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GUEST EDITORIAL

DAVID RIGSBEE
David Rigsbee is an American poet, critic and translator who has an immense body of published work behind him. Not Alone in my
Dancing – Essays and Reviews (2016), This Much I Can Tell You ( 2017), School of the Americas (2012) and The Pilot House (2011),
all published by Black Lawrence Press, are but a sample. Forthcoming in the fall is his complete translation of Dante’s Paradiso from
Salmon Poetry, and MAGA Sonnets by Donald Trump from Main Street Rag, a series of 85 quotations from Trump’s speeches and
interviews bundled up in sonnet form (political satire and grimly humorous).

David Rigsbee

Stevens, Kizer, Smyth, and Me:
Sanctity and Agnosticism
among the Mighty Dead
“They will get it straight one day at the Sorbonne. We shall return
at twilight from the lecture, pleased that the irrational is rational.”
—Wallace Stevens

David Rigsbee
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I got my first Mastercard at 18, in 1967, when I was a freshman
at UNC-Chapel Hill and made my first two purchases: Wallace
Stevens’ Collected Poems and Opus Posthumous. At the time,
I wasn’t clear about “posthumous,” although “opus” I knew
from middle school Latin. Thus I wasn’t clear about the difference
between the two books. Nonetheless, the Stevens volumes
impressed me with their heft, as well as their attractive, muted,
matching book jackets. The poems, meanwhile, had been recommended to me by two of my professors, poet Carolyn Kizer
and philosopher Richard Smyth. Kizer had read to us the first
day of class a number of poems with minimal commentary, the
last of which was Steven’s “The Idea of Order at Key West.” She
did this, I presume, as a way of underscoring a kind of auditory
and rhetorical dimension to the poem that reached just beyond
comprehension, but not beyond desire for experience. Or rather,
it represented a kind of desire itself, while seeming to work in
the gray area between death and life, or as I would later understand, heaven and earth. And it was a sustained poem that
suggested a degree of follow-through well beyond the means
or even the standards of my peers.

©David Rigsbee
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At the time, the young Prof. Smyth had acquired something of an underground
reputation as a deep-quarry intellect, someone you ought to pay attention to. Tall,
dark-complexioned, black-suited and thin, he sat on the front of the desk in our lecture
hall and chain-smoked, lighting each new cigarette with the smoldering end of the
previous. By the end of class his feet were surrounded by a small circle of butts. The
ostensible subject of his course was Maurice Merleau-Ponty, but he preferred setting
aside the French phenomenologist in favor of the Hartford insurance man, animating
his otherwise lanky, stiff demeanor, to recite impenetrable sections of “An Ordinary
Evening in New Haven” and to add equally impenetrable commentary, under a halo
of smoke. My best friend Bob Heffner, who later became a noted literary reviewer
for The Canberra Times, and I tried to make what we could of both the poem and
the comments. We weren’t alone. After class, a sandaled graduate student in wirerimmed spectacles met with the class to translate what Prof. Smyth had tried to say.
Although we could never quite make out the point or see the depth of Smyth’s discourses,
we were nonetheless convinced that something important had transpired, and the
graduate student confirmed this impression, raising the issue of imagination and its
relation to perception. Bob and I would repair to a coffee shop to see what more we
could squeeze out of these classes, without doing either justice or harm to them. One
day, Smyth read us some snatches of “To an Old Philosopher in Rome” concerning
the waning days of the philosopher, George Santayana, about whom I knew nothing
but the name. I went home and read the poem, and although it certainly felt exalted,
I seemed to be missing something. Still, I convinced myself that one day, simply by
repeated readings and the passage of time, I would understand it. I sensed the grandeur,
but grandeur, at the time, was not part of the undergraduate’s kit bag.

It was Kizer who mentioned to Bob and me that Santayana as one of those philosophers
interested in art and poetry, and therefore somebody who should be on our radar.
Kizer had, at the time, a house on Franklin Street, the main street of Chapel Hill, right
next door to the retired swing-band leader Kay Kaiser (and his Kollege of Musical
Knowledge), and two doors from the UNC President’s quiet mansion. It was a fancy
neighborhood, and her presence there, where the house was being continually modified
—on a lecturer’s salary, no less—hinting that large living was at hand.
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It was her custom to have open house most days, and her creative writing students
and allied faculty types came regularly, often to encounter noteworthy guests: John
Montague, Robert Creeley, Denise Levertov, Reynolds Price. Afternoons proceeded to
soirées and Turkish coffee to bourbon and wine. Guests were welcome, and at Bob’s
and my suggestion, she invited Prof. Smyth, who duly showed up one evening and
occupied a corner of the living room. Although I was in his class, I had been bashful in
introducing myself to him, who I think was himself shy, but at the time what registered
was the dark, undertaker’s withdrawal. In any case, he made no pretense of knowing
his students by name. At some point in the evening, I asked her if she would read the
poem about Santayana.
“To an Old Philosopher in Rome,” a poem that stands on the boundary of life and
eternity, is all the more poignant when you consider that both Stevens and his subject
were, to say the least, agnostics. While that may be, Peter Schjeldahl remarked that
when he lived in New York as a young lawyer, Stevens “took to sitting for spells of
restorative peace in St. Patrick’s Cathedral—unbelieving, but savoring the aura of
sanctity.” I had been moved by the poem, and she read it with feeling and formality,
perhaps aware that the other philosopher was present. It is a poem both of intimation
and realization, though it is elusive, especially to a newbie. At the same time, it was
a poem I knew I would grow with, and I did, coming back to it over time, its layers
revealing themselves as the years amassed. The poem announces its theme at once:
“On the threshold of heaven, the figures in the street/Become the figures of heaven.”
Santayana is in the poem but doesn’t speak. He is just a presence on the threshold of
his death. Instead objects —chairs, books, nuns—around him supply meaning. By the
poem’s end,
He stops upon this threshold,
As if the design of all his words takes form
And frame from thinking and is realized.

She pointed out that Santayana had mentored Stevens at Harvard. No one reaches
for Santayana anymore, but his influence during Stevens’ lifetime was widespread, as
were his interests, which included poetry and fiction.
©David Rigsbee
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Both were raised as Catholics but shed their beliefs in the supernatural, especially
given the negative, Puritanical, restraints laid down by God the Father. It was many
years later that I discovered the poem’s basis in an article on Santayana’s last days
by Edmund Wilson that appeared in The New Yorker (“Santayana at the Convent of
the Blue Nuns”). That there was a factual source—and Stevens followed Wilson
in supplying detail (nuns, pigeons, curtains)—did nothing to ding the mystery of
Stevens’ magnificent meditation on mortality and imagination, where the poet finds,
“how easily blown banners change to wings.” Everything in the poem is at once in
motion and eternal. It’s a paradox familiar to poets. It’s also a liminal poem, marking
the mortal divide, as every stanza makes clear:
Things dark on the horizons of perception
Become accompaniments of fortune, but
Of the fortune of the spirit, beyond the eye,
Not of its sphere, and yet not far beyond.

Santayana is waiting, but “fortune” is not. He is, after all, in the Eternal City, “the
threshold, Rome, and that more merciful Rome/Beyond, the two alike in the make of
the mind.”

In spite of her evasion when it came to the Romantics, especially Wordsworth, who can
be said to have patented the poem of cosmic hints, Carolyn was drawn to poems of
intimation, although her poems steered mostly clear of the kind of suggestiveness
that bordered on the abusively mystical. Still, she was aware of and appreciated poems
that implied that language’s engagement with its nemesis and companion—silence—
allowed poets the opportunity to cast a shadow onto the region where words themselves had no purchase. She was aware too of the paradox that the silence that
followed language often invited feats of articulation and rhetoric in order to give
push-back to what lay on, so to speak, the other side. Part Chinese, part Shakespeare.
On the one hand she was attracted to the imagistic sketches of Arthur Waley’s classical
Chinese translations, their sturdy spareness; on the other, she admired the firm grip
of Pope and his masterful eloquence.
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She never stooped to explain the meaning of Stevens’ poem; I don’t think she knew
that it had one. Nor did she do so for any of his other poems, such as the gateway
poem, “The Idea of Order at Key West,” a work she, like Prof. Smyth, read to us and
then played a recording of Stevens’ own recitation. Instead, she spoke of Stevens’ ear
and his sonic orchestration, in short, the music of the poems. Unlike Bob Hefner and
me, who had tried to plumb Stevens’ ideas by way of Richard Smyth’s lectures and
meditations, with only partial success, Carolyn seemed more interested in the quality
and play of letters and employed many other poems to shore up her argument that
the message, whatever it was, could not be peeled away from the language it came in.
The truth is, all poets seemed to work two sides of the same hill, just as the “agnostics”
Stevens and Santayana peered into the beyond.

Years later, another philosophy teacher of mine, Richard Rorty, would one day begin a
class by reading “Anecdote of the Jar,” where “a hill in Tennessee” comes to represent the
ground of endeavor for anyone seeking to make meaning. And making meaning was
Rorty’s point, as he followed up his recitation by pointing out that Jefferson had made
his own hill at Monticello, then (and now) visible from the campus of the University
of Virginia. Why did he choose a wilderness? Because that’s what it was, until something established it, that is. R.P. Blackmur remarked that, for Stevens, “[a feeling] did
not exist, even in his own mind, until he had put it down in words.” Pragmatism had
its uses, even (especially) in poetry. Carolyn was to say that if she were stranded on
a desert island and could have only one book, that book would be Stevens’ Collected
Poems. Stevens himself had remarked that he could get “no further than the statement
that God and the imagination are one.” His most recent biographer, Paul Mariani noted,
“it thus might appear that he never got far beyond his old mentor Santayana, who held
that ‘poetry raised to its highest power is . . . identical with religion grasped in its
inmost truth.’”

©David Rigsbee
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FEEDING THE WILD RABBIT

ANGELA PATTEN
Angela Patten is author of three poetry collections, In Praise of Usefulness (Wind Ridge Books), Reliquaries and Still Listening,
both from Salmon Poetry, Ireland, and a prose memoir, High Tea at a Low Table: Stories From An Irish Childhood (Wind Ridge
Books). Her work has appeared in literary journals and anthologies. In 2016 she received a National Poetry Prize from the Cape
Cod Cultural Center. She now lives in Burlington, Vermont where she is a Senior Lecturer in the University of Vermont English
Department.

Signs of Bad Weather
after reading an interview with my grandfather, Bill Goggins,
of Tullaghanoge, County Meath, Ireland,
conducted by his twelve-year-old daughter Ann
for a national oral history project in 1938.
When the sky is red in the morning
When the sky is yellow at sunset
When the sun sets down in a bed of clouds
When the sun is greenish
When the seabirds come inland
When the hills are near
When the cows lie down in the field
When swallows fly low
When the crickets cry loudly
When the frogs turn black
When the midges are wicked in the evening
When the dog eats grass
When curlews cry
When the cats turn their backs to the fire

Then it is time to turn inward and ask ourselves
The questions we have placed on the long finger—
Why is a furrow like a backbone?
Why does the warm air seem kind?
Why does lavender keep moths away?
What would it be like to be invisible, like an angel?
What is given and what must be earned?

Angela Patten
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Feeding The Wild Rabbit
“We carry our homes within us which enables us to fly.”
							
John Cage
What should I feed the wild rabbit
that has been leaving its scat
in the snow under the birdfeeder?
I saw it sitting still as a garden statue
when I arrived home yesterday at dusk.
Last week the rechargeable bulb
of the amaryllis, banished to a shelf
in the back of the garage,
sprang to life and threw out first
one green shoot and then another.

For two nights now I have dreamed
of skating barefoot on a river
covered with a skiff of snow.
On either side the trees and bushes
look like lavish wedding gowns
adorned with lace. My feet glide
effortlessly over the ice. No fear
of falling, no searching for
safe harbor. Just this flying.

Do animals dream of the coming light
in their lairs beneath the snow?
I dream constantly of homelessness.
Something is preventing me
from entering those places I once lived,
all doors locked against me.

Once there was a room whose only light
came from a glowing fire where all
the crisscrossed bones of my ancestors
burned like kindling and their strange
elongated shadows leaped the walls.
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TO THE RIGHT OF PRAYER

DANIEL LUSK
Daniel Lusk is author of several poetry collections and other books, among them The Shower Scene from Hamlet, The Vermeer
Suite, and a memoir, Girls I Never Married. Well-known for his teaching, he also has been a Visiting Poet at The Frost Place
(Franconia, NH), Eigse Carlow Arts Festival (Ireland), and Juniata College (Huntingdon, PA), and a Resident Fellow at Stranmillis
University College-Queens (Belfast, N.I.), Yaddo (Saratoga Springs, N.Y.), and The MacDowell Colony (Peterborough, N.H.). His
genre-bending essay, “Bomb” (New Letters), was awarded a Pushcart Prize. In addition to Live Encounters, some of my poems
appear in recent or forthcoming issues of Gulf Coast, Crosswinds, Innisfree Review, Hawaii Pacific Review, North American Review,
Massachusetts Review, Spillway, and Nimrod International Journal.

To the Right of Prayer
“Unplug them people, send them home, it’s closing time.”
							
Lyle Lovett
Watching the Insurrection, that eruption
of hatred, Ma would have said:
“T’aint funny, McGee.” The way she did
when she learned we had stolen a leaky scow
to row to a muddy island in the river.

Truth is, we were not thieves but adventurers
in want of a boat. But she’s gone,
and I’m watching twin sisters on the TV news,
their lips like petals of flowers in Bali, try
to fathom what drives a cult of strangers

to despise them enough to burn down
a country in the name of Jesus and Abe Lincoln.
I am thinking of all the people I have loved,
the ones I can’t abide or trust today. If ever
things were “clear as the nose on your face”
as Ma would say, “it’s there in black and white.”

A weak apology by sycophants, no more
than this half-hearted snow fall, will not suffice
with so much of Truth and Beauty at stake
and them too indifferent to pray to.

Daniel Lusk
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The Book of Daniel the Vegetarian”
“…and the king saw the hand as it wrote.”
Daniel 5:5

This is the dream where I am in a cave in the city wall. The old lions are
napping; they’ve had their poached egg and toast. But one youngster is pacing.
Even in the dark I can tell he is distressed, the pupils of his eyes muddy and
narrow. He hasn’t had steak or sex in weeks. The king had called me to
his rooms to tell me his dream so I could say what it meant. His aura was bad.
The young lion had the same sort of weak static about him—maybe bad
cholesterol. I could think only of Plato and another cave near Hannibal—
the voluptuous moss, the bed on a shelf of rock against a wall, the shadows and
the lapping of a river running underground. The only fire, the candle of desire
I said he would embrace but tell no one, not even his favorite wife. Also to shun
fried foods. The king was furious. Called me a name in Chaldean. I knew he
had another cave in mind and now this.

DANIEL LUSK

Nine Green Apples
Nine green apples and one red:
my life.
I should not bother the sky
with such disparity.
Think of the newborn.
He has no yesterday.

He thinks god is a breast,
that love is a fullness on the tongue,
the swollen lips…
This belief may persist for a lifetime.
Whom shall I ask for words
to console my spirit?

Here is an old song learned in childhood:
“Bye, baby bunting. Daddy’s gone
a-hunting. To catch a little rabbit skin…”
What sort of lullaby for a vegetarian?
Will you mind if I hum
as I gather some Lovage, some rhubarb,
some lemon thyme?
With so many apples
I cannot help singing.
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RABE DE LAS CALZADAS

LAURA FOLEY
Laura Foley is the author of seven poetry collections. Why I Never Finished My Dissertation received a starred Kirkus Review, was
among their top poetry books of 2019, and won an Eric Hoffer Award. Her collection It’s This is forthcoming from Salmon Press.
Her poems have won numerous awards, and national recognition—read frequently by Garrison Keillor on The Writers Almanac;
appearing in Ted Kooser’s American Life in Poetry. Laura lives with her wife, Clara Gimenez, among the hills of Vermont.
www.laurafoley.com

Rabé de las Calzadas
The buildings are limestone,
rosy, ochre, ancient blocks,
the church is stone,
on top an iron cross.
In a rooftop nest
of wheat and twigs
it’s gathered from the field,
a stork on skinny legs
stretches her wings
and feeds her young.

A church bell chimes the hour
and the quarter hour
and the half
as seeds float down from unseen trees—
linden, oak, acacia, birch.
A small black dog trots by,
at home in this ancient town,
as are the storks, the seeds,
the iron lamps,
the oval drinking trough,
the wind holes cut in stone.

Laura Foley
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Like Rain, Like Snow
“…and the king saw the hand as it wrote.”
Daniel 5:5

The white pine weeps needles
leached of green—auburn snowflakes
I carry on shoulders and hair unaware,
into palliative care, handing newspapers
to patients—as I lean, one plucks
a needle from my shoulder, as wind
sifts the remainder from trees
like rain, like snow, drifting and burying.
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LAURA FOLEY

In Herrerías
This late spring afternoon,
among the mountains of Léon,
I sit and watch the light
moving on a shadowed field,
like the finger of fate,
rounded bales of still-green hay,
poplar leaves shuddering
like penitents receiving grace,
in the breeze cooling my face,
the usual shadows
lengthening toward night—
but in the woods, unseen, a bird
I’ve never heard before—
a call arising from ancient tales,
a strangely plangent, medieval song,
but so clear, right here: Cuckoo.
I rub my ears, and hear again:
Cuckoo, cuckoo, cuckoo—
and then, Sumer is Icumen In
rising through time-woods in my mind,
from elementary school, my singing
Coo Coo Coo Coo, Loudly sing Cuckoo,
in concord with these foreign Spanish woods.

© Laura Foley
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Oh When the Saints
Even the roosters speak Portuguese,
announcing afternoon to the world,
cooka ricoooo, cooka ricoooo,

When we arrive in Santiago, the cathedral
of a saint, we visit his bones,
second year in a row, but it doesn’t get old.

dangle my feet, after walking
today’s fifteen miles,
over a hundred these last ten days.

but when a man in line behind us snaps
a forbidden photo, I clap my hands in rage—
we’ve come so far to achieve this moment of peace!

as a baby sheep, all fuzzy fur and ears,
gambols through a field, where I rest,
on a wall of stone just high enough to sit,

We catch the ferry across the bay to Spain,
walk miles up a mountain
to an ancient seaside town.

I wade into the harbor, to cool my aching legs,
and am struck, I think unjustly, stung on my foot
by a fish, my big toe swelling clownishly.
The fish is a faneca, I’m told,
and it’s so rare to be bitten,
I feel I’ve won the lottery, in opposite.

Walking by a sinuous river, shadowed by chestnuts,
thinking of my mother-in-law in Madrid,
I’m grateful for my luck—
she’s beginning to like me, now I’ve walked
five hundred miles across her country,
as I trudge two hundred more.
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We hug his bejeweled sculpture, feel the ancientness,
commune with millions of believers
who’ve done the same,

How can I commune with a dead saint
I don’t believe in,
when bus tourists behave so badly?
My body shakes with indignation—
who does he think he is,
to spoil our pilgrimage?

Now I know why St. James
is often shown wielding a sword,
cutting off a head, trampling a Moor.

When the tourist ducks into the confessional,
after pilgrim’s mass, I regret imagining
severing his head, wonder if St. James ever felt the same.

© Laura Foley
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Coastal Globe

The Expanding Universe

We walked by gulls gathering for the night,
as seals rose from the sea, looking curiously
at us, before curling under icy black water.
A herd of porpoise emerged, dark fins
churning waves. In a chaos of sound, gulls
lifted from the cliff, filled the pink sky around us,
scavenging the porpoises’ feeding frenzy.
Sky purpled, sea turned placid blue as the sun set,
as we walked home, arm in arm in the dark,
under the sudden globe of stars, as if some great hand
planned to shake us up.

I
Nephew’s first visit from Spain,
saying Yes, in halting English,
to my daughter, who leads him
to the stage-lit dance floor—
no hesitant tremor
from this shy young man,
stammerer in a foreign tongue—
Yes, to dance after dance, opening
like a flower in sun to all of us.

II
They arrive in time for the waltz,
his wife in flowing black dress,
with tiny white constellations,
revolving like Gemini
around a sun only they can see,
a bump of new life rounding her waist—
a galaxy of stars,
circled by my son’s guiding arms.
III
His father lies buried in the field,
near the house where our children
were born, where crickets
must be calling same as here,
where they augment fiddle and guitar,
seeking mates in creation.
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YOU WILL KEEP RUNNING ACROSS THE BORDERS

OSAMA ESBER
Osama Esber, born in Syria in 1963, is a widely published author of poetry and short stories, as well as a major translator of English
writings into Arabic. He currently lives in exile in the United States, where he arrived initially in 2012 as a visiting scholar at the
University of Chicago. Now living in California, Esber is also an editor for the Arab Studies Institute’s Tadween Publishing house and
a host of Status, Jadaliyya’s audio-visual podcast, and associate editor in the Arabic Section of Jadaliyya. His most recent collection
of poetry is entitled `Ala turuqi al-bahariyya (My Seaside Paths, Jordan: Dar Khutut wa Zilal, 2020).

The original written in Arabic by Osama Esber has been translated into English by the him.

You Will Keep Running
Across the Borders

Osama Esber
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Perhaps you shall not find a shadow in the heat
and you will keep chasing a mirage
In a desert of your creation.
Perhaps your house shall vanish from its neighborhood
your neighborhood from its city
your city from its country
your country from the map.
Perhaps you shall gaze at shoreless seas
at springless waters
and mouthless rivers.
Perhaps you shall lose yourself in frozen lakes,
your prayers shall trap you.
your dreams shall catch you,
lead you to the door of nightmares,
and you shall miss the exit.
Perhaps you shall walk forward
without knowing if your feet are on a path.
Perhaps you shall not find for them a foothold.
Perhaps clouds shall rain stones over cities.
and you shall spend your life
under the illusion that you are loved.
Perhaps you shall live on the margins
thinking you are in the center.
Perhaps insomnia shall be your bed,
and you shall see metallic birds
lay bombs in their nests.
Perhaps you shall spend your days waiting,
you will eat while waiting,
drink while waiting,
make love while waiting,
wait while waiting.

continued overleaf...
© Osama Esber
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You Will Keep Running
Across the Borders contd...
Perhaps you shall continue to fill your cup
from an empty bottle,
and taste the void,
thinking it is wine.
Perhaps your soul shall escape your body
and live in another’s.
Perhaps you shall awaken
to find neither morning nor evening.
Perhaps the dead will leave their graves
to live in the air you breathe.
Perhaps you shall see their images plastered on walls,
their articles published in newspapers.
Perhaps they shall walk in your funeral
and dig your grave with their hands.
Perhaps you shall see them
sitting on a balcony of words
when you read the morning paper
maybe you will see their eyes glow and occupy yours
when you read your schoolbooks.
when you sleep, they shall ask you to dream for them.
Perhaps the dead are the living.
Perhaps a door will open
and the unexpected shall enter.
Perhaps you shall open your arms
and embrace a stranger.
Perhaps you shall think yourself alive
when you are dead.

and you shall remain a follower
In a country of followers and masters.
Perhaps your wound shall bleed, unhealed.
Perhaps you shall not find yourself,
or shall be fed words
meant to festoon your grave.
Perhaps you shall think you have wings
without raising your head to see if there’s a sky.
Perhaps your life shall become numbers,
you shall worship numbers.
the prophets’s revelation shall come in numbers,
from a sky that feeds on numbers.
You shall whisper numbers as you pray.
Perhaps you shall rise, suddenly,
hanging on the hair of the right path.
Perhaps it shall lead you to hell.
Perhaps paradise is behind you,
in a past life, and you are not aware.
Perhaps you are made of dreams,
those of a force yet unawakened.
Or, perhaps you are a nightmare which trapped creation.
or an unwritten myth,
or a written fabrication.
Perhaps you come in to life only in order to die.
Perhaps you die
in order to not understand what is happening.
Perhaps you shall remain in the same city,
sitting at the same bar,
repeating the same story
to those who do not listen.
continued overleaf...
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YOU WILL KEEP RUNNING ACROSS THE BORDERS

OSAMA ESBER

You Will Keep Running
Across the Borders contd...
Perhaps you shall migrate outside yourself,
outside your country,
outside others,
and yet remain among them as if you never left.
Perhaps your body shall transform into a machine
with a coin slot to operate it.
Perhaps you will live
on a single tablet for the rest of your life.
Perhaps you will move to another planet
when you cannot find a home on this one.
You shall be homeless on Mars,
or a vagabond on Jupiter.
Perhaps you will work as an Uber Spaceship pilot,
or an interstellar pizza deliveryman.
Perhaps you will be a lotto vendor
in a faraway galaxy.
Perhaps you shall return to your childhood
and be unable to recognize yourself.
Your hands will remain on buttons
and your eyes on screens,
perhaps you shall be unable to separate them.
Perhaps you shall remain hidden from others
and they will keep running away from you.

Perhaps cities’ streets
shall be deserted
and cafes will become monuments for the void.
Perhaps loneliness will grow like trees,
and boredom will become green like grass.
Perhaps boredom shall be squeezed like fruit,
its juice shall be drunk in waiting.
Perhaps the fungi of fear shall grow,
and the lichens of indifference shall bloom.
Perhaps humidity will blister your skin,
like it blisters the walls in your room.
Perhaps anxiety shall become a consolation,
and fear a drug.
Perhaps the statue of waiting
shall be worshipped like an idol.
Perhaps you shall hear voices in your head,
voices stripped of words,
and see around you words trembling in the cold.
Perhaps you will hear
the music of an instrument playing itself.
Perhaps books shall read themselves,
and news bulletins shall listen to themselves.
Perhaps fear will sit at bars and tell its stories.

continued overleaf...
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YOU WILL KEEP RUNNING ACROSS THE BORDERS

OSAMA ESBER

You Will Keep Running
Across the Borders contd...
Perhaps you shall go onto the streets of your city
and see the dead become the living,
some will walk,
some will sit in cars,
some will lie lifeless with cigarettes hanging from their mouths.
Perhaps you will walk and never arrive,
and when a bridge appears in front of you,
perhaps you will wonder what bridges are for
when kisses fade before they reach the lips,
when the heart stops beating at the height of its excitement,
when a hand is extended but left unshaken,
when memory becomes a hardware store,
when you spend your life
remembering only those you need something from,
when you walk as if you are on the edge of the abyss,
or sleep as if you are in a casket,
when the screen preaches to you like an imam.
Maybe you will not stop dreaming,
maybe you will increase the dosage of your dreams,
maybe your words will liberate themselves
and leave the corpse of language.
Maybe you will stand announcing you are not alone
and there are others approaching
and they are not ghosts.
Maybe you are not living an illusion.
and a time will come
when you shall leave your prison
knowing what liberates you.
Maybe you will keep running across borders.
without finding a country.
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COOP

SINÉAD MCCLURE
Sinéad McClure is a writer, radio producer, and illustrator. Her poetry has been published on Poethead, Live Encounters Poetry &
Writing, Crossways Literary Journal, The Cabinet of Heed, Dodging the Rain, StepAway Magazine, A New Ulster and The Ekphrastic
Review. In March 2021 Sinéad won the 8th O Bhéal Five Word Poetry Prize. Sinéad is also a writer for children, and has written 15
dramas for Ireland’s National Radio Children’s Service, RTEjr Radio on the themes of conservation and Ireland’s natural heritage.

Coop
We flew with you
from wood to wall,
grasping handfuls
of the featherless air,
till in cupped hands
I carried you out,
straightened
your tiny, bird feet,
tucked you beneath
the lobelia

Sinéad McClure
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COOP

SINÉAD MCCLURE

July west of the Shannon, 1974.
We’ve just come in after trawling
for pinkeens, jars on strings
slung over our shoulders,
knees scuffed by the Boyle River current.
Around the parlour table
we play musical chairs
in a scramble for seats.
Faces spit and hankied clean
warmed by steam
curling from a rabbit stew.
There’s a coup
in the seating war
and I am overthrown
to the highest pew—
feet dangling.

Our leaving brings a rare howl
from granny, who prowls
the room carelessly.
Just for a second
her eyes are keen again,
fleet as flickers of ash and ember;

She remembers childhood fishing
from Clooncunny bridge;
on the water tiny bubbles
bell and twist,
the jetty is a crucifix
floating in the mist
of her failing Autumn.

Every piece of meat is savoured,
plates licked, forks quick
to scrape the essence
back to the patterned roses.
A swift repast, a quick escape,
to leave our seats and grab our jars,
race towards the half door—jangling.
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COOP

SINÉAD MCCLURE

1974 was a good year for an accident
Six stitches in my wrist
after falling on a rusty mattress
fly-tipped in the field.
Your best shirt ripped
to cover the squirting tear,
ma’s swears—my brother fainting.

That was the year I made my communion.
I fell that day too,
three stitches in my knee,
a shiny, stone sized scar.

And it was the year
I fell over in the garden
trying to avoid a slap,
after answering back—that little scar bled.

Remember you borrowed Henry’s Honda 50
and I begged to be pillion?
My arms too small to hold on tight.
What a fright you got when it skidded.
We were digging out pebbles for weeks.
I was six, I learned to be brave.
A lollipop, a shot, a stitch.
A sharp intake of breath.

I can’t touch your pallid brow.
I’ve lost all bravado now.
Instead I turn to run,
stub my toe on the chapel door
hold back the shout
until I’m out in the July air.
1974 was a better year for an accident.
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THE EASTER TREE

ANTON FLOYD
Anton Floyd was born in Egypt, a Levantine mix of Irish, Maltese, English and French Lebanese. He studied at Trinity College, Dublin
and University College, Cork. He has worked in the eastern Mediterranean and now lives in West Cork. Poems widely published in
Ireland and internationally. A member of Irish Haiku Society, he is several times winner of International Haiku Competitions. A
selection of haiku is included in Between the Leaves, an anthology of new haiku writing from Ireland edited by Anatoly Kudryavitsky
(Arlen House, 2016). His first poetry collection, Falling into Place was published by Revival Press in 2018. He edited Remembrance
Suite, a chapbook of sonnets by Shirin Sabri (Glóir, 2018) and an international anthology of poems, Point by Point (Glóir, 2018). He
received the 2019 Literary Prize awarded by the Dazzling Spark Arts Foundation (University of Macau, China). A new collection,
Depositions is forthcoming from Revival Press in 2021.

The Easter Tree
The crying child at night intuits
loneliness. A mother, too, bears
the weight of the future, conceals it,
yet she will weep hearing of hunger.
Last April, when covid locked us in,
the forsythia sprayed its saffron.
It, like flocking birds in spring flight,
links continents, mocks frontiers.
The moon and the stars, the sun
and, closer to home, the mountains
are indifferent to what beauty is;
to laughter, to grief, to George Floyd’s
last breath for his mother. Who can
bear alone the solitude of a fleeting life?

Anton Floyd, photograph Carol Anne Floyd.
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THE EASTER TREE

The Heart’s Last Waltz
in memoriam Paddy Malone
The news has come. I feel stranded
my hands filling with rain. The night
is full of tricks. It’s hard to be still.
I think of your heart’s last waltz
and how I love your voice, lonely
above the crowd, singing out,
I see my light come shining.
The night watchman hears
the busker practising his chords
and his flashlight clicks. It shines
from the west unto the east.
Yesterday was - any day now I shall be...
tonight is - now you are released.
G Am Bm Am G / G Am Bm D G
The record in my head plays the blues.
The sleepless angel on the phone
knows the hour. The love in her voice
is delicate and she tells it how it is.
A caged bird imagines another life.
Chance then the cold wind blows.
It hollows out the bones of night
until the bars of the cage corrode.
The free bird leaves an empty space
and the sad eyed lady sings farewell.
Her song is a vigil she keeps past dawn.
The words and music, entwined
like lovers, make a heaven of memory of a life returned and nothing owed.
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ANTON FLOYD

Winter Afternoon pausing with Emily Dickinson
to remember Panos
Winter afternoon
light spears the sky
and the fields where
the fields lie bare, prone.

All is paused - our steps,
voice, breath, minutes the minutes then unsnag,
slip into the curious air.

Sinking into the dark,
the sun leaves leaves a certain difference
but no scar. Night falls a poem is recalled. Then then the rest is silence.

im Panos Hartsiotis 24 November 2020
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SUMMER NIGHT 1948

RICHARD W HALPERIN
Richard W. Halperin holds Irish-U.S. nationality and lives in Paris. He has published four collections via Salmon Poetry, Cliffs of
Moher; the most recent is Catch Me While You Have the Light, 2018; People in a Diary is listed for 2021. In complement, he has
published thirteen shorter collections via Lapwing, Belfast; the most recent is Richard Dalloway in Wisconsin: Two Poem Sequences,
2021. His poem ‘Snow Falling, Lady Murasaki Watching’ is on permanent display in the Hawk’s Well Theatre, Sligo.

Summer Night, 1948
‘. . . people in pairs, not in a hurry, switching the weight of their
aestival bodies . . . ’ Knoxville: Summer of 1915, James Agee

One star does not make night. It takes
A few stars, not many, for that. My mother,
My father, were there, talking. I could not
Understand what they were saying. Sometimes
They paused, then paused longer. I wondered
Did they know I was even there? They were
In their usual words to each other, not many.
We were on a back porch. There they were,
And the night. I had no word yet for sorrow,
But sorrow was. My parents were so young.
After, they unravelled the life we were having.
That night, they kept on going, in their few words.
I think they thought they were happy, that they
Belonged together, that it is a tender thing
To have a conversation which does not
Become dispute, which trails off into the night
And the night carries it. Deep night, when one
Is glad to have a porch. To have chairs to sit in.
To have a flat to go back into. Familiar.
Glad to have, when they remembered, a child
To bring back in. Not to think sorrow is sorrow.
Not to know that sorrow makes us what
We become. In time, my mother became
Interesting. My father became interesting.
I became interesting. That is what sorrow does.

Richard W Halperin
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SUMMER NIGHT 1948

Summer Night, 1948

RICHARD W HALPERIN

contd...

This is summer night. This is the ending
I am now beginning. This is the ending, my
Dedicating this poem to so many beautiful
American artists, James Agee, Samuel Barber,
Eleanor Steber among them, their work
Is done, and to my parents, their work is done
And good that I was part of it, and so I also
Dedicate this poem to the patience to be a parent
Or to be an artist, as the world continues to
Fall through space and as space continues to
Fall through something larger, and through
Something infinitely smaller and more patient.
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AND BEE

RICHARD JARETTE
Richard Jarrette is author of Beso the Donkey (2010)--Gold Medal Midwest Independent Publishers Association for Poetry 2011; A
Hundred Million Years of Nectar Dances (2015); The Beatitudes of Ekaterina (2017); The Pond (2019); and Strange Antlers (Parlor
Press/Free Verse Editions, Fall, 2021). Jarrette writes a monthly poetry column for VOICE Magazine of Santa Barbara, California,
and lives semi-reclusively in the Central Coast region of California after formative years in the Southern Appalachia Highlands of
Western North Carolina where he is also considered a regional writer. His books received advance praise from W.S. Merwin, Jane
Hirshfield, Joseph Stroud, and Sam Hamill. Beso the Donkey has been translated to Chinese by Yun Wang who also translated Su
Dong Po to English in Dreaming of Fallen Blossoms: Tune Poems of Su Dong Po (White Pine, 2019).

And Bee
Recluse
quiet
hears
the mountain
arrive
leaf
return
to earth
___________

Gaze fixed
between the ears
of a horse
neck turns—
beyond the tail
a figure
mist

__________

Evening—
the waxing
November moon

Richard Jarrette
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unhindered
not knowing
its name
__________
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AND BEE

And Bee

RICHARD JARETTE

contd...

And bee
investigating
toes
what say
your dance
in the honey
__________

Leaf falls
left

its shadow
right

blink
of the pendulum—
a door

_________

Two streams
flow into a lake
pierced a little
by light

near its mud
in the glance of a fish
the faint glint
of Venus
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__________

Dear bird
the camouflage
was working
to perfection
until the leaves
all fluttered
not you
__________

The dry-paper
riffling buzzard
feathers louder
__________

Also mortal
serpentine rock
lichens feeding
on your face
__________

Winter storm
white pelicans

from the high plains
of central Canada
Big Sur jade
below the headland
treacherous
the secret caves
__________

Winter’s
mysterious colors
spring has
yet never said
__________

The absence
of cabbage butterflies
you know this
butterfly
__________

continued overleaf...
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AND BEE

And Bee

RICHARD JARETTE

contd...

Even

the violet-hued
hummingbird

withdraws its tongue
stills the wings
and dreams
__________

Dust gathers
on the seas

late migrants
meet the early

in strange weather
birdsong—

__________

The day gave a thin cry
and let down its wings
__________
Earth

riffling through dead
leaves and grass

__________

until two
hawks circled
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__________

_________

searching
for the spring brides

Night
and day
the
keyhole

against enemies
but the moon

tender-curious

no answer

light
through

required says
the stone world

The crow says
evening has beautiful feet

Every day
the white lion

__________

A heart of stone
filled with fire

has been here
unseen
__________

spring poppies and silver
lupine near
Wildflowers rise
by the road

people slow down
for colors

and perfumes
for deep memories
of a long voyage
to Ithaka
__________

continued overleaf...
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AND BEE

And Bee

RICHARD JARETTE

contd...

Where

directions
simple

somewhere
between
water
and duck
__________

Today
everything
an enigma

today
a red-tail
is the horse
__________
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Tonight
is it you little soul

and the moon
shepherding stars
behind rainy
clouds
__________
Be
wanton
spring

spangled
delirious
long
__________
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TO MY GHOST EGG

CHELLA COURINGTON
Richard Jarrette is author of Beso the Donkey (2010)--Gold Medal Midwest Independent Publishers Association for Poetry 2011; A
Hundred Million Years of Nectar Dances (2015); The Beatitudes of Ekaterina (2017); The Pond (2019); and Strange Antlers (Parlor
Press/Free Verse Editions, Fall, 2021). Jarrette writes a monthly poetry column for VOICE Magazine of Santa Barbara, California,
and lives semi-reclusively in the Central Coast region of California after formative years in the Southern Appalachia Highlands of
Western North Carolina where he is also considered a regional writer. His books received advance praise from W.S. Merwin, Jane
Hirshfield, Joseph Stroud, and Sam Hamill. Beso the Donkey has been translated to Chinese by Yun Wang who also translated Su
Dong Po to English in Dreaming of Fallen Blossoms: Tune Poems of Su Dong Po (White Pine, 2019).

To My Ghost Egg
We should end these talks
thirty-five years of
should I or shouldn’t I
You were certainly willing
even generous
to hang out
among the thousand
hoping you’d be the one
tumbled & fertilized
and me hoping you wouldn’t
kill my chances of grad school
but always mourning (with relief)
your death
though I wanted you
in abundance
in case
I got cold feet & decided
to stop taking the pill
follow in mom’s
footsteps
let you do
whatever you wanted

Chella Courington
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TO MY GHOST EGG

CHELLA COURINGTON

Good Trouble
I was fifteen
in a small Alabama town
when I first heard your name
John Lewis, then
Edmund Pettus Bridge.

Their clubs cracked your bones.
Their tear gas clogged your lungs.
An iron pipe almost ended your life.
But you stood up.
You walked on
for fifty years plus more,
modeling resilience, leaving a trail of hope.
When you died,
the earth slowed.
The sun dimmed
The air thinned.
The world would never be the same.
Full smile, baritone voice.
Gone.

But we are not alone.
You left us with your words
a way to persevere.
“Walk with the wind, brothers and sisters,
and let the spirit of peace and the power
of everlasting love be your guide.”
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THE SUNFLOWER

JOHN GREY
John Grey is an Australian poet, US resident, recently published in Orbis, Dalhousie Review and Connecticut River Review. Latest
books, “Leaves On Pages” and “Memory Outside The Head” are available through Amazon.

The sunflower
I plant a sunflower
in this patch of earth
scarred by street salt
from overzealous snow-plows.
There is nothing more winter
than brown grass,
brackish soil.
Or cold hands
that make a place
for a seed to take root.

I’m hoping that flower
will lead us both out
of our unpromising situations.
that its golden face
will return the favor
to the one who gave it life.
We both need something
to raise us up
out of darkness.
We are both enamored
of light.

John Grey
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THE SUNFLOWER

JOHN GREY

Emerging from Nature’s pack

Andy goes bowling

A squirrel spies spilled popcorn,
darts out from cover,
then, at the sight of me,
stops, flinches, turns,
scurries back into the brush.

There’s no disguising the wants of these people.
It’s to obliterate the pins at the far end of the alley.
A strike is better than sex. A spare is sex.

I don’t move.
His second run at food
is more daring than the first.
But it still brings him up short.
The retreat is more measured
this time.
It involves various glares
in my direction,
a reconnoiter,
maybe even some physics.

Third time is a full-on, commando raid.
That rodent rushes up to the tip of my shadow,
grabs a piece of popcorn,
hops away like a rabbit
to the safety of its tree.
A bold and enterprising raid
on a food source –
that is how the squirrel
becomes subject matter.
Ants remain anonymous.
A twittering poplar can’t compete.
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But then there’s the split – no sex at all.
At least, until some guy powers his ball
at an impossible angle, knocks one into the other.
Then it’s great sex but with the one who looked
so mousey until she really let her hair down.
But it’s not sex. Not really.

Not when you take the crazy scoring system into consideration.
Some pins carry over into the next frame.
Doesn’t happen that way in bed.
Same with the fact that it’s a competition
with a real flesh and blood human being,
not the machine that resets, keeps the tally.

If you win, it’s like the woman stayed the whole night.
If you lose, no matter how many strikes and spares,
it’s just bowling. Nothing better to do on a Saturday night –
which is why Andy’s here in the first place.
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FRAGMENTS OF LIVING

SVEN KRETZSCHMAR
Sven Kretzschmar hails from Germany. His poetry has been published widely in Europe and overseas, among other outlets in
Writing Home. The ‘New Irish’ Poets (Dedalus Press, 2019), Hold Open the Door (UCD Press, 2020), Voices 2020 (Cold River Press,
2020) and 100 Words of Solitude (Rare Swan Press, 2021), in The Irish Times, Live Encounters, Das Gedicht, Loch Raven Review,
Wordpeace, 2 Meter Review and Selcouth Station. He was awarded 1st prize in the ‘Creating a Buzz in Strokestown’ competition
and has been shortlisted for many international awards. https://trackking.wordpress.com/ and Instagram: @sven_saar_poetry

Fragments of living
(for Sabrina Lorenz; after Michael Longley)
This village keeps expanding on my pages
for decades on end. I have watched the wind
ruffle rivers and ponds, skim along
corn fields ripe for harvest. My gaze climbed

acacias during breathers in tent camps where I grew
from child to adult, from attender to carer
in summers when we got dotted
with mosquito bites, and finger paint during play time.
I have counted the neighbours that retired,
whose driveways I observed from my study
window before age came to call them up.
Weekly re-visits, my hand on their headstones,

rarely an afterglow from the past. The thirty-five
pubs we once had on High Street –
fragments of living, of how we fall into the world
and shrink to its bones.

Sven Kretzschmar
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FRAGMENTS OF LIVING

Near a mountain lake
(after Basil Bunting and John Montague, on day after his death in Nice)
In this corrie we find ourselves
severely alone
until a light breeze brings to the ear
the song of a thrush
in the syringa,
sends a shiver up my spine,
and makes the lake water tremble too,
signalling:
spring has come around at last.
Yet, it is still too cold
for a dart into the tarn.
Our bathing gear we brought in vain.
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SVEN KRETZSCHMAR

Montparnasse
(for, and after, Gerry Murphy)
We waited,
not for Godot, mind ye,

but sort of felt that way
by his marble slab. Rain

dropped down imitating
various clockwork sounds,

wind beat against thinned-out
crowns of trees, we beat time
waiting. But he did not come
up again.
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FRAGMENTS OF LIVING

SVEN KRETZSCHMAR

Off early

Days of light and water

On the news on a bad hair day in the office
police sirens, speeding paramedics, all taking care,
one way or another, of illegal carnival revellers
illegally revelling in carnival activities using the wrong masks
and no proper distance. On that very same news,
caught in all his make up and finery, coxcomb-crowned:

On days of light and water, when the sun of early March
forces its yellow way through moisture-shed clouds
to steep the street and its storefronts
in hope’s golden shimmer, something creeps into my bones –
the kind of warmth unfelt long ago when I had stopped

a councillor who, just last week, was called
out for barbershopping at the best hair stylist in town,
against his own decree, when he wanted
to see his love affair in a different district, far out
of his self-imposed 15 km radius in which viruses
and anti-vaxxers went wild for weeks. All these

waiting for a letter of love you had never written.
Or net yet. Pale, soft light echoes across the city
on days of light and water, announcing: night
will shine blue through the window and will state
I cannot stop to feel just because I am in love.

truths about him on this goldurned news
jade him on this bad hair day in the council office,
his life seems a mélange of conflict
and generally bad promo after this week’s only business
appointment: ruining his patent-leather shoes in sand
heaps of a construction site. He puts his feet up
on a desk that looked posh and important
in the year 2000, and remembers he should be off
early for another attempt with his love affair.
And he should polish his suede yachting shoes before
for the next sand trap.
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CHANGE

HELEN DEMPSEY
Helen Dempsey from Rush, Co. Dublin has had poems published in anthologies, magazines, online, local radio, poetry readings and
open mic sessions. She won Fingal Libraries’ Poetry Day competition 2018; a commended and highly commended award in the
Jonathan Swift Poetry Competition 2017 and was shortlisted for the Bridport prize in 2018. A member of the Ardgillan Creative
Writers’ Group, she holds a Masters Degree in Poetry Studies from Mater Dei College, D.C.U. and is working towards her first
collection.

Change
I feel in the fabric threads of being
molecular intensity,
the weighty sense of altered horizons.
Daily circuits,
routine familiar faces,
sameness in shopping lists,
bin collections,
commuter timetables;
yet I feel it.

Mental magnification plays deceptive games,
insane machinations or are there corrugations
on the mirrored estuary?
Have I mistaken the rustling
of silver birch leaves clapping?
Is something happening?

Costal dwellers ignored the elephants
before the great St. Stephen’s Day tsunami.
I see the early signs of unease
as yet an intermittent breeze,
but there is anarchy in the air.
The global temperature is rising.
Smell the fear.

Helen Dempsey
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CHANGE

HELEN DEMPSEY

High Tide

Easter Island

Huddles of sandbags
in household islands.

Core of nowhere. Desolate
hapless habitat of no one.

The enemy creeps closer,
with every wave hope ebbs.
Hours of darkness terrify,
dawn wagers the outcome.

Rain gushes over drains,
sewage seeps, dank smells,

silent phones, candles sputter
in what was once a home.

Mildewed memories, human histories,
sodden dreams drift by.

Clutch trinkets and a change of clothes,
leave life’s remnants behind.
Clamber upstairs in defeat,
unhinge the window sash

too tired to utter worthless curses.
The rising tide is lintel level now.
As sirens call their final warning
neighbours motion from a boat.

Fallen albatross baffled by eerie doom,
battered, butted by relentless assaults
surf spray from misnamed ocean.

Island mysteries lichen carpeted,
pristine pile where nothing, no fall of foot, is felt.
Hints of stewardship haunts in long-forgotten lore.

A Bounty tale, boon for felons or pilgrims but lips are sealed,
tongues silent in stone-faced Moai gargantuans.

Guardians of god-forsaken gardens; sentinels without a cause.
Reasons vie with lessons spurned, social wisdom disregarded
when pride, greed, envy outstrips resources.
Denuded eco-systems, primordial woodland sacrificed
in wanton rapacious rivalry. Their gods grin.
Too late true revelation: Rocks cannot float.
Imprisoned in remote, insane, isolation
the savagery of disintegrating self in their last days,

baleful beings froth frantic pleas to dead-pan deities
with no comfort of resurrection.

Waver on the sill; one more
bewildered refugee tumbles.
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Martin’s Moon
(after Martin Buber’s I and Thou)
Clustered conservers inherit
old ways, sway with sea, palm,
on sand-toed atolls.

as he grows; two old men.
He knows the moods and hues of his lunar companion,
the slow arch of seasons.

Earnest’s old man, indigene,
deep, vast, bobs on the surface,
survives with a canny knowledge.

the native lowers himself into the briny
path, ripple-lit, to the horizon,
the capricious moon beams

Between Cancer and Capricorn
Huxley savages evolve simply,
scorned by dull northerners.

In the dugout felled from a trunk, chiselled, seared,
honed by hand, Martin’s subject watches, waits
then launches with temerity to forage.

Native and ocean synchronize, far from the gull’s caw,
free to ponder below a huge moon
that brings the shoals to him.

They have mellowed
in their spheres, unable to touch:
I and it. I and thou hover on the brink

while the other dreams. Tides abate.
Beneath tropical skies the native lives, tries,
his orbit of effort, the essence.

He observes the crescent orbit
without words or calculations;
pale-young, full-mature, wane-age
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BOOK REVIEW
Peter O’Neill’s latest book Henry Street Arcade ( Éditions du Pont de l’Europe) is a bilingual collection of sonnets inspired by
Walter Benjamin and Baudelaire and is translated into French by the poet and novelist Yan Kouton, and it will be launched at the
Baudelaire 200 Years! Literary Festival held by the Alliance Francaise Dublin branch on the 8th April, to celebrate the bicentenary
of the poet’s birth.

Yan Kouton is a poet, novelist, lyricist and edits the online review Les Cosaques des Frontières. A Breton, in origin, he has published
a number of novels; Le Passeur (2005), Les Oiseaux de Proie (2007) and Des Effrondements Souterrains (2011) all published by
Editions Zinedi. He is also a published poet, having had a number of publications, among them Le Mots sur l’emoi ( 2017 )
and Volutes (2018). Yan is currently based in Paris. Yan Kouton and Peter O’Neill have collaborated before on a number of translation projects together, though Henry Street Arcade is their first book length collaboration.

ANAMARÍA CROWE SERRANO
Anamaría Crowe Serrano is an Irish poet and translator. Her novel, In the Dark, set during the
Spanish Civil War, is forthcoming in May 2021 with Turas Press. She can be found on twitter @
CroweSerrano, instagram @liberleabhar, or at https://anamariacs1.wixsite.com/amcs.

Anamaría Crowe Serrano
Review of Peter O’Neill’s

Henry Street Arcade

Bilingual version with translations into French by
Yan Kouton.
O’Neill is not a poet given to trends or “profiteering”, as he says in the Preface.
His engagement with poetry goes beyond Irish borders, to what could be
called a Joycean preoccupation with Shakespeare, Vico, Dante, Homer, Yeats,
and of course, Baudelaire, who is his constant companion in the first section
of this book. Henry Street Arcade is infused with nods to the philosophies and
ideas of these literary giants, but it is Baudelaire’s interest in Parisian arcades
that led O’Neill to think about the Henry Street Arcade in the first place, that
charming little thoroughfare linking Prince’s Street to Henry Street in Dublin.

The French poet is everywhere in the poems of the first section, to the extent that
sometimes they read like a parallel Baudelairean universe, from the sensuous
languor of “The Big Apple” – the whole collection is strong on the sensuous
– to thoughts about decay and the passing of time. Ideals of beauty, whether
female or of the city, receive much attention. Yan Kouton must have had fun
translating these. His work reads beautifully in French, which of course comprises
half of the collection.
https://editionsdupontdeleurope.eproshopping.fr/1416597-henry-street-arcade-peter-o-neill-yan-kouton.html
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