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Navog Bahawpitng

O Né&vog Badawpitng, yevvnBnke otnv Awldvvn To 1921,
MapakoAovBnoe Khaaoikr Oidoloyia kar Nopikéd oTo lMa-
VETIOTARIO TwV ABnvdv, AyyAikA AoyoTexvia oto lMave-
moTAIo Tou Aovdivou, kal Muknvaiki TA@ooa pe Tov
Michel Lejeune, otnv ZxoAf AvwTépwy ZTOLOMY TNG
JopPovvng. To 1944-1953, oto Aovdivo PETEQPATE Kal
mapovoiaoe MovTepvioTég ‘EANAnveg lMointég oTa mepl-
obik& New Writing, Horizon Twv Tlov Aépav kan Z0pIA
Kévvodv. I'vipioe Tov T.Z. "EAIoT, Tov ZThBev 2mévTep, TOV
0.X. "Qvtev, Tov NTOAGV ToOpag, epydoTnke oto BBC pe
Tov troIinTh Aoon Maokvig. To 1954-1960 peToiknoe oTo
Mapicl 6TToL PETEIXE 0TI OLVEOPIATEIG KAl TNV 6pAaN TNG
YmreppeaioTikig Opddag yopw arm'Ttov Avrpé MrpeTdv.
To 1960-1968, eméaTpede otnv EANGSa 6mov e€£dwae
TO mepIodikd MéAI 1963-1967. Amr'To 1968-1993 6idale
oTo MoMiTeiakd MavemoTtApio Tou Zav Gpavaioko, pa-
@n KAl XVYKPITIKI AoyoTexvia, emoTpépovTtag oTo lNapial
To 1976-8, 61OV CLVEPYAOTNKE O TTOMEG YTTEPPEQAITTI-
K& Kol MeTa-YmeppeaAioTIKG TepPIodIKG. 21NV Kodipdpvia
aoxX0AABNKe Pe pia VEX avayvwan Tou OUApoL OXETIKA
HE TO OAQ&PNTO KAl CLUVEPYAOTNKE €TTIONG PE TTOAG TTEPI-
0d1k& kal To Neo-YmeppeaAioTikd Kivnpua oTo Zav Opav-
ofoko. AmoBnve pe Tov Avtpéa IMNayouAdTo To epIodIKO
JuvTélela, 1989-1998, kai empeAnBnke Tnv "ExkBeon Twv
EANqvwv YtreppeadioTdv oto Kévrpo Moptrivrod To 1991.
TehevTaia Tov BIfAia gival: «Tvwpilete Tnv EAmIvikn»
(e HAékTpa), «To Eavavorypévo kouTi Tng Mavdhpagy.



Nanos Valaoritis

Born in Lausanne, Switzerland, in 1921. He studied Classics
and Law at the University of Athens, English literature at Lon-
don University, and followed a course of Mycenean Grammar
with Michel Lejeune at the “Ecoles des Hautes Etudes” of the
Sorbonne. From 1944 — 1953, in London he translated and
presented, Modernist Greek poets of the thirties for the first
time in Cyril Connolly’s “Horizon” 1946 & translations for
John Lehmann’s “New Writing” 1944-1948. He met TS Eliot,
Stephen Spender, W.H Auden, Dylan Thomas and worked for
Louis MacNeice in the BBC. In 1954 he moved to Paris, met
Andre Breton, and participated in the activities and meetings
of his Surrealist group until 1960. He returned to Greece, in
1960 and edited the avantgarde review “Pali” 1963-1967. He
left Greece again in 1968, after the Junta came to power in
1967. Taught “Creative Writing and Comparative Literature”
at San Francisco State University, returned to Paris and Greece
in 1976-78 and resumed teaching at SFSU 1978 until his
retirement in 1993. Co-edited in Greece the literary review
“Synteleia” ( End of Time), with poet Andreas Pagoulatos.
Wrote a number of books of poetic prose, a novella, and four
novels - among them "My Afterlife Guaranteed” in English
( City Lights 1990) and in Greek (1995). Divides his time
between Greece, France and California. Married to American
Surrealist painter Marie Wilson.



TéNog

2mévdulol Tou Aaipo) pou TpiCouv
EvaioBnTol 6iokor TNG TAGTNG
E€apBpwvovTar pdwveg KOTTapa

O1 x6vbpol ektomiCovTal

Tng TAGTNG TNG péong or évol
KaréBnkav wg Ta mddia

Agv oTapaTolv ToLBeva

Anpiovpyodv avao@&Asia

ExmopBolvTal Ta kOTTapa amd AT
Mepiepy&lovTal Ta evOOTEPQ TWV HOPIWY
O1 ouvéielg Twv vedpwv diaBpdvovTal
ATT0S10pYQVOVETAI ] GLVOXI TOUG
AIQKOTITOVTQI O ETTIKOIVWVIEG
ATTOHOVOVOVTQI HEPT OAOKANPO TOL EYKEPAAOL
Or eTaQEG pAG ApaIDVOLY

Ta x&61a AryooTtebouy

Ta @IAIG yivovTal oTTéavIia

Aev og BAETTW IO TOOO OUXVE

O1 dpdpor pag xwpifouvv

Ip&upaTta 6ev avTaAldooovTal

Kai Topa 6ev pével mopd va emokepBoipe
0 évag Tov Té@o Tou &GAAou.

Eupetnipio

O movog yAioTpnoe amd To BApog Tou PTPAETooL
Kar Egpuye avaoaivovTag Bapid péa’ amd Ta SOVTIO
TO KeVO

Tou TTapPOVTOG TTEPVAEI NAEKTPOKIVTO HE GAQQ

QVTIOTACEIG
H avaraon Tou moBou kabopileTal amd T BoAT
‘AoTrpo pENGVI OTTADVETOI ETTAVW OTOV MO TOL XAPTIOD
JovaioBnoeig Twv BuBDY 0 HOKPIVOG TTOVOKEQPAAOG
ABpoor o1 TpooepXOpevol TTAPApEPICOLY TO KEQPAAI
AcBevobpol pe TOPTEG SIATTAGTO QVOIXTEG



Poems from Sun slyer of a GreenThought & Anideograms By
Nanos Valaoritis

Finis

Vertebrae of my neck creak
Sensitive disks of the back
Muscles cells dislocate

The cartilage slips

The pain of the back of the waist
Has reached the feet

It doesn’t stop anywhere

It creates insecurities

Cells invaded by salt

Scrutinize the interior of molecules
Synapses of nerves become rusty
Their coherence is disrupted
Communication is broken off
Whole parts of the brain are isolated
Our contacts diminish

Caresses become infrequent
Kisses become rare

| don't see you as often

Our paths don't cross

Letters are not exchanged

And now nothing else remains
For us but to visit

One another’s grave

Index

The weight of the pain slipped down his forearm
Escaped breathing heavily between the teeth
Contemporary void powered by electricity
Whizzes by with alpha resistances

Enhanced desire defined by volts

White ink spreads all over the paper’s back
Sensations rise from the deep, a distant headache
New arrivals avert their heads

Ambulances with doors flung open



XOveTal PeG 0TO XwVi TNG 0TTapENG To XPWHO

Tng TANYNG évag povoAiBog xpuailel poAig

Ao povn Tng mepvael yia emwdog n vdia

Tng oe€ovahikdTNTAG EVOG HIKpoD Ppaiova Tou
Eemepvael

Ta opaTd Tou 0pifovVTa TNG ETIPAVEIQG

AvVOTTETTTOPEVOL XOPTION KO XOOEG

Z€TUAIYETQI HEG OTO OTOHQ TOL OTTVOU

MepIB&AAOVTAG HE TTOPAOTATEIG TIG TTEPIOTATEIG.

KaoAipopvia, MapTiog 1986

MdeAaTpop

Ta xapTodeta bev eixav Byel akdpa
“Eva pépog pévo Tou eauTol pou Asitoupyolaoe
Exei TToL bV TO TTAREN TTAPATIEPA KAVEIG
[Mépa amd Ta OTTITIO PTAVOVTAG — OT' ATTOTEPG OPIat
(ka1 bev EEpw MG TTAPAPETT OTO AI@VIO 6&T0G
o1oUL dIaPKDOG PavTaleoal OTI yivovTal gdvol CLVOLOTEG
opyia)
Ki akopa o mépa opiovTeg KOKKIVOI
(6apaoknvoi — Tov TEETOLY OIY& OIYG Al ATTADVOVTA
ykpicor)
Mopivol pe padpa oOVVePa To OeIAIVO
(6Tav &ypaga pia apdxvn pe TeEADpIa THOIA KAl OOHA
HIKPOOKOTTIKO — TTEPTTATOD0E EMTAVW OTO HAVIKI TOU
&oTpoL TTOLAGBEp pov...)
O1 méTpeg o ouykpoLovTal SiaoXiCovTal E0KOAX
-TTAGYKTEG GUPTTANTYGOEG KI GANO TETOIQ! OVOHATO TOUG
bivouv-
MopTeG avoiyouv Kai KAgivouy ammd cOvvepa
-pmaivoByaivouy apdéia mhoia meoi TaxuopopoI-
Mi&vovTal o0 Kol T KOG Qopé ot TNV 0LP& XEAIBOVIX
-Ogv gival TimoTa av Tovael Arydki Ba mep&oel-
‘Ox1 ooudaia Tp&paTa TAPOAO TOTTL
(ka1 bev LTTEPRAMW 00TE divw peyain onpacia)
"Hoouv ekei pa dev €ideg TimoTa — Oev €ibeg
(TIG Nuiyupveg TOONAGTIOOEG ApalOVEG HE TIG ALUTTNTEPEG
EKQPAOEIG TIG YUUVIOTPIEG TTOL TPEXAVE TO HAPABDVIO)



Color pours into the funnel of existence

A monolith’s scar turns faintly golden,

Good weather on its own passes for a refrain
Sexuality of a small arm stretching out
Things visible on the horizon, surface

Of an unrolled sheet of paper, cotton fabric
Unfolds in the mouth of sleep

The occasion is surrounded by a show

California, March 1986

Maelstrom

Soft-covers had not yet appeared

Only part of myself was functioning

A place where someone can’t go any further

Reaching beyond the house — to the last boundary

(and I don't now how much deeper in the eternal forest
Where you always imagine murders, copulations, orgies)
And still further beyond the red horizons

(-damask color- fades slowly dissolving into gray)

Lit up by dark clouds at twilight

While | was writing a spider with tiny body and huge feet
Walked on the sleeve of my white pullover...)

Clashing rocks easily crossed, wandering rocks,
Symplegades they call them — and other such names
Gates of clouds that open and shut

Carriages boats pedestrians postmen come and go
Occasionally a swallow is caught by the tail

It's nothing if it hurts a little it will pass

Unimportant things in spite of

(and I'm not exaggerating nor did | pay much attention)
Toy were there but you didn't see anything, you didn't see:
(the half-naked amazons bicycling with sad faces

And female athletes running a marathon naked)



Ti &yive, TI KOKO ATAV QUTO, TI XOAACHOG KLPioL

‘OAa no0XO0AV TMPA LNV OVNOUXEIG
To BiBAio Tng BoTavikAg To eméoTpehar
"Htav onpeiwpévn n oxiA\eiog mTépva

Mupio@oAia MipapTiAig — “ETog Tou Kupiov...
(Ma Ta xopTdbeTa bev gixav Byel akdpa-)

Mapdypageg Eva, dvo, tpia

H &i&hvon sivar peydin @Beipovtai

O1 kovpTiveg TaAiOvVoLy @eyyilouv

ApxiCouv va @aivovTal oI KAWOTEG

Kai Ta mé61a auTv oL TTEPVAVE QT EEW

Ta Aoyia BpuppaTidovTal, ol ekpp&aelg

XA&vouv Tr oLVOXI TOUG T PPECK&SA TOLG
Kouvpalovtail EgBwpidlovy Ta ypappaTa
TooAGK®OVETAI TO VONU& TOUG

O1 kKAeIbWOEIG PoL XOAXPWVOLY

MépTouv oTpipoyvpilovTag

Qv XTUTTNHEVD TTOLAIG

M’ évav rapaéevo Y600t

O1 mpotaoeig EgpTiCouv OGAa oAN&Louv

O1 Aé€eig mou Aéyape pe TOoo TABOG

AkoOyovTal 0AOTEND EEveG

Koppéveg ota 600 amm’ Twv Bamopidy TIG KAPEVES
OBideg opupiCouy emdvw A’ To KEPAA G HOG

Tp&iva TpEXOLY O TPOXIEG AVAOHOAEG PECO OTN VOXTO
Ta péTia Tov OR16iov yepiCouv békpua

SoAIyKEPIa GQARVOLY XVAPIX TTOL PEYYOLV OTO 6AO00G
Eioxwpolv 010 HuoAd pou aAlolwpéveg ol ppaoelg

H 616Bpwaon Twv 16edv payilel kKapdiég

H okoévn paledeTal mévw oTa EMITAC

Emavw oTa yupvd oou péAn Ta Xadia pou e€avtAndnkav
Emévw ota TéAeI& oov 66vVTIO HATAIA 0 KOGHOG XTUTTIETAI
>1o £0ANIvo 0TRB0g gou 6uvo Bulid oTALPWHEVD

To 6&00g TnNG APNG oTnV koIAI& kupaTilel

>Bnopévo amd To XEPI TOL KAIPOD TO TTPOCWTTO AEITTEI.

‘OkAavt, 1986-1987
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Lord what an uproar, what mayhem then happened

Everything has calmed down now so don’t worry
| returned the book of botany
It was marked as the Achilles heel

Myriofolia Mirabilis—the year of the Lord...
(but the soft covers had not yet come out.)

Paragraphs One, two, three

The dissolution is great everything decays
Curtains wear out, grow thread-bare
Through them you can see

The legs of those who walk by

Words break up into fragments, sentences
lose their coherence their freshness

become exhausted, letters fade

their meaning crumples

my joints loosen

and fall twisting

like birds shot down

with a strange thud

sentences are frayed everything changes

the words we spoke with such passion
sound completely foreign

severed in half by the keels of yachts

shells fly whistling overhead

trains rush in the night on damaged tracks
ovid’s eyes fill with tears

in the forest snails leave luminous traces
perverted phrases enter my brain

corroded ideas fracture the heart

dust gathers on the furniture

on your naked limbs my caresses expire
desperately the world crashes on your perfect teeth
your boobs crucified on your wooden breast
the hair of your pubis waves on your belly
rubbed out by the hand of time the face is missing

Oakland 1986-1987

-1~



Mia Ppdon Ppdouia

Mia ppaon ppdovia EgyhioTpnoe

MéEg’ o’ To @payHa Twv SOVTIDV TNG OIWTAG
Mia voxTtepida 16éa pngio 1poyAu@ikd

O oppay166AiBog oupavég Tou Aryaiou
>1npiletar og pia Tpdwpn TPOANYN

Mov ekeivn otnpileTal emdvw oToO TiTTOTA
AvoixTr mebiada Tng BAnang Tou va

Me mnyaivel émou pe méel To BAEpA TNG OTOL
"HAlou TO KAEIOTO TPIAVTAPUANOD

KateBaaopévo yeioo amd abvvepa oToxTI&
XpwpoohpoTa ar’ Tov Kaipd Tou Mode
Mop&AANAog KABETOG KEPALVOG OTO OTEPEWHA
KAIpakwpéveg KaToIKieg KpivovTal

Emiogaleig — Ta SévTpa kaTeRaivouy

Me Ta TEooepa vax OOV vepd OT' ALAGKI

Tng TNyNg TG auToKivTnG YNg

Owvalw 600 pmop® o duvaTtd

Ma 6ev akolyopal 616Aou — dev givail

Kaveig €6 mépa v' akoDOEl — KAl TO TEAEUTAIO
AuTi BoOAia€e oTn AaoTixévia oTpoPr] Tou HpdpoL
Kéroikol Tou ToAIo0 KahoO Kaipod
MapakoAovBolV To VALAYIo HIGG OTTEPOG

Mou ouykpolbOTNKe pe pia ouyXopdia pnpAaTWY
270 AapOyy! piag Sikonung &Ato compdvo

Ki 600 kp&Tnoe pia urdkAIon pokokd
Moudpapiopéving TEPODKAG HE YAVTIO

FoA&Cia — TOOO KI eyd Xwpig Adyo Kavéva
OpopaTioTnKa XpWHATO KAPPWHEVA OTOV OLPAVO.

“QkAavt — Maboupn, 1985

-12-



A Strawberry Phrase

A strawberry phrase slipped though
The barrier of my teeth

A bat’s idea, hieroglyphic

Seal, the sky of the Aegean

Based on earlier prejudice

Which in turn was based on nothing
In the open fields of the will “to
where her glance will take me”
unopened rose of the sun

visor of ash grey clouds
chromosome from the time of Poe
distant horizontal lightning

rows of apartment buildings declared
unsafe, trees descend on all fours

to drink water in a ditch that runs
from a source in the automobile earth
| shout as loud as | can

But no one hears me, no one’s
There to listen and the last ear

Sinks out of sight on the road’s bend
Companions of the good old days
Attend an Opera’s shipwreck

Verbal accords collide

In the throat of a well- known

Alto soprano

While a rococo curtsy lasts
Powdered wig in azure gloves

For no rhyme or reason | saw

All those colors nailed to the sky

Oakland — Madouri 1985

Translated by Allegro Shartz and the author

-13-



Taoog Aevéypng

O Taoog Aesvéypng (ABAva,1934) &xer ekbdael 7 TTOINTIKEG
OULAOYEG. ZUPTTEPIAGUPBAVOVTOI OTOV GUYKEVTPWTIKO TOHO
“MiAéel 0 aypidX0Ipog” oL KUKAOPOPNTE TTPOTPATA OTTO
Tig ekdooeIg “Yidov/BiBAia. ‘Exer petappdoel, peTa&Dd
aMwv X.A. Mmépxes, X.Koptaodp, 0.Mab, TCov Ntog N4-
00G, [.M.Zivykep. "Exel peTappaaoTei ot AyyAika, ToANIKE,
Feppavikd, lomavikd, MopToyodiké, Ovyypikd. To 1975
ouppeTeixe oto International Writing Programme otnv lowa
Twv HITA. "Exer m&pel pépog o @eoTIBAA oinong peta&d
Twv omoiwv oTo Cambridge, To BeAiyp&di, To Néo Aegkxi, To
>tpaofolpyo, To Toptivykev, TNV KohopBia, To Mepoo, Tig
HIMA, Tnv lomavia, To Nottingham.

-14-



-Denegris

photo: Yianna Boufi

Tassos Denegris

Tassos Denegris (Athens,1934) has published 7 collections of
poetry and translated, among others, J.L.Borges,].Cortasar,O.
Paz,John Dos Passos,|. B. Singer. He has been translated into
English,French,German,Spanish, Portuguese and Hungarian.
Fellow at the International Writing Programme (lowa,1975),
invited guest at the Cambridge Poetry Festival(1983),he has
also given readings in Belgrade,New Delhi,Strasbourg, Tuebin
gen,Colombia,Peru,USA,Spain,Nottingham. Tassos Denegris’
collected poems “The Wildboar Speaks”, was recently pub-
lished by Ypsilon/books.

-15-



AouBAivo

"Eva KaiKl YEpHEVO HI0O BoLAIGYHEVO EKEi
oTnv mpofBAARTa Tov Howth,

Excalibur SO 69 1o 6vopd Tov

Kar Ta Aoiré Tou Ta oTOIXEIQ,
Bappévo mp&aivo koBaATIO

To £0Mo TNG Kapivag,

"Eppaio gival Tng BGhacoog

[To0 pe piIKpG povppovpnT& TO TPWEL.
AMN\G TO KOTAPTI

O0Te rou voldleTal

o To vepd

[Tou"xel Kovpvidoel

Mori avto

2TOV ovpavo

Abyo Ba bwoel

>TOV oLpPaAVO HOVAXQ TTAPASIVETAI.

31.8.1988

High And Dry

To'€gpa TG pe AXOLG

Mg povdxa pe AXoug Ba’ Tava oTr geAiqvn
270 oW PEPOG TNG OEAAVNG

[Mp&aoivo

Mp&aivo xAwpd

Me TIG KOOQIEG KOIAIEG TWV VTAHAPIDV
[Mp&oiveg

Ki éTa1 kaBmg TOKVwvav of X0l

Orévav o’ OAeG TIG pePIEG

FuvaikOTTaIda Kol TTOAEQIOTEG

Me Bapvoug Egpilwpévoug ot aploTepd XEp!
Kai E0AIva 66paTa aTo 6€€i 1] Xpuodpapa
N’ akoGoouv Kar va 1600V Tov IEpéa.

Kr 600 Egpérpaivay ol Axol

MoTe To BApa To Bapld TG Tiypng
[Tavw oTa podpa Kopéva oapTa

-16-



Dublin

A caique turned over half sunk there
On the jetty at Howth

Excalibur SO 69 its name

And the rest of the particulars
Painted a cobalt green

The wood of the hull

Prey to the sea

Which chews it up with small grunts.

But the mast

Doesn’t even care

About the water

That has come to roost
Because it

Will answer only

To the sky

Only to the sky will it surrender.

31.8.1988

High And Dry*

| knew that by sounds

And by sounds alone would i reach the moon
The dark side of the moon

Creen

Pale green

With the hollow bellies of the quarries
Green

And thus as the sounds grew stronger
Women and children and warriors

Began arriving from all directions

Clutching uprooted shrubs in their left hand
And wooden lances or goldfish in their right
To hear and see the priest.

And as the sounds grew steadily more remote

Sometimes the heavy tread of the tiger
On the blackened crops

-17-



MoTe & TéNEIO poBnuaTIKA oKEPN

2av 10T6G apaxvng

Ki 6ha moywpéva

Kaptréveg ko kpooTalAo

KaBwg kaTéBaive To vedpa

Na e€ayvioer To pigog

Kai peig ayyiape Tnv mpdaiv gAodda Tou QeyyapIold

2aBBaro 8 OePpovapiov 1964

AywviZépouv va AlwEw

AywviCopouy va 61mEw TNy TpéAa
[Mov KaT& KOpOTO QTAVEI

MoMAIg onpdvouy yiI' avThv

ELVOIKEG OUYKUPIEG

AbI16paTEG 01 KATAOTAOEIG TTOV dNnpIoLPYOOV
Tov m660 yia Tn diGhvon

Qkeavog

BaofAeio pe avTdVOpN TAOKN

Kivnon péoa otnv kivnon

Kai Aémia

Kapadokoboa oTo ToOVEA

Me To vepO va pou @TAvEN WG TN pén
Ki n poOxAa epmodio adigfato
[MnxT6 okoT&d! S0oKoAO

AbdOvaTo oxebdv va e yvwpioel
Mpétel v’ aoTpdel.

H mpaTn €0BOVN EpxeTal

2o va'val kataryidba

®OANo oL Tpépel n KapdI&

Kai Tpépel.

Ev6iber on pouTiva KI ovelpedeTal
Me apa&a 61aoxicel

Tov Méhava Apupd

Aviouxa Capkadia
[Mapapovebovv

Kai mapouvaoieg

-18-



Sometimes a mathematical thought perfect
As a spider’s web

And everything frozen

Bells and icicles

Then the spirit came down

To purify the hate

And we touched the green rind of the moon

Saturday 8 February 1964
*(Titles originally in English)

I Was Struggling to Expel

| waw struggling to expel madness
Which arrives in waves

As soon as it spots

Favorable coincidences.

Invisible are the states which create
The desire

for dissolution

Ocean

Kingdom of an autonomous plot
Motion within motion

And scales.

| was lying in wait in the tunnel
The water right up to my waist
And the mould an impassable barrier
Thick darkness, difficult

Practically impossible to recognize me
Lightning must strike

The first responsibility comes

As if it were a storm

The heart a leaf that trembles

And it trembles.

She gives in to routine and dreams
Of | carriage crossing

The Black Forest

Uneasy stags

Lie in wait

And presences

-19-



Mou dev okomedw

N" amapiBpriiow

To TapeNBov emBaAeTal
MeTapoppaveTai

Y€ KATOIKIIO.

>10 S1&dpopo Tov opdPoL

Avoiyel n TTOPTO TOU AVEAKUOTAPO
Kr akoOyovT” evkpivéoTaTa

O1 omAég TNG PNTEPOG.

Ag BEAw va pTTw OTO TAEKTO TNG.

1973

Koopoyovia

KaBwg Aoimmov 1o emdpevo Bpddu

Tng eopTNg Twv XpPIOTOLYEVVWY

M’ auta Ta amaiola nAekTpIKG oL dvahav oTo dpopo
MoapaTtnpodoa Toug avBpwIToUG,

EikOveG HaAKPIVEG oL AABAV 0TO PHLOAG poL

Eikbveg kai fxol.

Aekévn xaBodla xodvn
Kpatfpag neaioTeiov
> TePIOXN HE COPTIAEYHO QIOIDV.

OpiZévTia kivnon

Amhaveig oTo Xa0g

MobIa kot TupavveTaLPOI
Pwypég otnv mETpa ki GAa Eva
“EmrovTan 0 GMa:

H k&oTa

H Bookn kai To KuvAy!

Ta képata TOL TADPOL KAl TO OTEPHA
To €160AAI0 peg oTo 6&00G

Tou aAéyou N @hpn

H mapaddadn TG opayng
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| do not intend

To number

The past is imposed
Transformed

Into a household pet

The door of the elevator opens
Onto the corridor of the floor
And most distinctly are heard
The mother’s hooves

| do not want to enter her knitting

1973

Cosmogony

So when on the next evening after

Christmas day

With those hideous electric lights lit along the street
| was observing people

Far — off images came to my mind

Images and sounds.

Basin cistern crucible
Crater of a volcano
The region a tangle of snakes.

Horizontal movement

Fixed in chaos

Mussels and Tyrannosauruses
Cracks in rocks and all the time
The other keep coming:

The caste

The grazing and hunting

The bull’s horns and the crown
The idyll in the forest

The fame of the horse

The tumult of the slaughter
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H Baoiheia Tov TdBovg

O1 mp®TOI VvOOI TTOD £TTECOV

A6 TOV OLPOAVO

O1 d1&popeg eKKANOEIG

>Tov BaaiAid oTtov Tpdedpo

21nv avBpwmé To fBog Tnv Bpnokeia
Ki émovtan T G,

KakékTuta pou eavnkay ol Gvepwtrol

Kar 6x1 oAnBivoi

MpaypaTiké vedBLVOI

[a TNV KAk Toug poipa

Kabwg mnyaivoépxovtav

Avépeoa ota EhaTa ol EEpeivav oTo Hpopo
XAOPOTEPOI KI OTT” T NAEXTPIKG

Mob BNiBep& pwTiCouy

To emopevo To Bpddu Tng EopTAg.

OxTwfpiog 1972

AtitAo

Mo T oppavd,

MNa T opeava TNG Poxwong Kal Tov AdBoug,
o Ta oppava Tou aépa

Kar Twv 0dik@v aTuxnpéTwy,

MNa Ta mapapebopia oppavd

Kai yia keiva Twv peyohoudAewy
Méoa ota pépoTa pe Ta BaTpdxia,
Mo Ta oppavé dixwg Eppaan

Kai yia 7" alompboekTa

Exeiva Tmou Traiouv opadiké

Y& TOPEVOEDEIG OPULPIXTPAG,

o Ta oppava TNG ayGTTNG

Kai yia T oKoTeIvh Toug aflompéTmela,
Mo T oppave,

MNa v atéheiwTn 66€a TOULG.

AgiTe TOG OKTIVOBOAEI

Méoa oTIG AGoTTEG.

4 NoeuBpiov1979
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The monarchy of passion
The first laws that fell

From heaven

The various appeals

To the king to the president
To humanity, ethos, religion
And the others keep coming.

People seem like bad copies to me
Not real

Not truly responsible

For their evil fate

As they go back and forth

Among the fir trees left on the street
Even paler than the electric lights
Which piteously illuminate

The next evening after Christmas Day.

October 1972

Untitled

For the orphans

For the orphans of psychosis and mistake
For the orphans of the wind

And road accidents

Fore the orphans on the frontiers
And for those in the large cities
In streams with frogs,

For the orphans of no moment
And for those worth noting
Those who play in groups

In the parentheses of a whistle
For the orphans of love

And for their dark dignity,

For the orphans

For their endless glory.

Look at their radiance

In the mud.

4 November 1979
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Anpnitpng Audxog

O AnpATpng Avakog yevvhBnke otnv ABAva To 1966. 21100-
baoe vopiké oto MavemoTApio ABNvav Kol Kal @IAocogia
oTo University College London. H TpiAoyia Tou Poena Damni
(2213: "E€060g, NukTIBon, O mp@Tog BAVATOG), YPAHHEVN
o€ pIG mepiobo dekatTévTe XpoOvwy, EXEI HETOPPAOTE OTA
AyyAika, lomavikd, ITadika kan Teppavik& kai Exel Tapou-
OIQOTEl OTIG TTEPIOCOTEPEG XWPESG TNG EupdLTNG KAl OTIG
Hvwpéveg MoAiTeieg. H YALTITIKA-NXNTIKA EYKATAOTOON
NukTIB6n, améd To opdvupo BiBAio, Eexivnoe To 2004 oo
To Aovdivo kol TepIddevoe oTnv Eup@T WG To TEAOG TOL
2005, evd pig mapdoTacn alyxpovou Xopol Baoiopévn
oTo 610 épyo maixTnke otV ENG&6a To 2006-2007. H TpI-
Aoyia £xel ammoTeNéoel avTikeipevo SIOAEEEWY KOl EPELVOC,
peTa€d oMwv oTa TTaveIoTARIX ToL Mai&pl, AUOTEPVTO,
Tepyéotng kar O&poponG. AmmooméopaTta Exovv dnpoal-
euTel og mePI0OIKG og 6o Tov kdaopo. To Z213: "E€obog
Ba kukho@opAoEl TNV gpXopevn GvolEn amod TIG ekdOTEIG
“Yidov.

o TePIooOTEPES TTANPOPOPIEG ETIOKEPDEITE
To www.lyacos.net.
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photo: Mébel Egedi-Lyacos

Dimitris Lyacos

Dimitris Lyacos was born in Athens in 1966. He studied law
at the University of Athens and philosophy at University
College London. His trilogy Poena Damni (Z213: Exit,
Nyctivoe, The First Death), written over the course of fifteen
years, has been translated into English, Spanish, Italian
and German and has been performed extensively across
Europe and the USA. A sound and sculpture installation
of Nyctivoe opened in London and toured Europe in
2004-2005. A contemporary theatre-dance version of
the same book was showing in Greece in 2006-2007.
Lyacos’ work has been the subject of lectures and research
at various universities, including Miami, Amsterdam,
Trieste and Oxford. Various extracts from the trilogy have
appeared in literary journals around the world. Z213: Exit
will be published in Greece next spring by Ypsilon/books.

For more information on the author visit www.lyacos.net.
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Z213:'E§030¢ (amoondopata)
2

Av PTTOPOLOC HOVO QITTO “KEI TTOL HOU EITTE VIO EKEIVO TO OI-
0bpOpO TTOU PEPVEI TIIOW AT TO TEIXOG OTO EYKATOAEILE-
VO (QUAOKIO KOl TN OnNpayya Heaa armo To Bouvo. ToTl ol
oMol dpopol uUACYOVTOV OAOI VO [NV TTEPATE! KAVEIG. Ta
QWTO OTTACHEVA OTO OI0OPOHO EKTOG aTTo eva 0To Babog.
KI eTreIma quTOG 0 QEYYITNG HIO TPUTTQ GVOIXTI OTO OKOTO-
61. MITavovTag €101 G@NVEIG TNV TTOAN, TO TTEPOCTHA TTOU
0NO OTeveLEl, aveBAIVEIG, OKOUG EQPVIKO PTEPOUYIOHOTA.
AKOULG OQV VO TTEPVAEI TTIOTOHI OTTO KOTTOU. 2€ Aryo O1aKpI-
VEIG TNV aKpn, Qwg, aveBaivelg devrpa, PIxoda, QLA
XUHeva oTa odia gov. Pwveg kal PrpaTa og TANaIalovy
HETO OTTOPOKPLVOVTAL. YOTEPQ aPXICEIG VO KATEBAIVEIG 000
M0 YPNYOPa, TTPoToL Enpepwael. Aupio Ba eBaivav ki oh-
Aot Kai karolor Ba Egpouv yia oeva. NUXTO KOpPHEVN OTO
6vo am’ TV KiITpivn {wvn OV TTEPVAEl avapeaa TNG. Kai
00U EIXE TTEI VO TIEPIHEVEIG TNV WPO TTOL EPXOVTAI KAl EIVA
gukoAoTepn N €€060G. Kal TTou TOLG £PEPVAV KAl TTOL TOUG
xwpilav, duo OEIPEG — BLO TEIPEG TTOL OVOAKATEVOVTAV TTOAI
kaBwg Toug eoTrpwyvay PTTpog. Kair rodAor egTav ot Ho-
Aaooa n eme@Tav Ki 01 aAAOI TTaTovoav emavw Toug. Ki eyw
OTIWG HOU EITTE POPECT TO OTAVPO KA TTEPATA OITTAGL T’
TOV TTUPYO Kal Bynka oTo Spopo yia TO OTaBO0. ATTO EKEl
PTTOPOLOEG VO QUYEIG. Eav eTTaIpval eva TPAIVO OTTO EKEl.
Opwg kaBnoa ToTe var EEKOVPAATW YIOTI TTOVOUOT.

MpwTn dnuoaoicvon
http://www.reconstruction.gr/actions_dtls.php/32
(ABAva 2006)

20

IMoioug eToipadouv TTOAI yIa OTTOE; TO TIPWIVA ATTOBPOCHOTO
€€ O’ TIG TTOPTEG, TPAYYIOHEVOG OWPOG, XEPIA Kl TTOdIXN
OOV TWV AYOAHOTWY, HICOOKETTOOHEVA OTN AQOTTT,

KOl TIEPIHEVOLV, TTWG VO GUYOLV (KOLPIA KOI GOTTICH

KQKIO TOUG KATOITIVOLV YIX TTOLBEVQ,

yia TouBeval 0Aor Had), PE TO APWHO TOU XWHOTOG TTOU KAEIVE
QIO TTOVW, TNG KAANG Toug eATTIORG TToL KAEIvel Eava.) Ki ol
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Z213: Exit (extracts)
2

If | could only from that passage he told me about which
leads behind the wall to the abandoned fort and the tunnel
through the mountain. Because the other roads were all be-
ing guarded to prevent anyone getting through. The lamps
broken in the passage apart from one at the far end. And
then that skylight, an open hole in the dark. Going that way
you miss out the city, the passageway which narrows and
narrows, you go up, hear sudden flutterings. Hear like a riv-
er flowing somewhere around. Soon you make out the end,
light, you come up, trees, grizzle, leaves shed at your feet.
Voices and footsteps draw near then away. Then you start
going down as fast as you can, before it grows light. More
would die tomorrow. And some others will know about
you. Night cut in two by the yellow belt running through
it. And he had told you to wait until they come and the
way out is easier. Until they bring them and separate them,
two ranks — two ranks again mingling together as they were
pushing them forward. And many were falling into the sea,
or stumbling and the rest trampling on them. And [, as he
had told me, wore the cross and passed by the side of the
tower and came out on the road for the station. From there
you could leave. If I could take a train from there. But | sat
down then to recover for | was in pain.

First published in http://www.othervoicespoetry.org/vol23/lyacos/
index.html (translated by Shorsha Sullivan, USA 2006)

20

Who are they preparing again for tonight? The scum of the
morning

outside the doors, a drained heap, arms and legs

as if of statues, half-covered in mud,

and they are waiting, to leave (hollow and rotten

boats swallow them for nowhere,

for nowhere all together, with the smell of the earth closing
above, their good hope shut down again). And the
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LTTOAOITTOI OE EVO TPAIVO YIX TTOL OITTO £VO! KOGHIO TTOU T,
HEXP! VO PTOITOUVE TTOU, HOKPIQL, EKEN TTOU OE VIWBOEIG, TITTOTO
dev avefaivel TG QLTI GOV OTN HUTH OOV,

Hovo o goBog. Ki ol uTToieg, Tar KPUPA BAEHHIATA 1) KOUPADT,
KOBEVOG EVO PTEPO XWPIG CWHOL. XTUTIWVTOG OTO HUCAO EVar
eva KI oha padl, pITTeG BaAXTTIWY VEKPWY, TISEPEVILV

ITITTQWV OTTAEG
BouAiaypevor Tpoxol, aALGIOES TTOL PUTPWVOLY OTN AGCTT,
evag @IAog GiThal cou KAaryovTag. Ki opwg

0’ QIUTEG TIG KOUPOAEG, OTT" TOL YKPEHIOHEVD GIPHOTO QPEYYE
OQV £Val KEPI OTTWG KATTOTE OE QUTA TO EWKKANTIO TWV
XpIoTIGVWY, TTOL HOCELOLY TO PEPETPA YUPW TOUG. AUTOI EIVAI,
o1 16101 TTOL BAPTNKAV TWPX, YUHVOI, KOl OTTIOE TO OWHO TOUG
M0 YPNYOPS TWPX, XWPIG PWVEG Kol TTevBog

ko KaBuoTepnar. Ki opwg aKouyovTol TO HESNHEP! TO Bnpoma,
Tporyoudia, 0 BaAVATOg TPOYOLSWVTAG HECT OTT” TH UNTPA TNG
HOVOG 00U, TWV YUVAIKWY TTOU TTAAELAV va onkwOouv
at’ To Ywpa. "H To ‘kpuBav KaTw o’ TN YAWooo Toug, oo
HLOTIKO, TTOL av To poBaiveg de Ba YupvouoEg.

Ki opwg To puoho movTa yupidel aTa pepn mou 6 Bat yupioel,

EeBwpialel, EeBwplaca pe OAa QUTO OTO PHLOAO, OTO TEAOG

OUTO TO KOOI Oev KoAatel TTouBeva, eyw, TO KEPONI

TTOU YEPVEI, 0 OPOHIOG TTOL PEVYE! AT’ TO TTAXPABULPO N EKTTANEN
TWG

OTEKEDOI OKOHI, KABWG TO oxvar pwTa arr’ e€w pe agioviday,

EVEDEIG KaT €LBeIav oTa paTia. Ki opwg, kKaToAaBaivw

TO HPOHO VO TPEXE! KAl HECO oL, BAETTW, AV OiTOVG, TTOL
EIXOV KOTEREI OTA EPENTIO OKUPHEVOULG, TTOVW O TOUG
TIVELPOVEG OTNBeI avorypeva, KapdIeG, COPWHEVES
XopeveG. Ki o abeppog aou SimAal va KAQlEl.

ZEX00€ T TN QT TNV TTONIX I0TOPIC!, QTE, NON £xel BovAiael
OPKETA, QUTOG O KOOHOG TTow oov de Ba PByel Eava o’ TO
okoTodI
meBave ma, dev exel paTia va el TTPOG Ta TTavw, Sev XEl
KEQOAI
va EempoBadAer oo To kKeAuPog. Movo eval KOKKOAO
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rest in a train where to, from a world that was,
until they arrive to where, far, where you can't feel, nothing
reaches your ears your nose,

only fear. And suspicions, sidelong glances tiredness,

each one a bodiless wing. Striking in the mind one by one
and together, squalls of sea-corpses, hooves of iron horses
sunken wheels, chains that sprout from the mud,

a friend at your side that weeps. And still

in these cavities, light from ruined arms gleams

like a candle as once in those country churches of

Christians, gathering coffins around them. These are

the very ones now buried, naked, and their bodies have rotted
quicker now, without cries and grief

and delay. And still the steps are heard at midday,

songs, death that sings through the womb of

your mother, of the women who were striving to rise up

from the clay, or hide it under their tongues, like

a secret, which if you had heard you would not have returned.

And still the mind always retumns to the places it will not return,

it grows faint, | grew faint with all that on my mind, in the end
this bit does not fit anywhere, me, the head

sagging, the road leading away from the window astonished that
you still stand, as the pale lights outside were making me drowsy,

injections straight into the eyes. And still, | grasp that

the road runs also inside me, | see, as if it were eagles that
had come down stooping over the ruins, breasts open
over the lungs, hearts, withered

lost. And your brother at your side to weep.

Remember that old story no more, let go, it has already sunk

enough, that world behind you will not emerge again from
the dark

already died, no eyes to look upwards, no head

to peep out from the shell. Just a bone

that reminded you of something, but not for long any more.

We left behind us this harbour as well, now we approach,
the sea
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oL 0oL BuICE KOTI, ol OXI TTIA VIO TTOAU.
[Mepaoape KI oo aUTO TO AiHavI, TTANCIGCOVHE TWPA,
n Badacoa
exel nén @avel o Bpaxog Touv ofnopevouv Gapou oV Gou
g\eyav,
EIHal NON HOKPIO, KI OHWG YIG AIYO GOIG OKEQTOLQI GIKORIN TTOU
€0€IG, 01 EEQVTANPIEVEG OOG TTOAEIG, TA YEPOTHEVA

TTAUOIQ, Ol EPWTEG TTOL TTOVAVE TG HOVTION TOUG, TO BOyovIa
YepaTa
TIVIYHEVOUG, 1 OGANBEIX TTOL OPIYYEL, YUPW OTTO 004 YIVOVE
OPIYYEl,
To AeTe, padevovTal oAol Had), EVaiG KUKAQG, 1 OyXOVH, T GEVTpa,
0 KQPTTOG TTOL OV TIEPTEI OTI YI], TA OTTACHEVO KOPHIA
oo oyaTn,
0 @IAoG TToL Gev Tov BAetTelg Kl bEV TOV QKOUG,

KOITO QKo TTou SITTAGt 0oL

MpwTtn énuoaoicvon o€ ayyAiki petdopaon http://www.zianet.
com/lunarosity/lyacos (New Mexico, 2008)

NuxuBén (anéonacpa)

Xopog

Av OTOPOTAOEIG KOl GKODOEIG

Tn vOxTQ, aKoOyeTal OTO

YKOTGOI av OWTTATEIG BKODYETA
[Tiow atmd ekeivoug TTOL KOVTA
Jou pIA0OV EpXOVTal GAAEG
DOwVEG Xapéveg mou ag ELTTVOLY
Ae og Egxaoay, yupileg va
ako0oeIg ag aykaAidlovy

auToi ov x&Bnkav palebovTail
YOpw oov, o€ koIT&louy PebyoLV
Eava ako0G auTh TN Bor mhvta
To Bp&du ki EpxovTal TAAI

o€ Traipvouy Ba okeTaoTOOV

pe To 6éppa oov Ba gou pIAooLY
KOTW 1T’ TO XDHQ.

Avadnpooievon amé: AnuniTten Avdkov, NuktiBén, Ctl Presse,
Hamburg 2001, EAAnvoyeppavikij ékboon.
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has already appeared the rock of the burnt out Lighthouse
they were telling you of

| am now far away, yet | still think of you for a while that —

you, your cities exhausted, the aged

children, the loves with bad teeth, the carriages full of
the drowned, the truth that tightens, around what happened
it tightens,
you say it, they are gathered together, a circle, the gallows,
the trees,
the fruit that does not fall on the ground, the bodies that
broke from affection,
the friend you don’t see and don’t hear,

look still that beside you

First published in english: http://www.zianet.com/lunarosity/lyacos
(translated by Shorsha Sullivan, Shoestring Press, Nottingham 2005)

Nyctivoe (extract)

Chorus

If you stop and listen

in the night, heard in the

dark if you hush it is heard

behind those who close to

you speak come other

voices, lost, that wake you

have not forgotten you, you turn round to
listen they embrace you

those who were lost gather

around you, they look at you they leave
again you hear this hum always

at night and they come again

they take you they will cover themselves
with your skin they will speak to you
under the earth.

Reprinted from Dimitris Lyacos” “Nyctivoe”
Ctl Presse, Hamburg 2001, Greek-German publication
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0 Mpwrog Odvarog (anoondopara)

IX

Mop&kTiog Bwpdg KLPTH mAITEIR KOPOTA TTOL £KOIKOOVTA
ko Eappeva akiopéva avti @ONwv aptédou. O xwvepévog
Bprvog Tou vePOD PEG OTIG PWAIEG TWV EPTTETMV, YAROYIOHO
yAGpou tou Tapadépvel — BuaTag Bor, oaBavwpéva Pa-
pia, okoT&dI amdAUTO AdIPOD @Paypévoy omd TPLYia Kal
BAévva. To 0AGyLpvVO VNG, VOKTITTAQYKTOG €0Vr], KpERGTI EE-
OTPWTO VOOOKOWEIOL Kall TO OTEYVO TOL YEPOOHEVO dEPUQ,
N OTAXTN TTOL ETTOVAGDVEI TIG PAOYIOHEVEG KOYXEG KAl TNG
Buoiag Ta vTToAgippoTa. H vOXTa TTOL OAIEDEI OTOLG PPI-
XTOOG KOTOPPAKTEG TNG OPPOOTEING EipaTa Auypd, TTepI-
TIAQVDUEVOLG EQPIGATEG KAl PAKPIVEG QVOUVATEIG VAL OYiwv
VEOPPUTEG, TOL HADPOL TTEAGYOUG PAVTACUOTA, TTTOHOTA
eMOTABIWV PIAWV, TNG EPWHEVNG TNV TOOKIOHEVN EIKOVA, TO
KOTATTOVTIOPEVO OTHB0G — TIPpIV eMIOTPEPEI OTOLG TTIKPOOG
Aelp@veg Tou BuBo0. Méykapta BOpaTA.

X

MNarti va peivelg GAAo &g pmmopeig

MNaTi To BAEpUa a@hvel Ta €idwAa Vo OTTAPTAPODY
‘Qaomou va el n Aipvn, To X€P1 oov va TTAPE!
Na okoilel Ta EvTepa Kol T 0TT066

ZnTOVTOG Eva TTEAEKL &XPNOTO

Ki ag Ebver n B&Aaocoa To A0Bpo -

AtroAvoig.

MNati Paxveig To 6POG KAl TA KAPQPIG KATW OTF TA AOTEPIA
Mabpoug oTavpoig KAivovTag Tpog To Bpiapfo
Kai a1 aépveoai kai

SKAPQOADVEIG OTIG TTANYEG TOL £6GPOLG
OTOvVovTOag Berdgr ou kawTnpI&del Ta péAn oov,
AyKOHOXOVTAG OTTWG KATTOTE TTAVW OTT TIG TTOPVEG,
MoTiCovtag Tig Aayveg EEpeg

Kai 0 kpwypog Twv opvéwv akoAovbei To

Mioopa — operipavig.

Kai Ta Bpeypéva kEvTpa Twv OKOPTTIDV

Agixvouv To 6popo

Kair 1o puodé évag x&ptng BouTnypévog oTo Kpaaoi
Kar n puxr péoa o’ 10 QipwTpo

Onhalovrag

Tov pbow opiCovTa TOL TTOVOU.

Avadnuoaievon oré: O mpwTog Bavarog, 0666 lNoavée, Abrvar 1996
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The First Death (extracts)

IX

Seaside altar stooped begging avenging waves and torn
ship’s gear instead of vine leaves. The lament of the water
absorbed within the serpents’ nests, howling of the side-slip-
ping gull — sacrificial cry, enshrouded fish, absolute darkness
of a throat blocked with sediment and mucous. The utterly
bare island, restless nightly couch, unmade hospital bed and
its dry aged skin, the ash which encrusts the burning eye-
sockets and the remains of the sacrifice. The nights fishing in
the shivering torrents of disease for damp clothing, wander-
ing nightmares and far-off memories of shipwrecks sparked
anew, the dark sea’s apparitions, corpses of bosom friends,
the cracked picture of the beloved, her sea-whelmed breast
— before returning to the bitter meadows of the abyss. Feast
of all fruits.

X

Because you can no longer stay

because your vision allows the idols to writhe
until the lake congeals, until your hand ceases

to poke among the gizzards and the burning coals
seeking a useless axe

and let the sea scratch the dried blood;

dismissal.

Because you are looking for the mountain and the nails
beneath the stars

black crosses leaning towards the triumph

and once more you crawl and

scramble on the earth’s wounds

spitting sylphyr which cauterizes your limbs
panting as ones upon the whores,

watering the lustful sandbanks

and the croaking of the birds of prey accompanies
the difelement; ecstatic on the mountain.

And the moist stings of the scorpions

show the way

and the mind a map dipped in wine

and the soul within its muzzle

suckling

the further horizon of pain.

Reprinted from: Dimitris Lyacos, The First Death,
translated by Shorsha Sullivan, Shoestring Press, Nottingham 2000)
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Ilatpix Toanmpav

O Patrick Chapman yevviBnke To 1968 kau Cel oTo Aov-
BAivo Tng Iphavdiog. ‘Exer ekbdaoel TIG TOINTIKEG TUANOYEG
Jazztown (Raven Arts Press, 1991), The New Pornography
(Salmon, 1996), Breaking Hearts and Traffic Lights (Salmon,
2007), kau A Shopping Mall on Mars (BlazeVOX, 2008). ‘Exel
ekbmael emiong pia oMoy SinynuéTwy pe TiTho The Wow
Signal (Bluechrome, 2007) ka1 éva padlopwvikd épyo e TiT-
Ao Doctor Who: Fear of the Daleks (Big Finish, 2007). "Eypa-
e Tnv moAuPpaBevpévn Tarvia Burning the Bed (2003),
mpocappolovTag éva Oikd Tou SIRynua. MpwTaywvIoTEG
NG Taviag ivar n Gina McKee kai n Aidan Gillen. To 2003,
é\afe To mpwTo Bpafeio oTo mAaicio Twv Cinescape Genre
Literary Awards. To 2006, idpvoe padi pe Tov Philip Casey
Tov OIkTuaKO TOTO Irish Literary Revival. Z0vtopa B8a kukAo-
@opnoel amd Tov ekboTIKO 0iKo Salmon n TroINTIKA LMoY
pe TitAo New and Selected Poems.
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Patrick Chapman

Patrick Chapman was born in 1968 and lives in Dublin, Ire-
land. His poetry collections are Jazztown (Raven Arts Press,
1991); The New Pornography (Salmon, 1996); Breaking
Hearts and Traffic Lights (Salmon, 2007); and A Shopping
Mall on Mars (BlazeVOX, 2008). He has also written a col-
lection of stories, The Wow Signal (Bluechrome, 2007) and
an audio drama, Doctor Who: Fear of the Daleks (Big Finish,
2007). He wrote the multi-award-winning film, Burning the
Bed (2003), adapting from his own short story. The film
starred Gina McKee and Aidan Gillen. In 2003, he won first
prize for a story in the Cinescape Genre Literary Awards. In
2006, he and Philip Casey founded the Irish Literary Re-
vival website. His New and Selected Poems is forthcoming
from Salmon.
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The Darwin Vampires

Being loth to sink in at your neck, they prefer to drink
Between your toes. They revel in the feet; they especially
Enjoy those places in between, where microbial kingdoms,
Overthrown with a pessary, render needle-toothed

Injuries invisible; where any trace of ingress, lost in the
fold,

Is conspicuous—as they themselves in daylight are—
By its absence. You will hardly notice that small
Sting; might not miss a drop until the moment

That the very last is drained. And when you're six
Beneath the topsoil, you will never rise to join them.

Rather, you will be a hint; a fluctuating butterfly;

A taste-regret on someone’s tongue; a sudden tinted
Droplet in the iris of a fading smile; a blush upon

A woman'’s rose; a broken vein in someone’s eyelid;
Always one degree below what’s needed to be warm.

This poem is new and previously uncollected.

Skydiving Narcissus

Rush of air. The hatch sucked in its cheeks.
A steward pushed him skyward

And the aircraft, lighter by a sigh,

Blew a trail of kisses in its wake.

A baby boom of blushes born in air,

A legend wombed in silk, he pulled his cord.
But, stillborn as his parachute refused,

He had to think, and fast. Relief—

His shoes were fine. They would not look
Improper on the peacocks of Milan.

Then, before the hill-encrusted ground
Presumed to hug his delicate remains,
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Ta AapB1vika Bapmip

AmpoBupa va 61elobboouy ot Tov AIP6 oL, TTPOTIHODY
vQ TTivouv
Avapeoa ota SGKTLUAG ToL 6100 Gov. To YAEVTODV OTIG
TaTo00ESG, KLPIWG
AmohapBdavouy ekeiva Ta onpeia evoidpeaa, 6Tou
pikpoBiokd BaoiAeia,
Mov kaTaAbONKav P’ éva ompdA, KGVOLY Ta BEAOVWTA
TpadpaTa adpaTa, 6oL To OTTOI0 fXVOG £10060L, XApEVO
oTnV TITLXA,

MveTan aloBnNTOé—OTWG KI EKEIVA OTO WG TNG HEPAG—
Me Tnv amouaia Tou. MOAIG TTov Ba To VIDGCEIG TO PIKPS
Toipmpa, iowg 6ev Xx&oelig 00Te OTAYOVA WG TN OTIVHA
Mov Ba oTpayyifel n TeAevTaia. Ki 6Tav Bpebeic ota duo
Kérw armé To xhpa, 6ev Ba onkwBEeic TTOTE Vo T avTOHOOEIG.

NOEN Ba yivelg, paAov', KALdWVICOpEVT TTETAAOOOA’

['eboN KANPoOL OTN YAOOOO KATTOIOL , HIa OTOAX

Xpoi&g atny ip1da axvold XaHOYeNOUL", KOKKIVIOPO TT&vVw OTO

P660 piag yuvaikag', omaopévn eAERa og k&Toiou To
BAépapo’,

MévroTte évav Babpd Aiydtepo o’ 600 BéAel yia va (eaTdvel.

AuTté T Troinpa givai kavoopio Kai bev repidapBaveran g ouMoyn.

EAeg6epn ITrwon Napkiooou

Pirr avépou. H karamakTr podenée Ta péryouAd TnG.
"Evag @POoVTIOTAG ToV EOTTPWEE TTPOG TOV 0LPAVO

Kai 1o agpook&pog, EAa@piTEPO KATA Evav OTEVAYHO,
®0on&e xv&pl QIAIDY OTO KATOTT TOU.

FevvioOvTal pe paydaio puBPOG 01 KOKKIVIAEG €V TITAON
©p0OAog TTou Tov kKvopopei PHeTGE), TPARNEE Tov Abpo Tou.
‘Opwg, Bvnoryevig a@oDd To aAeEiTTWTO ApVAONKE,
"ETTpETTE VO OKEPTEI, KOl YPIyopa. AvakoOu@ion—

Ta ramo0ToIa TOL ATAV KOAG. Agv B4 ‘derxvav
AtaipiaoTa oTa TayOvia Tou MiIAdvou.

"ETrerTa, pmrpooTd 0To OTPWHEVO AGPOUG 600G
EmopTiopévo va aykahidoer Ta vTeAIK&Ta Agipavd Tou,
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He prayed that down below he’d find a lake
And knew that he would make a gorgeous corpse.

Taken from the collection A Shopping Mall on Mars
(BlazeVOX, 2008)

Glossolalia

In his teenage years, the kid can speak in tongues.
He feels such peace as he has never known.

And when it’s over,

When the preacher has moved on

And when the kid has reached his twenties
And discovered women,

Booze,

And women,

Booze

And women—

His pleasure is tempered by the certainty that

He is damned,

Because the tongues—

Those glottal aides-mémoires to one true prayer,
Delivered to a Bronze Age tribe: an oddly ululating code
The devil and his lawyers cannot crack—

The tongues are no longer
Speaking his language.

So—
He searches for their avatar

In every mouth he comes across.

Taken from the collection A Shopping Mall on Mars
(BlazeVOX, 2008)
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MpooeuxnBnke K&TW eKel va Bper piat Aipvn
Kau A€epe 61 Bat yivel TTAvEHOPPO TITOHA.

A6 T ovAMoyn A Shopping Mall on Mars (BlazeVOX, 2008)

TAwoocoAaAia

>tnv epnPeia, To Toudi prropei va IARoEl GyvwoTeg YADOOEG.
N1wBel Toon yaAfvn dan Gev yvbpIoe TTOTE.

Kar 6Tav autd TeAeidaoel,

‘OTav 0 KAPUKAG TTAEN TTAPAKATW
Kai étav To Taidi epdioel Ta €iKoal
Kar avakah0el yuvaikeg,

[ToTo,

Kai yuvaikeg,

MoTd

Kain yuvaikeg—

H amdAavor| Tou perpiddetan pe T BeBaidtnTa 6TI

Eival kaTapapévog,

lNoTi ol Y\ooeG—

Exeiva Ta Aapuyyiké utropviApoTa TNG piag oAnBivig
TTPOCELXAG,

Aoopéva o pia LA TNG X&Akivng ETToxng: aAdkoTa

yoep6G kdOIKAG TTov 0 AidBoAog kail o1 Siknyodpol Tou dev

HTTOPODV VO OTTRO0LV—

O1 yYAooeg TTAéov Oev
MidoOv T YA@ooa Tou.

‘ETOo1—

AvalnTé TV evavBp®OTTION TOug
>& K&Be OTOHA TTOL CLVAVTE.

A6 T ovAMoyn A Shopping Mall on Mars (BlazeVOX, 2008)
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Tunisia, Winter 1998
For Yvonne

Tonight, in moonlight, your pellucid skin

Is gleaming as a silent movie star’s,

Open lips caressed by playful rays.

Between the jet-black comma of your hair
And the Berber blanket’s fringe

That frame your beautiful face like a still —
Your complexion is so clear as to be luminous
As moonlight itself on the crown of a nimbus.

In weeks, all we’ll have of each other is desert —
A couple of jars filled with camel-ride sand.
Now, | watch over your dreaming — secure

For the moment, unsleeping but drowsy,

My bare arm exposed at the edge of the bed
That is furthest away from your body:

By the time the mosquito — proboscis drawn in —
Is aware of your breath, she’ll have taken her fill.

Taken from the collection Breaking Hearts and Traffic Lights
(Salmon, 2007)
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Tuvnoia, Xelpwvag 1998
o v 1B6v

ATOE, 0TO PeYYaPOPWTO, TO SIALYEG OOL GEPHX
O&yyer oav NG otap PouPig Tarviag,

XeiAn avorxTé xaibebouy ol TaXVIOIAPESG OKTIVES.
AVAPETO OTO KATAHOUPO KOPUA TwV HOAAIDY GOU
Kar Ta kpdooia TG BepPepivikng kouBépTag

Mov KkAgivouv To GpOPPS oo TTPOoWTTO Tav K&SPO
H embeppida oou givail T6oo diGpavn Tov AGpTEl
‘000 KI GUTO TO PEYYAPOPWTO OTNY &AW peAavia.

Aiyeg Bbopadeg kar To pdvo Tou Ba “Xel 0 Evag o’ Tov
aMov givail épnuog —

Mia-6V0 YLGAEG YEPATEG GO TTOPEIAG HE KAPRAAQL.
TWpa, EMOTOTO TO OVEIPEUE TOL -0TPAAAG

MNa Tnv dpa, GuTVog WOTHAO YARPWLEVOG,

To yupvo xép! pou exTiBeTan o€ ekeivn Ty GKpn ToL
kpeBaTiol

[Tou gival pokpOTEPD OTTO TO TWHA OOUL:

Méxp1 To kouvoOTTI— pe TpoBookidba padepévn —

N’ avTIAN@Oei TNV avdoa gov, Ba £xel XopTAOEl.

Amé T ouMoyr] Breaking Hearts and Traffic Lights (Salmon, 2007)
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Eidolon

Years go by and all your loves devolve into a composite,
Passing on time’s travelator, gliding to a terminal,

Never to be seen again and you watch from Security,
Frisked as though this stood for sex, this stood for intimate.

Ghosts — and you are ignorant of exorcism rites.
Whenever you're entangled in some temporary angel
Comes the shadow of another love: a flicker of a dimple
Or the first arrested syllable of laughter soft as promises.

You meet her in Departures after half a decade lost
And it's no longer her but her extrapolated. Someone
Calls her over — time to make the plane — and flings

A prophylactic glance at you, you melancholy revenant.

Taken from the collection Breaking Hearts and Traffic Lights
(Salmon, 2007)
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EidwAo

Xpovia epvoDV Ki OAEG 01 ay&TTeG oL PBivouv ag évav
oOpTAEYHA,

KuAoOv pe Tov autopaTto 61ddpopo Tou Xpdvou, YAIoTpodv
TPOG EVA TEPHIVOA,

MoTé bev Ba pavody Eava KI €00 KOITAG aTTd TNV
Acpéhcia,

Wayxveoal owpoTik& oav auTd va ofpaive o, oav va
OfNPaIVE OIKEIO.

OavrdopoTa — ki €00 gioal &pabog oe TeAeTEG e€0PKITHOD.
‘OtmoTe PTTAEXTEIG 08 Kavévay TTPOCWPIVO GyyeAo

@TAVEI 1 OKI& PIOG GAANNG OY&TTNG: TIETAPIoUA O Evar
AOKKAKI

"H n mpdyTn kpatnpévn cuMafr] YéAiou ammoAolb oav
LTTOOXEDT).

Tn ouvavT&g OTIG AVOXWPATEIG PETG atTd HIOT] OEKAETIO
Xopévn

Kair dev givan mia ekeivi) oAAG ekeivn ouvayopevn. Kémoiog
Tnv KoAel va TREl — QPO YIG TO GEPOTTAGVO — KOl PiXVEI
Mia TTpOQUAGKTIKA POTIG O GéVa, EGEVA LEAayXOAia
ETTOVEPXOHEVD.

Amé ™) ovMoyr) Breaking Hearts and Traffic Lights (Salmon, 2007)
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Susan Millar DuMars

Susan Millar DuMars is a US born writer who makes her
home in Galway, Ireland. Her debut poetry collection, Big
Pink Umbrella was published by Salmon Poetry in April
2008. A mini-collection of her short stories, American
Girls, was published by Lapwing Press in 2007. Susan and
her husband Kevin Higgins organise the successful literary
events series, Over the Edge, in Galway.
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biography

Susan Millar DuMars

H ouyypa@éag Susan Millar DuMars eivan yevvnpévn oTig
HIMA, el 6pwg oto Galway Tng IpAavdioag. H mp@Tn Tng
oINTIKA oLAAoyN pe TiTAo Big Pink Umbrella ex666nke Tov
ArtrpiAio Tov 2008 oTov oiko Salmon Poetry. To 2007 e€£6w-
og oToV €KOOTIKO ofko Lapwing Press cuAhoyr| dinynparwy
pe TiTho American Girls. H Susan kai o g0luyog Tng, Kevin
Higgins, opyoavavouv Tnv emTuxnpévn osip& AOYOTEXVIKDV
exbnhoswv Over the Edge, oto Galway.
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All poems are taken from Susan’s collection Big Pink Umbrella
(Salmon Poetry, 2008)

Shirt

A silken splurge.

Color of loyalty.

Shade of serenity.

Summer sky blue.

It glides

over the pouting

flesh of his arms.

Floats

into place across

the gassy globe of his belly.
He's ready.

Sucks in his gut as he

steps out the door onto
Chestnut Street.

The yellow dust

of civilization.

Traffic’s savage music, the cruel
flash of sun stroked metal,

a thousand shuffling feet.
His shirt protects him

from the siege of stares.
From the panting subway grate,
the bony billboard model,
the exhaust.

He feels almost safe;
bravely, belly first, he meets
the heat-soaked day.
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‘OAa o moijuaTa e Zobday eivai armé T
ouMoyn TG Big Pink Umbrella (Salmon Poetry, 2008)

Moukapico

MeTalwTr| oTTaTGAN.

Xppa TG agooiwong.

AmoXpwar TNG YOARvNG.

IoA&dIo kahokapivod ovpavoo.

IioTpd&

TTGVW OTT TNV HOLTPWHEVN

OGPKO TWV XEPIDV TOU.

IMAgel

oTn Béon Tou TaGvw otV

agplolxa oPaipa TNG KOIAIGG TOU.

Eival Eroipog.

Poupd To oTopdix! evid

Byaiver amm’ Tnv OPTQ OTNV

066 ToéovoT.

H kiTpivn okdévn

TOUL TTOAITIOUOD.

H &ypia pouaiki kukhogopiag, n Bavavon
AGppn peT@AAou ou To XTUTTG 0 AAIOG,
XiMa ogpvapeva TOdIAL.

To TTOUKAPIOO TOL TOV TTPOCTATEDE!

atd TV moAlopkia Twv PAEPPETWY.

A6 TV aoBpaivovoa ox&pa Tou HETPO,
TO KOKOAIGPIKO HOVTENO TNG GPiTaG,

v e€aTuIoN.

Ni1wBel oxebdv aopaiig

Boppaléa, Pe TTPOTA TNV KOIAIA, QVTAHOVEI
TNV povokepévn atn EoTn Nuépa.
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The Wellspring Wife (after Pushkin)

It is a tradition in St. Petersburg for newlyweds to be photo-
graphed by the Bronze Horseman, a statue of Peter the Great
astride his horse. The statue overlooks the River Neva.

Neva whispers in her sleep
as Peter’s city rises

in Summer’s arms.

| drip lace.

My veil lifts in the breeze
like the foam of a wave.

| am the Wellspring Wife —
| blow kisses

and bring floods.

I am the Wellspring Wife,
barefoot on Decembrists’ Square.
My groom beside me

tugs on his tie.

We smile into the lens.

| shape stones

quench thirst

swallow sailors whole.

Don't tell him.

| am the Wellspring Wife
and all Peter fears.

His horse rears at the scent
of briny me.

Under men’s constructions
the restless water rises.

| am the Wellspring Wife.

| seep into cracks

lick at the foundations
bide my time.
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H Iiquyog Inyn (xatd Movokiv)

Eivai mapadoan amnv Ayia [MetpoimoAn va ewTtoypaeilovrai
o1 vedvuppol pmpoatd otov Mmpootdivo KaaAdpn, To
ayaAua Tov MeyaAou Métpou mavw aTo GAoyd Tou. To
ayoAua BAémer pog Tov oTapd NéBa.

O NéBa P1Bupicel oTov 0TTVO TNG
eva n OAN Tou [MéTpou vpdveral
oTa Xépia Tou Kahokaipioo.

>1alw 6avTéAa.

To mémAo pou onk®veTal oty adpa
oav TOV a@pO TOL KOPOTOG.

Eipau n 26Cuyog Mnyn —

TETAW QIAIG

Kol EPVW TTANHHOPES.

Eipai n 20Cuyog Mnyn,

EumoAnTn otnv MAaTeia Twv AekepBpIoTdv.
O yoptrpog A&l Hou

Tpapohoydel T ypaBaTa.

XapoyeA&pe aTov QaKo.

SHIAEOW TTETPEG

oBAvw TN 6iha

KaTarmivw vaoTeG OAOKANPOUG.

Mnv Tou TO TrEITE.

Eipan n Z0Cuyog MnyA

Kail o oPog Touv MéTpou GAOG.

To &GAoyd Tou opBwVETAI OTNV OCUA
HOUL TNV GApLPR.

Katw am’ Ta kriopata avdphv

TO QVIOLXG VEPG POLOKWVOLV.
Eipau n 26Cuyog Mnyn.

>TOAGCW PEOT OTIG PWYHES

YAOQw TO Bepédia

KQIPOQUAXTD.
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Supermarket Selves

| cried by the canned goods
at twenty two;

trying to decide if

| was a vegetarian.

Too many choices then.

| don’t know how

| got here.

Embarrassed by the lushness
of oranges.

Fingers clenched on coins,
counting, counting.
Coveting Korma sauce,
€2.69 a jar.

Funny to think

how vast is the supermarket.
A universe of fresh fish,
frozen waffles. But | can’t see
all that under

this sky of sallow stars, clutching
the wire basket childless
women carry.

| can’t see the universe

when I'm inside it.

All | can see

is this aisle I'm on.

Winter, Eggs

| thought of Denice

in the deli section of Atkin’s Market
because she used to work there

(I saw her, for an instant,

under the fluorescence, in that stupid red
apron Mr. Atkins made her wear.)

And | thought, don't forget to call her,
and did | remember the eggs?

Walking uphill, into the wind,

hugging the groceries, scarred

and shrivelled apples from the orchard
underfoot. I'm trying to name the song
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PAp1a ToU ZoUEPPAPKET

“ExAapa A& OTIG KOVOEPREG
oTa gikool 600’

POOTTAB000n VO ATTOPATiow v
fJHOLV XOPTOPAYOG.

EmAoyég pe To Taparévw TOTE.
Aev EEpw TTWG

Epraoa 6.

Apfxavn PrpooTd aTo 6pYIo
TWV TTOPTOKOAIDV.

AGXTUAO OQIYPEVO OTO KEPHOTAQ,
HETPOLV, HETPOOLV.

ApmriCopar odAToo KOpUa,

oTa €2,69 1o Bélo.

[Tepiepyo av TO OKEPTEIG

TTO0O0 QTTEPAVTO EIVOI TO OO0TTEP HAPKET.

"Eva gOpmav oo gpéoka Papia,

KaTepuypéveg BaeAeg. ‘Opwg OAa auT& Oev PTTOPD
Vo T 6w KETW oo

QLTOV TOV 0LPAVO TWV XAWHDV OOTEPIDV, OPIYYOVTOG
TO QUPHATIVO KOAGBI TTOL KPATOLY

01 OTEKVEG YUVQIKEG.

Aev pmmopd® va dw To gOpTTOV

OTQV gipal péoa Tov.

To pévo tou pPmop® va dw

gival auTog 0 H1A6POHOG TTOL Eipai.

Xeipwvag, AByd

Oupnenka Tnv NTeviC

oTa VTeAIKaTéTEY 0TO payadi Tou ATKIV

yiaTi K&TToTe G00AELE el

(Tnv €iba, yia pia oTIypR,

K&TW oo To POOPIO, pe ekeiv TNV NAIBI KOKKIVN
o1& TTou TNV £Bade va popdel 0 KOPIOG ATKIV).
Kar oképrnka pnv Eexaow va NG TNAEQpWVAoW,
Ko Gipaye Bupndnka Ta afyd;

Avnoeopilw, avTiBeTa aTov &vepo,
ayKoAIGlovTag Ta POVIQ, TPOHOYHEVA

ko opwpéva Ta pAAG aTTd TOV OTTWPDVaL
kaTayng. AvalnT® Tov TiTAO ToL TPpayoudIod
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that was on the Muzak.
Thinking also of an omelette
and a strong cup of coffee.
A winter lunch.

Gretchen is waiting at the top of the driveway —
too pale, not waving, hugging her body,

where is her coat?

When | reach her, she tells me,

“Put down the groceries,”

so | balance them on the hood of a car.

“- something to tell you. Denice —*

Call her. Eggs. Got them.

“ —was on that plane. That we saw

on the news.”

Grass on fire.

Seatbelts hanging from trees.
The groceries start to slide.
Gretchen steadies them.

My voice is like ice creaking
and shattering under our feet.

| remember.

The song on the Muzak was “Fire and Rain”,
and | saw her, for an instant,

her brown arms on the counter,

giggling with me about Hank Armstrong.
Asking if | wanted to go swimming

at the reservoir, when she got off work.
But that was summer.

We are deep in winter now.

The reservoir is silent, choked with ice.

| remembered the eggs, and | came home
and next | would have called her.

We head inside. Gretchen carries

the groceries.

Later, she puts them away.

Snowy white eggs, whole and perfect.
Safely away in the refrigerator.
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oL ETaIlaV TA HEYAPWVA.
JKEPTOHAI KO HICt OPENET
KI éva QANITCAVI GLVOTO KOPE.
"Eval XEIPWVIATIKO YEOQ.

H lkpétoev mepipével 0TV KOPLER TOv SPOHOL —
TTOAD XAwHN, bev vedel, aykaAiddel To Koppi TNG,

o0 €ivail To TTOATO TNG;

‘Otav TN TAOW, HoUL Aéel,

“Apnoe K&Tw Ta Podvia,”

ETOI eyM TO I00PPOTIM OE KATTOI0 KATTO OHAEI00.
“- k&I va oL TTw. H NTtevig -~

Na TnG TNAspwvRow. AByé. MApa.

“ — ATav oTo agpomAdvo. TMov gidape

oTIG £16A08Ig”

['pacidl pAéyeTail.

ZOVeG 0oPaAEiaG KpEovTal o Ta OEVTPQ.
Ta povia apxiCouvv va yAIoTpoOv.

H T'kpéToev Ta OTEPEWVEL.

H @wvN] pou givaur oav méyog mou payidel
kol BpuppoTieTal K&TW oo T OO HAG.

Oupnenka.
To Tpayo0d! oTa peydewva ATav To “Fire and Rain”,
Kol TNV €60, yio pia oTiypn,

TO HEAOXPIVE HTTPATOO TNG TTAVW GTOV TTAYKO,
va xoxaviCovpe padi yio Tov Xavk ApHOTPOVYK.
Na pwTdel av BEAw va TTAE I UTTGVIO

oTn Aipvn, 6Tav OX0A&OEL

TéTe bpwg ATAV KAAOKAipI.

“Exoupe Bapd XeIp@Va TOPA.

H Aipvn gival glwTnpr, Tviypévn oTov Téyo.
Oupnonka Ta afyd, Kol yopioa oTTiT

Kal peTé Ba TNG TNAEPwvoDOa.

Mrraivoupe péoa. H Mkpétaev kouBodd
Ta Pavia.

ApyOTEPQ, TO TOKTOTIOIE].

XiovaTa Aevkd afyd, oba kol afAafn.
BaApéva pe aopaleia ato Puyeio.
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Kevin Higgins

Kevin Higgins was born in London in 1967 but grew up in
Galway City where he still lives. With his wife Susan Millar
DuMars, he co-organises the successful Over The Edge literary
events in Galway. Kevin also facilitates poetry workshops
at Galway Arts Centre; teaches creative writing at Galway
Technical Institute and was recently Writer-in-Residence at
Merlin Park Hospital. He is the poetry critic of the Galway
Advertiser and was a founding co-editor of The Burning Bush
literary magazine. Kevin's first collection of poems The Boy
With No Face was published by Salmon in February 2005.
The Boy With No Face was short-listed for the 2006 Strong
Award for Best First Collection by an Irish Poet. His second
collection, Time Gentlemen, Please, was published in March
2008 by Salmon. One of the poems from Time Gentlemen,
Please, ‘My Militant Tendency’, was highly commended by
the judges of this year’s Forward Poetry Prize and features in
the Forward Book of Poetry 2009. Kevin won the 2003 Clirt
Festival Poetry Grand Slam and was awarded a literature
bursary by the Arts Council in 2005. Kevin's work is discussed
in poet-critic Justin Quinn’s Cambridge Introduction to
Modern Irish Poetry (Cambridge University Press, 2008).
A recent poem of his poems, ‘Ourselves Again’, has been
selected for inclusion in Best of Irish Poetry 2009.
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Kevin Higgins

O Kevin Higgins yevvABnke ato Aovbivo 10 1967, peyéhwoe
opwg oto Galway City 6mou Cer akopa. Madi pe mn ooluyd
Tou, Susan Millar DuMars, 610pyav@vouy TIG EMITUXNUEVEG
MoyoTexvikég ekbnA@aoeig Over The Edge oto Galway. O Kevin
kaBodnyei epyaoTipia oinong oto Arts Council Tov Galway
Arts Centre, 816&akel dnpiovpyikr ypagr] oTo Texvoloyiko
IvoTiroUTo Touw Galway Technical Institute Kai péxpr Tpdo@aTa
eixe TN 6éon Touv Emokémmn Zuyypagéa (Writer-in-Residence)
oto Noookopeio Merlin Park. Tpéeer kpiTiki Troinong yia To
meplodikd Galway Advertiser kai givar HéAOG TNG I6PUTIKAG, GL-
VTOKTIKAG Op&daG Tou AoyoTexvikoD epiodikod The Burning
Bush. H mmp@Tn Tou moinTikr) cuMoyR, The Boy With No Face,
ekb660nKe aTov oiko Salmon Tov ®efpovdpio Tov 2005. H oul-
Aoy The Boy With No Face mpotéfnke yiax To Bpafeio Strong
T0 2006, oV karnyopia KoAoTepn Mpatn ZuAoyr| [pAavdold
MointA. H &e0Tepn ouMoyr Tou pe TiTho Time Gentlemen,
Please, ekd66nke Tov Md&pTio Touv 2008 oTtov Salmon. “Eva
améd Ta ToIRpaTa TNG ouMoyig Time Gentlemen, Please pe
TiTho ‘My Militant Tendency’, é\ae &maivo ammd TOuG KPITEG
Tou @eTIvoD lMoinTikob BpaBeiov Forward ko mepidapaveral
oTo Forward Book of Poetry 2009. O Kevin képdioe To 2003 To
Cuirt Festival Poetry Grand Slam ka1 To 2005 Tou arrovepriBnke
AoyoTexvikr) vroTpogia armmd To Arts Council. To €pyo Tou
Kevin avadbetan oto BiBAio Cambridge Introduction to Modern
Irish Poetry (Cambridge University Press, 2008) Tou KpITIKoO
mroinong Justin Quinn. “Eva armd Tal o Tpoo@aTa TOIAPHOTS
Tou, To ‘Ourselves Again’, emAéxOnke Kar Ba cupTTePIANPOE
ot ovAoyn Best of Irish Poetry 2009.
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A Brief History Of Those Who Made Their Point Politely
and Then Went Home

On this day of tear-gas in Seoul

and windows broken at Dickins & Jones,

| can’t help wondering why a history

of those, who made their point politely

and then went home, has never been written.

Those who, in the heat of the moment,

never dislodged a policeman’s helmet,

never blocked the traffic or held the country to ransom.
Someone should ask them: “Was it all worth it?”

All those proud men and women, who never

had the National Guard sent in against them:;

who left everything exactly as they found it,

without adding as much as a scratch to the paintwork;
who no-one bothered asking: “Are you or have you ever
been?”

because we all knew damn well they never ever were.

This poem is taken from Kevin'’s first collection The Boy With No
Face, (Salmon Poetry, 2005)

Dad*

On yellow evenings
in a country which no longer exists,
we ignore each other
over deceased cups of coffee.
Until I shatter
the pristine silence:
announce my opposition
to the trickledown theory, or
the concept of right and wrong
as you understand it; or say
all things considered
this would be a good time for
the world to end.
Sometimes you bark back:
that in my world without rules
lan Brady would probably tour Europe
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H Iyvropn Iotopia Exeivwv Movu Ekavav Tn AnAwon Toug
Euyevikd ka1 Yotepa Inyav Imit

AuTA TN pépa bakpuyodvwyY 0T 200N

Kal omaopévng Birpivag Tou Dickins & Jones,
bev yiveTal va pnv avapwtnb® yiaTi 1) 1oTopia
EKEIVWV TTOL EKavay Tr 6AWGT] TOUG ELYEVIKA
Kol DOTEPQ TIyaV OTHTI, Ogv £XEl YPOPTE! TTOTE.

Exeivwv Tou otnv E€an TNG OTIYUAG,

oTé Sev dpmaav KpGvog aoTLVOOU,

oTE Sev EKAEIoaV OPOHOLG 00TE EMIATAV TN XDPA VIO
AOTpQ.

Karmolog va Toug pwtioel: “A&ie Tov KOTTO;”

‘OAwV eKeiVWV TWV TTEPAOAVWY QVTPDV KAl YUVOIKDV TTOU
TToTE

bev €ibav TNV EBvoppoupd armévavTi Toug

TTOL TO APNOaV OAG aKPIBLG 6TTWG Ta BPhKaAy,

Xwpig va Tpoabéoouv 00Te éva YOGPOIHO 0T PTTOYI&
MO Kavévag Sev PTTAKE Tov KOTTO va pwThoer: “Eioail
foouv ToTE;”

yiaTi 6ol To EEpape TTOAD KaA& 6TI TTOTE Gev ATAV.

AuTé To Toinpa eivar armé Ty mpwTn auAoyn Touv KEBIv The
Boy With No Face, (Salmon Poetry, 2005)

Mnapndc*

Ta kiTpiva deiMiva
0€ HIo XMpa Tou Oev LTTAPXE! TIQ,
oyvOOUpE 0 évag Tov GAAov
UTTPOOTA € eKAITTOVTA QAITCAVIO KAPE.
Méxp1 va BpuppoTiow
TNV QVEYYIXTN CIWTTH:
N avakoIvhow Tnv avtiBeor pou
o1n Bewpia Tng dikxvong i
oTnV évvola ToL OWOTOL KAl ToL AGBoLg
O1TWG €00 TNV avriAapBdveoar’ 1] va TTw
o€ TENIKA avdAvon
auTh Ba ATav KA £moxN
VIO VO TEAEIDOE 0 KOTHOG.
Kapid gopd pouv amavtag Eepd:
OTI OTOV XWPIG KAVOVEG KOOHO Hov
o “lav MmpdévTi Ba ep1ddeve Tnv Evpdn
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promoting his autobiography
Everybody Gets What They Deserve:

“The author will be available afterwards
to take children from the audience”;

and never mind the big opinions,
with my Leaving Cert the only job

I'm fit for, in a country
which no longer exists, is meeting men

in hotels for small change.

But mostly you abscond to give
some innocent shrub
a skinhead haircut; allow me
to keep contradicting myself
until I find out what it is
I'm trying to say.

Tuesday*

Her still away and the town

all East-winds and tonsillitis, as you come
back for a quiet night in not playing

with yourself, but instead get the loud
catastrophe of a friend, whose wife’s
finally told him: “Time for Teletubbie fuck off”,
meowing on your garage roof. Hours
then of him determined to see nothing
in the coffee cup but the absence now

of anyone to help him to the exit

in the event of darkness. Later,

his blood black with caffeine and whiskey,

he swears on The Koran, Bible

and Little Book of Complete Bollocks to be more
from now on than an instrument

in any woman'’s orchestra. And suddenly all you can see
is the promise for him of a long future

of cough syrup and scoreless draws, as he goes on
to share various caravans with guys

with mad, grey heavy metal hair and perhaps
once a year have an out of underpants experience
with a woman twice his age. By midnight
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TPoWBOVTAG TNV avTofIoypagia Tou
KabBévag Maipver ‘0,11 Tou a&jcer:
“2Tn ouvéxela, o ouyypoéag Ba givar biaBéoipog
va Tépel Taudi& o’ To KoIvo™
KQl Unv ako0G peyéha Adyia,
pe To ATTOAUTAPIO POV YIa TN povn 6ovAeld
TTOL KAVW, O PIX XWPO
Tou Gev LTTAPXEN TIQ, €ival va Bpiokopal pe AvTpeg
oe Eevoboxeia yia pepikd PIAG.

20VABWG OpWG dIAPEDYEIG VIO VO KAVEIG OF
Kavévav abmo Bapvo

TO KODPEPQ TOL OKivxXevT  emiTPEPE oL
VO OLVEXIOW VO AVTIPAOKW

péEXPI VO Bpw Ti gival auTod
TTOL TTPOCTIAB® Va TTW.

Tpitn*

Ekeivn akopa pokpi& ko n moAn

60 avaTOAIKODG QVEHOULG Kl ApUYOOAITIOA, EVD
EMOTPEPEIG VIO HIG FlOUXN VOXTO HEOO XWPIG VOl TOV
maiEelg, Bpiokelg avT avTob TNV NXNEA

KQTOOTPO®K TOU QIAQL TTOUL TOU &iTTE

N Yovaika Tou emTéNoLG: “Qpa To TEAETAPTTI VOl TTGEN VO
yopnOei”,

va viooupilel oTn oTéyn Tou YKapA&l, "Qpeg

MoItrév pe qUTOV ATTOPACIOUEVO Var LN BAETTEN

oTo AITCAVI TOL KAQE TITTOTA EKTOG AT TNV ATTOLTI TOPX
orrolovdAToTE Bt Tov Bonboloe va Bpel Tnv 600

O€ TEPITTTWON OKOTOLG. ApyoTEPQ,

TO Qipa TOL HOOPO OTNV KOPEIVN KAl TO OVLIOKI,
opkiCetan oTo Kopavi, Tn BifAo

kol To Mikpd BifAio Tng AmoAuTnGg ApAoDUTIOG va ivail
EQELNS

TOPATTAVW OTTO ATTAS OPYQAVO

oTnV opXNOTPa HIog Yuvaikag. Kai Eagviké To pévo ou
BAétreig

€ival 1 LTTOOXEDN YA TO HOKPD TOL PEANOV

pe o1poTT B Kol AeUKEG 100TTONEG, 600 Ba guvexidel
Vol HoIp&LeTal TPOXOOTTITO PE TOTTOUG

HE TPEAG, YKPICa XeBINETAAGOIKO HOAIG KOl iOWG

HI pOpP& TO XPpOVo va PBidvel EEw-0wBPaKIKA epTTeEIpia
HE pia yuvaika ata SITAG Tou Xpovia. Ta HegavuxTa
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you're about to tell him

you'd rather wake up with

the late Leonid Brezhnev, than have to listen
to any more of this, but at the last moment
keep your sympathetic head, because

as the proverb says: “Mock not, for tomorrow
you too may have you're bare arse

turned to the sun.”

Firewood*

A bone field fifty metres by fifty.

It’s problematic to describe this as genocide.

| gather firewood at eight o’clock in the morning.
My son clings to my dress. Men in uniforms
with military insignia stop their car

and throw him into a fire. Then five of them
one after the other. | am paralysed.

It’s problematic to describe this as genocide.
The solution is not military intervention. We demand
the US keep its hands off Sudan.

Children start jumping out windows

when the Janjaweed come into the school.
The police begin firing. Everyone,

mainly babies and the elderly,

falls down. | am standing on bodies.

A military barracks.

No bathroom. People stay still,

suffering their wounds.

People stay still. No bathroom.

A military barracks. | am standing on bodies,
fall down. Mainly babies and the elderly.
Everyone. The police begin firing.

When the Janjaweed come into the school,
children start jumping out windows.

The solution not military intervention.

The US keep its hands off Sudan, we demand
It’s problematic to describe this as genocide.

| am paralysed. One after the other,

five of them. They stop their car

and throw him into a fire. Men in uniforms
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eToIp&eTal TTIA TOU TTEIG

TTWG TTPOTIPAG va EUTTVATEIG TIAGI

oTov pakapitn Tov Agovivr MmrpéQviep, apd va
OVOYKOIOTEIG

VO 0KOOOEIG TTAPATTAVW, OGAAG TNV TEAELTAIOL OTIVHN
KPOTAG TI CUHTTOVETIK oL PuxpaIia, yioTi

OTwG Aéel ka n mopolpia: “Mnv kopoidedelg, yiaTi adplo
ptTopei ki €00 va Bpebeig pe Tov KMAO Gou yopvo

va BAémel Tpog Tov HAI0”

Kavoogura*

[Nedio 0oTMV TeVAVTA PETPA ETTT TTEVAVTAL.

O xapaktnpioudg yevokTovia eivair poBANHATIKOG.
Maledw KavabELAG OTIG OKTM N MPA TO TTPWI.
O YI0G HOUL YPOTIOVETOI OTT'TO POLATAVI Hov. "EvaTolol
GVTPES

LE OTPATIWTIKG SIQKPITIKA OTAUATOOV [E TO QUTOKIVITO
KOl TOV TTETAVE O€ HIA QWTIA. "YOTEPQ TTEVTE O AUTOOG
0 évag PTG TOV GMOV. “Exw mapaddoel.

O xapakTnpIopo6g yevokToviar eival TTpoBANHOTIKOG.
H Adbon bev eivan atpatiwTiki eméuBaon. Amartoiye
va aproouy or HIMA katw Ta xépia amé 1o Soudav.
Moudia apyiCouv va mndolv atmd Ta Tapdbupa
otav o1 TCavtlaouivt prraivouy oTo oxoAsio.

H aoTuvopia apyicel va mupoBoAei. ‘OAol,
KLPIWG Hwpd Ka yépol,

TEPTOLV KATW. 2TEKOPGI TTAVW OE TTTOHOTA.
>tpaTdrredo.

Xwpig TovaAéTa. O KOOPOG PéVEl aKivTOg,
UTTOQEPEI TO TPADHOTA TOU.

O xbéopog pével akivnTog. Xwpig TOLaAETO.
>TpoTdmedo. ITEKOHAN TTAVW OE TITOHOTA,
TEPTOLV KATW. Kupiwg pwpd Kail yépol.

‘OMol. H aoTuvopia apxidel va TupoBoAei.
‘Otav o1 TCavtCaouivT UTTaivouv oTo OxoA€io,
maidi& apxiCouvv va MdoLV aTrd Ta Tap&oupa.
H Adbon bev eivan aTpatiwTikA eméuBaon.

HIMA karw 10 Xépia amrd 1o 20068V, amaITOULE.

O xapaktnpIouog yevokTovia ivar TpoBANUATIKOG.
“Exw mapadoel. O évag peTé Tov GAAov,

TTEVTE QT AVTOOG. 2TAPATOOV HE TO QUTOKIVNTO
Kal Tov TTeTAVE O€ pia QwTIA. "EvaTodlor &vtpeg
HE OTPATIWTIKA SIOKPITIKA.
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with military insignia.

My son clings to my dress.

At eight o’clock in the morning | gather firewood.
It’s problematic to describe this as genocide.

A bone field fifty metres by fifty.

(the non-italicised lines are quotations from eye-witness ac-
counts from Darfur)

The Great Escape*

For four days in August

to this place of novelty haircuts
and Surrealist sandcastles.

In weather that once spelt
Socialist Summer Camp

you watch a lone goose

move high across the water;
imagine the wetsuits plopping,
one by one, from a distant rock
are a cult come here

to commit mass suicide. Kilkee,
host town to Uzbekistan.

A B&B run by a guy, you're sure
is ex-Romanian army.

The Gold Sea Chinese Takeaway.
Fry-ups all day

until three. You could do this:

whittle yourself a pipe

from a piece of driftwood,

spend the wide autumn evenings
smoking it;

let the terrorists in the television

take over the airports;

just whitter away about how

the man with the metal detector,

who prowls the beach each afternoon,
is definitely working for Them.

*These poems are taken from Kevin’s second collection
Time Gentlemen, Please (Salmon Poetry, 2008)
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O Yy10G HOUL YPOTTMWVETOI OTT" TO POPEP HOU.
3TIG OKTM N Opa To TPpWi Haledw KALTOELAQ.
O xapakTnpIopo6g yevokToviar eival TTpoBANHOTIKOG.
Medio 00TMV TeEVAVTA PETPA ETTT TTEVAVTAL.

(o1 aTixor Tou bev eivai og TAGYIO ypan ival QITOOTIAOUATA
amé papTupies auvtoémTwv, oto NTappolp)

H MeydAn Anédpaon*

o Téooepig pépeg Tov AbyovoTo

0'QUTO TO HEPOG PE TA VEWTEPIKA KOUPEHOTO
KOl T GOLPEDAIOTIKG KAOTPO OTNV GO,

Me Kaip6 Tou KATTOTE OfPaIVE

Oepivéd Kapmvyk ZooioAiaTdv

TTOPOTNPEIG HIX XAVO HOVOXT

va 6100XiCel Tépa To vepod'

@AVTAOOUL TIG POPHEG SLTGV TTOL TTAPAGLoULY,
HIO-pia, a1d évav Bpdxo HAKPIVO

va gival pio aipeon mou ApBe b

va d1ompaéel opadiki avTokTovia. Kiki,
OAN LTTOSOXAG TOL OLLPTTEKIOTAY.

[Mavaoidv mou TNV KpoaTdel évag TOTTOG -gioal ofyoupog
OTI €ival TOL TTPWINV POLHAVIKOD OTPATOD.
Gold Sea KivéQiko 2e MNakéTo.

Mpwivéd oepPipovpe OAN pépa

WG TIG TPEIG. OO PTTOPOVTEG:

VOl TTENEKIOEIG I TTTTOL

oe E0Mo Tou EgBpAoTnke,

v TIEPVAG Ta TIAGTIR PBIvOTTWPIVE SEMva
kamviCovTag TNV

VO QAOEIG TOLG TPOUOKPATEG OTNV TNAEOPAON
va KaTahdRouv Ta agpodpopia’

VO 0EPONOYEIG OTTAG AéyovTag TTWG

0 GvOPAG HE TOV QVIXVELTH HETGANOU,

TTOL TEPIPEPETAI OTNV TTAPOAia KGBE amdyeupa,
60uAedEl oTwabATTOTE YIa AUTOOG,

*Ta moijuaTa ivan amrd 1 6e0Tepn ouAoyn Tou KEBIv pe TitAo
Time Gentlemen, Please (Salmon Poetry, 2008)
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Iopoa IdAMBav

0 X6poa 2&AAIBav yevvrBnke oto AovfAivo To 1932, Zmoo-
6aoe Khaooikr] Oidodoyia oo MavemoThpio Touv AIVTG Kail
epydoTnke Kupiwg otnv AyyAia, petald GMwv wg ap-
Xa10AGYog Kai AékTopag oTo Robert Gordon's Institute of
Technology. Qg vebBLvOG yIa TNV Egvoyhwaoan AoyoTexvia
Siopdpepwaoe TpApoaTa Néag EAAnvikAg AoyoTtexviag o 61&-
@opeg BiBAIoBAKeG Tov Aovdivou. Ao T EAANVIKG peTa-
@pader kupiwg oinan, BéaTpo KaBWG Kol BewpnTIKG Keipie-
VO VIO TIG EIKOOTIKEG TEXVEG.

Aiva Iimmtdavou

H Aiva Zimnrévou yevviBnke To 1971, Zmooddaoe leppa-
viki] ®1AoAoyia oTn Beooadovikn Kol [evIKA Kol ZuyKpITI-
kfj Aoyotexvia oto [lMapiol. EpyaleTal wg peTa@pioTpia
amd To 1998. Zel otnv ABAva.
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Shorsha Sullivan

Shorsha Sullivan was born in Dublin in 1932. Studied Clas-
sics at Leeds University and worked mainly in England as,
among other things, an archaeologist and a lecturer at
Robert Gordon'’s Institute of Technology. Being in charge of
foreign literature he established sections for Modern Greek
authors in different London libraries. From Greek he has
translated mainly poetry and plays as also texts on visual
art theory.

Lina Sipitanou

Lina Sipitanou was born in 1971. She studied German
Literature in Salonica and General and Comparative Lit-
erature in Paris. She works as a translator since 1998. She
lives in Athens.
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Biktwp IBAvoBITg
FevvABnke To 1947 otnv Tulcea, Poupaviag, amd pnTépa
EMNvida ko rarépa pe pideg oTnv TOAVEBVIKA Kal TToALTTO-
Nimiopiki mepioxr Tng MrmoukoBivag (kmon, péxpr To 1918,
NG AvoTpoouyYpIKAG AuTokpaTopiag). EykOkAieg omoudEg
oto EMNnvik6é AGkelo Tou BoukoupeaTiov (1962-66) kail To-
VETIOTNUIOKEG OTNV ZXOA AaTivoyevay, KAaaikwv kai Ava-
TOAKGOV Mwoo@v Tou MavemoTnpiov Tou BouvkoupeoTiov
(1966-71). MeTamTuxiakég ommovdég aTo MaverTioTApIo TNG
Mélaga, lomraviag (1987). AibdkTwp Tou MNavemaoTnyiov Tou
Cluj, Poupo-viag (1993). Meta&d 1971-84 6idae 10maviki
KOl IOTTAVOOHEPIKOVIKT] @IAoAoyia aTo MavermoTApio Tou Bou-
koupeaTiov. To 1985, yiax TTOAITIKOOG Adyoug, avayk&obnke
va ekraTploBei, kai éktoTe (el Kai epyadeTan oty EAAGOa. Al-
d&oker lomavikh AoyoTe-xvia oto ApioToTéAeio INavemoTriio
Beooaovikng kal Oewpia MeTdgpaong oTo AIGTHNHATIKO
Merarrruxiaxéd Mpodypappa Metdepaong / Metagpaasooyi-
ag Tou MavemoTnpiov ABNVaQV.

Mé&hog Tng Eviboswg Zuyypagéwv Tng Poupaviag kai Tng ei-
Anvikig ETaipeiog Zuyypagéwv, Tng ENnvikig ETaipeiog levi-
KNG kol ZLYKPITIKAG I'papparoloyiag, Tng AlgBvoig Etaipeiog
lomavioT@v TnG ETaupeiag OepBavTioTd@v Kai TnG ETaipeiog
EMNA-vwv lotravioTav (16puTikd PENOg ko vuv AvTITTpéedpOg).
I'pG@el Ta SoKipIG ToL OTO ENANVIKA, POUHAVIKE, IGTTAVIKA KAl
YOMIKG. MeTappadel ommd Ta EAANVIKE, POUHAVIKA. IGTTAVIKA,
YOAIKE, TTOPTOYONIKG, KOTOAGVIKG KOl ITANIKG, KOl TIPOG EAAN-
VIKQ, POLHAVIKG KOl IOTTOVIKA.

“Exel petappdoel, petald dMwv, Odvooéa EAOTN (0Tal poupo-
VIK& Kol 10TTavIKd), Octavio Paz (0Ta eNANVIKG kol poupavIKE),

Paul Celan -Ta poupaviké TTOINPOTO- (OTA ENNVIKG KAl I0TTO-
VIKG), KaBhG ko Toug e€gxovteg Poupdvoug roinTég Gellu
Naum (oTa eAnviké kai iomraviké) ko Nichita Stanescu (oTa
eMVIKE). Ta TV SpaoTnpIOGTNTA TOL WG PEAETNTH TNG 10TTO-
voOpwvNg AoyoTexviag, o Baaihidg Tng lomaviag Juan Carlos o
A’ Tov Tapaonpo@dpnoe pe To Taypa g A&jag Tou MoAiTou
(Orden del Mérito Civil, 1999).
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Victor Ivanovic

Born 1947 Tulcea, Romania, of a Greek mother and a father
from Bukovina, a multinational and multicultural area. Greek
Lycee in Bucharest (1962 - 1966), School of Romance, Classical
and Eastern Languages in the University (1966 - 1971). Post-
graduate studies at the University of Malaga, Spain (1987).
Doctorate at the University of Cluj, Romania. Taught Spanish
and Spanish -American Philology at Bucharest University (1971
- 84). In 1985 for political reasons forced into exile, since then
has lived and worked in Greece, teaching Spanish Literature at
Salonica’s Aristotelian University and Theory of Translation at the
Interdepartmental Post-graduate programme in Translation and
Study of Translation at the University of Athens. Member of the
Union of Writers of Romania; the Society of Authors (Greece);
the Greek Association for General and Comparative Philology;
the International Society for Hispanicists; the Cervantes Society;
the Society of Greek Hispanicists (founder member and now
Vice-President). Writes treatises in Greek, Romanian, Spanish
and French. Translates from Greek, Romanian, Spanish, French,
Portuguese, Catalan and Italian; and into Greek, Romanian
and Spanish.Translated, among others, Odysseas Elytis
(into Romanian and Spanish); Octavia Paz (into Greek and
Romanian); Paul Celan - the Romanian poems (into Greek and
Spanish); as also the outstanding Romanian poets Gellu Naum
(into Greek and Spanish) and Nichita Stanescu (into Greek). For
his activities as a student of Hispanophone literature, the King of
Spain, Juan Carlos the First invested him with the Order of Civil
Merit (Orden del Mirito Civil), 1999.
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Nté&1B1vt Kévoh

NTeiBivt KovoAr (David Connolly) yewriBnke oo ZEQnAvT Tng
AyyAiag, [pAavbdg otnv kaTaywyr. Zel Ko epyadeTal aTny
EM&Oa amd To 1979 kai roAiroypapifnke “EAnvag To 1998.
>mo0600E apxaia eNNVIKA @Aoloyia oTo TavemoTARIO Tou
Lancaster, peoaiwvikr] kot veoeNnviki @idohoyia oto Mawverri-
otApio TG O&popdng, kai EAafe Tov TiTAO ToL AIBGKTOPOG
™G Prhocopiog ammd To MavemoTipio Tov East Anglia yio T
S1atpIP Tou pe Bépa T Bewpia ko TPGEN TNG AOYOTEXVIKAG
HETAPPOONG Kal TO IDIAITEPO HETOPPATTIKA TTPOBAAHOTO OTO
épyo Tov Odvooéa EAOTN. AleTéAeoe emTIKEPAANG Tov MeTar-
@paaTIkoD TpApaTog aTo Bpetavikd ZupfolAio ABnvav Kai
éxel 816G€¢e1 Bewpia kan TPAEN TNG HETAPPOONG OE TTPOTITL-
XIOKO KOl HETOTITUXICKS eTTITTEGO 08 EAANVIKA TTAVETTIOTNHIOKG
16popaTa Kol oto ApioToTéAglo MaverioTApio Oecoalovikng
610U €ival avarAnpwTig kaBnynTAG. ‘Exel dwael mavw amd
ekaTod OIONEEEIG Kail OPINIES VIO TI) HETAPPOON KO TNV EANANVIKD
Aoyoteyvia Téoo otnv EAM&Ga 600 kai otn Bpetavia kar ot
Bopeia Apepikr]. Q¢ HETAPPAOTAG, £xel dnuoaiedoel Tavw
a6 gikoal mévTe PIBNO Pe HETOPPOTHEVA EPYOl KOPLPATWY
ENAvwv oIty Tou 2000 ai@va (Nikngopog BpeTtdkog,
Obvoaoéag EAuTng, Nikog Eyyovomoudog, Kikf AnpouAa,
Névvng Kovrdg) kan odyxpovwy pubiotopioypdewy. Meta-
epaaeig Tou Exouv Bpafeutel otnv AyyAia, otV ApEPIKT| Kol
otnv ENG6a.
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David Connolly

David Connolly was born in Sheffield, England, and is of Irish
descent. He studied Ancient Greek at the University of Lancas-
ter, Medieval and Modern Greek Literature at Trinity College,
Oxford, and received his doctoral degree for a thesis on the
theory and practice of Literary Translation from the University
of East Anglia. A naturalized Greek, he has lived and worked in
Greece since 1979 and has taught translation at undergraduate
and post-graduate level for many years at a number of univer-
sity institutions in Greece. He is currently Associate Professor of
Translation Studies at the Aristotle University of Thessaloniki. He
has written extensively on the theory and practice of literary
translation and on Greek Literature in general and has published
over twenty five books of translations featuring works by major
Greek poets and novelists. His translations have received awards
in Greece, the UK, and the USA.
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