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Avwvicinati allo specchio dello scrivere:
mordere terra, mangiare ombra.

Siamo impasto di polvere e sonno,
quattro zampe che tornano dove non si ¢ mai stati
una lingua che ricorda cosa non ¢ successo.

Folta coda del tempo

traccia, la nostra,
che si cancella nell'andare.

—Elisa Biagini
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A Letter from Prison
This prison allows letters
of up to four pages
every four months.
50 words a day.
1,500 a month. A lot? Too little?
Don’t be so foolish as to write in them
about appeals to the court,
political moves,
financial calculations,
religious revelations,
sexual allusions,
coded secrets,
or mention weapons and drugs,
threats, plans,
escapes and attacks.
While you’re here
write love letters only.
50 words a day.
1,500 a month,
four pages
every four months —
enough to tell all those dear to you
that you love them.
Once you’re out of here
it’s no longer our business
what you tell
the others. —Lidija Dimkovska
Translated fiom Macedonian by Ljubica Arsovska and Patricia Marsh
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Fragment from
“GESTURES FOR ANOTHER”

Let them walk in those quiet places to settle
their spirits, where you went with friends to
form friendship, laughing at the theatrics of
your own suffering, lost in a temporary
sublime together turning the realities of the
world inside out until they formed a marvelous
proposal for human life, so that you all might
share,

a view of its most beautiful flowers blossoming,
always at the extraordinary junction of history,
the poem, and the strangest common dreams.

—]Joshua Edwards
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Waiting

Waiting has the

Smell of wild laurels

Smelling the vacant
Seeing the unfeeling smell

The mind gets lost

But
When the waiting is over

We’ll have another continuation

—Takako Lento
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Tanzawa

The belling of stags paints over the valley
You are calling  on your own
Since there is no other means of

communication

No other way?
No other way

All at once maples
Clench their open palms
And shake their raised fists

There was no other way

Valley over valley dyed red

Shattered into pieces

To return to earth

The belling of stags

Stirs up the evening sky from the bottom

—HACHIKAI Mimi
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Iwen’s Shakespeare’s Sonnets 60-62

Like waves of light

beauty's scythe in hand

thy image slumbers
far from home
O, watchman

for thy sake I wake

Sin so inward
so gracious

SO true

—Jayson Iwen
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Interview with a Japanese toilet PART II

o kw2 77 v 2 Y =2
Q:is the sound real or fantasy
@b b oo & p E ML T

A:it’s to cover the sound of bodily functions

b A Mo T v E T oA ?
Q: do you think you are @:mE

4 =2 TdHYyY ) -T anEW.n.rﬂf\rB&axﬂMur
A:yes and no people in umvms normally wipe me before or after

oW oBor T T A7
Q:do you have parents

R ST S Ea__»_zﬁ*%mf:mﬁédr.#
A:no, but I have ancestors. they didn’t have bodies

T @ ¥ %
Q: é?: did Eov\ _oow E&
1Y b # A
A: :._n% oosmaﬁa ow &Bo% :om.:zm c_.: go mﬁvm mﬁ squatting.
o r fi b %
%o: just m@cmr %Emm falling between your _omm

S gy s 6T TR ?
Q: where did you come from
7T OA Y Ak ks N W
A: the American occupation

L [ »o?
Q: s&& is v\oca csmr moH ﬁro 3& om your life
A S
A: :§E to see the m_a\

—Hiromitsu Koiso /N ¥ (both English & Japanese )

'OYQ sowre[

-0oe[d 0juT YDeq SOPI[S TOAIU AINIBN]
*AY[S 9T} 01 $910MI00] SE SO0,

‘puod 10 [ood Aue woiy Aeme safrua
nmzﬁﬂ QQH ur M@EEM\sm e w I

‘mo Aem e jurod yerp soSessed
‘sygisnoy) 1no 110s 03 sadessed jo Aem e
‘AemoGessed Jo 110s ® se oo Y

oUW SUITIOAIP

MOpeoW ® Ul $9aU) JO ~OOQ A\v4

U], A19A00Y

SHADOWS PASS US BY

We'll meet one day,

like a paper boat and

a watermelon that’s been cooling in the river.
The anxiety of the world will

be with us. Our palms

will eclipse the sun and we’ll

approach each other holding lanterns.

One day, the wind won’t
change direction.

The birch will send away leaves
into our shoes on the doorstep.
The wolves will come after

our innocence.

The butterflies will leave

their dust on our cheeks.

An old woman will tell stories

about us in the waiting room every morning.
Even what I'm saying has

been said already: we’re waiting for the wind
like two flags on a border.

One day every shadow
will pass us by.
—Nikola Madzirov; trans. from Macedonian by Magdalena Horvat



