lezu na a natahuiji krk, abych vida
za hradby pocit.

Zelrik se vic a vic vikla.

Ja jsem stéle nervogsi,

a radiji bych to vzdala,

ten pohled do zahrad.

Celé dny pemyslim

o hluboké prsti souloze,
ktera podepira drn travy

i korani

vSi té nestoudné vegetace.
Divam se, ale uz &to zmaha.
Zelrik se nepestava viklat,
swtla v parku mizi v mlze

a pichazi noc.

Za rgjakych par let,

nevim gesre kolik,

bude nijj trénink chaosu
zapomenut.

Ja budu ten prohnily Zéilk,
ktery nekdo nechal ofeny

0 zel’ zahrady.
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The Body is the Victory and the Defeat of Dreams

The body is the victory of dreams
when shameless as water

it rises from slumber

its pock marks, its scars

such signs still asleep

its dark olive groves in love,

cool to the hand.

The body is the defeat of dreams
spread out long and empty

(if you shout, you hear the echo)
with its anaemic tiny hairs
unloved by time

wounded, sobbing,

hating its own motion

its original black colour

fades steadily

when it wakes it clasps its bag
hanging on in pain

for hours in the dust.

The body is the Victory of dreams

when it puts one foot in front of the other
and gains a certain ground.

A place.

With a heavy thump.

Death.

When the body gains a place in the town square
through death like a wolf with burning snout
it howls “I want it”

“l can't stand it”

“I threaten — | revolt”

“my baby is hungry”
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Télo je vit ézstvi i porazka sn G

T¢lo je vittzstvi s,

kdyz se beze studu, jako voda,
vynoiuje z dimoty,

zatimco dlky, jizvy a mizna
znaménka stale jeSspi

a jeho olivové haje lasky

na dotyk chladi.

T¢lo je porazka sin

prazdné a do Siroka rozpresta
(ktik se vraci jako ozsna)

s neduzivymi chloupky,
nemilovan&asem,

rarena, vzlykajici,

nenavidici vlastni pohyb,
jehoz zprvuierna barva,
pozvolna vybleda,

a po procitnuti zaklapne svou brasnu,
ktera visi na bolesti

mnoho hodin v prachu.

Télo je vittzstvi sri,

kdyz klade nohuied nohu
a dobyva kus jy.

Misto.

TéZkym uderem.

Smrt.

KdyzZ telo smrti zisk& misto
vV mEst na nandsti

pak vyje ,chci to!

jako rozlgsreny vik

,=Uz to nevydrzim!“

,pozor, uz toho mam dost!”
»,mé dit méa hlad!"
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The body gives birth to its justice

and defends it.

The body makes the flower

spits out the death-pit

tumbles over, takes flight

spins motionless around the cesspool
(the world’s motion)

in dream the body triumphs or

finds itself naked in the streets

in pain;

it looses its teeth

shivers from love

breaks its earth open like a watermelon
and its done.
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Télo rodi svou vlastni spravedinost
a brani ji.

Télo tvori kvet,

vyplivuje hrob,

pada na zem a vzléta,

viti kolem Zumpy

(swéta v pohybu),

ve snu sklizi slavu,

nebo ocita se

nahé na ulici v bolesti;

piichazi o zuby,

trese se laskou,

rozkrajuje svou zemi jako meloun
a odchazi.
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Heat

In the heat of Greece

our sternums pressed together
spurted water.

| drank your sweat

along with your kisses

your sigh

in the shade of the shutters.
There as the violent afternoon
came on, you too were ablaze
with your tangled hair

your divine lashes

your laughter refracted

through the salty prisms of passion.
In the sizzling heat

in the total stillness

— the only shadow above us
black as destiny —

the outline of our existence

an equation of insects.

August festered

while relentless cicadas

echoed the thrush’s closing lines.
Not a breath of air...

The pedantic fly that defiles everything
sits on your cock

drinking your sap.

The watermelon-man

passes with his megaphone.

The afternoon at my feet

like a severed head.
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Vedro

Za veder, jez byvaji Recku,
tiskne se hrd k hrudi,

az vytryskne voda.

Pila jsem twj pot

souwasre s tvymi

polibky a vzdechy

ve stinu okenic.

Jak grichazelo neurvalé odpoledne,
salal z tebe Zar,

byl jsi rozcuchan,

mél jsi boZzské&asy

a tvij smich seffstil

0 solné hranoly vasn

V hrobovém tichu

syeiciho vedra

se nad nami vznasel

jediny stincerny jako osud —
dukaz naSi existence

skrze hmyzi rovnice.

Srpen hnisal,

zatimco neunavni cici
zvweeli ozvenou

poslednich cifer drozdiho &yu.
Vzduch se ani nehyba...

Na tvém penisu sedi hnidopysna moucha,

kterd vSechno pokali,

a pije tvou mizu.

Kolem jede prodawamelouni

se svym megafonem.
Odpoledne se vali u mych nohou
jako watéa hlava.
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The Triumph of Constant Loss

Dedicated to Antonis Fostieris

We shall never be

what we were momentarily
but it is a triumph

this constant loss.

What is saved is only

the silence of a leaf,

the body grows dark
together with the day

until the unexpected blaze

of black night.

Life fragments

replace colours

in small depictions

of a dream

grazes substitute

shades of light

on temporary skin.

Blinded by so much blackness
| was seeking a god

and | was given only one finger
to scratch myself with;

| am triumphant now

in my most hidden parts
where the idea

is conceived: here

| realize at last

that | will be the first to leave.
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Vitézstvi vytrvalé ztraty

Antonisu Fosteriusovi

Jiz nikdy nebudeme tim,
kym jsme v ten okamZik byli,
avsSak tato vytrvala ztrata
je nasim triumfem.
Zustalo nam jen

ticho listu,

t¢lo tmavne

jak vyhasina den,

az do nenadalého vzplanuti
cerné noci.

Utrzky Zivota

se promduji

na barevné otisky

nasich sn,

na mis¢ swtla stim
zbudou Skrabance

na d@&asne kZi.

OslIréna temnotou
hledala jsem boha

a byl mi podan prst
abych se jim podrbala;

a nyni triumfuji

na svych nejskryjSich mistech,

tam kde kléi mySlenka: zde
konen¢ dochazi mi,
Ze budu prvni, kdo zmizi.
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Matter Alone

| take a thing and change its place.
| don’t know why, but it bothered me.
Seconds later

the cloth, the paper

lets out a whisper-cry

as matter shifts.

Does this imperceptible sound
express discomfort or relief

with this new configuration

of the infinite and the inanimate?
Or is it that the object

longs for its home?

A tiny little movement,

a glance, a spark of light

and an inner self springs up
moving freely in an abstract now.
Something like erotic murmuring
or the cry of a hungry dog.

“That’s how matter alone must sound,”
| say

before another silence, my own,
snatches me up.
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Samotna hmota

Vezmu \&c a dam ji jinam.
N¢jak mi tady vadila.

Za rekolik okamziki

sunouci se hmota,

kus latky, car papiru,
zni¢ehonic povzdechne.
Znamena ten tichounky vzdech
podiv nad novym piédkem
nezivého a &neého,

anebo ulevu?

Anebo ten pednet

touZi po domo¥?

Nepatrny pohyb,

pohled, kvantum sitla,
vnitini ego vyskeoi

a leti volre éterem.

Néco jako vzdechy milujicich
nebo vyti l&né dogy.

»Tak musi zvdet samotna hmota“
fikam,

nez nt zhltne jiné ticho,

mé vlastni.
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The Sky Defines

Plant or knife

do l actor do | lie

is the light old or first seen

on this staircase that | confess

| don’t know if | climb up or down.
Do | go toward the answer

or the total blackout?

Why do we call the one pleasure
and the other pain

since the body, when it has given up
hangs or writhes

it doesn’t know if it rejoices or bleeds
when inexperienced it stands before uncertain éutur
that murders it?

The sky, the light descending

at that moment makes the difference.
Because whatever you contemplate
even in darkness, even in hell

light secretly dwells;

an endless black longitude pain is;
you know it

because once there you

no longer dream of light.
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Vézi to v nebi

Rostlina nebo &,

hraju nebo #&co predstiram;

je na &chto schodech,

0 nichz gisamhih nevim

zda vedou nahorti dold,

staré, nebo navspatené s¥tlo?
Smetuji k odpowedi

nebo k Uplnému zaténi?

Prot nazyvam jednud&c radosti
a druhou bolesti,

kdyZ se tlo, které to uz vzdalo,
sviji bolesti nebo visi,

a nevi zda jasa nebo krvaci,
kdyz zaraze®istoji tva&i v tva nejasné budoucnosti,
ktera je nki?

V¢&zi to hlavre v nebi, ve sitle,
jez v tu chvili prd¢ padéa shry.
Neba’ a’ premitas acemkoli,
swtlo se skryva v temndt
dokonce i v pekle;

bolest je nekonmé bloudni v temnog;
ty to vis,

neba’ kdykoli se & zmocni,
pirestanes snit o &tle.

Poznamka.

Strana 37

to long for — touZit po; longitude — z&pisna délka; longitudinal — podélny, zdlouhavy;

solitude - osarlost



Katerina Anghelaki-Rooke

Translating into Love Life’'s End

For P.S.

Since | cannot touch you

with my tongue

| translate my passion.

| cannot communicate

so | transubstantiate;

| cannot undress you

so | dress you with a fantasy

of a foreign tongue.

Under your wings

| cannot nestle

So I fly all around you

turning the pages of your dictionary.

| want to know how you strip

how you open up

So I look for your habits

in between your lines

for your favourite fruit

your favourite smells

girls you riffle through.

I'll never see your punctuation marks
naked, | work hard on your adjectives
so that | can recite them in the twitterings
of another religion.

But my story has aged

my volume adorns no shelf

and | imagine you now

with a rare gold leather binding

in a foreign library.

Because | should never

have indulged in the luxury of nostalgia
and have written this poem

| am reading the grey sky now

in a sun drenched translation.

Strana 38



Katerina Anghelaki-Rooke

Prekladani konce Zivota do lasky
Jako P.S.

Nemohu se¢tdotknout

jazykem,

a proto svou vaseprekladam.
Nemohu byt v duchu s tebou,

a proto se prownu;ji;

nemohu & sviéknout,

a tak € v duchu odivam

do ciziho jazyka.

Nemohu se uhnizdit pod tvymiikily,
a proto kolem tebe krouzim

a listuji tvym slovnikem.

Chci wdeét, jak se svlékas,

jak se oteviras,

a tak, meziadky,

hledam tvoje zvyky,

tvé oblibené ovoce,

tvé oblibené &g,

dévcata ktera okukujes.

Nikdy nespatim tvé interpun&ni znaky
nahé, pilg studuji tva adjektiva,
abych je mohla adkat

pii vyznani jiné viry.

Ale moje povidky uz vySly z mody,
ma kniZzka nezav regalu,

aja € ted vidim

ve vzacneé pozlacené vazb

v zahranini knihovre.

Neba’ nikdy mi nebylo dofano
oddavat se nostalgii

a tef’, kdyZ jsem dopsala tu bése
¢tu v proslugném gekladu
zamr&enou oblohu
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Lipiu Once Again
Silence is the language of Lipiu

PROLOGUE

As with love

poems are born

in silence

only that unfeeling silence
has a habit

of giving birth

and swallowing its young.

l.

In Lipiu you study silence

as if it were a foreign language

if you can practice enough

you can tell the dialect

of day from the heavy accent

of night.

You learn the birds by heart

and the light that alters

the meaning of nothing.

You will never be able

to express yourself freely in this language
but you will always be surprised by its truth.
You read the trees, the mountains in the
original.

You ask: What do | have to say in this language?

The wounded animal deep inside you doesn’t answer.

It remains silent.

Il.

Today the rain broke out

in a flood of incomprehensible curses.

On the TV screen humans

move around without sound:

bodies, smiles, embraces,

handshakes, the tying of ties, punches...

| couldn’t hear the words

and the bureaucracy of existence

seemed absurd.

Why, why him, the sweet absent-minded one?
With what does passion agree?

It seems | have forgotten the syntax of youth.
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Jesté jednou Lipiu
Jazykem Lipiu je riéni

PROLOG

Basr¢ se rodi v tichu
stejre jako laska,
pouze ticho bezcitné
rodi a pojida

SVé dkti.

l.

V Lipiu studuje se ticho
jako cizi jazyk

a studujes-li usilovty
rozlisis dialekt dne

od vyrazného akcentu noci.
Zapamatujes si ptaky
a swtlo, jez neni
vyznam prazdnoty.
Nikdy nebudes toieci
plynn¢ hovait,

ale vzdy & bude fascinovat jeji pravdivost.

V origindle si pectes stromy, hory.
Ptas se: Co mam v tom jazyiéei?
Rargné zvfe v tvém nitru neodpovida.
MI¢i a mEi.

Il.

Dneska prselo a dése zngnil

v zaplavu nepochopitelnych kleteb.
Postavy na obrazovce

tiSe pobihaji dokola:

téla, Usnévy, objeti,

stisky rukou, uvazani kravat, rangspi...
Nezaslechla jsem Zadna slova

a vnimala absurditu
zbyrokratizované existence.

Pras praw on,

ten mily, duchem néftomny muz?
Sc¢impak rozumi si vage

Asi jsem uz zapomita syntaxi mladi.

Strana 41



Katerina Anghelaki-Rooke

1.

In the taverna garden

it is spring and the blossoming
chestnut trees lean attentively

over the pensioners.

Beards, moustaches, all white,

a little laughter in their faded

blue eyes peeking out behind the beer froth
the slender waitress

like a doll just out of her box

with the divine department store tag
still around her neck.

The brown spots on old men’s hands
— maps of an unknown geography —
the flowers scattered by the wind

on the wooden table

and suddenly | understood silence:

it is the womb of all languages.

V.

It is the language of beginning,

of the question when you search for the phrase
of leaves and you ask yourself what's the use
of so many daybreaks, so many breaths

SO many cries smothered in grass

what is the life for, how will | open the door?
Will | be accepted? Howe do | take

the first step in the rain alone

toward the first meeting

with the saviour-destroyer?

Even the most beautiful imagination is useless
in the face of a pile of days

a shapeless pile, with no scent and

no known meaning.
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1.

V zahrad taverny je jaro

a k hlavam senidrvlidné sklargji se
rozkvetlé ¥tve kastan.

Zpoza pivni pny tu a tam vykukuji
bilé bradky a kniry,

v povadlych modrych@ch jiskra Sibalstvi

Stihla hospodska

jako panenka vybalena z kréky,
ktera ma na krku visau

Boziho obchodniho domu.
Hneédé skvrny na rukou stika

— mapy neznamych stadila —
kvétiny rozhazené strem

po deveném stole,

a pojednou jsem pochopila, co jecami:

je linem vsechecdi.

V.

Je to jazyk p&atku,

ie¢ kterou se ptate ligt

a sami sebe se ptate na smysl
tolika rozlyesk, tolika vdeclti,
tolika vzlyka, jez pohiltil drn,

k ¢emu je Zivotgim otevu dim?
Prijmou mg?

Jak vykr@im sama do dest
vstiic svému zachranci<iteli,
na svou prvni salzku s nim?
Nic neni platna ani ta nejkré&gsi vidina
pied beztvarou kupou dn
kupou bez \in¢

a bez rejmého smyslu.
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V.

But silence is also

the mother tongue of the end

when you try to read the word EXIT
written in the darkness with tar

over a gate of maybe it's a burrow? A hole?
Are you going to emerge in pain

or triumphantly

or will you have become a baby again,
carefree, sucking the

breast-clouds of the day?

EXIT

In this languageless world

where | have come for mute studies
the exercises are deafening;

| know my silence

doesn't flow yet,

doesn’t flow naturally.
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V.

Ale mi¢eni je také

matestinou konce,

kdyz se teba pokousite

pregist slovo VYCHOD

napsané v noci dehtem na vrata,
nebo je to snad skrys? Mysi dira?
Chces se zas vyiib

v bolesti, v triumfu,

nebo budes$ zase batoletem,
sajicim bezstarostn

z prsnatych mrakdne?

VYCHOD

V tomto bezjazimném s¥te,

kam g@isla jsem studovatémotu,
ja pri cvicenich hluchnu;

vim, Ze mé ndeni

jeS€ neni plynne,

neplyne pirozere.
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Writing

The obscene gesture | make
when | take up my pen,

while something stirs in the slight breeze:
the skin of my nature.

As when the poor soul

slowly raised his arm and
surrounded me with modest glory,
his gurgling voice like that of a child’s
reciting heroic verses before being
put to death.

His hand with his bitten nails
slowly entered me

until I became the motion of

my own burial.

That contact ended each poem.

| bring my table and my papers

to this new erotic landscape.

| get down to writing.

| set the machinery in motion.

By the third line

my new inspirer

has totally conquered me.

| understand how he lives and
how he saps me.

My imaginings begin to be more
than my actions.

My hands sweat.

| put down my pen,

wipe the three fingers

holding it on my fat thighs.
Creation’s in full swing.
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Psani

KdyZz beru do ruky pero,
délam jakési necudné gesto

zatimco se &co tepota v mirném vanku:

kize mé pirozenosti.

Jakoby on, neboha duse,
pomalu zvedl své ragn

a obklopil n¢ svou nevelikou slavou,
a dfiv neZ bude vydan na smrt,
odrikaval mi zvatlavym &skym hlaskem
hrdinskou epope;.

Pomalu do mne vnikala

jeho ruka s okousanymi nehty,
az jsem se stala pohybem
svého vlastniho pdghu.

Ten dotyk ukouil kazdou base
Do této noveé erotické krajiny
piinasSim sw;j stil a své papiry.
Usedam ke psani.

Uvadim do pohybu gy stroj.
Na tretifadce

Si mé mij novy inspirator

zcela podmanil.

Pochopila jsem jak Zije

a jak n¢ zdima.

Ma fantazie vitzi

nad realitou.

Poti se mi ruce.

Pokladam pero nait

a otiramftt prsty,

které je drzely,

0 sva téna stehna.

Muj duch je v pIném rozletu.
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