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Dear Friends,

We are delighted to introduce to you the inaugural EU-China International
Literary festival, which brings together a number of exceptional Chinese and
European authors to participate in a series of literary events in Beijing and
Chengdu from November 21-27, 2017.

The eight prominent European authors selected to represent their countries
at this historic event hail from Austria, Belgium, Croatia, Greece, Italy,
Lithuania, Luxembourg, and Slovakia, and we are proud to be joined by some
wonderful writers from all across China to engage with them in this cross-
cultural initiative. In both Beijing and Chengdu, the EU-China International
Literary Festival will involve a series of literary events and discussions
featuring novelists, poets and short-story writers who will showcase some
leading European and Chinese literary talents, where they can exchange ideas,
engage with readers and audiences, and celebrate the diversity of European
and Chinese culture.

The EU-China International Literary Festival is a project devised by the
Delegation of the European Union to China as part of the #ExperienceEurope
initiative. This initiative is a two-year EU public diplomacy programme, aimed
at Chinese audiences, inviting them to learn more about the European Union,
its policies, values and cultural diversity, and to experience Europe more
directly.

Over the coming 18 months a second and third EU-China International
Literary Festival will be arranged with a view to welcoming authors from
all the EU member states to China, and to connecting with Chinese authors
and audiences in different regions across the country. We encourage you to
subscribe to our social media platforms to enable you to keep abreast of these
exciting activities as they develop.

We would like to thank all our partners who made this event happen,
particularly the embassies of the EU member states, the various participating
venues in Beijing and Chengdu, and of course the wonderful writers from
Europe and China who will grace this inaugural stage.

We welcome you to join in on this celebration and the many engaging

discussions that are set to take place, and we very much hope this festival
becomes a regular feature in the ever-blossoming EU-China cultural calendar.

R FEREARIR ] KA

Hans Dietmar Schweisgut, Ambassador of the European Union to China
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All events are free to enter, and will be in Chinese and
English. To register, scan the QR code.
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Beijing Events Programme

SRS TG A
Cultural Exchange in Literary Circles: Dialogue between
Chinese and European Writers of Contemporary
Literature

B
G ESUE
VRIZNFTE TR AR

Poetic Voices: Art that Unites Pleasure with Truth

WE: 11 H 22 H, A=, 18:00-19:30, His: Hifa
TR (TEFHIE)

Wednesday, November 22, 18:00 - 19:30, One Way
Street Library (Huajiadi venue)

ff % Writers: Guy Helminger ( & #& #®&
Luxembourg) , %, Yi Lei (#E, China) ,
Marius Burokas (3ZFg%@, Lithuania) , XiFH 4
/ Liu Liduo ( #[E, China)

2|
T8
WY PUAERIRI A

Taking Shape: Immersing in the Creative Process

IRl 11 H 22 H, A=, 20:00 - 21:30, #iqi:
Iz (L)

Wednesday, November 22, 20:00 - 21:30, One Way
Street Library (Huajiadi venue)

1E%/ Writers: & Lu Min ( #[E  China),
2/ Liang Hong ( *[E  China) , RT2
Song Aman ( H' [  China) , Jasna Horvat ( 5@
BN,/ Croatia) , Paolo Colagrande (& AF],/
Italy)

3]

TEB

PEEA 2R TR R A
SCERTTIERTFRE

Baring Society' s Shadow and Soul: Literary Ways and
Means

STE): 11 H 22 H, JE=, 18:00-19:30, #lisi: Efid
Wednesday, November 22, The Bookworm,
18:00 - 19:30

fE5,/ Writers: 3kBi#X / Zhang Yueran (&,
China) , Isabelle Wery ( tLAI, Belgium) ,
Dimitrios Stefankis ( %/ Greece)

4]
T
TRIEIZ 8

Delving Deep

ISTE): 11 H 22 H, JE=, 20:00-21:30, #lis: EHH
Wednesday, November 22, The Bookworm, 20:00
-21:30

1ER / Writers: 4SC# / Zhu Wenying (FR[E
China) , FR#IL ~ Stanley Chan ( #[E, China)
Zuzana Kepplova ( 1 & & %  Slovakia) ,
Richard Obermayr ( BHIF],~ Austria)
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Readers Beyond Borders

R 11 A 23 H, JFEPY, 18:00 - 19:15, Hugi: =5k
i (HIEOE)

Thursday, November 23, San Lian (Wu Dao Kou
venue), 18:00 - 19:15

1%/ Writers: £X#1 / Zhu Wenying (FH[E
China) , XIfi4% / Liu Liduo ( %1 [#  China) ,
Dimitrios Stefanakis ( 7 i/~ Greece) , Zuzana
Kepplova ( #r#& kst Slovakia)

I
i IERRRAISS « SRR

Striking the Right Chord: Finding the Narrative Voice

WA 11 A 23 H, JEPY, 19:30 -20:45, #ig: =Hk
FiE (FIEARE)

Thursday, November 23, San Lian (Wu Dao Kou
venue), 19:30 - 20:45

£ %/ Writers: % A B/ Sheng Keyi ( 1
/ China) , Richard Obermayr ( % # |
Austria) , Isabelle Wery ( EEFIR, Belgium)

GRS
S IEMIBBOATA I A

Assessing the World Through a Prism of Light

fSED: 11 H 23 H, &Y, 18:00-19:30, #iig: Efid
Thursday, November 23, The Bookworm, 18:00 —
19:30

{E%,/ Writers: FZ./ AYi (Fi[E  China) , X
¥/ Wen Zhen (#1[#  China) , Jasna Horvat
(P HITE,/ Croatia) , Guy Helminger ( /72,
Luxembourg)

[5]
T8N E
PRIV

The Writer's Life

fflE]: 11 H 23 H, J&PY, 20:00-21:30, #iqs: 454
Thursday, November 23, The Bookworm, 20:00 -
21:30

1E%./ Writers: B8/ Lu Min ( #1E, China) ,
W=V Shuang Xuetao ( H1[E China) , Paolo
Colagrande (AFI Ttaly) , Marius Burokas (37
F&g%e, Lithuania)
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Chengdu Events Programme

SCEEFHTSEE - FPEREZO G A
Cultural Exchange in Literary Circles: Dialogue between

Chinese and European Writers of Contemporary
Literature

1]
BN :
RITAH L5

Why We Write

[SIE): 11 H 25 H, J&7R, 14:30-16:00, #igi: EHH
Saturday, November 25, The Bookworm, 14:30 -
16:00

£ & / Writers: ¥ #k / Jiang Lin (¥ &
China) , #iZ  Yuan Yuan A [®  China) ,
Richard Obermayr ( 8 i F|  Austria) ,
Jasna Horvat ( 5@ % #l I Croatia) , Dimitrios
Stefanakis ( #fiE /Greece)

2]
IHBIAAHR :
TR - FHEMZRE R

Break the Mold: Diversity of Form in Writing

R 11 H 25 H, 7R, 16:30-18:00, #iqs: E45H
Saturday, November 25, The Bookworm, 16:30 -
18:00

1%/ Writers: £ EF Wang Guoping ( H'E
China) , /5 —#  Lu Yiping ( #'[®  China) ,
Guy Helminger ( /& # £  Luxembourg) ,
Zuzana Kepplova ( #1i&k5, Slovakia) |, Isabelle
Wery ( HLFII, Belgium)

10

El

azEid : o
TERRIBER  Br IR SCA R A
Disseminating the Magic: Literary Media in the Digital
Age

STE): 11 H 25 H, &7, 19:30-21:00, #isi: EHH
Saturday, November 25, The Bookworm, 19:30 -
21:00

fExR / Writers: B %/ Luo Wei Zhang (&,
China) , #4714}/ Yu Youyou (# & China) ,
Paolo Colagrande (B K A / Italy) , Marius
Burokas (:F52 Lithuania)

iéib%i@i‘

AT

The Literary Cabaret

ISED: 11 H 25 H, J&7R, 21:30- R, s EHd
Saturday, November 25, The Bookworm, 21:30 -
Late
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Constructing and Deconstructing Fiction

[SR: 11 H 26 H, JEAH, 14:00 - 15:30, #isi: F5AT
Sunday, November 26, Fang Suo, 14:00 - 15:30

fE %/ Writers: f5 — ¥/ Lu Yiping (" & /
China), FE¥, Wang Guoping ( HE, China) ,
Isabelle Wery ( EEFIIF, Belgium) |, Jasna Horvat
(FLZHITE,/ Croatia) , Paolo Colagrande ( & A
/ ltaly)

WAE
PRI

Echoes asking Shadows to Dance

AHE): 11 A 26 H, FH, 16:30 - 18:00, #ugki: 75FF
Sunday, November 26, Fang Suo, 16:30 - 18:00

{E5%./ Writers: # 7k, Zhai Yongming ( &,
China) , #%1%7,” Yu Youyou ( *[® / China) ,
Marius Burokas ( iz [ %8  Lithuania) , Guy
Helminger ( #%£, Luxembourg)

A
JHESCF 2

Embracing the Literary Muse

FE: 11 A 27 H, J&—, 19:30 - 21:00, #isi: F7RfT
Monday, November 27, 19:30 - 21:00, Fang Suo

£ &/ Writers: Ji 1& / Zhou Kai (' [H
China) , ¥ B/ Zhang Ni (*F [€ / China) ,
Dimitrios Stefanakis ( % ff /Greece) , Zuzana
Kepplova ( #7 #% f& %  Slovakia) , Richard
Obermayr ( Bi#],~ Austria)

11
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Beijing Events Programme

SCFFHSAEAZ R

FRIRAEZON 16
Cultural Exchange in Literary Circles: Dialogue between
Chinese and European Writers of Contemporary Literature

1]
AN
WA

AlE TP E S EAR

Poetic Voices: Art that Unites Pleasure with Truth

SR 11 A 22 H, A=, 18:00 -
19:30
sl FmaSiE (ERHE)

Wednesday, November 22, 18:00
- 19:30, One Way Street Library
(Huajiadi venue)

£ %/ Writers: Guy Helminger
(F# 2,/ Luxembourg), 17/
Yi Lei (4 [#  China), Marius
Burokas (32Fg%d, Lithuania) ,
X Wi 4/ Liu Liduo ( 7 E
China)

12

To register, scan here.

RERBR RS TR E SR, AL, #EQIFERE
{EtH RO R R, BAEMER, AREIFAL BIER,
/IR Guy Helminger, ZFg5EREA. SR FIZREE Marius
Burokas FIHALASCE R+, EAXIRNZE, AR EZIFICRME
S APE 2 A 7 SR EIFT IS 21 AR

RHZ,

Poetry is said to be the art that unites pleasure with truth; interior,
rhythmical creations that can travel the globe casting questions,
expressions and emotions. Guy Helminger, a poet, playwrite and
novelist from Luxembourg; Yi Lei, one of China' s most critically
acclaimed poets; Marius Burokas, a poet and editor of a literary
journal from Lithuanian; and Liu Liduo, a Chinese writer who
began her career writing poetry, will come together to share some
of their work and discuss the role of poetry and poetics in the 21st
century.
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Taking Shape: Immersing in the Creative Process RGN

WA 115 22 H, E=, 20:00
-21:30
Mo BEEEE (ESHE)

Wednesday, November 22, One
Way Street Library (Huajiadi
venue), 20:00 - 21:30

fER / Writers: #8 / Lu Min
(*F E /China), %  Liang
Hong (#E, China), K&, ~
Song Aman ( # [  China) ,
Jasna Horvat ( 52 & i ¥
Croatia), Paolo Colagrande ( &

KA/ Ttaly)

To register, scan here.

PERNT VRIS B A TIE RO, 2 BRI, A4
NG ARREAGESIE? AT BB DM HARAIE? 70X N
e, MTITESCEE ERIZER BT RS BRI E? A /&
FEREMIERARR? EXGNIeH, SESCEREE S
SCATFRRR, ARRAEIER, ARSCAERPISERN; ik
CHBEEIE) 5%, BBUNERRITE,; FARFZ /N,
i Paolo Colagrande At B N SLIRMEER, SUVIISR,
BI¥R, 5 A Jasna Horvat 421G AT QIR DA
AT S R 2B RE L,

How do writers develop their stories and characters into full-
blown, multilayered and complex novels and non-fiction titles?
How do they approach the process? What literary and structural
choices and sacrifices do they make along the way? How do they
find the right voice for their protagonist? In this discussion Lu Min,
winner of multiple accolades including the Lu Xun award; literary
critic and non-fiction writer, and winner of the People' s Literature
Award, Liang Hong; cutting-edge novelist Song Amen; Paolo
Colagrande, a prolific novelist and editor from TItaly; and Jasna
Horvat, an experimental writer, cultural theorist and scientist/
researcher from Croatia, will discuss their working processes and
how their novels and short stories ultimately take shape.

13
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Baring Society' s Shadow and Soul: Literary Ways and Means

Al 11 A 22 H, &=,
18:00 - 19:30
HisS: AR

Wednesday, November 22,
The Bookworm, 18:00 -
19:30

£ %  Writers: gk i 2k
/" Zhang Yueran ( # H
China), Isabelle Wery ( Lt
FI i/ Belgium), Dimitrios
Stefankis ( #ifi, Greece)

a
TGS
IRIE 28

Delving Deep

N E: 11 A 22 H, =,
20:00 - 21:30
g FHE

Wednesday, November 22,
The Bookworm, 20:00 -
21:30

fE % / Writers: & 3¢ i
/ Zhu Wenying ( # [
China) , BR##kIN ~ Stanley
Chan ( /" China),
Zuzana Kepplova ( i & fk
5 Slovakia), Richard
Obermayr ( H #n F|

Austria)

(O[S
BN

To register, scan here.

W E R 2 MO RSB S T RIR M, SMEEA
HERFIRH R R NTACRI T AR 75 REER KA RIE
I AR A G R/ NI DU 5 EEAIIN B Isabelle Wery 12
PEN T R LT, SEES. MUE, MRS LRSS
FEEFR, Prix Mediterranee Award #%£15# Dimitrios
Stefanakis, WA ) LA/ NGFIE B SRRV E R IT R,
Rt T—E I A AT 2O 175 F DA A A8 e A,

There are many ways to bare society's shadow and soul through
written work and tonight's talented panelists all take very different
approaches. China's Zhang Yueran displays it through her award-
winning stories and novels; Isabelle Wery from Belgium chooses
to sometimes do it through words on a page, sometimes through
dance and song, and at others through thespians on a stage;
and Prix Mediterranee award-winning Dimitrios Stefanakis
does it through his several novels and via his expansive literary
translations. Join them as they discuss what works for them, in
which forms, and why.

To register, scan here.

TERNTREEISHE N NS, DIASHER, EFEARAY,

DAELSEARTERIISERY, DA ATRERE MBS R SRR, o
AR, IR, 2RI R SR SR N SRRSO
FREE R ARBLGIERBRIN; Is OOtk TILREIER, 15
% Zuzana Kepplova; B0 3£ 22 /F 52 Richard Obermayr
2OZ MRS, FeMIaRREILA TR, DL
FOX G RAMA SR TS BRI TSR

Authors delve deep into their personal experiences and scour
the world around them for unusual and offbeat incidents and
individuals, the real and the surreal, anything that might offer
fertile ground for their stories to grow. In this discussion, Stanley
Chan, a leading representative of China's speculatative fiction
writers; prolific short story writer and novelist Zhu Wenying;
Slovakian newspaper columnist and author Zuzana Kepplova, and
Austrian novelist Richard Obermayr will share some of their work
and discuss how they perceive the world around them, what they
read, and how it all feeds into their own literary initiatives.

14
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Readers Beyond Borders

i€

To register, scan here.

WA 11 4 23 H, AN, ESEENENIGH, ZBBERISk R EREKT R MR,
18:00 - 19:15 PESEPRIRENRZ EIE S WA, WOSCER L, 1AM
Hisi: =ZHEBIE (FEAR) MRS KBS X5EH Zuzana Kepplova, MIfKAE
e/ N A ERIIE AR TR 0GR, ATIR4EENEIE, ENEETE
Thursday, November 23, San  fIiiz>215; KBS/ NI Dimitrios Stefanakis, 7EHAt
Lian (Wu Dao Kou venue), EZFEAH, MBI FIBRGEEZ AR, (ERI1=
18:00 - 19:15 TS TAN A A W5 | T HROR,  anlihR @i, an
AT ERBRINWERT T2 A
R/ Writers: X i 4% / ) ' o )
Liu Liduo ( /1 / China), In this eyenlpg‘s panel dlSC‘USSIOIl, San Lian bookshop welcomes
% H / Zhu Wenying (1 shanghal writer Zhu Wenying, whose stories are ﬁnf;hng readers
~ China) , Dimitrios I many countries; acclaimed poet and novelist Liu Liduo; Zuzana
. ) Kepplova from Slovakia, whose short stories and novels have
Stefanakis ( 7 GFQGQe); been translated into Dutch, German, Slovenian, Hindi and Polish;
Zuzana Kepplova (& X5 and Dimitrios Stefanakis, a Greek novelist whose works are now
/" Slovakia) widely read in French and Spanish, amongst other languages. The
authors will discuss how they construct inviting narratives, tell
universal stories, and ultimately manage to connect with a far-
flung readership.

Eﬁﬁf@ :
i IERIRRIES . SHRBURRT A &

Striking the Right Chord: Finding the Narrative Voice To regjster, scan here.

W E: 11 A 23 H, AWM, AENEEER AR R REEFRRUAE E, ¢
19:30 - 20:45 THARE U A NOZ AR 7E TR b 3, 7 th S R A s
s ZBCPRE (FUEAR)  HER T — K iR ER RS AT DL, RIS S A2 L
FINER Isabelle Wery FIZRFGIT [FIFEALITHR 42 F BUHIAF 5
Thursday, November 23, San  Richard Obermayr, =3RRI ATRIES, CARABATZ
Lian (Wu Dao Kou venue), {a[##3 A\ZH AT,
19:30 - 20:45
A fundamental element of any novel or short story can be in
V52 / Writers: &% aJ o, ~ finding the right narrative voice, and working out how the

. p rotagonist in particular should best come across on the page.

Sheng Keyi (FE” China) , ghinegse writer gheng Keyi, who is rapidly finding new readsrsgof

Rlchard. Obermayr (B R 1o work all around the world; Isabelle Wery from Belgium, who

/ Austria), Isabelle Wery (Et won the European Prize for literature; and Richard Obermayr from

Fi,/ Belgium) Austria who was nominated for the same award, will discuss their
work and how they identify the traits and tone of their characters.

15
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Assessing the World Through a Prism of Light To register, scan here.

WA 11 4 23 |, AP, 18:00 -

Thursday, November 23, The
Bookworm, 18:00 - 19:30

£ & / Writers: Bl £ / AYi

(#[#  China) , X¥ / Wen
Zhen (1 [# / China) , Jasna
Horvat ( 5@ % #i . / Croatia),
Guy Helminger ( /5 #%& #
Luxembourg)

16

TEACRAE (R /N R R SHEIA SR AT, 1ERAT]
—HE T RIS, RE CATEARASNS S,
LR, 91SEE U —FRRGIEE SR R, &
SHHIEA b, SET ORI RS
AR, BUNSRIIZ; R SRR BB R E S
FEEE; REHUER, ISR, S5FE 50 Jasna
Horvat; A#EEHA. BIfFR. /NS Guy Helminger.

Writers take inspiration from the world around them
and engage in genre-bending and genre-blending all the
time to tell the most vivid story they can, and to deliver
scenarios that challenge the reader to look at scenarios
and people in a different light. On stage tonight, to
discuss storytelling through creative prisms, are: Chinese
policeman-turned-novelist A Yi; Wen Zhen, a rising
literary star from China whose work is quickly finding
many international readers; Croatian author, theorist
of culture and a professor of economics Jasna Horvat;
and poet, playwrite and novelist from Luxembourg, Guy
Helminger.
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The Writer's Life

A 11 A 23 H, AP, 20:00 -

Thursday, November 23, The
Bookworm, 20:00 - 21:30

£/ Writers: & 8 / Lu Min
(¥ E /China) , W F %/
Shuang Xuetao ( #1[#/ China) ,
Paolo Colagrande ( & kK #l| /
Italy) , Marius Burokas (37
%,/ Lithuania)

— i A 4
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To register, scan here.

ER MW RIECE N BEX — KA BT 4 H T TR R, KA
FUE? M IanfaorEL B CRIIE],  anfaoE A RHES 1R, (1
ZBHERRAT. A BHERTT, 23S FHARER, El
PROREEAIACE? T2 MIBERRBILA R, AR BT AR,
PARAEAATTGIE 4R o MR R B S IR A ? PER AT /2
24%7 MZAT S IRRET

R, ZERRBER T BRCERBEE
BEAESCEPASE, EAe et B/ N AT, /N
WRNEHE, Zr-REAKFEERRENIZR, dRiE Paolo
Colagrande, ZFE%EREA. SCEARFIZEE Marius Burokas,
SRALFENTIE AN ER T i DA AN A bR S (R AR T,

What consumes a writer's time, energy and passion from
the moment they rise till the time it comes to return to
bed? How do they divide their time and decide when to
write, when to travel, when to research, when to pursue
other interests like translating, editing, teaching? Where
do they find time for family and friends time, and where
do they find fallow time after their creative outbursts?
Writers are multi-taskers in a 24/7 digital age, and in this
gathering The Bookworm invites winner of the Lu Xun
award, Lu Min; award-winning novelist and screenwriter
Shuang Xuetao; prolific Italian novelist, short story writer
and editor Paolo Colagrande; and Lithuanian poet and
literary journal editor Marius Burokas, to discuss their
approach to their craft and how they manage their writing
lives.

17
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Chengdu Events Programme

SCF TSR

FRIRPESON 6 SR
Cultural Exchange in Literary Circles:

Dialogue between Chinese and European
Writers of Contemporary Literature

?Enij]f%ﬁi :
FM DA E1E

Why We Write

IE: 11 A 25 H, JE7R, 14:30 -
16:00
i EBR

Saturday, November 25, The
Bookworm, 14:30 - 16:00

fExR / Writers: ¥4k Jiang Lin
(#1[#  China) , ®iZ/ Yuan
Yuan A [E  China) , Richard
Obermayr ( B F] / Austria),
Jasna Horvat (7. % #i ¥
Croatia), Dimitrios Stefanakis
(il / Greece)

18
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To register, scan here.

TEFFAINT, FRERISE B ER T2 R MM B S (SN
JRA, MERAN TSR IX — 3 ER R 5 R E P R U AN ]
WLt T2 R AT AT E 5 SCERE P — AR R ? Xt
HOMS, S1ENERNERERE? EaEMIT8CNE
ISR, BRI IRLE S EEME PR FRFUR BRI /N
% Richard Obermayr, 7 & I AES, W5t ARG
Jasna Horvat, #fit/NiZRIEENESE Dimitris Stefanikis 178
HIPYIESIEM, RIS 5 iRk,

nit

In this opening session, prominent authors from Europe and
China will discuss their motivations and reasons for writing.
The authors will bring their different perspectives to bear on the
most crucial questions for any author: Why and when did they
decide to embark on a life in literature? What do they see as the
goal and purpose of their writing? And what key challenges do
they face as they develop as writers? The Bookworm welcomes
Austrian novelist Richard Obermayr; Croatian author, researcher,
and cultural theorist Jasna Horvat; Greek novelist and translator
Dimitris Stefanikis; and distinguished Sichuan authors Jiang Lin
and Yuan Yuan to the discussion.
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Break the Mold: Diversity of Form in Writing

WA 11 H 25 H, K, 16:30 -
18:00,

Saturday, November 25, The
Bookworm, 16:30 - 18:00

fER / Writers: £ [E ¥, Wang
Guoping ( # [# / China), 7 —
¥/ Lu Yiping ( * [# / China),
Guy Helminger ( /5 7% #® /
Luxembourg), Zuzana Kepplova
(#7791 52 / Slovakia), Isabelle
Wery ( AN, Belgium)
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Disseminating the Magic: Literary Media in the Digital Age

WA 11 H 25 H, JEAZR, 19:30 -
21:00

Saturday, November 25, The
Bookworm, 19:30 - 21:00

£ % / Writers: % 1 # / Luo
Wei Zhang ( #'[# " China), %))
4/ /" Yu Youyou ( # [E  Chin
a), Paolo Colagrande (& K #l
Italy), Marius Burokas ( 37 [} %@
/ Lithuania)
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To register, scan here.

—HR KBS BE R UG N —FREE B N ANE? S —PMERM
REE AR A/ NS (EIN TR S EREAEIE S e — Ll
TR PHA S EAFIE? AR ER TR S (K
FUHPRIIPR RIS, [MIREANZE: Guy Helminger, Figkte
BEAL MRF/INHR, SREIZ; Isabelle Wery, EEFIR/IMES,
FEfR/NHR BRI Zuzana Kepplova, Hig s/ NS,
FEfR/ANER, ICERIGEE; SREPYIREE, HMZEIEIER,
REAL RAEAIAREAEIER, A —, Z7R/ IR, B
PEGIERES e (=N

Can a play script reveal as much as a novel? How must a writer
adjust their language when moving from poetry to non-fiction? Are
some stories better told in short form? Five versatile authors from
Europe and China discuss the challenges and rewards of writing
in a variety of forms. Introducing: Guy Helminger of Luxembourg,
poet as well as talented novelist and playwright; Isabelle Wery,
Belgian novelist, short story writer, actress, and singer; Zuzana
Kepplova, Slovakian novelist, short story writer, journalist and
editor; and from Sichuan, Wang Guoping, renowned biographer
and poet, author of fiction and non-fiction; and Lu Yiping, a
prolific author of novels, essays and documentary literature.

To register, scan here.

FERE R H A RN G EBATAUTIREC AN ? EH HEL
RN AR R S DR, RGTSC2E s b i 17 2/ bk Es?
PAE R B AHSE M, PUNIR B SRR T R IR E R
SN TEATIRI M P2 BMARISCFZECL Accalappiacani)
@i 7» A Paolo Colagrande, 37 [ %i ££ £k X % 2% & (Vilnius
Review) F4s Marius Burokas; /U)II1E#&. 4w, 10& P HE;
BT “KFAEFRNA” (PG A RS20,

How do we access literature in an era of WeChat and other social
media platforms? How have literary magazines adapted since the
rise of the Internet and other digital technologies? These questions
and more are explored by four leading European and Chinese
writers from the literary media industry: founder of Italian literary
magazine L'Accalappiacani Paolo Colagrande, editor-in-chief of
the online Lithuanian literary magazine Vilnius Review Marius
Burokas, Sichuan author, editor, and journalist Luo Weizhang,
and Yu Youyou, the young Sichuan poet who founded the website
Chinese College Student Poetry.
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The Literary Cabaret

WpE: 11 5 25 H, JE7R, 21:30-
HRIE

Hug: EA®

Saturday, November 25, The
Bookworm, 21:30 - Late

RETIE Y i
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s YN
To register, scan here.

FRIRIER N E R E X TEX MBI EBE G &1, EMHE R
FEET, (ERMBABSCA RS, REUISCARISL RS
1Es

European and Chinese writers and musicians will take the stage
on this fun-filled evening to read pieces of literature to musical
accompaniment, and to celebrate literature and cross-cultural
collaboration.

[=] 5 [

AR R R 2 N by

Constructing and Deconstructing Fiction To register, scan here.

INE: 11 A 26 H, AH, 14:00 -
15:30
Mgl FAR

Sunday, November 26, Fang Suo,
14:00 - 15:30

£ % / Writers: /5 — # /Lu
Yiping (#' [E  China) , £
-/ Wang Guoping ( # E
China) , Isabelle Wery ( kb |
i/ Belgium) , Jasna Horvat
(5 % #b W / Croatia) , Paolo
Colagrande ( AR Italy)

20

REAG BV E SRR N BISRAE AT ARER T FeAT T HE SN TR
1TE SR MRS R, fEIXNNATeH, AAER
BEEATPIER. 2RI, YRS AR/,
AR I8 2B 5 (E RS, AT Tan AT K R A fth A ]
RIRZIBEZR KR, MFHIERA: KRBT HITLH Jasna
Horvat, #h/2—MEH 4R G ERI SIS MEIER,; BRI
K153 Isabelle Wery; ZBHEETURGH, BAF/NER
Paolo Colagrande; Z7=Y. RFBHIRETLIER S —F; 1025
MR, SRETLHHEEY,

Literary fiction writers construct storylines that examine the
human condition, and the way we as individuals represent our
world and ourselves. In this panel discussion, five writers who all
have written lyrical and layered novels that wrestle with human
dilemmas will discuss their complex craft and how they construct,
and deconstruct, their deeply imaginative works. On stage will be
Jasna Horvat from Croatia, an experimental writer who enhances
some of her novels with QR codes; winner of the European Union
Prize for Literature, Isabelle Wery; multi award-winning Italian
novelist Paolo Colagrande; prolific and talented author from
Nanjiang, Lu Yiping; and critically acclaimed and best-selling
writer from Jiangyou, Wang Guoping.
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Echoes asking Shadows to Dance

A 11 A 26 H, AH, 16:30 -
18:00
Mgz F7AR

Sunday, November 26, Fang Suo,
16:30 - 18:00

& %/ Writers: # 7K B] / Zhai
Yongming ( /" China) ,
A 4 4/ Yu Youyou ( H
/ China) , Marius Burokas
( 32 Bg %  Lithuania) ,
Guy Helminger ( /5 #%& #® /
Luxembourg)
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To register, scan here.

EEFFFA Carl Sandburg Aifs, RFaUE SR8 E(0E,

PIRAEFS s NSRS SEATHEERE: Marius Burokas (%%
& (Vilnius Review) F% , 1F M2 ENE S I FE5E
RN ), Guy Helminger ( FFREIRIGFEN, BIER, IMIR),
%) (R ERFERIUE AR — B0 R ), #KH (—hifE
FFHRREIRE A, EWEIRLIER N S EPRR AR
ANZ—")o MIPREAFRME R, ER2ERAEEST,

T RE O H 5 5 7L 58 (B0 1Y §E 1T RO — 1, TR <
Sy E— L TEZ T RN TE Y B — M A BB (T

/

o

Poetry is an echo, asking a shadow to dance, according to the
legendary poet Carl Sandburg. The four leading poets who are with

us today - Marius Burokas (editor-in-chief of the Vilnius Review, and a poet from Lithuania whose
work has been translated into several languages), Guy Helminger (an award-winning poet, playwrite
and novelist from Luxembourg), Yu Youyou (a young rising star in China's poetry scene), and Zhai
Yongming (a legendary Chengdu poet who was described by an international award jury as "one of
today's greatest international poets") - come from very different backgrounds but they are united
in their ability to paint vivid pictures with words, and to create those echoes that invite shadows to
dance. They will share some of their favourite work and discuss what it means to be a poet in the

world today.

a
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Embracing the Literary Muse

IRl 11 A 27 H, FA—, 19:30 -
21:00
Mg F5FR

Monday, November 27, 19:30 -
21:00, Fang Suo

£ %/ Writers: J& 12 /Zhou Kai
(*[E  China), ¥ &/ Zhang
Ni ( # // China), Dimitrios
Stefanakis ( % fi§ /Greece),
Zuzana Kepplova ( H 7% % 5@ /
Slovakia), Richard Obermayr (5
HF, Austria)

i EIN

To register, scan here.

VEZRAAAAT R BRAIAL AT RIEE? AESAT TR B AR AR A
LR HEIRRH R EIE? ENIER, (tazEMNIEER |
1ERE AL EZEIES)? Zuzana Kepplova ( #iig ka2 rs
FER/INRZR, /NHZR ), Dimitrios Stefanikis (FRERRNRE,
BI¥% ), Richard Obermayr (BUAIER, ERMCERIEZ
PIGE ), A (CEAPFMERBEIRRISH R NIR ) |
B (5 8 FI)ISCERARIGE ) 2S5 IHiRES),

How do writers find and nurse their muse? Where and how
can authors extract inspiration from the daily world around
them? What moves them as writers - physically, emotionally,
psychologically? Zuzana Kepplova (a prolific short story writer
and novelist from Slovakia), Dimitrios Stefanikis (award-winning
novelist and translator from Greece), Richard Obermayr (nominee
for the European Prize for Literature from Austria), Zhou Kai (an
award-winning novelist who has already had two novels translated
into English) and Zhang Ni (winner of the 8th Sichuan Literature
Award), will take the stage to discuss.
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Richard Obermayr 4 T 1970, 2 — {73k %
FIBLR N R | B T BRI LR 2 ) B
1988 4E DSk — B EfELE AN, 7E 2015 4F 1)
BRI S 2232 T B ARG TR 44, fhE iR
T W AN,  {eCounterfeit Sky) % & T
1988, (e Window) & & T 2010 4F, fth#
By TWE2REE , HpPRAIAH)ZE Robert
Musil Stipendium %2224 | 3 HIk1G TiFZ
I, 445 % I [ Ehrengabe Deutschen
Schillerstiftung, MIfEATELEHLAN S EY)
PR R R A T e IR Adrian
Nicole LeBlanc #J#{F (Random Family)

Richard Obermayr ISR, T 18X,
A Austria

Richard Obermayr, born 1970, is an Austrian novelist who grew up in Upper Austria and has lived in
Vienna since 1988. He was a nominee for the European Prize for Literature in 2015. He has published
two novels, e Counterfeit Sky in 1998 and e Window in 2010. He has received numerous scholarships,
most notably the Robert Musil Stipendium, and his awards include most recently the Ehrengabe
der Deutschen Schillerstiftung. His work was featured in the inaugural special exhibition at the
Literature Museum in Vienna. He has translated Random Family by Adrian Nicole LeBlanc from
English into German.

v DL W AT £ 2013 4, Ui
AN «Marilyn d € soss € e (Marilyn Deboned)
» RIS T BRI A2 IELE T S gk
e ZMIES .

I I . Isabelle W & ry J&— 1zt A T LRI 41 H 94

Tttt R 22 A/ INBE s /N Monsieur Ren é
F Saisons culottes amis (Yvette FFE R, ) HI4E
o WAFEREZ AN, TR EOBTE
7 Shakespeares Brecht Fll Moliere Xk L , b
1t Eva Ensler ] #/# Vagina Monologues ’-Pfﬁ
T Hitler 12 Eva Braun.

Isabelle Wéry BT BIEFIE 2ol 2 sh  BF WURIES: 5
: i b IR 2
LRI Belgium %ﬁlﬁjﬁﬂ’]’\ﬂﬂ JHHHE pﬁﬁ'(/fr BREA. 1]
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Isabelle Weéry is a Belgian author, actress, theatre director and singer born in Liege. In 2013 her novel
Marilyn désossée (Marilyn Deboned) won the European Union Prize for Literature and has been
translated into numerous languages around the world. She is also the author of many short stories
and the novels Monsieur René and Saisons culottes amis (Yvette's Poems). She has had a diverse
acting career, among many other things playing main roles in plays by Shakespeare, Brecht and
Moliere, and she has acted in the Vagina Monologues by Eva Ensler and played the role of Hitler's
wife Eva Braun. In addition to her book writing and acting, Isabelle sings with various ensembles,
and writes for the stage and creates her own theatre works. Three times nominated for the Prix de
la Critique de Théatre Belge (for the Seul en Scéne category), she received the prize in 2008 for her
original theatre piece La tranche de Jean-Daniel Magnin.

Jasna Horvat
P HIY Croatia

Jasna Horvat 2 —NRIAEZR, SIS TG 2B, H
AT 1966 4F | WAE KIS ) LE ), 5K EE AN,
MR PE S LR (Vilijun) . Atanor ) F1 (Az) , W2 %@
E%i&ﬁ?ﬁﬁﬁ\ ENEE TP E S SR N AN e
[

£ 2011 4R, Wl 5 B MUY 2R FIRL 22 22 B¢ 4% F Josip Juraj
Strossmayer Award 317, Jasna B2 —ZFAER, LI
WHIRIER, WG, i ABIEIRRIFIZ e S (R TE
% PR BEIRER,

Jasna Horvat is an award-winning author, theorist of culture and a professor of economics. Born in
1966, she started writing children's books in the late nineties and later moved on to novels. She is the
author of numerous books including Vilijun, Atanor and Az, and her literary work often celebrates
Croatian heritage through the stories of its mythology, folk tales and history. In 2011, she was awarded
the Josip Juraj Strossmayer Award from the Croatian Academy of Arts and Sciences. Jasna is active
as a writer, cultural theorist and scientist/researcher, and in her writing she questions literature with
narrative experiments characterized by creative play and creation at all discourse levels.
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Dimitrios Stefanakis 4= - 1961 4, J2&—1{i
lENESR , TR, RO 2 Sk
i, M5 TILEIN B, @4E (Film Noir) |

{You’ 1l be Fighting the Gods) . (Aria) .

{the World from the Beginning and Days
of Alexandria) . FJE—AE 2011 4EHY Prix
Mediterranee HEK%Z | F 4B AR E AN P
YEFIE,

MIERERIX —2ETIFZ, Dimitris % —LE
B A L 4E Saul Bellow, John Updike,
L. . Margaret Atwood F1 E.M. Forster [/ & &l
Dimitrios Stefanakis ARG, RIS LT, M
ZH Greece gﬁ? “Chevalier des Arts et des Lettres”

2 @O

Dimitrios Stefanakis (born 1961) is a Greek novelist who was born on the island of Kea and studied
law at Athens University. He has written several novels including Film Noir, You'll be Fighting
the Gods, Aria, The World from the Beginning and Days of Alexandria. The latter won the Prix
Mediterranee in 2011 and has been translated into both French and Spanish. He is currently a judge
for the same prize. Dimitrios has also translated the works of several English-language authors into
Greek, including Saul Bellow, John Updike, Margaret Atwood, and E.M. Forster. He was awarded the
Chevalier des Arts et des Lettres by the French government for his literary work.

Paolo Colagrande (1960 FAEF =AM KI5
), AUE T LANSL, RESE (Fideg)

(2007), FE X — 1F & L 1§ T 2007 4
Premio Campiello Opera Prima HJ42I7 | fi%
§ T 2007 4F Premio Viareggio fY# £ Pk
i, IZAEROESHE 2007 4R HY) Festival du
Roman of Cuneo-Chambery, 2008 4 ¥
Kammerspiel, 2010 4#Y Dioblu, 2015 4
f) Senti le rane TP y4F B+ R AR/ NG,

I BAK UL 5, K4S T 2015 4F Premio
Selezione Campiello [ K 2% F1 Premio Sila
BB &, MRTVF 2 AF RBCRATTE SR,

Paolo Colagrande K BREARIE KA L (R E 2
A Ttaly {Accalappiacani) (2006-2009) Al 4& A1
. i —.

Paolo Colagrande (born in Piacenza, Italy, 1960) is the author of several novels, including Fideg, for
which he won the Premio Campiello Opera Prima 2007 award, was a finalist at the Premio Viareggio
2007 and has been in the top ten Italian novels at the Festival du Roman of Cuneo-Chambery (2007);
Kammerspiel (2008); Dioblu (2010); Senti le rane (2015), for which he won Premio Selezione Campiello
2015 award, and was a finalist at the Premio Sila. He is the author of numerous stories published in
anthologies, magazines and Italian national newspapers. He is one of the founders and editors of the
literary magazine L' Accalappiacani (2006-2009).
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| GRS LI
Vilnius Review fJ 4,

it iR 7 3 RS, & — A which I ‘ve
Learned Not To Be HifRT 2011 4, Athif#idF
TR RO 2218/ BRPHNE /g RodiE /
YOE [ EE [ 1RE | DR EIEMHMANZIES,

Marius Burokas f% o) # % 7 F £ E br
A 4 B 3F A 40 Charles Simic, Walter S.
Merwin, William Carlos Williams, Charles

Marius BurOkaS Bukowski, Ted Hughes, Alan Ginsberg A1
32 F&%E Lithuania fito

Marius Burokas, born in 1977, is a poet, freelance writer, translator and editor-in-chief of an online
magazine of Lithuanian literature the Vilnius Review. He is the author of three books of poetry, the
most recent of which I've Learned Not To Be was published in 2011. His poetry has been translated
into Polish, Russian, Slovenian, English, German, French, Ukrainian and other languages. Marius has
translated poetry of many international poets including Charles Simic, Walter S. Merwin, William
Carlos Williams, Charles Bukowski, Ted Hughes and Alan Ginsberg.

Guy Helminger

Fi#RtE Luxembourg

Guy Helminger (47T 1963) 2 &R E(ER |, MAMEIES 171F
LRI BRI, AT AR | EE RIS REERIRE
2 SIREESCERITT M 1985 4E DSk — B fE1EE E T,

MR SRS ELE R, XREIR NG, RREI(ES (Morgen
ist Regen) Y 3k 52 1% it 75 16 ORI B b 18, 7E 2002 4F
Helminger [A5 /)i % (Rost) 3% “Luxembourg Servais
il Prize” &I,

Guy Helminger (born 1963) is a Luxembourg author who has written a number of successful novels
and plays in German. He studied German literature and philosophy in Luxembourg, Heidelberg
and Cologne, where he has lived since 1985. His literary work includes poetry, drama and novels.
His award-winning play Morgen ist Regen, translated into English as Venezuela, was performed
at London's Arcola Theatre. In 2002, Guy was awarded the Luxembourg Servais Prize for Rost, a
collection of short stories.
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Zuzana Kepplova
Hng o Slovakia

Zuzana Kepplova S\ T s & ZAR S &R0, 15
R E RS 220, BT, i £ SME HiRATUL
FRPUE TSR, 55 e, MAE T =ABC R - (Buchty
§vabachom (Buns in Gothic scripture)) , €57 km od
Taskentu (57 km far from Tashkent, 2013)) F1 (Reflux
(2015)) o

SRS/ N AN R A RAE IS AU RCCER T, AR L
WA, R, WS SORNEIBFIENISE,  MAYRTIAS DAty
FRNERRER Tt 5 BB — AT = IER R TAEIEAE R

Zuzana Kepplovd graduated from the Academy of Arts and Music in Bratislava, and obtained her
Ph.D. from the Central European University in Budapest. Currently she works as editor of the opinion
section in the daily paper SME and writes commentaries. She is the author of three books of prose
- Buchty $vabachom (Buns in Gothic scripture), 57 km od Taskentu (57 km far from Tashkent, 2013)
and Reflux (2015). Her short stories and excerpts have been published in collections of Slovak prose
and translated into Dutch, German, Slovenian and Hindi. Her first two books were published in one
volume in Hungarian; the Polish translation of the latest book is on the way.
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Fz, WFEmEN, £T 1976 4, BERE
KIAE, HRAERER/DESE ) (5,
BURT) CBREWE) (HLKERE) |
iR/ ORI, FRIZ T 2) (BRERE) ,
B (A BUEZY, TmEm) , K
i (SRR o NI (AR “R
KARZK TOP20” | (BRESCH) “20 f140 %
PUF BRSO , RAEIE S
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IZEJZ‘ AYi (real name Ai Guozhu) is a Chinese author
born in 1976 in Ruichang in Jiangxi province.
AYi After spending five years as a police officer,

he quit to become the editor-in-chief of the
bi-monthly literary magazine Chutzpah, and later became an editor of the "Iron Gourd" literary-
fiction imprint. He has written two collections of short stories, Grey Stories and The Bird Saw Me,
and he was nominated for the People's Literature Short Stories prestigious award for Top Twenty
Literary Giants of the Future in 2010. A Perfect Crime was published in China in 2011, and in English
translation in 2015. It is described as "a thrilling and stylish novel about a motiveless murder that
echoes Kafka's absurdism, Camus' nihilism and Dostoyevsky' s depravity."

BRARKIN

Chen Qiufan

BRI, HHAET 1981 4F, EeNb TALRASCRI ZRAMAAL,
FREEHRARBLIGER, fE, B AROERBR
(SFWA) iR, RERFEARLIFERIZ (CSFA) BIR K, Xprize
FB 2R IRZE AL (SFAC) ME—HIE R,

W2 RRE, WK, HRALIBLIRIEEE NI
T, RGBT IZBEANZEIES, TETFSIEERLIAGESI NS
RMRRERIPEER, RRERE Gim) . GRoRmR) |
Gy | (R %

METEE R, AEEBEERM A K TFELR, HEE
WZE VR EAETMERIEE, MR A SR,

27



L — L Mg ot

PEREFR T

JAI EU - China International
Literary Festival

TERZRIMNRIER R R, RS BAEERIRR,

Chen Qiufan (A.K.A. Stanley Chan) is a representative member of China's new generation of
speculative fiction authors. He is known for his stylistic combination of realism and New Wave, and
has been called "China's William Gibson". His works have been translated into many languages and
received multiple domestic and international awards including 9 Chinese Nebula Awards (China
counterpart of Hugo Award), 3 Galaxy Awards and World F&SF Translation Award. His representative
works include "The Waste Tide", "Censored", and "Future Disease". He previously worked for Google,
Baidu, and other corporations for nearly ten years; at present, as Vice President of Noitom Ltd., he
focuses on the fields of motion capture and virtual reality. He is also a member of WSFA (Science
Fiction Writer Association) and Vice President of CSFA (Chinese Science Fiction Writer Association),
and have a seat in Xprize Foundation SFAC (Science Fiction Advisory Council) as the only Chinese
participant.

R
Liang Hong

P . ER. PE RSB ER . HAR A
SCHEEE GHBEIEIEY o« EERTEY | KE/NE R
IEREY | EAREE GEEBESRMAMY  CGHiE S miEEa»
HMEEILY « T BIHMD &, ERPEEE RS
TMBRIAD | SCEENE CGHERTY « WK B+ —mEis
ORI - AEEECCE” 2010 SEE ARSI B
LR SCEE BT “2013 AR ELF &2,

Liang Hong, born in 1973 near Zhengzhou, Henan, in Liang Village, is a scholar, writer and Professor
at Renmin University of China. In addition to her book-length interview with Yan Lianke, The Witch's
Red Chopsticks (2002) and two works of literary criticism, Notes from the Outlying Provinces:
20th Century Literature in Henan (2008) and Diminishing Halo: The Evolution of Narrative in
Contemporary Chinese Literature (2009) , Liang Hong has also published two books of non-fiction
about her hometown: China in Liang Village (2010) and Leaving Liang Village (2013). She has
recently published the novel Liang Guangzheng's Light. Her many awards include the "Eleventh
Mandarin Chinese Media Award - annual essayist", the "2010 People's Literature Award", the seventh
"Manjin Book Award" and the "2013 China Good Book" award.

28



EU - China International
Literary Festival

LLJ PEREFRFE T

PUNTEN

Liu Li Duo

MERAE, 22, 1979 42, IR, RN XFRas, JErtRsd
AL, HiAFEARBEES OTHID) , /IR (TRIER) 57,
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Liu Liduo, born in 1979, has a PhD from Peking University. She has
published a collection of academic essays called Rememberance,
a story collection called Affectionate History, and her stories have
been widely published in literary journals and anthologies. She
currently works in Beijing for the Phoenix media group.

EHERETILIR, 18 HIFHATAE, HEE)

R, RE, I0H, i, AFEEH, 25 90
BEE, MUz BERiUEEZEZ, B
R R NBRAS) CHRZREER ) LR CBR
FEAEABLE) (Hosas) AW Tk
£y (FEe) CEAR) SR, H
PREIRSCER, B, NRSCER, (I
ik F) EEREER MK, CNEAR) B3
PR, IRRSCFI, PE/NFREERSE ;A
i CANRSCE) RAFRR TOP20, AIEELES
SN 20 under 4075, ARSI,
(N3 A = N 757 27 N S E VA (S s N )

=Ry R,
Lu Min

Born 1973 in Dongtai, Jiangsu Province. She started working at eighteen, and has been a post office
clerk, a secretary, and has worked in planning, as a journalist, and as a civil servant. She currently
lives in Nanjing. Lu Min started writing at the age of twenty-five and has published novels such as
Multiple Love Letters, The Steering Wheel, Undeliverable Feelings, and Dinner for Six. Her short
story collections and novellas include Accompany the Feast, The Song of Parting, The Viewfinder,
Stirring up the Dust, and Page-Drunk. She has been awarded the Zhuang Zhongwen Literary Award,
the People's Literary Award, the Chinese Writers' Award, the Monthly Fiction Reader Award, the
Selected Fiction Award, and was honored with the Lu Xun Literary Award in 2010. She was selected as
one of the "Top 20 Future Masters" by The People's Literature. Her novel Undeliverable Feelings has
been signed to Simon and Schuster Inc. Many of her short stories have been translated into German,
French, Japanese, Russian, English, Spanish, Italian, Arabic, and Korean. She now lives in Nanjing.
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Sheng Keyi is a contemporary Chinese novelist,
born in a remote village in Yiyang, Hunan. She
Sheng Keyi migrated to Shenzhen in the early 1990s and is

) ) currently living in Beiljing: Her works include
Northern Girls, Death Fugue, Barbaric Growth, and several short story collections. Her works have
been translated into English, Italian , German, Spanish, French, Russian, Japanese, Korean, and
other languages. Sheng was the winner of the Chinese People's Literature Prize, the Yu Dafu Prize for
Fiction, the Chinese Literature Media Award, the Top 20 Novelists of the Future Prize. Northern Girls,
published by Penguin Books in 2012, was long listed for the Man Asian Literary Prize. Her works
depict the real lives of China's poor, the survival of its women, and situations revolving around the
human spirit, written in language that is violent, enthusiastic, and experimental. Her work is known
for its keen observations and callous writing style.
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XXEE'?# Shuang Xuetao, born in 1983, is a novelist from
=T Shenyang. He was the first winner of the Taipei
Shuang Xuetao Literary Award from the Chinese Mainland, the

World Film Novel Award, the Chinese Literature

Media Award, and the fifth West Lake Cutting-Edge Literary Prize Winner. His published works
include Wing Ghost, Days of my Mind, Deaf and Dumb Age, and many of his books have been
adapted for film.
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Born in 1982, Wen Zhen writes fiction, essays, and poetry. She
studied for a master's degree at the Chinese department of Peking
University and has published short stories in literary journals
including People's Literature and Dangdai. Wen Zhen has published two fiction collections, Eleven
Flavours of Love (which includes the novella for which she received a Lao She Literature Prize in
2014) and The Last Night We Were Together, and currently works as an editor at People's Literature
Publishing House. A selection of her poetry was published in the Summer 2016 issue of Pathlight.
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Born in Tianjin in 1951, Yi Lei is one of China's best-known
contemporary poets. She is a graduate of Peking University
and of the Lu Xun School of Literature. She has published eight

collections of poetry, and her work has been translated into English, Russian, and other languages.
Her most famous poem, the seventeen-part sequence poem A Single Woman's Bedroom, received
significant critical acclaim when it was published in the late 80s. She spent nearly a decade in
Russian working as an art dealer and in recent years is engaged mostly in painting and travel. US
poet Laureate and winner of the Pulitzer Prize for 2011 is currently translating some of her work into
English.
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Zhang Yueran was born in 1982 in the city of Jinan, Shandong Province. She began writing at the
age of 14, and as a high school student won first prize in the nationwide New Concept Composition
Competition. After studying English and law at Shandong University, she completed a graduate
degree in computer science at Singapore University. She is regarded as one of China's most influential
young writers. She has published two short story collections: Sunflower Missing In 1890 (2003) and
Ten Loves (2004), and four novels: Distant Cherry (2004), Narcissus (2005), The Promise Bird (2006),
which was named the Best Saga Novel 2006, and Cocoon (2016). Her other awards include the Chinese
Press Most Promising New Talent Award (2005), the Spring Literature Prize (2006). and the "Mao
Tai Cup" People's Literature Prize (2008). Her novel Cocoon was named as Asian Weekly's Ten Good
Books of 2016. In 2012, she was named by Unitas magazine as one of the top 20 writers under 40. She
has been the chief editor of Newriting since 2008 and holds a PhD in Ancient Chinese Literature from
Renmin University.
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Song Aman, a novelist, poet and translator, was born in 1991. She graduated from the Northwestern
University with a Master of Arts. Her works have been published in magazines such as West,
Hibiscus, Youth, Changjiang Literary and Art Fiction, and ONE.
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The works of author and Shanghai native Zhu Wenying - including Aunt Lily's Small Nambang,
Madam Dai and Blue, and High Heels - have been published in numerous journals and anthologies.
Some of her stories have been translated as well into English, French, Japanese, Russian, German,
and Korean. Her short story, Ephemeral Life, was published in the 2005 Blood Ties: Writing Across
Chinese Borders issue of MANOA, the literary journal of the University of Hawaii Press. In 2014, Zhu
Wenying received the Annual People's Literature Prize. Her peers have expressed appreciation for her
work's "renewal of a refined sensibility characteristic of Southern China". She currently serves as Vice
Chairperson of the Suzhou Writers Association and also works as an art curator and critic.
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Wang Guoping
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Wang Guoping, born in 1976, is a renowned contemporary biographer and a representive poet of
the 70s era who hails from Jiangyou, Sichuan province. He has published non-fiction works, Us
Now- '5-12' Great Earthquake Survivors' Dedication and poetry, Elegy and Ode, Piano Song and over
a dozen others, of which Nan Huaijin's Last 100 Days was a national best seller on Dangdang.com for
5 consecutive weeks. His works have won the Sichuan Province "Five One Projects" Award, Sichuan
Literature Award, Sichuan Province People's Government Social and Science Award, Golden Lotus
Literature Award, amongst others. Currently living in Dujiangyan, Sichuan, he is a member of the
Chinese Writers Association and the Chinese Poetry Society, a committee member of the Sichuan
Provincial Writers Association Committee and the Provincial Writers Report (non-fiction), as well
as the Deputy Secretary-General of the Chengdu City Writers Association, deputy editor of Furong
Jinjiang, executive editor of Dujiangyan Literature and head of Kuiguang Academy.
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Lu Yiping, novelist, born in 1972, hails from Nanjiang, Sichuan. He studied at the PLA Academy of
Arts Literature Department, then joined Shanghai’ s first postgraduate writers’ programme and is
a member of the Chinese Writers Association. Following more than 20 years of military life, he was
promoted to the position of vice-director of the Chengdu Military District Literary and Artistic Studio
and retired in 2016. He is a contracted writer of Ba Jin College and Chengdu College of Arts. He began
writing novels in 1992. His novels are mainly set the northwest frontier area of China and are known
for revealing life truths through pioneering writing techniques, as well as expressing the absurdity of
life and exploring the loneliness of being human. He has published nearly 20 works including story
collections, novels, essays and long documentary literature. His works have won the PLA Literary
Award, the Chinese Reportage Awards, the Shanghai Literature Award, the Kunlun Literary Award,
the Tianshan Literary award, among others.
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., Yuan Yuan, whose ancestral home is in Mianyang , Sichuan, was
born in Beijing, grew up in Guizhou, graduated from the Chinese
department of Sichuan University, and now lives in Chengdu. She
worked in the media for more than 20 years and is a contracted
writer of BaJin College and Chengdu College of Arts. Her many

short stories have been published in the People's Literature, October, The Harvest, Youth Literature,
The Chinese Writer, The Mountain Flower, Everyone, The West Lake and other magazines and
reprinted by many select literarary magazines and collected in several annual anthologies. Her
published novelettes include Separated by a Wall, Bachelor Dong's Progress, and Coincidence. Her
novel Pro-revenge won the 2001 Chengdu Annual Best Novel Award and the Sixth Sichuan Literature
Award.
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Luo Weizhang

Luo Weizhang, born in 1967, was a teacher, editor, journalist, freelance writer, professional author,
and now works in a literary magazine. His published works include novels Hunger for Hundred
Years, Don't be surprised, The Dance of the River, Sharpen the Point, Pinch the Point, Under the Sun,
Blank Page and The History of Sound. He has also written the novella collections Our Growth and
Spy, the short story collection of The pain between white cloud and green grass, and the prose essays
Time to Uncover, and Roadside Book. He has won the People' s Literature Award, the Novel Monthly
Hundred Award, the National Readers Favorite Novel Award, Pu Songling Literature Award, Chinese
Best Prose Award, and his novels have been selected many times for the national novel ranking and
the Chinese Literature Yearbook, the Global Chinese Novel Giant Series, and the National Fine Books
Publishing Project. He is also honored as one of the National Literary and Artistic Masters and "Four
of a Group" talents.
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Jiang Lin, born in 1978, Nanchong, Sichuan, is currently living
in Chengdu. As a member of Sichuan Provincial Writers’
Association, and a contracted writer of Ba Jin Academy of Arts,
he has published many works, including Story or Reality, Nest,
Despair Collection Room, In the Time to Embark on the Journey,
Hidden Face, Utopia, and many others. His novels include Drinking One Entire River and Ba Min
Zhou Jinpeng, which reflects the period of reconstruction following "5-12" Wenchuan earthquake
disaster and won Sichuan Province' s "Five One Projects" Special Award. His biography Ju Mei Duo
Ji and His Tibetan Dream won the Sichuan Provincial 13th "Five One Projects" Outstanding Book
Award. The novel Watch the Wheatland was nominated in the First HaoRan Literature Award.
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= ) Zhou Kai, born in 1990, released his first novel
,;‘I ré Yin-Yang People: A Tale in Two Parts in the 9th
Zhou Kai issue of Chutzpah magazine's "charm of dialect"-

themed section in 2012. The novels Yin-yang
People: A tale in Two Parts and Hopelessly Blind have been translated into English by Bonnie Huie
and Eleanor Goodman, respectively. He won the Fifth New Era Global Chinese Youth Literature
Award (Hong Kong) in 2013, and the Youth Writing Award First Prize of Independent Chinese Pen
Club in 2014, and he participated in the inaugural "Shanghai Project| Shanghai Seed" exhibition. He is
a contracted writer of the Ba Jin College.
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%'%ZjJZjJ Yu Youyou, born in Sichuan in 1990, resides in
Cheungdu. Youyou has been writing poems
Yu Youyou since the year 2004 and she has published

the collections Seven Years (2012) and I'm Bait (2016). Her work has been translated into several
languages including English, Russian and Swedish. In 2009, she won the "Annual Avant-garde Poetry
Award", awarded by Selective Poem Periodical. In 2010, she was ranked number one among the
"Top Ten Avant-garde Poets" of those born in the 1990s. Youyou won the "Annual Poet Award" by Star
Poetry in 2012 and the "Top Ten Young Poets of Sichuan" in 2013. Seven Years was selected by the
Yangcheng Evening News in the "Annual Collection of Poems in Chinese Literature - List of 2012".
Her work is often featured at home and abroad in publications such as, Poetry Periodical, Star Poetry,
The Moment, Chutzpah, Chinese Poetry and Selective Poem Periodical. She is the founder of the
Poetry Website for Chinese College Students.
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Zhang Ni, born in the 1970s in Qu county, Sichuan, studied in
the senior research class of the Lu Xun College of Arts, and is a
contracted writer with the Ba Jin College of Arts and a member of
the China Writers' Association. She has published several novellas
in journals such as October, Zhong Mountain, The Mountain
Flower and The Literary Newspaper. Her works have been selected in the Chinese Short Stories in
2012 collection, and in "The short stories of the Youth writers in Sichuan province", etc. Her novellas
Barren Mountain Chrysanthemum and Dust to Dust, Earth to Earth won the 8th Sichuan Literature
Awards. In recent years, she has participated in international literary exchange activities held in
China and across Asia. Some of her works have been translated into Korean.
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Zhai Yongming was born in Chengdu, Sichuan, in 1955. She graduated from Chengdu
Telecommunications Engineering College (now known as the University of Electronic Science and
Technology of China) in 1980. After resigning from a position in a physics research organization, she
lived abroad for some years. She began to publish poetry in 1981, and in 1984 her poetry collection
Women rocked the literary world with its unique and distinctive language. In 1998, she opened the
White Nights bar and cultural space in Chendu where she has coordinated many literary and cultural
activities over the years. She has published 10 collections of poetry including Women, On All Roses
and New York, New York, to the West. In 2005, she was included in the list of "China's Charming 50";
in 2007, she won the China Kun International Poetry Award; and in 2010, she was selected among
China's Top 10 Female Poets. In 2011, the chairman of the Italian Ceppo Pistoia International Award
described Zhai Yongming as "one of today's greatest international poets".

38



PREFRXFET
!\L /‘” EU - China International

Writing Samples
from the Visiting European Writers

19%HA Richard Obermayr
fii# (Das Fenster/The Window) —¥

Bt A Austria Richard Obermayr

(%6 80 T1) EUIRAVMCE, BERBRRBPOAHEFIIER, ZAETA RN SR
I3, FRBEUR P EAKIANNZE LS, P REEIEIEE, ERRER
LTS B EFA] N, FRAERESZE], TMRAINER, FAH —BRERNXAEHETE
=WETE, FECOERERELEZ, BOATIE, rar —gfAraks, £
AFEC R 5 A T A AR P AR R TR 58 AR BT s R, A% — IR
BN ZFFAT, ATREAER— D55, FER—MHEMAIEIE, 5 MM AREIAT
ATERM IR EEFHEMAT, CRNAERIRE T, mEREEREIERRET,
PA—MEAMREE, ZEANBECIETS, FHERT TR BIE, BUREIBNIZA
AR RN, BAEREEIMEREZE T RFHIE, BRNEFN ZF DIRAILIZ,
DBTEANISERE T RIS £, BCETHi 17K, BHRTERN %275 (5 DRI,
EANBBARNEES—PA, £FREE, ERREL, ZNERNEEEREN, =
MFERATIIZ S EETiIH, WEFEIBIFHEE R ES SR RERER, 5t
BIREBRERIUT 2 MR, FREZENRE, )b, E4M, FMRAS
E B, NEMAR IEEM 2, PARAREM T2, #IEERR, FEZE T th
M7, BRIV AZIRIE &,

(% 159 00) AREER, WL T —LEHBRINHERE, BRHEN THRIHEE,
—RE L, DRHRSEEIEE Burgher ERERTELF AR EIE, 5 AMTERLS
MM ESRTYIRL, HERE IS, GFREEIKEE, IKIEAT. PiKiifn, 48R, 40
ETMRBPAIEREL |, (ERFER VIR, T Eiif, SHENE
BEIMITRI, BAEMZRIRRIEE, BREM—DE, BORIERIBER, EI— DX /Y
FOFEFESEREERMNERATREM P A SR IAIL, — bR, ERAERES T —
PFERIERE 1Y, TCIRRIER, REREIXE L FIRENE : I 1] SMXE DA 2E 77 v
BT /NGy, (EHIER EREAIAZ, ZAENYEHBBMRA A2 T, &
M) N SIEMARFTF 2 8 T —1R4148 R, A% E KSR IIRIETIARBTT
&, BAEGE, BEIN—Y), ELENJVER, JES NEBR T e, £
ERGEHTHN, ARLRIAE  ENFrRE ST ARZHIC o

39



PERE R FET
I\L JJ EU - China International

Literary Festival

(%5 193 00) ERFATARYICIZE, Fi AR HBIE THARRT, ESAHEEK
UK, ERATABEEENER BXE T, EREMIIDRT, RECETER, B
FEREERZ L, EMEMEIXER T, m REEFR, REEMAEE, BT
R, MG, RE, sENEKEAG MR MR EIERR, 16
TR, THa I, MOAFFHREES, MIERER, GI15S,
BAEM USRS, R PORAIE T MHMSEP RS, &5, M L,
WFLZHBAENTTE £, PUXFERIZEAusE, A SEEIMPRTIL%, BIRTIAR,
HMRSE R E 5 0, a1, ik, HEAEE, BRERM(]
FBEPMNEFIDHE, FRAMNOREEEMONRSDA8E, AESD—R
wE— N N MNERA, SEITHTRER R, RS, mERRREGHE 1,
AREFUEMIAER AR, fh— AR T, N R E TP,
L MEBRITEIAE, BHE EUELER T —BidlZ. NI EZHEIRS —F
RIET, FEIXIZREHHNSE] TR, BONXME FULH G ESE—E2, &
2R AP ERL TR, RS QRN IR R VT2 2RISR
AEFR—R, MEERLTT, BRENE, sBERIBENMEEHRREE TIXE,
FRETAMER, RS ERARER £, RAYICTCMEE )\ TT R R, RE
- MEEER B NELSE, My MEBSREER LS, B, BERS
B EFIERGEROEE R, |AFIIBPNERIERRE T, IAFEIEER
EfTH, MEHMA—E, MITREZEEFHE £ ErNME, DRHEFEA—
HREHIAS £, DRE—MOIZESEH ORI RS, £ A ETEHEM
NRERBBIHE R E, KREEMARIE, BN EE IR EH, 65— X,
TEIX MR, Mg —Mpm, —iX T EERA], IS — 1B RIEES
— MR, &iE, WS, BAVEEFEEUNEZRN—Y], CIPRETE—NE
KIMERHINZ], EX—0 Z, S MO ERSOE A KRR R RS . B
FEITAEFEEARCZT AR T, BoRBIRER TR T FIRFE WA, TG
—FEREEIE R, RETEMNRZAL, SedTET, Bd T AR IR ARER
o B, &), MR MAEHGETEE IR, SIIME, HANIREEES,
BRET, 2T PNENRAMERWHE, £ PR SRS, &a
PN I T BAFIAR, 2R, FIZAERIIIZAER T ITH R — RS 8 — %,
R, RAERXNBINZIEGT T Tk, BEE—MEAE AR, EmEreR
EEAS, FERIT, FMRNEFBHL, — N NEFRIRIINZ, BREFTER
571, WREEHIRIH—EDL, MMIRRHXDEEAD, BEAIUENTTHIF, UhifE
FHEEL, MBS BB L, MITCF IR, FERETIETAE,
FBATR BB BAA R EUN T — DEEIK, FL BRZ S —aRIE A HIAE 7T
FRIEIR EEEE T O NER S b,

(LRSI —AERTT, FrARIERIRGEE T ik, HEBIXAEPRERNES,, ) Xk
AT AER: T LR, (HE RS RIRBNXAERIIN ZHER T e < BT A I Z,
PAEERIFTE B, WEERIBRELENNEILE, HEX 2SR, EER
MEFh, E—NFESE, BERCEHARE T RRERTL, EREER
TS RIFr AR, ERTEIRBERENEF TRIEYH, HEEANRRR —D
B, MTSBEO—IK, TRRCT, MUNRYETEEBER TR 7 — MR mRIR,
mFkH R EAFHEMIX N BRI FHEE T, BHK T, BRI RGN,
PHIRANAEEER AN 7o EMIETRZN, REFAEEER N ERZ

40



PRE R FET
I\L JJ EU - China International

Literary Festival

N T AT RRIL S X RPN T, KAVEREEZE2EICiZiNT .

RELRERTHH, RIBE, ROBE, EVATEXTRAVESERE A EEE
WA, KTHREBEZELEN), SERMETE, Gk BB ERE, FF
HREC, FHEAMEEHRAIAER, MEACRAPREEERI K, IR, MR
BNBIEBN—HE, IXEERARE R, AL, BT IXBEERARMIE, REHNERX,
AR, JABEADLL, EEOWRIR SR RIDE, SRR, #rEeigsE
BRI, HAMATERIHRAI T o TWE NN R, KB AREARAISSE]
BER(TALTA, AR TIX D ERARER, MBI ERAE, TR
FrE—id, B TERINS0T. MBMEEE, —HRE, BAOERX DT KR
BN, BN, RE—IE, EERATRGIRGEHE 755, BIHREs,
B E, A, BT —FERMISAE, X DEETRERE, SRR
MEIERIAZIIN, ——Fith, B HaAERE, FFIIA T RIERRGR, FF BIK
BB T, SUNRAIKIEN, BEuA T RGBS RP. JRIVSE, ERIEER L,
HIHUE 5 EBIR T IR, BIRHIRENTIEN 7, MELEW 7, WEE, MHK
FRFMFEE, WFILETT, MECEHA T, BHRCRER, BINSE, &
BERUEFEAREIAATINE EHE S, IKERME T, AERME RN, —WBERRIHE
DFT, B, FEAE— RURFREHE TR L, G- HURSHNFRER
HEREH—MRER, MBI 7 RINTISEEEEL, E5 6T 0RIP IR ETE
PR RIGHIRIEE, FACEHMIIRRERAR, EREA BRI T Hir. P&
MHHRIEIN T, SFEBICERCL, BTN RIEHIMNATE A2 SR T —
FHIERMA IR, M —MABERERRBRE, — MR, R aoH
THEMEL, (WOROE TR, MM AEMARERAI BT T, AR E, A
B—N5E ERIAY), ) IERIXMOIZ&EEAE T HEILZ, E—YVIeRHI#ER A
7o BUEERCES G, AR EIE AL, SIPIITEREIPRIE A
BEHAT . W, ARMDmERNERINA T, SR —EERa g min
BEAEME, RAPRCERMEUVET, ERMAEMIEERIaEE ME, I—KA
VAR IR MEM G — TR R B S MR & 1878 — R, #oxit 7
H, RENBEITRATE RNZREMNHEER, 81—k, IR ImERRE R,
B T HE TR NN, FERAINE, 557 A5 R BB T
WA TR, RFHE FEPE Rk, TEMI GRS — LS+,
RaE—UIE FIaE 7o TN IZAEMN S RETHT AT, A G, &
FRPRRRIAETER T, MRIGGEIRAVAE &, Mt T—Cakng, makan s £
HERETH, MR ENEZRRY T, BITT/ME, bR EREAR IR HK T,
H 7t B A R ZEABUR BR KR T N, ABERKEERBHT 7. H2
RIGEEE A alR i 1, S0 LR Kt 2 BN — 2ok NRERRIE, &R
ERRAETDME LB N R, IR A (RN, PUBKRIRAIR
FIRIRE, BEERAETDME, RISHIIRSE MR T XA,

41



EU - China International
Literary Festival

[\LJ PEREFRXFT

Excerpts from

Das Fenster (The Window)

by Richard Obermayr, translated into
English by Jake Schneider

(p. 80)
To tell my story, I would first have to talk about the life I was forced to

vacate and renounce so I could become who I am today. I would have to tell
the story of a love I did not admit to myself, a dream I did not pursue. But the
life T decided against was close at hand. I was never alone; I could feel it. I
found it unbearable to think that this life could have its own world where it
could escape from me. For I was positive that, all told, nothing gets lost; that
everything that appears to trickle away without consequence keeps growing
in a second, hidden life; that there is a time that passes alongside time, in
some room, on some adjacent street, a second still-unclaimed life proceeding
parallel to ours, the bastard child of our reality, like the illegitimate progeny of
a king who has been spirited away, raised under an assumed name, who then
identifies himself and lays claim to the throne. Today, I feel responsible for my
past; I want to know it is in good hands. I know I should keep watch over my
memories so they don't bind to someone else, so they don't overflow; I know I
should keep watch of my life from all sides because I have an inkling there is
somebody else beyond me, close by, laying claim to that life, conspiring with
my memories against me. I am afraid of that rejected life that has returned to
lay claim on me. As whenever I had neglected something, I could feel myself
hesitating, resolving against him, disclaiming him, and never referring back to
him even though what he was doing at that moment, and what he was capable
of, were in arm's reach; I felt his presence. I hardly missed hearing his voice.

(p. 159)

That summer, I discovered something I had not expected, something
apparently intended only for me. One morning, the circus wagons were lined
up in a semicircle on the lawn behind the old Burgher Hospital. The men were
hard at work unloading the trucks and gathering the materials to pitch the
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tent. Tent poles, rolled up tarpaulins, ropes, cables, and blocks and tackles
were spread out on the lawn, but it seemed as if everything were ready at once,
all the clear, rational intentions and plans to erect the circus like any sudden
epiphany, any dream and any flash of madness, which were likewise waiting to
be summoned instantly into reality from the enormous reserve of possibilities.
In a flash, I saw before me a summer of endless, grotesque diversity and
wondered how it could be possible that time extracts but a small share of this
immeasurable stock, exactly as much as it needs so that this constant trickle
of seconds never runs dry and the people from the circus only stretch a single
narrow rope between the two poles while the vast reserve of madness goes
untapped. I imagined that I had seen what would only become evident in
retrospect, years past us, when time loosens its grip and gives itself to the days:
the unsettling tally of their withheld possibilities.

(p. 193)

The acrobats had suddenly come to the forefront in all my memories,
thickening in the air, in my eyes that gazed into my mother's room, but at
her prompting, my gaze floated as if on an invisible rope above all the days,
while I held my breath and followed each of her movements, trembling and
marveling.

They charged in, and then, quickly, as if short on time to show off all their
tricks, they began their act. First, two of them walked side by side holding
hands. The stiff dignity of their steps, as in a pavane, gave way to a rapid series
of grips and moves. Finally, they stood face to face, placed their hands on each
other's shoulders, and halted in that position. Spaced around the edge of the
ring, looking out to the audience, the other acrobats were waiting. One by one
they turned around and entered the ring, and I felt as if they were being taken
away from me, as if their act were summoning them from me, removing them
from me one at a time. The next acrobat, like each of his predecessors, fell
backwards as if he were being pulled suddenly, irresistibly, into the center. He
spun around on one leg and caught his balance with another step. Each time
an acrobat left his spot, I felt I was losing a memory, and another piece that I
had recognized from my past broke off and took shelter in this act, becoming
part of this singular reality that had prevailed over the rest, as if one moment
were drawing in all the others, as if the acrobats waiting at the edge were the
many lives required to live this one life, which was now in the spotlight, which
was now coming true, as if my entire life were now gathering there, as if it
had nowhere to rest except hoisted up on someone's shoulders. My memories
streamed in from all sides. I saw one acrobat helping another into a stirrup,
while the second pretended he was mounting a horse. And so it was that our
days at the horse track were being deposited into this act, and I no longer owed
that summer anything, I didn't need to remember anything else about it. With
the others, they withdrew to where they could cohere better, lest any of it fall
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to someone else, lest anything get lost in a world where memories revolve
around themselves, in a past from which nothing and nobody could stir any
longer. Our whole life withdrew to just one room, just one day, in which, like
a sickness suffered over and over afresh, feelings were passed from one to the
next.

Finally, it seemed to me as if everything we'd once held important in our
lives had been clumped into one long, bizarre hour in which the nameless
intimacy of every memory and feeling was concentrated.

The drum that had introduced the act was hardly audible now. A growing
hush displaced the music and the noise. It spread, migrated like a chill that
freezes all it touches, across the ring and up the rows of spectators. The voices
in the stands went silent. Perhaps, in the end, they expected that I too would
quit my insistence on living. By now, the acrobats' displays were much richer
and more spirited, a world of greater depth and beauty. When, with a jump
and a spin, the last two acrobats joined the group, there was nothing left, and
the years of training that had led to this moment were as good as extinguished.
At last, only this luminous moment was alive, a gaped-at equilibrium in
which the acrobats suddenly froze stiff and, their arms extended, submitted
themselves to the audience's applause, a moment of surprising success, apart
from all the effort, cut out from the darkness by a circle of light. They held still
in this pose, grasping each other's hands, standing on each other's shoulders,
their feet propped on each other's hips; they leaned out horizontally, carrying
and being carried, as if at last they had swiftly transformed into an entity
woven from all their limbs or indeed the many manifestations of a single being
that had emerged from the one acrobat who had walked alone into the center
of the ring at the opening of the act. (Like a paper cutting unfolded at once,
all the figures were linked, if only by such narrow connections.) This image
might have lasted for just a few seconds, but that was enough to realize that
this moment had salvaged all the others before it, that all the episodes of my
life, from my childhood to my years in Vienna, had taken refuge in this one
moment, in the hands of the acrobats, in one point of equilibrium, the precise
center of all the directions I had moved in, of all the moods at whose mercy
I had been, of everything I had once desired and then discarded. For as long
as the acrobats held this position, they all seemed united, rescued, all their
lives having ascended into one life, and I myself felt as though extinguished,
eradicated from that space. The acrobats spread their hands in invitation. My
entire life was theirs. In their fruitless attempts, I myself was often on the verge
of being born into the world only to die with them. This time I had succeeded.
My life had been fully replaced by the memory of my life.

I had lost everything, my own dreams and views, because everything that I
had to say or could say about my life, about who I was, was there in that ring.
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As if T had always been sitting there all along waiting for myself, for a life that
selected me, squeezed through the narrow rows of seats, and awakened me, as
if I had just gotten started.

There was no past, no life beyond this sawdust-strewn floor, no other
summer, no other sky. There was only the light in the ring and the glint of the
sequins on the acrobats' costumes and the smell of animals, fresh sawdust, and
sweat; everything else was gone. I saw us standing there, fathers, mothers, and
sons from different years, all of us having fled to this final image, as far from
that day as we wanted to be. We crowded together in the light amid the floating
white magnesium powder. Around us, it was dark. We had taken refuge on
this brightly lit island. I saw us, assembled for one last deep bow before life,
leaning on each other, sad and exhausted. Nobody stirred.

Then T heard a soft fanfare. The image began to shift, movement broke out
in its edges, and second by second it dissolved and sank into the dark river and
drifted off, caught in a roaring current, to the strains of sad music.

My father, who had been carrying me on his shoulders, leaned forward
and let me off. The tree behind us faded. I had seen enough. My mother, who
had been walking arm in arm with my father, split off and moved to the side.
The pond had disappeared. I helped my father to his feet. Behind us, my
mother stood and beat the snow off her coat. The ice thawed. When the music
stopped, a dancing couple parted, and suddenly, as if an invisible hand had
been quietly laid on the twigs and branches like the strings of an instrument
sounding a long final note, it fell silent there too. The musicians took their
bows.

The two acrobats in the center were the last to be released. I remember
their black costumes, fringed with gray frills at the chest. I felt as though they
were hesitating, waiting for a nod from my father, as if seeking his permission
for this final transformation from acrobats into two carpenter's assistants.
They held my mother's shoulders and legs and placed her softly in the casket.
(She is laid out in a casket, which is open to her waist. There she is again in
the bottom half, mirrored like a playing-card figure.) It was this memory that
eventually prevailed over the rest and made everything unrelated disappear.
I stood behind my father and remembered the light that filtered through
the leaves of the chestnut tree outside the window. The smell ofanimals and
sawdust left the house. In a steady procession, voices and noises left the house;
the sawed-in- half young women were carried out in caskets. It has been years
now since my mother died, but her casket is still being carried down the steps.

Plenty of carpentry that day. Now the casket is being launched into the years
the way a heavy ship slides down from the slipway with a groan. The hearse's
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departure is the cue for the musicians from the brass band. The previous time,
their steps sounded buoyant like those of guests walking out of a house lit up
in celebration, and with them the rooms that the house threw into the night
like great dice, chairs and tables whisked up by the music. Now they abscond
from the house like marauders, carrying all sounds away in their instruments.
I must join them before their music fades altogether. Before long, quiet and
tranquil days arrive. They come to collect my voice. It sings along with them,
and I am left mute in the house. The orchestra of the world has withdrawn and
left town.

The room slowly leaks out. The day sinks like the water of Poseidon
Fountain in the park, which is drained at the end of the summer. But even if a
whole sea retreats and the falling water level leaves behind pools in the sand of
the bay, tiny crabs will remain tucked among the seaweed, startled by the sea's
abrupt withdrawal, stranded on the beach, slowly opening and closing their
claws. That is who we are.
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Isabelle Wéry
Translated from the French by Astrid Howard

MY LOVE,

From the sweetness of my 6-8 years, I write this first letter to you. I do not yet
know you. I have never seen you.

You do not even know that I exist. But me, I am watching out for us. I am
thinking about us. I am preparing myself to love you. To marry you.

And to give my perfect woman's body to you. I adore you.
Marilyn Turkey.

MY LOVE,

Let's be clear.

[ want a big white wedding dress.

Underneath, I will wear a white lace leotard that will cling to my perfect
woman's body. Yes, a sort of xtra second skin, a little like the one that I wear in
gym class. But I hate the one from gym class. It bunches up in my bum, and
my piggy legs are completely naked. Confronted with my legs in the air, I find
it very difficult to do a cartwheel, the splits, somer- saults; always in my sight,
they entangle my movements, my concentration in an anarchistic bodily mix-
up, in a fluttering of white sausage wings. Why am I obliged to show the whole
class the parts of my body that I am saving for you?...

As to the white lace leotard, the sensation will be completely different. And
then, by the time we get married, I won't have these piggy legs any more; for
the moment, I am still an ungrateful piece of plasticine, without head or tail,
but wait and see, My Love, wait and see what is to come...

The only question I have is about the rice.
I carefully observed the rice at Aunt Poupy's wedding... There was rice
everywhere even in the brown hole, I'm sure. Can you imagine the wedding

night she must have had with all those grains of rice stuck, incorporated
into her make-up, under her ingrown nails, and who knows, yes, perhaps
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a tinynyny little grain that dared to infiltrate there where it shouldn't have!
Oh, vulgar little grain of Uncle Bent's in its orange box... Which slips into the
softest part of yourself on the most beautiful day of your life.

You see, I want to be clear with you. I think a lot. Chance will have no impact
on the perfection of our love. Marilyn T.

Another letter: MY HOUSE

Do you know what a "Neapolitan ice cream" is? Don't confuse it with
"Neapolitan Opera", huh?

No. A Neapolitan ice cream is an ice cream cake from Italya which has three
different tastes.

3 floors, 3 flavours, its top sprinkled with sugared hazelnut bits.
It' s really delicious. Sometimes, I eat it in restaurants for Italyans.

Well, my house is like a Neapolitan ice cream: 3 floors, 3 flavours and a flat roof
where the nut-birds alight.

So: First Floor, the basement, the garage and the laundry room.

As to the flavour, it stinks, everywhere. Because of the drain water in all the
hose-pipes that pierce the belly of my house. They say that there are snakes
that live in the pipes. They say that it happened in my neighbourhood that a
snake came and licked the bum of someone who was sitting on the pot. Can
you believe that... ? Well, when I'm lying cushy in my bath, I don't know how
what could happen to me. What unavoid- ably will happen to me. It WILL
HAPPEN to me because I am NOT like everyone else and something important
IS GOING to happen to me. I can feel it. I know it.

In the laundry room, There is a freezer, a washing machine, an organ.

I know how to play the organ. Anyhow, to make music is super easy: you just
have to put your fingers in the right places at the right times. For someone
who is fairly punctual and precise like I, it is thus relatively easy. And so, I
play the organ. Especially the Ave of Maria. I'm made for it. It's true. When I
play it, even the fish in the freezer are troubled. I would even say, impressed.
A musical majesty comes out of this black and white organette — which also
stinks, like a musty mouth - and explodes with fireworks of emotion playing
with the body and soul of all that is alive. And the Ave of Maria, it s power-
ful, you know. Apparently, it's a religious thing. So my father said, "You see,
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religion also has its good sides!" That confused me. It's true. Because I'd turned
against religion. And I DO NOT want to make my confirmation. Because of the
priest. In church, he tells stories that make me want to cry, and when I cry, I
become even weaker and then the priest, he can make me swallow anything
he wants because I need so much to believe in something that reassures me.
Oh, it's an internal fight. And then you always have to be kind even to those
who are mean to you... It's hard! It pisses me off, frankly. I should give my
favourite pen to my brother

When he's bugging me? No way. Punch him, yeah. My brother and the priest.
An eye for an eye, a tooth for a tooth, I' Il keep my pen, and you go play with
your cars! Hydrocephalus head!

Yes. “HYDROCEPHALUS HEAD” .

If the water makes the pipes on the first floor swell, the water also makes my
brother's head swell. Poor 1i'l guy, he's so unlucky. It was the doctor who said
to my mother that "the child has a big head." I could see that my mother didn't
like that at all. Me, I have examined my brother along all his suture-seams, and
I have not seen anything abnormal. Yes, his head is very big, but it doesn't go
swish-swosh, huh, like a buoy filled with water. And my brother pisses normal,
cries normal, drools normal, sweats. But if the doctor said...

And me, in the bowels of the laundry room, I belch forth my Ave of Marias
in the face of the 3 floors of my house. And the music soothes the savage
breasts... My music soothes my savage sweats... My music floats in the head
like an albatross...

"8.9.8.6.8.9.8.6.11.9.."

My Love,

When you will clasp me in your arms, it will be magnificent.

The whole length of your body will embrace my woman's forms... Your flesh
will stick to mine like marshmallow taffy.

It will be good.

A swarm of red kisses will gallop around my neck;

In the inner recesses of your ears, my mysterious grammar will gambol of
which you will understand nothing, And I will say to you, "Search, my boy,

search for what I am saying to you." Your delighted, tormented face Will shake
with divine little convulsions. It will be good. Floral elixirs will fill our glasses.
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Your right paw will pour, drop by drop, the precious nectars Deep into my
gullet... If I put my hand? If I put my hand on... If I put it... On the throbbing of
your throat... I... L. I...

Fuck. Fuck. ON THE SECOND FLOOR,

The kitchen.

(It is to this second floor, what my panties are to...)

High on the high kitchen cabinet, car magazines.

Photos of women in red cars.

Goldfish bowl on the counter top.

His brother, the one who is already dead, he committed suicide.

Out of the bowl, he jumped. Squashed on the floor like a red yellow yolk.
I cried. The canary is also dead. Escaped from its cage, we tried to catch it
and broke its neck. Broken neck. Bird dead. Also yellow. Like the fish-yolk. I
prepare myself some English tea.

With cow's milk. I found the "cup of tea" from my "How to Learn English" book
at the back of a cupboard; forgotten cup, anachronistic ufo-cup in the middle
of the common, common coffee cups. There, my "cup of tea" exhumed from
its forgotten corner, I filled it with water flavoured with the herb and milk.
Cow's milk, yes. Gently brown, the liquid became bitter. Then I dreamed all
the Anglesmen, all the "Yes with pleasure", all the Britains isles peopled with
black crows they say, I dreamed the Christmas nights with stuffed turkeys,
mint cakes and chocolates with orange...

"Is Mrs. Smith home?" "No, she's dead. In the little kitchen." "Colonel Mustard,
where is Colonel Mustard? ? !"

When my mother arrives, I gun her down with the look she gives my tea and
my Britain that she doesn't understand at all. The milk, the lemon, the smell
herbaceous and bitter... No, Mummy, I didn’ t take coke, or hero, or ‘shrooms...
Lemon is for tea. Lemon tea. Milk tea. Do you understand. She can't. She
cooks. Pure cooking. Pure home.

The cat is also dead.
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Hard, very hard, I touched it. I was the one who found it. Lying in its basket
like the remains of a sardine in its tin.

So, there I am with my dead lying in the pit of my stomach. And what do you
want to do with this body hardened like stale bread. You sit there, in front of
it, all you want to do is to understand where does it come from? Where does
it go? What was it in the beginning? Then you stick your finger in the pussy's
bumbum, just to do like a thermometer, see if it's still warm inside the tunnel.
Then you think, he died all alone, the cat. You check if he finished his food or
not. You can smell that he doesn't stink too much.

Then you cry.

Time passes.

Then you wonder what's going to be done with him.

When your mother arrives, she puts the animal in the trash bin.

My brother and I, we rebel. We take the animal out of the plastic hole and we
bring him back into the light of day.

We bury him.
Like the queens. Like the heads of state. Like the King of the Belgians.

We do it. With great ceremony. My brother holds his cloth rabbit and looks at
the dead cat. We feel, both of us, that we are living a decisive moment. And life
goes on. Life goes on and silences the pussycats and the limp rabbits.

The burial done, I take my bike by storm onto the road.
Oh My Love,

My bike, I like it best of all when we go on a piknik, Coraly and me. We pedal
pedal till the other end of existence, we stop for a little while, we put our
victuals on the ground, we eat and fly.

Coraly is my funny friend. With her, you can dream. She draws super well and
her father is an architect. She has a big sister, a big brother. Both of them do
everything to protect their Coraly. Mmmmmmmmmbh I want a big sister too.
The brother, he has a red convertible sports car. It is as mini as an enema, but
it speeds lightening into deep night. He is not very nice, her brother, and my
mother doesn't want me to go in his car. Sometimes he screams that he had to
look for Coraly everywhere and that surely he would prefer to be left in peace
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and go with girls. Me, he doesn't even see me. He's an adult.
Coraly also has a little blond bimbo's dog, a doggy with a bow on its head I
hate it. I hate it that she kisses him with her tongue and not me and when he is
sleeping between her and me when I sleep over I pinch his tasticulettes hard
so that he knows that he stinks between me and her so that he will go away...

No, My Love, You are not in this dog.

Where are you My Love?
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TiEH
THERSE 12 =R SBPY,
8154 T

P IV Croatia

There are different types of connections.
TRARARAZ M2

Bondings.

JEEE

Between science and art. Jasna Horvat
BEESZER

Europe and Asia.

KRS L

Land and sea.

kil 55 7

Youth and wisdom.

HESEE

Villion

Villion is ten raised to the thousandth power, multiply larger than a million
which was used by Marco Polo to illustrate the size of his Great Empire to
Kublai Khan.

Ly AT ) R FN ] TR H A (R R 2 I R, 2 DA A Az, T Villion
XABHIFEN S, I 5T,

As strong as a villion the author's inspiration connected Croatia and Europe
with the great Chinese emperor Kublai Khan, and made Marco Polo a marketer
of his own country.

PEE A RIEIEGN Villion —FESRK, MLRFERRINAY 5o 2 HINE 5 (4 K Hh [E 27 2o
FURITFERRIE L, HRDRNRE EIE N B CEZ SR,

This serves as an example of how to promote cross cultural understanding
and accompanying heritage values while using up-to-date digital technology.

AT RETE IS I B R B ROR B RN, (RS S AR B R = EL AR A8 = 4
&, ABHE— MR+,

There is a secret skill - in making the invisible visible.

BRI EE, AL R,
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That has been cultivated and built for villions.

BAERN Villion B2,

This skill requires you to close your eyes, clam up, eavesdrop on incoming
sounds and plunge deep into received messages.
5%@?@@&%,%%?%Lﬂﬁ,ﬁ%ﬁ%,ﬁﬁﬁﬁ—wﬁ%,%@&kﬁ
JEAYTEHX o

Such skill is required by the interactive novel Villion/Vilijun - the text
dedicated to the year of parting between Marko Emilio Polo - the most famous
world traveller and Kublai Khan - the ruler of the great Chinese Empire.

5 Villion IXA/N B TRZE RN, AREEME T FEFANIRIT
FEARE 5 EGRIGHEE BV RIS S,

The Novel Vilijun / Villion is based on the magic square having its origin in
ancient China.

Villion —H iz A2 —4ErSH AR BREMITRZE P E S,

The author is eavesdropping on the conversation in which Marco Polo is
telling Kublai Khan about his homeland . the Kingdom of Croatia and its four
values: the cube, the Croatian interlace, the name Croat and the old Croatian
Glagolitic script.

TEETEAIS T el B m 2 R bR £, 50 L F E K =Y
KEE: )y, WM, wPHIRM, PANEHEE T, Besides the
Kingdom of Croatia and invisible fairies dwelling in it, Marco Polo describes
the Khan's Empire as well.

BR T PR ST 2 M F [ N IS, SRR = T A A E R UE,

By narrating Marco Polo becomes a literary nomad whose words connect
Europe and China along the Silk Road by land and sea.

VEE R AT S N — A S RATH, MR it 5 e, hE2HE
FEREN 5 E DA

Vilijun is an invitation to tread on the heels of Marco Polo along the Silk
Road.

Villion IXABEM—ERIFE, 5IMBNZRIEILARTHERE, # E2PH i,

Inhale the scents of this journey, and when overwhelmed by fatigue take
notice of the sounds awaiting you in the games of numerous cultures and
languages.

EEZIXBIRAER) TR, RN, AERARLE [E S RHIREIT YR B AR
XN ERZIET A S,

To you, literature lovers, I am submitting Vilijun / Villion as Kublai Khan's
goleden tablet — a passport to the Game Empire.

NEEEGHEA], 1M, FR Villion IXAHE A ER I R IRAT], an Ak
SRR ) B e

Isolate yourself, calm down and take notice of the sounds addressing you.

A H O LRACRIRTR, TR K, BRUTEERTE .
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(4) tHFHE
BTE, ETE KT, BT, —fRT

TH SRR P A T 5 AR A 2R T AR, AP, R, EOR. ol AAEE A
PHEfEEmE, FRE 7T EN B A e R ZIRTF R EAAE, SR, BEN
—IALIBNELE T, BBNRBRIERIAMEPOZ (0 R FURI T R A K, WI%%
BE, BET IR, RANETEE LRI AT HIE EE—RR, SRR
PRI R S FRANIC AT ELRRIN,, FRAMIRZE R T — DR HITTE A

R ] TRt F A E AR HIE K RATFE R AR, N T — R AK/NY
&, o HARITE MG S2RATH BN SHRAT SR fr, ARSI R G 2,

FRHRBAERD ML EERIFEM, XAERIMHTCEHET T HIE, T2 I
FERITEIETTH, BRREAA th FH R A2 R0 o il B MR, o BaH A R E
%’ﬁk@bﬁﬁ%,ﬁiﬂiﬁﬁ\]E@?ﬂiﬁ%um%—ﬁ%&%ﬂﬂj%o EEBEARICH AR A] T
RHTAREEYS R

X FXFE—MIRAT BRI E R, R ZIRITT Rt F A ECR N TR HTiOR
F)—EHBIE R, BIETEREMERE, BUERIS — o THIX D IRATE KU E K2 45
SREHVAETS, BRIBARENTRMRE L, S - K, XORFAIEFMELE
fthAmE, 7EMAYHIE b, bRz TR, ERITRRE TR - — kiR
BRI R NRE TR,

5) BAH
THZAT, A TR, —FEHE

Ra— RS HE RN ENFLAZE NG “AH7 FROARE T, REGEA
TFHXEELE, QS TIXMA, ERMIREAATTRIRESER, Wit —DaERI
REF, XD EE SO E R B RE AT A (575 [ X DO B & IR, 78
PRI T £, B&IT TIXDHAIRRIE, 55 RNEE— M -1000,
000 (—EH) o = MESKHAFENERR, BFEENET, G2 MR
DA ERIAC, XMAEE 7T~ T, ERXMEAF, K, fEAERATT
HUER, e TR, BTREER, B ERHFEIT A G,

PR—MDIRITE, BAR—DIEAK,

BB TRSA], SA] - WP, ZPIHIRITR, Ak,

PAHE-NMET, BERMRRHEP—-PELEK,

FERAS FHUERRH N — AR BT T,

PR EAER, HABERHIAZ .

EHAY, EEAMEA, EEANEE, EEAMER, EAARMHEE, &
BAHRDE, EEAE, EEHNYNHEET R,

PAEHLLH,

R S MRS,
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PAEF AL,

PAEBRERAL

Bk, HhEE.

EEAE, EEANR, EAASDER, EAAMER
BAHRDE. EAAE, EEHNNSHEETR,

e TIS PP e s

BERENEAET

BT RENEARE,

TEI R ETTo

EEAE, EEANR, EASDER, EAAMER,
BAHRDE, EAAE, EEHNVNHEETR,

FMBYR L i — B2 FRERIIRT T,

ENEER, 25K,

Al - WP, PN,

HAEAERYR ERLE,

R BZUA TR K

TRAFEREFT,

FHRAT LI K =S,

I KAIKIR,

SRS Hh

(B2 70 S HTE

e T ISP e

EEAE, EEANR, EASDR, EAATMER,
BAHRDE, EAAE, EEHNYNNHEETR,

PR MIKITE, AR DIEAK,

EHAOAMEE, b

EHAOAMEE, b

EHAAMEE, b

BRG], Bal - B, ZMZBIRITE, 5.
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{FAHE YT

F—H XTOAMESETENKS, 208 MIMALE, MBETESAIRZNE
AR
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1 BUREHE
2 wIEs - EEEER AR EH
(3 Het
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1) WH
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(3) Camblau

@) BRI
(5) FRIZREE
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(6) BHHETE

55T H KT KRG8 2 BRINEAEs /L, W P I AP RE S, FOS AR M B2 5 3
T F [

55\ R TIERE T B ML R A [ R 2298 2 BE AT 2t /5,
1) HRE& S
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(4) W IRE
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BN KT HERWEIMEYM, RIER, 291, B, FH GRERH

(1) ZHER
) 249

(3) o

(4) S5

(5) 4L

(6) Ei=lkan

BAT RKTRET , SEEBHE, Mlaisa , HFRmERE 7 —ES -
B MR FUR T < By, IR — 51
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) ik F ]

) £

=AMERCEE AR =EM D
Marco Emilio Pollo
Kublai Khan

Jasna Horvat

Jeff Fuchs - HHER TS

62



. — < 24 b+

FPERERXFET

J EU - China International
Literary Festival

(4) The Map of the World

Follow the Path, adhere to the virtues, rely on your nobleness and relax by
studying art.
Confucious

The map of the world is drawn by travellers and nomads. Built into it are
steps, nights and days, stations and encounters. It took nomads decades
to complete Kublai Khan's map of the world. Today, having received it as a
present, my nomadic nature is constrained by Kublai Khan's map of the world.
Observing it I came to a halt. My feet crave to measure each foot of Kublai
Khan's map, and still, while comparing inscribed stations from my memories,
I am turning into a contemplative nomad stuck in place.

Kublai Khan's map of the world has been drawn on a long parchment rolled
into a tube with size of an adult human. The tube is decorated with feathers of
rare birds and metal shapes that keep off spirits and evil forces.

To my countrymen in the Kingdom of Croatia I will tell that the Great
Master himself had split the map with his own breath whereupon a sigh spread
around the hall. The parchment with the map of the world was split into
twelve fields, and the countries and towns scattered across it were depicted
together with their rivers and mountains. Inscribed in it are also the stations I
was telling the Great Khan about.

For me, a traveller and a nomad, Kublai Khan's map of the world was an
invitation to new journeys. To departures and returns. To a life in which for
me, the traveller, adventure represents certainty. My Great Master knows his
confidant, Marco Polo, and with the granted map of the world gives him the
message that in his map he had also inscribed my life, which is by the grace of
the Great Kan - a travelling and thoughtfull journey.

(5) The million
A journey of a thousand miles begins with a single step.
Chinese proverb

The last thing I want to give to the Great Master is a wooden plate inscribed
with the word million. This word has been created all these years of my service
with the Great Khan. Recounting to the Great Khan about his Great Empire I
lacked a word which would at the same time represent a number, and yet so
big to stand for the countless values of his Great Empire. On the plate I had
made for the Great Khan I inscribed this newly found word. The million is at
the same time a number - 1 000 000 (a million). A bigger and richer number
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does not exist today. The million is a word that describes Kublai Khan's wealth.
This word contains a thousand thousands of other numbers. This is the word
in which I, the Great Khan's confidant, is also present. Next to it is the poem by
which I give my very self to him.

I am a traveller,  am not unnamed.

My name is Marco, Marco Polo, the silk traveller, Il Milione.

I have a name, and still, I am one of the unnamed.

Under the sky and the sun of the equally tired and spiritless.

I am one of those dreaming of a home, and yet leaving.

Millions of steps, millions of stations, millions of stations, millions of stars,
millions of encounters, millions of partings. Millions of years, hours and days.

I was looking for silk.

In my body and soul.

I was looking for a fairy.

I was following her.

11 Milione, Il Milione.

Millions of steps, millions of stations, millions of stations, millions of stars,
millions of encounters, millions of partings. Millions of years, hours and days.

Iam I1 Milione.

I have because I do not belong.

I give because i do not create.

I pass by and leave.

Millions of steps, millions of stations, millions of stations, millions of stars,
millions of encounters, millions of partings. Millions of years, hours and days.

My travels from Kor¢ula to China.

They were yesterday, they are also today.

I, Marco Polo the Croat,

Born in Kor¢ula,

Confidant of the Great Kublai Khan

have dedicated my journeys to return.

I traveled over land and sky,

Stone and water,,

Abyss and land,

To return to Croatia.

Iam Il Milione.

Millions of steps, millions of stations, millions of stations, millions of stars,
millions of encounters, millions of partings. Millions of years, hours and days.

I am a traveller,  am not unnamed.

My name is Marco, Marco Pollo, the silk traveller, Il Milione.
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To eavesdrop

FIRST LINE About Marco's homeland on the Adriatic sea, two routes of the
Silk road and stations along the maritime route - the route leading to Marco's
homeland

FIELD 3 About three cities along the castline of the Adriatic sea
(1) Kor¢ula(2) Sibenik - Kresimir's city
(3) Venice

FIELD 2 Abot the continental and the maritime Silk road
(1) About the continental route of the Silk Road - route towards the East
(2) About the maritime route of the Silk road - route towards the West

FIELD 7 About the maritime route of the Silk Road and the stations awaiting
Marco Polo on his return to the homeland on the Adriatic sea
(1) Bagan

SECOND LINE About the stations along the continental Silk Route, the four
Croatian values and when not to mention the return to the Croatian Kingdom

FIELD 8 About the stations along the Continental Silk Route connecting the
Kingdom of Croatia and the Great Empire.

(1) Jeruzalem

(2) Mosul
(3) Baghdad

(4) Samarkand

(5) Baktra

(6) Kashgar

(7) Lanzhou

(8) Karakorum

FIELD 4 About the four values of the Kingdom of Croatia.
(1) The checkerboard.

(2) The interlace

(3) The name Croat

(4) The Glagolitic script
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POLJE 0 About when not to mention Marco's return to the Kingdom of Croatia.
...108

THIRD LINE About the poem about the names of the cities along the Silk
Road,the amazing goods of the Great Empire and the parting of Kublai Khan
and Marco Polo

FIELD 1 The poem about the names of the cities along the Silk Road
(1) The poem about the names of the cities along the Silk Road

FIELD 6 About the amazing goods of the Great Empire, tea and spices, silk,
porcelan, cashmere paper and compass

(1) Tea and spices

(2) Silk

(3) Porcelan
(4) Cashmere
(5) Paper

(6) Compass

FIELD 5 About the gold plate, the Ston salt, fairy announcements, the map of
the world and the Million - a poem recited by Marco Polo to Kublai Khan on
the occasion of their parting

(1) The gold tablet

(2) Salt

(3) Fairy announcements

(4) The map of the world

(5) A million

Three storytellers and three biographies

Marco Emilio Pollo

Kublai Khan

Jasna Horvat

Jeff Fuchs - the author of the front cover photography

Appendices

Appendix 1: About some other cities along the Silk Road

Appendix 2: Lifetime of Marco Pollo

Appendix 3: Letters

Appendix 4: Large numbers

Ars Horvatiana (Dubravka Orai¢ Toli¢)
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%A (Days of Alexandria)

Tl Greece Dimitrios Stefanakis

B
RN —ET)

LA SR SR T R 2RRHRIRAIN, Elias Chouri W A4 “fi5
FIRNLRBANTSCARI A, BA NREREATHH 20 AR E NI SR EI
iz%o 7

X% S BH# Antonis Charamis M\FEEIRARFIREIT R, —080aT, MiEfER
#X Chouri B /EFAIETEIXFEI SR HEREIMt B 20, X MRS NS E B,
B it a L, RE I, i3 EZF =48, Antonis FBARHTAE G 452
BN 19 Elias Chouri 25 EEMER N FERIIKINE, Elias Chouri H&E K
&, AERERK, DAEELSNEEMRENE FIHmEC, AR EESRET
Jiil Rue Cherif Pasha AR S, MR TIXEER IR E AT LA,

TEHFF—P7f, Danielle IE OXH, 8 “REMA" Bk, #TLAISEIG R
GFRYIERTEEME, e “SPR” 47152 7) , Chouri ZHE 7 —RSREBENZIXK,
EARDERTEIER Antonis $9E S RIEERIRER, HAHE AT R, ST
IR TERANRESS RIS SR TIRIPRYE, A fe) TR SRR ATARMIRIL Tid 250,
BELLE T YEEX A v A s i B RACAR A R S,  MMRRIALE, AIRMERTE b5 RS 77 81
AT GRS NI BRI, A REE BB R B A R AR T IR R R
AR SEIRE T Antonis MR =PYI 118 = Rl SR RO PE P IR 1 & Fh R 7T 202
RT o

Chouri FFeamff@Ess:  “ARNAY Danielle BB A B IXFEEAE, fliz—"
WA, —MERER, MEREETERE . XE2EN, XMETFEE I,
B— RS 7 EREEME R B E S, RETERES LT,

“NEFRIE? 7 Antonis B H AIE,

“ZHF—XMA, BETIERARKENZE, Danielle f9—FrokmMEx XL AT 1%
ORI R —HEERACE, RE ZI DR M HEAR G B LA M v L s
AN ? JEZAE B AR TR AT, Rl RERENAR, HIHE, X2
REZER, ML RERRIE 7K, FEMIZ)E, FBITARITRMES 7,
IXRMIATHER, AR,
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Antonis ¥t Elias B ERARRTRIE, &5, thTRERAEAFRIEAE T,
FE— DL N BRI DA, LB RARIE Y, Elias B2 AEIX MM
a2 F MR EBEIRE|—F—HEO AU M, MR EE] T AR,
StIAELL R A, BATRESFEREAXTCRIT AR, N2 —PEd
AUBE N “SRIEREX ARSI RSN R A BE AR T

XEIEEF Antonis HEIFRIVIAZ T, “SHBg? 7 MigteHinteE,  “FATE
TEEF—PAHIEFIR B ER | RNEELFFROSEANRER T, RiEEET! 7

Elias [FzHTE M, % EMERBOHES 4, Antonis SEWHbgH 1 s PHARMY
B, FENRTEE B T L ERE,

SR, 1EM G R EFHEBERZ, MW Elias N 7 ESRIZENA T4, 4
AR ESEIER, Elias #% Danielle BMtld %, Danielle & A, ik,
AUE I ATSE SEBMEBENERA M, Antonis FIE X MEANEAFAZ S
FEE I HEAT VS5 Charami FIABRWMI B I &2k 2 B 23 a] 2 1,

IXIRE RS LB E Antonis Charamis 2 % [F 2 FH 5 Hi B 77 55 7,
IXAESAR BN FE IR N B B A BN - Erh ez B AR IR 5 5% O n] 7L,
FORERNIXE, Antonis RE#HIAT T LB E SR, BHLEY, M40

“Charami- B NEM” %, EIEWHLAEBHE “WREARHLZH” | fFx
E, fEE. fFEEREriinamEa e &M, Xz NENIR, EEEs
WrE s BEEIRE), MOTHAEE RK, Charami /21 K Sultan P& A1 g E T
Constantine BN, FPA Antonis t7E HEF £ Sarah Bernhardt ZAERTS WL
ftifE Moharram Bey HI L INEFMERELAMAIAR T, BRI Sarah FRMN T HIAL
BMEMISHEISZIRZ, X NMEESTHEFZEST Niifk, EEMBR, A~
EXEFHLENGS, XEE B Ot IE S — R n . ARk A,
HEEEBWL? 7 MiERE B X KT EEREN S NELRFWR A

Elias Chouri AR HROWR EIEE AR, MHAETRE Beiru, 7+ H
TBOWIRELE, XEEHEH R — EREEARMESIINR, e R En”
X R TT BRI A TR S —ENS, Antonis EXCHIARE WA HES =R —
MVEIMEEIR— R HISIEEERE A B A, B2 Elias ERA B MR E R A IE
ZFE, TEIE EE 50 & 7, {HE Antonis #1i&, 1EXA Elias AEHFISMAY
SER(EME, FTRAMBZRDAT USSR E M, &4 MAREE Elias WG —REEN, ¥l
BIE, MEEIRSIMhAEE Flias, MFEERHIEC, (HEMEEE XM FE, MR
REXT TR A IX DN ESE B R 2, /SRR XN R B A 7RI 2 et
{HSZFR_E A 2R NI Elias 1268 H S A7 A,

ST BRI LE Ak {H22Y4 Antonis faHH MR ERIPIANEEL, Xt
A NEEIA 5, — B, Elias B PAMEEHTE & JiEAARRS B SK A AR T
kK, HRRESHEAMT OIN BAMIM, EHARFHEMEATN, (RMYZEB
A EEERAMNIZ AR S Hk, rhRlEME e B, EMASAHT
BRI B, IXRAFHEIRD, RARFERIE, MA9ENRERA AR
ATt B e FiE, MEARAGEMEN, —REME 8, & 7 5K,
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TENEAR TR, BARSEAR LR, &E N NE—HEW, NTIEHULRHE
KR
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Days of Alexandria

First Part

---as polite as guests
Lao Tzu

"War and commerce are the two pillars of our civilisation. I sometimes
wonder how many of us would be here without them", observed Elias Chouri,
wishing to say something as they waited for the Special Advisor of the High
Commission.

This remark summoned Antonis Charamis from his momentary torpor.A
minute earlier, he in his turn was wondering how Chouri had managed to find
himself at such a meeting. Neither war nor commerce featured among this
mysterious man' sspectrum ofactivities. Nonetheless, over the last two or three
years, Antonis was unable to think of any great project that was accomplished
in Egypt without the mediation of Elias Chouri, known by his sobriquet "The
Lebanese". That lanky figure with its fair complexion, decked in extremely
expensive suites and elegant hats, frequented the shops around the Rue Cherif
Pasha on an almost daily basis, smelling out the commercial maelstrom of the

City.

In one of these locales, the Danielle pub (where, according to “The
Lebanese” | you could drink authentic German beer of the finest quality,
rather than “horse piss” ), he had arranged the meeting with the British
dignitary, and Antonis, who rarely frequented pubs any more, allowed his eyes
to wander around the room with its heavy wooden panelling, its mirrors, and
its lamps nestling in the walls. Since the flimsy curtains stretched along the
whole facade did not seem enoughto stop the torrentialsun, he was inclined to
believe that the swarthy wood soaked upthe excess shafts of light,not allowing
them to pour into the corners and spread to the lofty ceiling. From his seat,
he could barely make out the facial features of the man who was coordinating
the service for the customers from the back of the room, behind a wooden
counter. He only saw his bulging paunch wobble each time he wiped the
counter with a white cloth, and Antonis was amused by the way in which he
kneaded together three or four languages in his singsong Sicilian accent.

Chouri started explaining to him: "That man Danielle is the pub's star
attraction. He's il protagonista, a sort of comédien who gives a daily
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performance behind the counter”. It was true that the counter, with its discrete
lighting and a glass canopy of giant beer mugs hanging from unseen hooks,
recalled the footlights on a stage.

"For who?" asked Antonis impulsively.

“As soon as the Boursecloses, the "jobbers" arrive.An ice-cold beer in
the Danielle is a balm for those poor sods. Haven't you seen how they shout
themselves hoarse racing up and down their wooden steps all morning,
chasing after the prices of cotton on blackboards? The stock exchange requires
tough guts, my friend, un point ¢' est tout. Their silk shirts are soaked in sweat.
After them, the lawyers and bankers tumble in. Ya du monde, je vous assure".

Antonis reflected that Elias was also preparing to give his own performance
in front of all these people. In the end, he would have preferred to resolve
this matter without any fanfare, in a quiet office, far from the eyes of the
world, and Elias' insistence on meeting in such a crowded place had begun
to irritate him as much as the tardiness of the British dignitaryThe Lebanese,
who intuited this irritation, annoyed Antonis even more when he attempted to
excuse the inexcusable by saying: "En tout cas, we're waiting for His Eminence
the Advisor of the High Commission,not just the first passerby".

This drove Antonis over the edge. "His Eminence, huh?" he growled angrily.
"We're waiting for some lapdog who hasn't learnt to be on time! And stop
fidgeting and fiddling with that damn watch in your pocket, because you're
getting on my nerves!"

Elias stared at him aghast, and hurried to stuff his watch into his waistcoat
pocket. Then Antonis flipped his lapels decisively and crossed his arms as he
continued to wait.

However, the real reason for his anger lay elsewhere. He felt that he had
allowed Elias to exploit him for the sake of theatrical display. When the two of
them entered the pub, Elias had beckoned to Danielle, who bowed like a true
protagonista in his white shirt, suspenders, and bow tie. Antonis felt certain
that the giant Ttalian would trumpet the fact that his establishment had hosted
the tobacco industrialist Charamis and the Advisor of the High Commission,
who was expected at any moment.

Their meeting would practically anoint Antonis Charamis as the official
supplier of cigars to the British army, making him one of the wealthiest
Egyptian Greeks - the formalities would be the lawyers' concern. Not that
Antonis was not already counted among the Croesuses of Alexandria. Since
the start of the century, the famous pack of "Charamis - CIGARETTES
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EGYPTIENNES", stamped with Alexandria's emblem, the Needles of Cleopatra,
could also be found in England, in Germany, in Holland, and even as far afield
as Sweden and Norway. The Esteemed Advisor had surely been well informed,
and would be aware that Charamis had been, amongst other things, the
supplier to His Majesty the Sultan of Egypt, as well as to the Prince of Greece,
Constantine. So Antonis only decided to bring the photograph that Sarah
Bernhardt had dedicated to him with her own hand, when she had visited his
factory in Moharram Bey five years ago and declared herself most profoundly
impressionée by its location and infrastructure. This story was still well known
among circles of diehard smokers.In any case, well known or not, it was one of
the first things that the Lebanesse had asked him about as soon as they met:

"Et la photo, tu I' as apportée?" And he asked to see the photograph of the
famous singer, with her dedication on the back.

Elias Chouri was a French citizen from a Lebanese family; he had been
born in Beirut and belonged to the Maronite denomination. These things
explained to a certain extenth is well-groomed appearance. "Il est toujours tiré
a quatre épingles" was the first remark that people made about him in this city.
Antonis liked him for exactly the same reasons that he disliked him. He was
incapable of not liking a man with such a gurgling crystal laugh, but Elias’
youthfulness was a serious cause for dislike, now that he had fortuitously
made it to his fifties. At least Antonis knew that he could partially trust
him,precisely because Elias would never gain his complete trust. Whenever
he wanted to fling an insult at his face, like right now, he would realize that he
needed Elias and had to restrain himself, but even when this need was absent,
he was unable to hurl abuse at bad-mouth? theinnocent boy in front of him.
He always had the impression that the Lebanese was manipulating him at will,
though in reality he was the one exploiting Elias to promote his own interests.

And that obsession of his for little details was so irritating! But when
Antonis spotted two signs of sloppiness in Elias' appearance, he felt victorious
in his observations. As always, Elias had naturally tamed his luxuriant tufts
of hair with an abundance of brilliantine, and a small silver chain dangled
from his waistcoat. However, if you looked closely at his moustache, you
would notice that some wild stray whiskers protruded here and there,
brushing against his plum-coloured upper lip,and frequently obliging him
to push the mup with his lower lip. But most inexcusable for such a comme
il faut Lebanese was the fact that his jacket pocket lacked the little white
handkerchief with which he would wipe the small drops of sweat that formed
on his forehead,and instead of which he was using his white serviette while
stammering "Quelle chaleur!" Today, it was abnormally hot for the month of
May. Last week,the rain had poured down nonstop, a common occurrence in
Alexanda.

73



PERE R FET
I\L JJ EU - China International

Literary Festival

Unlike Elias, Antonis had woken up earlier than usual and had the foresight
to hire the services of Kikinos, the Cephalonian barber, whohad carried his kit
to the Quartier Grec at daybreak, before opening his shop in the Soter district,
behind the Shallalat Gardens. For good luck, he had entrusted the shining of
his shoes to an Armenian boot polisher in Mohamed Ali Square.

Seated opposite Chouri, he gazed at his own face in one of the bar's mirrors,
deeply satisfied to see that the barber had not only groomed his moustache,
but also his sideburns. At that same moment, the doorbell rang, but it was not
the man for whom they were waiting. An exquisite fragrance filled his nostrils,
and he turned around to look. There emerged, from behind the doorway's
wooden partition, an impressive woman in a wide-brimmed hat. A bolero
concealed her shoulders, while her plaited dress reached just below her knees,
revealing a pair of gorgeous calves. She stood still for an instant, while a little
cross-eyed boy took care of her hat. Then Faouzi, the waiter, ushered her to the
neighbouring table with an almost theatrical gesture. With ethereal motions,
as though she were dancing on her high heels, she alighted on her seat. She
languidly sloughed her snow-white gloves, which she folded and slipped into
her handbag. Then she spread her fan and fluffed out her wavy hair with
an affected swish. That same moment, Antonis thought she was smiling at
him, and he rushed to raise his glass in response. He was so impressed by the
European panache of this young woman that he could not contemplate any
thought except "Quelle belle femme!"

"Yvette Santon!" Elias Chouri informed him, noticing his interest. "Swiss-
French. With a Swiss mother and a French father---or was it a French mother
and a Swiss father?" And he went on in a whisper, “They say that Philippe
Jacquot brought her here. In fact, she onceposed as his lawful spouse, even
though everyone knows that Jacquot already has a wife and children. An old
scoundrel, mon ami.”

Antonis Charamis knew Jacquot very well: he was another Chouri who
had made shady deals in Egypt over the past five years. He was neither better
nor worse than the Lebanese. As for his so-called lady companion, Antonis
planned to become better acquainted with her on some other occasion. For
the time being, he could simply imagine he rentwined in his embrace on the
banks of Lake Mareotis, or in some suite of Shepheard's Hotel in Cairo, far
away from the prying eyes of Alexandrians.

The arrival of the British dignitary brought Antonis back to reality. The
former was not alone. He was accompanied by a red-haired man with freckles
on his face, slightly taller than him, who introduced himself as the Special
Advisor to the Minister of the East at the High Commission. His presence
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seemed to displease the Lebanese, who muttered something under his
breath. Antonis, on the other hand, considered it perfectly natural that their
man should be accompanied, even for no other reason than to impress. He
had no idea whether he should address the Advisor with some title or other,
and so, after making introductions, he simply called him Mr. Cosner. The
latter immediately gave the impression of being both arrogant and ignorant
about the region's problems. He combined the politeness of the English
gentleman with the pomposity of the British imperialist. He had pointy ears
that protruded in a comical way, poking up like hornsfrom his square-shaped
head, and his hair had a faint parting, which he repeatedly tried to make
more visible with his fingertips. He had barely settled himself down on his
seat before he started raining curses on Alexandria and her spring showers,
counting himself fortunate to have spent a fantastic winter in Cairo.He had
just arrived from the capital two days ago, and the only thing that pleased him
here was the splendid view from the small hill of the Governmental Palace.
The rest of Alexandria struck him as a dull provincial town with limited venues
for recreation, and little of archaeological interest compared to Cairo. Clearly,
he was completely ignorant about the place's history, and even more clueless
about contemporary developments. Judging from some comment he made
about the murdered Coptic Prime Minister, Boutros Ghali Pasha, Antonis
concluded that Cosner had no idea about the exact time or circumstances of
the murder. As for the other man, the redhead, it was debatable whether he
had uttered a single word during the entire meal. In fact, from the beginning,
when Cosner had suggested for some obscure reason that they should speak in
French, the Advisor to the Minister of the East must have failed to understand
what exactly they were discussing.

But none of this mattered. It only remained to close the deal, which,
exactly as the Greek tobacco industrialist suspected, had already been sealed
beforehand. This meeting in a pub on the Rue Cherif Pasha was merely a
formal working lunch whose main purpose served to ensure Elias Chouri's
commission. All Mr Cosner wanted was to smoke some Charamis cigars,
instead of his favourite pipe. Once Antonis had grasped the state of play, he
could not even be bothered to take the photograph of Sarah Bernhardt from his
jacket's inside pocket. Feeling that he had earned the right to relax, he leaned
back a bit more comfortably in his seat, putting all his soul into enjoying the
delicacies served by Faouzi. He looked at the finely crafted décor around
him. Fortunately, the monotonous tone of the swarthy wood was broken by
Danielle's white shirt, by Cosner's flaxen moustache, trimmed “a la brosse”
as Kikinos would say, by the blonde beer, and by the refined presence of
Mademoiselle Santon, whom he had seenfor a split second, applying makeup
with the help of her pocket mirror. If he could trust Chouri's words, the pub
would soon be bursting with people. "Well, just waiting for the stockbrokers,
the lawyers, and the bankers", he said to himself. He suddenly began to enjoy
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the prospect of meeting these people in such a congenial atmosphere. In
the future, he thought, both professional transactions and private flirtations
will happen in places like this. But perhaps people would dress themselves
more simply. There would always be a crafty Chouri pulling strings, and an
exquisite Yvette to tempt his imagination. With all this in mind, he raised his
glass again and saluted Jacquot's mistress, who responded with an eager look.
A minute earlier, he had whispered something predictable in Faouzi's ear,
and the waiter, clad in his green and gold-embroidered caftan, informed the
Mademoiselle that the dapper gentleman with grey hair and well-groomed
moustache had taken care of her bill. As things stood, the happy outcome of
his flirtatious pursuit would soon crown the greatest commercial deal that he
had ever sealed, and with no particular effort on his part.

The blonde beer sparkled in the glass bocks that they raised and clinked.
Outside, in the street, the frantic city could be seen racing towards economic
renewal. Caleches competed with the rare automobiles, and among them
mingled a swarm of people of all stripes and ages, piously sacrificing to
Mammon. The backdoor of the pub led to an alleyway where Egypt and her
natives winked at you with sly and crafty looks. The main door, on the other
hand, led you straight to Europe, where the gracefulness of European fashions
was put on display, where English and French were the dominant languages.
From the corner of his eye, Antonis spotted one of his Greek employees
rushing up the Rue Cherif Pasha with a bundle of paper under his arm. He
was apparently heading to work without any distractions, and this filled his
employer with deep satisfaction.

When all was said and done, Antonis enjoyed life in this city, where a
harmonious symphony of races, languages, and creeds resounded in a daily
carnival. He could not imagine any other place where adventurers like Elias
Chouri, Yvette Santon, and he himself might meet a better fate. According to
the big clock on the wall, the time was half past one.

It was not merely war and commerce that brought us here, thought Antonis,
once he had found his way to the hidden mysteries of Yvette's body. When he
first penetrated her flesh, he completely forgotabout the bedroom and felt
uncertain whether he was really inside Elias Chouri's sumptuous apartment in
Roshdy, on a double bed with gold-plated headboard, entwined with a woman
who had intoxicated his imagination.Later, her muffled moans, along with
the encouraging cries of "poussez, poussez!" that accompanied their rhythmic
coupling, helped him to regain the sensual outlines of reality: her breasts as
firm as lemons, her curly hair whose long waves were lost behind the bed's
headboard, her pubic triangle that prickled his skin.
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Aria, The World from the Beginning
(Extract)

Missing

Storytelling is a kind of consolation. It gives you the right to leave out
the people or things that make you feel shame, doubt, regret. I don't know
whether Christopher Alby, sitting in the front seat chatting to the driver all
the way to Lavrio, would have agreed with me. Archaeologists after all have
their own way of perceiving the truth. We could have taken the train, but he
insisted on using the British Embassy jeep. On the last leg of our journey,
where the road climbs up a wooded hill and passes through a small village
before going downhill again, as if it's about to run into the sea, the little jeep
went jolting wildly over the mud truck and looked likely to fall to pieces at any
moment. Chris however seemed completely unfazed and went on chatting to
his compatriot and ignoring me. Every time he turned his head I had the sense
that T was seeing two different people. His left profile looked fresher and more
youthful but at the same time harder. With his right cheek to view, his nose
and chin were more evenly defined, but the years had visibly left their mark. I
wondered whether his two faces were a reflection of his character. The tobacco
pipe protruding from his lips gave him a birdlike aspect, a bird of prey, to be
exact. And the whole impression was submerged in the shade of the straw hat
that each of us wore to protect us from the pitiless sun.

When we arrived at Lavrio the caique had not yet come in. The sea appeared
calm, though a gentle north wind had picked up and grew stronger as the sun
rose further in the sky. For the time being we looked in vain for some coolness
off the sea after the heat that had overwhelmed us inland at Mesogeia. We sat
in a cafe, at the edge of the harbour, under a bamboo shade. The proprietor,
a giant of a man with expressionless eyes, served up some unexpectedly good
coffee. He had a towel draped over his right shoulder which he used to wipe
down the tables and flick away the flies.

Chris offered me a cigarette. We smoked, exhaling thick clouds of smoke.
It was strange thing: the Englishman always had a pipe in his mouth. His
relationship with it verged on the sexual. He looked at it, bit it, stroked it and
would often put his finger into the empty bowl. But when he wanted to smoke,
he produced cigarettes from an elegant tobacco tin and put his pipe away.

Eventually he took off his jacket and rolled up his sleeves, revealing thin,
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but sinewy forearms. Then he went and stood at the end of the pier and
skimmed a few stones across the water. He bent elegantly at the waist and and
stayed for a while without moving, with his thumbs hooked into his braces,
waiting for the stone to sink to the bottom after a few flips. The Greek police
from the Department of Aliens, who had been following us all the time, had
stopped in the shade a hundred metres off. They got out of their official car,
not wearing their jackets, and then they too rolled up their sleeves. One of
them even pulled out a white handkerchief and mopped his forehead and his
neck. The other one produced a newspaper and pretended to read it, leaning
against the bonnet of his car. What could all this be about?
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Paolo Colagrande

(p-5)

Brennero Trenazzi was called "Treasure" because it was the most frequent
word he used. For example, Devid's dog was called a treasure as some experts
had offered money buy to it, which he refused because with his old age
pension and inheritance he had plenty of money already.

His motor tricycle Hercules was a treasure too, because it is only
manufactured in a few factories. His little grandson's father was an
engineer, sauntering around America and Russia designing rivers or lakes
- or something - and maybe he will get some treasures too. Let's just say,
that everything in nature that for any reason entered the personal sphere
of Brennero automatically became a treasure: from the multi-function
screwdriver to the compressor, to the hearing aid, to the chair in the barber
shop in which Liverio Lamonaca was sitting, to some friends and relatives
whom no one had ever seen but who were all wealth holders. Brennero is
140cm tall, with a face that” s looks as if it had miraculously escaped from
misfortune, except for the hearing problem. He looks sideways, facing the 10
o'clock direction, his face flushed due to the ever-handy wine bottle.

Agnes is not local, she was one of the group of ten that came from Abruzzo
Citeriore. They were brought here in an ex-military car, led by an importer
who brought the destined wives to the hopeless men who couldn't find wives
by themselves. One year, he came back and forth 20 times, but brought back
very little. After that year he has been not seen. It was in this way that Agnes
was married to Brennero.

The story I told in a soft voice is like a thorn in my flesh, but Brennero
will not tell it. The only thing he will say is that Agnes is a treasure, but will
never mention the trading price. To see Agnes and Brennero alone it is
difficult to imagine them as a couple, in a spiritual and technical sense, in the
procreative sense. The fact that none of the daughters resembled Brennero
- apart from the red hair, but Agnes also has red hair - aroused much talk.
These unfounded rumours sparked some moderate jealousies; I say moderate
because everything in Bruglio di Brembio is moderate. When the whole family
rode around the city on the motor tricycle the rumours would swirl. Look
there, they would say, there goes Treasure's girls and that little bastard. It was
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only moderate envy because in actual fact what we saw was a happy family:
Brennero holding the handlebars of Hercules with a master's authoritative
look, Agnes holding his grandson close, and the four daughters in the back
carriage.

(Hear the Frogs)
Paolo Colagrande
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JERRIER P IE TR, JoRTERTRIBRIRAR RE SR, WIERY; A7 ARG, e
ME R B KR5S, Zuckermann A THATERFIFTEIIARK, ANARPRRIIBNSE
Té%ﬁa&iﬁ@, WEABE N2, FEMREEREL, B MATER N AR A ZZ]
‘(TJ" \O

MELIE PR TR EBEHEE, WKETTE, BIMNEIREIG, SIREERE, T
FHTE MR IMRATARTRES -, FESIHAEAESL S HEERy, (RITFINCH, IRFEAN
P ARATRE I EH IR, T Zuckermann fENHIER EME—MI AN RS, 2
—FRERAEAGRFIAR A, anEh =T AR AU, s FmiB i B SR
HE, % Bonifazzi fl Zuckermann R E WK, SERERFLSE, EaFk
BEEEHIIAAREE,

SR0E, IEANFKIA Sogliani BERERY, A —EM 5 WEANREZRT: BIHP 5
GEIRFF A RARE A AT/, %A T AR Z R AR F A —, (B
MZBF], N AKGE=IZH, Ky HMATR R H S T 40 SRR SRR
FTh 08, FORXFEGEN THIKIEAZE T RS R, BIIHAE, RERM—IR,
HLRE MR I ) B AR RO NP AR 2 AR SR, TEFRATIER I, S % SRk
Wy, BARELER RS R,

TEARLERNTS S5 AR, ERANTE San Demetrio A HEH 4= HIHL Hario Flisi,
MR TAENARIEERIER, &R FERHFE MY John Deere ZEMMARGEFARER
HASHIL, MWEESKHBE AN OEZEN L, 13k L2z & BHEE WE, gz
S (AT LRSS, H LRl RN T DL e, T
THREAREN, MRFAELDREE, AT DBl SR, &
JE st e NMEHIHRIAE TS, 18 BN S04 s, Hirs Kk
EX%E@%, {Z R John Deere, BHE—IRP O, HEDREAIEE, R
5T

Kz, Sogliani ¥, AL RIS NEBNAIEIE, FOUBIEELE AR

82



PRE R FET
I\L JJ EU - China International

Literary Festival

NIRRT SE i, [RINSUARL T AU RE. A DO AW, AT
HLASHY ERBES RATIRIH 22 E— MRBIT AR M, LIPEN, A2V
R, B, WEMECHsRENEE, MRRGETIEEE, M hSERENTS
REFFEFR LU UASARY, CZE A ER BN, BREFFRRIERE R
MR E— MEHAIIERESUEHRL RIS A,

AR, BMAKREDSE, ZAMt—BEEENlas RS AKS], FLE Z2EM
HLasHEL K, PE75 BAEAE S 73X — MU, FFi Rl HISERTRG TS, KPR
EPE7T BRI ARG, EMIER S 2o, #iaToh E i
FIARISAEA AR, W1SUVs, @A, BITH, FENMEFEZESE, Am, M
—IHA, RIEEFIU AR ENZ RS ERRAIEN T AN MR L5/ A 5
BFE e PR R, IXENL a7t BT B AT T A
PR LRI S|, T ATE A5 S E R &, AR PRRIE 2
Fhh ERHERA T R IEE BRI, AN AR A 2 AR, 1E3RAT]
Wi, B, AR E BTG RIS, AR R, R LT
%R%?g%%ﬁﬁ%ﬁﬂ%%ﬁZ@%ﬁ%ﬁ$E%z—,ﬁﬂ%ﬁﬁ@ﬁﬁ%
eI,

PANAE ol 2 A S IAR T N2 Sogliani AUERH; X2 MARIEIAVARTE, &k
NBESSEERES, JaRbEE - AR PEERAI S = = A i — AL T,
AR T — NMESRIFFE A RHIR B, ERINEFEE 250 {CROTHITE
Bt 100 /7 E LIARSHTE LA, LA, MIEEUER B LA RERI LR, Xt 2
RrE RO R E R ZANER A S ERE R KRN FrA8 Ry, #aigid,
FEVEEAEN, MEE LA XA, TR, KT, XEFEIR

BT R Sogliani FRHBIREIEZL, BRERAZEHRE, M E—KitE, F%
A1 Hario Flisi Z 4 John Deere, FAPLRBIFH, (EERDKMT, WRAmAAHEITA,
DA R, WSEEGL T AMZZA TR, B3P Bz tuhs, s
TRMNCKEIGF T HE T &M, MDD 2 1) 5 15 T 2 AR & SR R
B, 1EFATHTHE, Ilario Flisi X2 G4 ZM, FHRIRASILEE! X2kl
R —AE, AR PNEENEE, XE—MNEEZEEENGT, RENT
P, T BB ARG LM AARN1%%E, X lario Flisi 8788, RAKEHE
Sko WNHRBER T MEE, Flisi 4k£2iH, (RIARSSRFRLIRIHEN AL P B4i%, 1
SRR RSk, ATHAARN S — NOESLIIME, 4TS — 18 E, 6Kt
t, PO MMARNIY —iRfEmEsk b, MR EAR, (HHERE, Wik
B SL A — &SRR T, XM REAR, s ERE, E IR E
1, I T John Deere MBIV, JSTHERE Flisi BUFA Zii: HE? fi—
SO SR T BRI, BRI, B O Fm, M gaEis
FEM B, AIREEZRUH TIXAE, #EiE Nk, AEIEKHBEE]T John
Deere I, 24 Flisi {8 MALTE TRIZB IV E L,

IRELFIEIXEERER, Sogliani [Al, BT, FKEEZ,
H-+ZE AL Flisi 77 John Deere fT3/ER BRI —BU N, RIREECKIFAE

83



. — Nt

PEREFRXFET

JJ EU - China International
Literary Festival
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LR, SIFENP TR, RN T, (RIFGRREECN T A FRAMTE%
IXFE, Sogliani Bifththin) T B CiX MAFER R —ZI8 T,

Hear the Frogs
Translated into English by Isobel Butters

Only at the close of the bathing season, when once again the vague
atmospheres fade and the sweet perfumes wane and the sunny after noons
shorten, the dawns that earlier were fresh and misty are humid and hazy,
the sunsets are no longer flaming but dull and leaden etcetera etcetera, did
Zuckermann start to cast an eye to the so-called future, the near future too, the
one waiting just around the corner and, who knows why, things never did add
up. The who knows why is sarcastic.

Looking at things from the metaphorical armchair and starting from the
end, that is from the return journey when you count the dead and chuck the
sand on to the bloodied asphalt and run the sword under the tap, you might
just think that the famous pearl couldn't stay inside the oyster forever and the
sight of Zuckermann as the only man on earth was nothing more than a rite of
passage and initiation, as the Flemish anthropologists say, or so-called nature
that had to run its course, as Bonifazzi said and Zuckermann repeated, or the
puppetteer that sooner or later had to tire, as I modestly say.

Then, as I explain to Sogliani, there is an obvious but nevertheless important
detail: that girl from Rome wasn't one of those ugly cows without any charm
that nobody wants but maybe they meet anyway, luckily for humanity because
ugly cows often conceal all the qualities of Venus and Athena. I say this so that
the conversation doesn't appear reactionary. We are talking about someone
who evoked the songs of the earth and the hymns of the Arcadian shepherds
just by looking at her, without the need for makeup or trimmings; let's say
frankly that when the Roman girl went past it was normal for men's heads to
turn.

Among the men whose heads turned for example was tractor-driver Ilario
Flisi of the San Demetrio farm who had the contract for cleaning the littoral
and who every evening would turn up with his John Deere and his air of easy
winner, go down on to the beach through the entrance near the pier where
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the local girls were always dangling their legs, rev his engine, give his winning
smile and phony soldier's salute and, if the Roman girl was there, stop and
offer opinions at random, for example on ponytails, because the Roman girl
tied her hair in a ponytail and then he would always crack the same jokes,
while she laughed disinterestedly. Then maybe the next evening he would pass
by again, stop the John Deere, look at the Roman girl again, make the same
joke about the ponytail, again, and leave.

Anyway, Sogliani says that a man on a tractor has charismatic authority
because he combines the Dionysian qualities of primitive man with the skills
of the mechanical pioneer and at the same time embodies, so to speak, the
theme of man's superiority over machinery which is a much exploited topos
in today's aesthetics of design, as if to say that man is the measure of all
things and, as a result, maker of his own destiny, and if Leonardo da Vinci
were alive today he wouldn't draw a stiff, naked Vitruvian Man in geometrical
Renaissance pose in the circle and in the square, but a man on a tractor in the
pose of an organics expert.

And while it is true that women have been attracted to men on machines
since the beginning of man's existence, well, actually, since machines
came into existence, Western man uses this rule impro perly, contaminated
by abridged aesthetics, and indeed Western man, the victim of serious
epistemological misunderstandings tends, in his attempt to attract women,
to equip himself with powerful luxury machines, like SUVs, supercars,
quod bikes, Carrera and Ducati which, however, instead dominate him
right from the start, according to the dynamics that reproduce that archaic
relationship between servant and master and that in socioeconomic terms
recall the agrarian question in the Marxist debate. Western man though does
not understand that woman is attracted to the tractor and the tractor-driver,
and that a ride on a tractor driven by an expert who knows how to use his
console to perfection and flaunts a milling machine connected to the shaft
has a whole different effect on the psyche; let's say the same power of sugge-
stion as certain propitiatory fertility rites among the Apache tribes or as the
dances of Central Africa, just to give some examples. And this is just one of the
many fundamental differences between the driver of a SUV and the driver of a
tractor that we will deal with in greater detail, some other time though.

Man as the measure of all things was not an invention of Sogliani's; it is an
idea of Plato and it became the technical manifesto of the Enlightenment,
later taken up by Le Corbusier and a Swedish quantity surveyor from Smaland
who invented a furniture brand that is very popular today and has a turnover
of twenty-five billion euro a year in Europe and a million Swiss francs in
Switzerland. Therefore, harmony always comes out of geometric measures and
proportions, which was what the musicians at the time of Vitruvius thought
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when they said that the art of sound is like the movement of celestial bodies, in
other words, abstract mathematical speculation; it has little to do with reason
but hey too bad, it's general knowledge.

To get to the heart of the matter brought up by Sogliani, just towards the end
of the bathing season it so happened that one evening tractor driver Ilario Flisi
on his John Deere with the milling machine hooked up to the shaft stopped
near the pier, tooted his horn, greeted the girls in his usual mocking military
way and at the sight of the Roman girl standing with her back to him he
stopped to give her a good once over, from her ponytail down her back to the
modelled regions there below. Let's bet, said Ilario Flisi to the Roman girl that
tomorrow you aren't wearing a pony tail! Which was one way of getting her to
turn round, not a real bet, which is a sentence without a presumption oflogic,
said just for the sake of it. And the Roman girl smiled absently at her friends
and shrugged at Ilario Flisi, without even turning round. If T win the bet Flisi
continued, you'll come for a ride on my tractor tomorrow. And the Roman,
still not turning round, gave her girlfriends another distracted smile and him
another shrug. The following evening the girl from Rome was there on the
pier again with her friends, perhaps by chance but perhaps not, her loose
hair reaching half way down her back and with a slightly shorter dress, this
perhaps by chance as well, or perhaps not, and in the midst of their chatting
came the sound of the John Deere and the saucy horn followed by the voice of
Flisi saying: See? And as he said it he thumped his fist on the mudcap to claim
his prize. And the Roman girl covered her face with her hands as if to say look
how I fell for it, and maybe even said the words, then she got down off the pier
and leapt athletically on to the John Deere, where she sat in the passenger seat
while Flisi glided into gear.

How do you know these things, asked Sogliani. Heresay, I replied.

The episode of the ride on the John Deere with Flisi the tractor-driver may
seem of little importance, because after all there's nothing wrong in getting
on a tractor driven by a tractor-driver; I mean passing that way while the John
Deere was digging the beach no one would have noticed anything special,
other than the fine sight of a job finished, which are the sights you see at
Zobolo Santaurelio Riviera and not in other seas, like that of the Great Antilles
in Jamaica but that's all, and who knows how many other times tractor-driver
Flisi had done the same with other residents or holdiay makers perhaps even
without gaining anything from it but just for the sake of showing off, and you
start to wonder why we're even talking about it. And Sogliani says he's been
asking himself the same question for a quarter of an hour.
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INIEE From the book
égfﬁ Ismokau nebtti
(I've Learned Not to Be),
R R 2011
FHraF Rk
fr)LI In the city, quarantine

and mourning. everyone
waits for the snow.

on the facades, and
in the streets—
an indelible hideousness.

witches have multiplied.
they publish glitzy
books

about themselves.

shamans in the gateways
peddle amulets,

whose spells

have long gone stale.

Belarus, Poland—-
burning fences
everywhere.

overturned trucks
with contraband
of winter.

meat is sold
by the road,
virtually free.

animals have emigrated,
along with the connoisseurs
of sacred script,

and any woman

who could walk.

only men
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with fishing poles
and flags,

rocks

in their bosoms—-

everyone
in one square,

so that it would be easier
to take them up

into heaven

and lock them up

until they sober.

in the window

of the facing house,
in the kitchen,

a light burns.

naked death
rummages through
the refrigerator.

it's her

yellow jackboots
that shine

when she walks
the streets.

she notices me
and nods.

see you SOO1.
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Easy Rider

Translated by Rimas Uzgiris

iwill ride

the blazing bus in the dark
through the station

of insomniac bums

past the Soviet suburbs

of trenches, embrasures
and pill-boxes

iwill ride

quietly smoldering in

an aquarium of flame

past tenement rows

through the dregs of darkness
eyeballs and teeth

shining white
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iwill watch

how the city closes up
into the fist of a flower
how its sandy
underground roots
stir and seek

iwill ride
the blazing bus

farther
deeper

into the horrible
hospitality of nature
a damp refuge

of purling moss

iwill ride
to try on wet
cold clothing

tolie
face-up
in an echoing spire

to burn out

*kk

only now do I understand

how much I hate

that greyness

how my ordinary life
is sticky and sweet
how order is my desire
and how that horrifies me
how peace possesses me

and loneliness drives me from home
how the trunks of pines by my house

radiate heat, how
finely the sand flows, how
green the lily's lament



now I understand

translated by Rimas Uzgiris
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FROM THE CYCLE
“ANNOTATED PHOTOGRAPHS”

KkK

powerlessness, vanity -
i repeated

- the city was oppressed
by a stone of heat

icut down

those words

pulled out

syntax’ s cartilage
ripped out the bones
of phonemes

reality wavers

language breaks

into the throat

with ache and lightning

- the city was oppressed
by stones of heat

only its labyrinths

and butcher shops,

only its graves, morgues,
and churches

are cool

language unplugged
hardens

like a drop of wax
on a stone wall
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{of clean being) Y%

TEZ
—2JL Ugne

BEFGE

EEBR DR/ MKER
MOKFHISR

HRAE A&

L e =R

EAAN: )i

HREL
AFIEERE| TR
B-R—HREe M

EHIAR SR
XEYAAT F K5
AR EHDER
From forthcoming book $varaus
buvimo(Of Clean Being)
By Holy Lake
for daughter Ugne
iwait

until the small bright head
emerges from the water

eyes shut

frowning

red-faced

as if born again

tearing her way to the surface
again — with all her strength
thirsting to drink

of this world

this light

ineffable

92



Tk E R
(Dragonfly Thirds)

FIRREE Luxembourg

UETEAR TR
ST KL BRI

PHYEETAE LA REES 78 g
85— MR REPEREE
s =2 T ALY
BRI

BuEE, BAEIRRLE
BABIT—HEE

B, BAEIRE
WHDIDHE, fE R IES

TR CHIBB RN, BRuReT
I &

LU ASDNINESS o

18 R ER R S 5 | AN,
PRI HEZIER
AREKFNX e EE, MR

LT B2 EERITERL 7, XA
TR XA, NREER DL
B NEH

N L BAER TR

XL FHIER?

HFZR N

REATE_EAECERTIR
SRGAAE BERG(E E LRI I T RN —FF

— i A 4

PREFRFET

EU - China International
Literary Festival

1L

Guy Helminger

From: Dragonfly Thirds.
Collected Poems.

Before the cup

As I woke the water in the tap

there were only used coffee filters in
front of me

news from a plantation in the next
world

prayer grounds the harvest not worth
beans The morning was of a light
roast and I thought you don't need

to look like a priest to

slaughter a sheep First came the
rustling of the trees then the one who
whispers

first the hamster then its wheel

like visions at altitude that

suck the breath from your lungs and
you wonder: How persistent the snow
must be

to reach so high on the
mountaintops? Caffeine melt So
much

nonsense shining like a ray of sun
through the small window

Why am I thinking of religion

so early in the morning?

Maybe because I

can hear God breathe

as He dims the light in the evening

Translation Tess Lewis
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Driving
(American Memories)

the light dipped sonnets into the
morning pool a quick

chlorine rinse as birds fluttered

in my bones and the gas pedal

down below lay the city

like a cut-out foal yes

snowman yes there were songs

before there was radio someone was
singing the

sounds of grilles raised

flour faces dark flour that

rippled down from the roofs and
framed the reflections: beauty contest
onthe

sidewalk here death is tattooed

and goes to church I thought

I ran over the light in rags
bottle-holsters on its hips you could
hear

the clinking all the way to the next
hotel floor

where night was already waiting

Translation: Tess Lewis
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On this Afternoon
in Cologne

the wind was on the ropes in front of
the

supermarket the fruit pulp on the
panes as light was loaded

The poets sometimes also called
white wagtails stand on such sunny
days at desks near the river

in closed compound fringe events
and flirt with death

A gong landscape

trembling reeds the souls on T-shirts
while

language dries out on the curb
sprained

potholes on the Boulevard of Verse
where each word begs for its reader

The one in the cloudless shorts for
example

had lavender tattooed on his shoulders
smelled of iron the rust of old

screws before the downpour

Friends say you carry the city in your

voice and I don't know what they
mean
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When I get up in the morning poems
are lying on my sofa raise an arm and
show the shaved pit

Rheinland tile canna lily traffic on
the North-South stretch tides of my
blood

The city is acidulous from the grass
the

snack stands' shadows damp around
the edges heels with a nickel finish
and a face

like a coarse curry blend

I buy the noodle mist of your

bones the language chips of the nation
bars brooks stucco grapes and then it
is

enough

An airplane lifts me up out of
the day

Translation: Tess Lewis
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Restaurantroom

roomatic lines glued

one to the others

on the side of the road near

West Lake Hanoi with fat light
sensors and a note

that I handed over the language
barrier

but already the foaming broth

but already rain-damp fur in my
noseroom

and through the restaurant there came
on a plate and in pieces came the little
dog also the family’ s noddingthe
next table’ sjoys

with the strangeness in my mouth
strewn in all winds

and sinuses

like a cut

my breath my language

Yes friends I gave up!

with an apologetic gesture
beneath the family’ s smile

I stepped out of the line

in my first evening phrase

later in the night still

followed by smell

and an agitated

soliloquy

Translation: Tess Lewis
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McGuy

It is wet here indeed
the barstools
with one leg in the
loamy ground and Paddy in
the pints cause he has been
one of us says old
Ecki and drinks
to the urn
on the
shelf

Translated by the author
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FRE_DOM
(Excerpt)
Majka (to Vera)

I stood in the doorway to the Registrar's Office and watched Mick reading
the newspaper with his feet up on the window sill. The news from the world:
while in the States two young people had got married during a marathon, in
Cuba they’ d begun constructing underground shelters, resulting in an acute
shortage of cement and fuel all over the island.

The objectionable woman in the Registrar's Office shouted at me to wait
outside, so I took a step backwards into the corridor. Through the half-open
door I saw her go over to Mick and lean over his shoulder, her huge breasts
touching his back. She was helping him with some words in the articles. Mick
had learned the basics of Slovak quite well in a short time. Allegedly so he
could read the newspapers and chat to people about politics in the pub.

"Look here," he pointed to another article. "What's that you say? I can't
believe what I see!" The woman laughed: "We say T can't believe my eyes!" I
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liked hearing him read aloud from the newspapers. So did the woman from
the Registrar's Office. We had never heard our mother tongue spoken with a
foreign accent before. He read:

For McDonald's from the south of Slovakia

Several kinds of fast food such as hamburgers, salads, French fries, various
desserts, hot and cold beverages - and note this, Plzen beer (an exception said
to be allowed by the firm of McDonald's in only one of its 11 804 branches - the
one in Prague) will be available to the public every day. Everything, of course,
blessed by the continual strict control of hygiene and the quality of the food
and service.

At this point he raised his eyes meaningfully and cried: "An article like
this shouldn't be among the domestic news. It's a PR article, an advert!" He
continued with the last sentence:

The Majcichov Agricultural Cooperative will supply the Prague restaurant
with milk for the preparation of special products — milkshake cocktails and ice-
cream sundaes.

The woman just said that she had never eaten a hamburger. The next time
she visited Prague she'd be sure to go to that restaurant. "Have you been to
Prague?" Just then Mick noticed that I was still standing outside the door.
"Come in!" he called.

"Tt's rude to listen outside the door, didn't anyone teach you that?" the
woman reproached me. He added that we should knock and resolutely step
inside, that we should stop being timid. He switched to English and raised his
voice. In the second person it wasn't clear whether he was talking to me or
whether I just represented everything that aggravated him about this country.
Just as McDonald's represented what he didn't like about America.

He concluded by asking whether I read the papers and when I shook my
head, he banged the paper down on the desk and swung round in his chair.
He made a few gestures and thanked me for giving him an idea. He asked the
woman to xerox and make copies of the article. Mick gave out these papers
in the class and wrote a couple of questions on the board. Silence fell over
the class, no one knowing how to relate these questions to the event of the
restaurant opening in Prague. The discussion took some time to get off the
ground as no one knew how to confront Mick's zeal for discussion. "Why, why
do you think anyone needed a McDonald's here? Why?" he called to the person
who ventured to speak.
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Mick used to gesture wildly, put his hands to his head and make grimaces.
Maybe they should have thrown him out, because at the end of the year we
didn't know the grammar and he often came late to class or he moved it to the
pub opposite the university. But no one then had any idea how native speakers
taught, maybe it was just meant to be like that.

Vera (to the painter, Mr Maliar)

In Bratislava I missed very much the whole sector of services from express
manicure/pedicure and Chinese snack bars to the psychoanalyst. All those
little people, little chats and the wealth of paid love they gave me; I missed all
that there.

In New York I had built up a relationship with my pedicurist. Just imagine,
she spent her adolescent years looking at calloused soles. At her age we'd
been listening to loud rock music and rebelling against work; she watched
the Chinese titles of a film out of the corner of her eye, while scraping and
smoothing my feet with automatic movements. "Massage?" she would ask and
run her fingers over my calves, my big toe brushing against the nipple under
her Hello Kitty T-shirt. I think I even dreamed about her once. She would kiss
the toe knuckles I had worn the skin off running on a treadmill in my trainers,
while all the time she kept one eye on the television.

And then there was the girl in the snack bar. She mistook me for some
actress. She stared hard at me when she was putting sesame chicken on my
plate - my little passion, my little deep-fried transgression that I eat under the
picture of a waterfall in the corner, quite hidden from the world of healthy
eating. Just then they were shooting some film out in the street and the girl was
sure some star had come in for sesame chicken. I smiled, her interest flattered
me, so I told her I was from the catering company and I had her wrap up one
portion, allegedly for Woody Allen.

Another time I told her I'd been sent again to get that wonderful chicken. I
invented strange stories about him; I always summed up his aberrations and
manias in a couple of sentences. I said Woody usually ate raw food, just lots of
shoots, but then he would suddenly shut himself up in the catering caravan,
no one was allowed to see him and there he would eat a portion of sesame
chicken fried in a saucepan full of oil! Woody liked to obey prohibitions, but
every now and then he was naughty, so he could foster a feeling of wrongdoing
that had to be suppressed by industriousness. That's what I admire about
Henryk, that he can be disciplined without it bursting out of him anywhere.
What I like about you, Mr Maliar, is that you can be undisciplined and you
don't reproach yourself in any way.
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In actual fact these were my own oddities, which I first disclosed to my
psychoanalyst and on the way home from seeing him I got into the habit of
rewarding myself with my sesame delight, while also taking away one portion
for the fictive Allen. That was before I discovered that my psychoanalyst was
following me. During our sessions, when I talked to him about my Lolita
passion for my pedicurist, he became addicted to me. He spent the whole week
dealing with patient after patient without showing the slightest interest, until
at the end of the week he could at last listen to me talking. Then he would steal
out of the office and follow me through the streets. While T was eating in the
snack bar, he would sit in the coffee bar opposite and keep an eye on me over
his open newspaper, then run out into the street to follow me, only turning
round when he reached the door to my house. From there he popped into the
beauty salon, where he used the toilet, from whose door he could get a glimpse
of the pedicurist squeezed into a child's T-shirt.

The doors in the toilets in New York have very wide gaps; it's a kind of
privacy/non-privacy when answering the call of nature, so we watch each
other out of the corner of our eyes and we pretend we are divided off by a
wall that admits no sound or sight. That psychoanalyst began visiting his own
psychoanalyst, who as a result of listening to him fell in love with me and so
he watched his patient watching me going for Chinese chicken and to the
pedicurist. One day he told me everything and begged me to report him to the
police, in order to break that knot, that sweet and sour torment. But I didn't
like that! Why would I do such a thing?

I missed this kind of very sophisticated closeness/alienation in Bratislava.
Here everyone vulgarly shook hands and frowned in public. A period without
a single pucker of passion awaited Henryk and I. In a number of households
we sat on the same sofas and stirred sugar in the same porcelain tea cups. Tea
that added colour the second, third or even fourth time it was used, as you
remarked. We had come to a country, to a whole geographical area, lacking a
sector of pleasure and sly desire.

I gazed down from the castle hill at the straight streets of the housing
estates, then at the winding town centre... that sector must have been here
at one time, but then it had been forced out over the border. In the empty
spaces between the prefabricated buildings I saw market niches. This strict
grey world needed colour, smells, emotions and passions. More playfulness
and instability. This land needed a return of the passion that had perhaps gone
away with Freud to London or with Kunder to Paris. I began by painting the
whole flat. Not a nouveau riche purple, but soft pastel hues. Lavender, peach
and what you called a flesh-colour.
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