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Dear Friends,

It is with great pleasure that I welcome
you to the second edition of the EU-China
International Literary Festival, which is being
held in Shanghai and Suzhou from 21-27 May,
2018.

This year we have invited outstanding European
authors from eleven countries: Bulgaria, Czech
Republic, Estonia, France, Germany, Hungary,
Ireland, Latvia, Portugal, Slovenia and Spain.
Together with 26 well-known and aspiring
Chinese writers from Shanghai, Suzhou,
Nanjing and Hangzhou, they will engage in a
series of literary events and discussions with
readers and audiences, and celebrate the
diversity of European and Chinese culture.

Literature is at the heart of the European way
of life. The festival will be an opportunity to
encourage people, especially young people, to
explore Europe and China's cultural heritage
and to reflect on the place that personal
exchanges occupy in all our lives. In this, our
festival coincides with the EU-China Year of
Tourism and the European Year of Cultural
Heritage.

We would like to thank all our partners who

made this event happen, particularly the
embassies and consulates general of the EU
member states, the various participating
venues in Shanghai and Suzhou, including
the Department for Culture and Education of
German Consulate General Shanghai and The
Bookworm, and of course the wonderful writers
from Europe and China who will grace this
festival.

We also encourage you to subscribe to our
social media platforms to enable you to keep
abreast of many exciting activities we develop
as part of #Experience Europe#, a two-year EU
public diplomacy programme.

Hans Dietmar Schweisgut,
Ambassador of the European Union to China

OB 7 BB EBRIRTT. BRANBREAS ?
RKEIRBEAMES, BRIFBEREI#FLU BRI #2ARIE !
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To register, scan here Watch Live

5225, AZ
18:00 - 19:30
X (KTFRELE)

Tuesday, May 22

Yan Ji You

(Raffles City Changning)
18:00 - 19:30

EVENT
02

L/ DREZ
iR/ N ES &

When Less is More:
The Beauty and the Brawn of Short Fiction

1% | Writers:

Dace Vigante (7t 4E ¥ /Latvia), Indrek Hargla ( %
YPJENE /Estonia), B H i / Teng Xiaolan (#'E /China),
R | Zhu Wenying ( H[E /China)

[m] . [u]
% 1 EBNE
E Fka  To register, scan here

5225, A=
19:00 - 20:30
PR FRRFE)

Tuesday, May 22

Zhong Shu Ge

(Jing'an Temple branch)
19:00 - 20:30

12

Pk TR P

Quarrying for Ideas

Y€ % | Writers:

Christian Y. Schmidt ( ##& /Germany), Colombe
Schneck ( #£E /France), Bf&# /Huang Dehai ( H[E
/China), E¥&F / Xue Shu ( H[E /China)

EEZPNE MEEHE
To register, scan here Watch Live

5225, AZ
19:00 - 20:30
FEEFEBE FRRANIME)

Tuesday, May 22

Sisyphe Books (Joy City
Jing'An Branch)

19:00 -20:30

EVENT
04

NF—MRN, TEIERH

To a Poet Nothing can be Useless

& % | Writers:

Ales Steger (7 # ¢ JE 1E /Slovenia), Jaime Santirso
(FE¥ESF /Spain), KM /Mu Ye ( #[# /China), k&% /
Zhang Dinghao ( H1[E /China)

EiEZPN | MEEHE
To register, scan here Watch Live

58225, AZ
20:00 - 21:30
X (KTRELE)

Tuesday, May 22

Yan Ji You

(Raffles City Changning)
20:00 - 21:30

HRIER, ARLHEHE

Global Writers, Local Stories

fER | Writers:

Gavin Corbett (Z/R=% /Ireland), ¥ /Lu Nei ( H[EH
/China), Noemi Laszlo ( %4 & #] /Hungary), % 7] %& /
Pan Xiangli ( [ /China)

BE N\
Watch Live

To register, scan here

5235, A=
18:00 - 19:30
BN (KTRELRE)

Wednesday, May 23

Yan Ji You

(Raffles City Changning)
18:00 - 19:30

HFHIER

Writers of the World

fER | Writers:

Gavin Corbett ( Z /R = /Ireland), Halina Pawlowska
($#5HAE /Czech Republic), HkZEHE /Yao Emei (
/China), A% T /Zhou Jianing ( *[# /China)

13
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EEZPNE| MEERE
To register, scan here Watch Live

5235, A=
19:00 - 20:30
HPE (FRTE)

Wednesday, May 23
Zhong Shu Ge

(Jing'an Temple branch)
19:00 - 20:30

EVENT
07

ELSE N

Summoning the Writer's Muse

& % | Writers:

Dace Vigante (hiflii4EVE /Latvia), %% /Pan Xiangli
( ' [# /China), Svet Di Nahum ( f# il F|E /Bulgaria),
H i / Xia Shang ( #F[E /China)

EREE
[=] . Watch Live

5235, A=
19:00 - 20:30
FAHEE BT A IHE)

Wednesday, May 23
Sisyphe Books (Joy City
Jing'An Branch)

19:00 - 20:30

EVENT
08

BRIVER — IR 2

Reading Like a Writer

1EZ | Writers:

btr ( H[E /China), Jaime Santirso ( F§¥EF /Spain), &
22 /Mao Jian ( #[# /China), Noemi Laszlo ( &1 % #| /
Hungary)

&EAO MEERE
To register, scan here Watch Live

5235, A=
20:00 - 21:30
EILX (KTHRELRE)

Wednesday, May 23

Yan Ji You

(Raffles City Changning)
20:00 - 21:30
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Why We Write

1% | Writers:

Ales Steger ( 177 X JE I /Slovenia), José Luis Peixoto
(#i%7F /Portugal), /NA /Xiao Bai ( #H'[# /China), £
/Zou Zou ( H'E /China)
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EEZPNE MEEHE
To register, scan here Watch Live

58265, A~
14:00 - 15:30
FAFEEBIE (FLKE)

Saturday, May 26
Sisyphe Books (Joy City
Jing'An Branch)

14:00 - 15:30

EVENT
10

R

Colombe Schneck Fa s ik €5/R
) 5 Bl 99 i5H A ikt

Book Launch:

Colombe Schneck and the Chinese version of Le
reparation with publisher Shanghai 99

EiEzPNE MEEHE
To register, scan here Watch Live

58275, AHA
13:00 - 14:30
ENX (KTRELE)

Sunday, May 27

Yan Ji You

(Raffles City Changning)
13:00 - 14:30

EVENT
11

LA

Ales Steger Y SRk
(il B 5 B —— PR ) MAER

Y0 R 2 H R

Book Launch: Ale§ Steger and the Chinese version

of Berlin. with the Publisher East China Normal
University Press

BEN
Watch Live

To register, scan here

582712, EH
13:00 - 14:30
FAFEFEFIE (KKK IHE)

Sunday, May 27
Sisyphe Books (Joy City
Changfeng Branch)
13:00 - 14:30

PR =
Christian Y. Schmidt Fi{t iy sz ik
R ALE 13 {2 A H)

Book Presentation:
Christian Y. Schmidt and the Chinese version of
Allein unter 1,3 Milliarden.

15
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5R21S, AH
15:00 - 16:30
SN (KTRELE)

Sunday, May 27

Yan JiYou

(Raffles City Changning)
15:00 - 16:30

EVENT
13

[EERIE

Language and Literature

£ | Writers:

Noemi Laszlo ( %1% #| /Hungary), Svet Di Nahum
( BRINANE /Bulgaria), JE% T /Zhou Jianing ( H[E /
China), E7E /Zou Zou ( [ /China)

wBAO MEEE
To register, scan here Watch Live

[=] 3 [m]
BAND % NE i
To register, scan here [m] Sk Watch Live

5H27=, AH
17:00 - 18:30
FAFEFHEBIE (KRANIRE)

Sunday, May 27

Sisyphe Books (Joy City
Changfeng Branch)

17:00 - 18:30

58271=, BAH
15:00 - 16:30
FAFAEEPIE (KR ABIHNE)

Sunday, May 27

Sisyphe Books (Joy City
Changfeng Branch)

15:00 - 16:30

BAHI S AT

Our Writing Lives

YE% | Writers:

Dace Vigante (f7fii#4ENE /Latvia), Jaime Santirso ( 74
PEF /Spain), ¥ /Lu Nei ( #[# /China), /NH /Xiao
Bai ( H[# /China)

i EZPNE| MEERE
To register, scan here Watch Live

58275, AH
17:00 - 18:30
/X (KTRELE)

Sunday, May 27

Yan Ji You

(Raffles City Changning)
17:00 - 18:30

16

INERYTTEC TESAIXUS AT IR S

A Novel Approach: Experimenting with Language
and Style

E% | Writers:

Gavin Corbett (%Z/R=% /Ireland), José Luis Peixoto (7
EF [Portugal), #&7 / Xue Shu ( H[# /China), B ¥
/Teng Xiaolan ( #'[# /China)

el SRR

Characters Keep the Pages Turning

%% | Writers:

btr ( #[# /China), Halina Pawlowskd ( # 5 3 1 [H /
Czech Republic), Indrek Hargla ( ZPJEW. /Estonia),
# 57" /Huang Yuning( #[& /China)

17
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EVENT
01

wBAO MEERE
To register, scan here Watch Live

5245, AM
19:00 - 20:30
HBE (B 7E)

Thursday, May 24
Zhong Shu Ge

(The Summit branch)
19:00 - 20:30

BEARARA: FEFRANENE SR

Getting in the Groove: Building Creative Habits

1% | Writers:

Colombe Schneck (#%[F /France), Svet Di Nahum (£
JFE /Bulgaria), Z2f#X /Li Dewu ( #[# /China), /)\
/Xiao Hai ( #[# /China)

READ
Watch Live

To register, scan here

58245, A
19:00 - 20:30
EHR

Thursday, May 24
The Bookworm
19:00 - 20:30

18

JERITR

Diversity and Depth

1E% | Writers:

Indrek Hargla ( Z?PJEL. /Estonia), Halina
Pawlowska ( ## 5 :H[E /Czech Republic), F&~ZHi /
Tao Wenyu ( ## /China), 5 /Fang Wei (H[E /
China)

Watch Live

To register, scan here

58245, A
19:00 - 20:30
YTSHE (RHEEHE)

Thursday, May 24
Zuo Wang Bookhouse
19:00 - 20:30

EVENT
04

/NG A BLESE

Finding Truth in Fiction

& %% | Writers:

Christian Y. Schmidt ( f#[& /Germany), José Luis
Peixoto (%% 4 /Portugal), #Ft / Lin Zhou ( HE /
China), &3 /Zhu Wenying ( H[F /China)

Watch Live

To register, scan here

5H26%, AR
14:00 - 15:30

HHEE GRiRrmE)
Saturday, May 26

N AR Z BRI AT

Literature: A Spotlight on Society's Soul

YE% | Writers:

ZThhong Shu .Geb o Gavin Corbett (Z/R=% /Ireland), {i*F /He Ping ( H[E
(1 4,(?0 _u?;n;g ranch) /China), Indrek Hargla ( Z?PJEL. /Estonia), # bk /
: : Huang Yongmei ( H1[# /China)
(=] 175 =]

EVENT E3X= 1z | MEEIE |
05 To register, scan here [m] e =t Watch Live

Vrawg —_—

HVER =2

58265, A
14:00 - 15:30
EHR

Saturday, May 26
The Bookworm
14:00 - 15:30

The Three Rules for Writing

fExR | Writers:

Y4/ Al Wei (H[# /China), Dace Vigante ( Hiflii4EE
/Latvia), José Luis Peixoto ( # % 4 /Portugal), &M/
Qiao Ye (H'E /China)

19
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Watch Live

58265, A
15:00 - 16:30
YTHE (RHEEHE)

Saturday, May 26
Zuo Wang Bookhouse
15:00 - 16:30

EVENT
o7

W5k PR S

Words Across Borders

1€ % | Writers:

Christian Y. Schmidt ( & /Germany), Jaime
Santirso ( 7§ ¥f F /Spain), Z= {8 K /Li Dewu ( # [ /
China), fAl[F# /He Tongbin ( #1[E /China)

To register, scan here

16:00-17:30
wHE BN aE)

Saturday, May 26
Zhong Shu Ge

(The Summit branch)
16:00-17:30

EVENT
08

RPN — AN R DL AT AT [

Poetry: A Painting that is Felt Rather than Seen

EZx | Writers:

Ales Steger (7% e /Slovenia), Noemi Laszlo (£
ZFH /Hungary), Fisc¥i /Tao Wenyu ( H[E /China), /)
/Xiao Hai ( #[# /China)

Watch Live

582605, AN
16:00-17:30
ZHR

Saturday, May 26
The Bookworm
16:00 - 17:30

20

PRSI R

Cultivating the Story Craft

1E% | Writers:

Halina Pawlowska (##53t#1[E /Czech Republic), B
7 /Huang Fan ( # [# /China), Svet Di Nahum ( ££ /il
FIE /Bulgaria), 4% /Zhu Wenying ( H[# /China)

AN ER
WX

M/ DREZ
SN YN ESS WA

When Less is More: The Beauty and the Brawn of Short Fiction 18:00 - 19:30

58228, AZ
18:00 - 19:30
X (KTRELE)

Tuesday, May 22
Yan Ji You
(Raffles City Changning)

1€ % | Writers:

Dace Vigante ( fiflii4EVF /Latvia), Indrek Hargla (Z7VJElE /Estonia),
[ B 1 / Teng Xiaolan ( H[E /China), 2&3¢#1 / Zhu Wenying ( H[E /China)

EAESR, HER/NE2EREE N2
WA 2 2 3, 2013 43 L /R X2
WM T M ERFE R /N R Alice
Munro, fEEKJLER, FER/N
VLRt hl By, AE AR SR AL
HORBESE, MNP T —EERERA
IR, B IX A TR,
BEEATH 28 Bk TR 2R TR IR SRR
SRR RER SN, T mEE)
HREE A TR R, N T I IR R
WRIERAK, FATEE TR B H
NP B EL AR PR R R e /N R R T
/N Z Dace Vigante, K HZE
E P E H R P 5B AL /N R R i A e
/INGERR Indrek Hargla, K H _EiF
(Y EL AR 22 R AR R A s /N SR A R

Short fiction is enjoying something of
a global resurgence in recent years.
The 2013 Nobel Prize in literature went
to Canadian short-story writer Alice
Munro, and over the past few years
short story collections have been on
the rise, gaining in significance in the
publishing world, and netting some
of the biggest literary prizes. Mobile
technologies have played a role in this
too, as readers with hectic lifestyles
and ever-decreasing attention spans
turn to short stories as they commute.
To discuss the beauty and the future
of short fiction, we have Dace Vigante,
a short-story writer from Latvia
who has published two collections;
Indrek Hargla from Estonia, who

21
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/N e S TR e (A TN /NI 5
FEENAN ARV ER RS

has published four science fiction
and horror short fiction collections;
Shanghai writer Teng Xiaolan, who

has written numerous award-winning short story collections and novellas;
and Suzhou-based writer Zhu Wenying, who has had her short fiction widely

published in China and abroad.

EVENT
02

2 eI

Quarrying for Ideas

5225, A=
19:00 - 20:30
wHE FEHRFE)

Tuesday, May 22

Zhong Shu Ge

(Jing'an Temple branch)
19:00 - 20:30

& % | Writers:

Christian Y. Schmidt ( f#[& /Germany), Colombe Schneck ( #%E /France),
H{#)# /Huang Dehai ( #[E /China), ###F / Xue Shu ( #'[# /China)

YERATTan T 2 38 72 R I 77 5 1,
B EFTHFEEN. BAlEN
RSk E%? AT EA A KRB
R? EH2BHT, AT EIe
7T RBNMRE, HEBTES
TET? AT THeXERE, FHBIE
ANPfgid,. FEFE A/ EE
{8 % Christian Y. Schmidt,
A AEE M RIER, L% A FIH
Colombe Schneck, {E G SZ2EEF])
Bl B9, ZERECCRIEE AN S IE
VI omiB a1, 2SN
M— SRR A K R E & AT YA [
B9 ZAMIARERIE T,

22

How do writers quarry for ideas to
feed into their works and strive to
tap rich, creative veins? What type
of research do they undertake, and
at what point do they feel they have
done enough research and can start to
write? To discuss this we are joined by
Christian Y. Schmidt, from Germany,
the author of a political biography, a
travel/memoir book set in China and
a novel; Colombe Schneck, a French
writer of fiction and non-fiction and
a director of documentary films;
Huang Dehai, the deputy editor-in-
chief of Sinan Literary Selection, author
of several essay collections and editor
of literary anthologies; and Xue Shu,
the author of several story collections,
novels and a non-fiction title.

L —) k= v 4 ++

’ﬁﬂghz%ﬂ

EU - China International
Literary Festival

03

P e N
JEERH

To a Poet Nothing can be Useless

5A2=, A=
19:00 - 20:30
FAFEBEPE FERRKITHE)

Tuesday, May 22

Sisyphe Books (Joy City
Jing'An Branch)

19:00 - 20:30

Y& % | Writers:

Ales Steger ( #i#% 2/ /Slovenia), Jaime Santirso ( FE¥EF /Spain),
KM /Mu Ye ( H[E /China), 5K7E#% /Zhang Dinghao ( H[E /China)

ERFEZBI/R - Lsgib G ui: “XNT
— NN, TEAMEEH, 7 il
A, REARIREG BB — VI ER Y
M—YIaltam), 1L atE i — Uk
HiSmpA — MR,  “E o
B PMEEE AN, 7 M, &
SRR NRE R KRR E I =2
Fefb, R, HroAREARRI
B RHIFES. AZEaNLER 7ML=
BREENREAN, TR =—5SMm]
HOAWES, WIVEZURIE, FHiT
AT T2 A A SR AR L HL R\ 2
18 e R RN, B51ERE
Ales Steger (H7% X JEIL) | Jaime
Santirso (FH¥ESF) . KM (HHE)
MakEls (FE)

The writer Samuel Johnson said that
"to a poet nothing can be useless." He
argued that whatever is beautiful and
whatever is dreadful must be familiar
to the poet's imagination, and that
they must be conversant with all that
is awfully vast or elegantly little. "For
every idea is useful," he said, and the
poet who knows most will be best
equipped to diversify scenes, gratify
readers and produce unexpected
allusions and instruction. We gather
four acclaimed poets for this event to
present some of their own writing,
and to consider Johnson's words,
and discuss how they gather ideas to
channel into their own work. Joining
the event will be Ales Steger (Slovenia),
Jaime Santirso (Spain), and Mu Ye and
Zhang Dinghao from China.

23
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AR, RLHEH

Global Writers, Local Stories

5225, AZ
20:00 - 21:30
SN (KTRELE)

Tuesday, May 22

Yan JiYou

(Raffles City Changning)
20:00 - 21:30

Y& % | Writers:

Gavin Corbett ( Z/R== /Ireland), B /Lu Nei ( H[F /China),
&) ZF A

Noemi Laszlo (

| /Hungary), #&\1%% /Pan Xiangli ( #[# /China)

REZI/RE, KFFAFEERE
[F & 1]“11’:\{1*31[]@“7(“ HaffEmP R
PARER T, XL 3 R DAY S
MAYINE =/, DARAEEA S BRE
B XEAIBES BT, XEREHE
ﬁﬂﬁﬂﬁ%@%ﬂ%?ﬁ*ﬁ?&ﬂk SINAZ i
1 >k H Z/R=1) Gavin Corbett,
e B R =30/, B, %ﬁ
%i@ﬁ%,@%#%ﬁﬁﬂﬁ%ﬁ
W PMES DAY F AR
FENE SR Noemi Laszlo; 1&IAI%R,
HREVNRE, PREAERHEREIER
ig%—o

24

Writers from Ireland, Hungary and
China will take the stage to discuss
how they present global themes in
their writing that are informed by
local events and people, and how the
narratives can remain relevant even
as they transcend borders, cultures
and languages. Joining the discussion
will be Gavin Corbett from Ireland
who has published three novels to
date; Lu Nei, a prolific novelist from
Shanghai who has had some of his
work translated into English; Noemi
Laszlo, a Hungarian poet and literary
translator who lives in Romania;
and Pan Xiangli, a Chinese novelist
whose award-winning work has been
translated into several languages.
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5235, A=
18:00 - 19:30

E/X (KTRELE)
Wednesday, May 23

Yan Ji You
ﬁﬁﬁg,ﬂz% (Raffles City Changning)
Writers of the World 18:00 - 19:30
Y& % | Writers:

Gavin Corbett ( %Z/R== /Ireland), Halina Pawlowska (FEFHAIE /Czech

Republic), #k%8#§ /Yao Emei ( & /China), i3

T /Zhou Jianing ( #[E /China)

REWRE, P HAERZ/R =R
SKYERATTEBAEAR I T AT THIE 5.
IS (RS, MIIMNERNSIMNATE
RIBEIIRIE, DA AT AR AR Y
ﬁﬁ%*ﬁ%%@ﬁo$%%@ﬁﬁ
K. EI/IR=M Gavin Corbett, fth
/NG CGILBIXARE) #5E HE M
CRIRZAER/NG” ;SRR
1E% 2 — Halina Pawlowska; K%
R/ INRR, VRS BRI BkEiA;
BT, ZrKER/NER Y
BER,

EVENT
06

A ER ST

Summoning the Writer's Muse

Leading writers from China, the Czech
Republic and Ireland will discuss their
work, their writing lives, their sources
of inspiration from their own country
and beyond, and the role they see
literature playing in the modern era
around the world. Participating in this
discussion will be Gavin Corbett from
Ireland, whose novel This Is the Way
was named Kerry Group Irish Novel
of the Year; Halina Pawlowskad, one of
the Czech Republic's most successful
authors; Yao Emei, a novelist and
story writer whose work has been
translated widely; and Zhou Jianing
a prolific short-story writer, novelist
and literary translator.

5235, A=
19:00 - 20:30
wHE FGFRTE)

Wednesday, May 23
Zhong Shu Ge

(Jing'an Temple branch)
19:00 - 20:30

& % | Writers:

Dace Vigante (fifii4EE /Latvia), {#%AI%E /Pan Xiangli ( H[E /China),
Svet Di Nahum ( f#IIFIIE /Bulgaria), B / Xia Shang ( H#[E /China)

25
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Sk EFHE. CRAINFINERRL B AE T
RGO EE R, fAan
mEENWE, DA AMATAn A v AR AR
IR ERIN L, 25 KR PUAE
e P4ETLRYRE R/ VIR Dace
Vigante, ZR%AF o CHENIER % &
BEHRE/NERERE, RINA
W R ANRAER. R SFEF/NB
(Raptus) fE# Svet Di Nahum,
DA b Y 5 e IR/ N 5 R0~ TR
HIME R,

EVENT
07

BV — ] 132

Reading Like a Writer

Writers from China, Bulgaria and
Latvia will talk about their creative
processes, how they initiate projects,
and how they overcome periods
when the creativity is simply not
flowing. Joining this event will be
short-story writer Dace Vigante from
Latvia; Pan Xiangli, a Chinese novelist
whose award-winning work has been
translated into several languages; Svet
Di Nahum from Bulgaria, a short-story
writer and author of the dystopian
novel Raptus; and Xia Shang, a post-
avant-garde novelist and graphic
designer from Shanghai.

58235, A=
19:00 - 20:30
FarEBPE (B K NE)

Wednesday, May 23
Sisyphe Books (Joy City
Jing'An Branch)

19:00 -20:30
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WIS TSR R 2 8B 1R i,
DA K2 AHATTIN D9 A AT A4 (5] 352 8 A 52 i
TS 18, Btr, B EERIE
K. BRERFIR R TS A RE
%; Jaime Santirso, FEIEFICER
REAN; BR, ?ﬁlﬁPIEB ZatlasiEsE
élﬁI?E’J%%*DHﬁZI% Noemi
Laszlo, ®JZFF|iFFAN, XFEAEHE
RSB0
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08

their works. In this gathering, the
writers will discuss who and what they
read, and how they feel their reading
impacts upon their own writing. btr
is a writer, contemporary art critic,
and translator of English literature
living in Shanghai; Jaime Santirso is
a Spanish journalist and poet; Mao
Jian is an academic and essayist who
specialises in Chinese Cinema and
modern and contemporary Chinese
Literature; and Hungarian Noemi
Laszlo is a poet, an editor of a literary
journal and a literary translator.

5235, A=
20:00 - 21:30
E/LX (KTRELE)

Wednesday, May 23

& % | Writers:

btr (#[E /China), Jaime Santirso ( Fi¥t 5 /Spain), &4 /Mao Jian ( H1[E /China),

Noemi Laszlo ( %] #| /Hungary)

N N1 N — .
&’ﬂ]jﬂ'f‘l_‘zl—:j ,f/lz t??g#figsogity Changning)
Why We Write 20:00 - 21:30
fE K | Writers:

Ales Steger ( H7% /2 /Slovenia), José Luis Peixoto ( #i%i % /Portugal),
/WA /Xiao Bai ([ /China), 7 /Zou Zou ( H[E /China)

FIRZAER B+ - F/RMER: “HR
LR B AU R I R A 4B, RE
TIREARZIE R Z I, J%ﬁkjjﬁﬁ—ﬁ’ﬂ
No 7 MH, AT&EW, —NFaafrE
R — NHEIFE, i1
Iz TR A MR 352 - N2 B EF|
BRITHS S, T2 XN
1 - 3 HERERER, fFE e M
IR S I Y I 00 Zliiij ERANTE
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Irish writer Oscar Wilde said: "It is
what you read when you don't have
to that determines what you will be
when you can't help it." And, it is
often said, a good writer must be a
great reader. They must read widely
and deeply - from the literary greats
to the most recent contemporaries,
and plenty in between - all the time
paying heed to the craft decisions the
authors have made as they shaped

MMER S 5B T2 ECh
TERM, B asintflE L TESR
PEERIERI SO 2 B, DARAATTAN ] £7
R R L3 H1, Ales Steger, K
H IS SRR ARIECC R, i
e C ) B, avsecs (ad
S5BE—MMECEE) KT 5 A A
Y HiHR; José Luis Peixoto, #i%%
YRERZE N R 2 —, 1E€5h
1k, MRIFE S R 26 FHIES;
/J\EI HEVNER, HPREER B
2 M E YN EE, R,
L i LB 32 4 PR /N

Four writers will join this event to
talk about how they became writers,
what encouraged them to take the
challenging literary path, and how
they keep motivated and focused. Ale§
Steger is a poet and prose writer from
Slovenia whose work has been widely
translated. His prose book Berlin will
be released in Chinese in May; José
Luis Peixoto is one of Portugal's most
acclaimed contemporary novelists
and his work has been translated
into 26 languages so far; Xiao Bai is a
Chinese fiction writer whose award-

27
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winning work has also been sold into
many markets abroad; and Zou Zou

EVENT
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MHEMER:

Colombe Schneck FflgtF Az KRN

5 ki 99 15 N ikt

Book Launch:

is a literary editor and the author of
several acclaimed novels.

58265, AR
14:00 - 15:30
PR HIE (FRR K NHIE)

Saturday, May 26
Sisyphe Books (Joy City
Jing'An Branch)

14:00 - 15:30

Colombe Schneck and the Chinese version of Le reparation

with publisher Shanghai 99

1% E 1 R Colombe Schneck ¥ £
A 35 15 3l bR A b B A SRl (Le
reparation) ($4 IRk , HE
199 tHhfAttihRk) o /INBEREISR
HAE R AR BRI I, 1F R
WAREE, RHEMm - N ST
PHRRIGHIE R B, MIEH I
AT R EE AR &, X
WRIX—JE F P RAR, Sk
3z

Colombe I K# 7+ TENA. M
Efh. BERRE R T AN LS
EARKESSRIREE, A ER BT — AN
CEEHGE)Y R T —NZ AN T E
N TAEAREARE L IR,

AgiEah b, S5 KRR %%
Corehy , W2 ERNL &4, PR
It o FE BN R R R RO T
a5 VR,
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French writer Colombe Schneck
will launch the Chinese version of
her book Le reparation (published by
Shanghai 99) at this event. The novel
revolves around the history of the
Jewish massacre during World War
II. As a Jewish descendant, Columbe
details the disappearance of family
and focusses on the strength of
women in the disaster, which is one of
the brightest and timeless parts of this
heavy theme. Most of Colombe's work,
films and books are about women
and the fragile maternal instinct,
and her last novel Sisters of Mercy is
about women who have to leave their
children to work abroad. In this event,
she will discuss Le reparation, and her
wider body of work and why the plight
of women around the world plays
such a key role in her writing.
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HHRMAR:

Ales Steger FIfthAH~chk (EEL S Yan Ji You
PE——FAMRECER ) FIAEZRIMYE R kAt

Book Launch:
Ales Steger and the Chinese version of Berlin.

58275, AH
13:00 - 14:30
EX (KTRELE)

Sunday, May 27

(Raffles City Changning)
13:00 - 14:30

with the Publisher East China Normal University Press

BB SR E I A, B Ales Steger
BAEARIESN R AR P AR (Berlin)
(F 4 (i 0.5 B —— Rapk R
HY RE 7R T 78 K2 AR AL ) & 3
B—IRIARIRR IS S N B
1, B AFEHEEMTIBIE >
H, B—ANTHE - B - %% -
B ES B EUES AR IR
BEREE, R mENTIZ 2 i,

EVENT
11

BAHEN S

Christian Y. Schmidt FIfth sz ki

B1E 13 {2 AH)

Book Presentation:

Slovenian poet and prose writer Ale§
Steger will launch the Chinese version
of Berlin (published by East China
Normal University Press), a book of
tribute to the great literary figures of
Berlin. It is a work of wanderering
that is full of intricate details -- a
book of essays, prose, poetry, and
photography. The author portrays
Berlin as a complicated world, and
indeed a pure and beautiful city of
memory.

582712, BAH
13:00 - 14:30
FAFAFEPIE (KRABIRE)

Sunday, May 27
Sisyphe Books (Joy City
Changfeng Branch)
13:00 - 14:30

Christian Y. Schmidt and the Chinese version of Allein unter

1,3 Milliarden.

% [E /£ %% Christian Y. Schmidt M
E B E, ETRRRE, Mg
A, 727 BE—RAAE &R,
I ESH S ANRENL. AKX
BEMARRTFRAR, EMHT—1

German writer Christian Y. Schmidt
drove from Shanghai all the way to the
Qinghai-Tibet Plateau. Along the way
the landscapes and cultural customs
of Chinese cities and villages spread
out in front of him, presenting a more
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i, 1EEETHMCEES, B
KRR RAM R NRAE

[EERIES

Language and Literature

three-dimensional and richer China.
In his book that tells of that journey,
Christian shares his perspectives on
China, past and present, and delivers
a tale that is both though-provoking
and very witty.

58275, EH
15:00 - 16:30
/X (KTRELE)

Sunday, May 27

Yan Ji You

(Raffles City Changning)
15:00 - 16:30
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BAH G (AT

Our Writing Lives

5HB27=, AA
15:00 - 16:30
PR FHEBE (KA KIRE)

Sunday, May 27

Sisyphe Books (Joy City
Changfeng Branch)

15:00 - 16:30

Y& % | Writers:

Dace Vigante ( fiflii4EVF /Latvia), Jaime Santirso ( F¥ES /Spain),
%M /Lu Nei ( #[E /China), /NH /Xiao Bai ( H[E /China)

18 % | Writers:

Noemi Laszlo ( % F#| /Hungary), Svet Di Nahum ( f#iIF]3F. /Bulgaria),
JE%5* /Zhou Jianing ( #[E /China), £ /Zou Zou ( 1[# /China)

X — R PAE S NIEM R Z AT
=, Y XFHAHEE X FE B TEE
ReFaiz AR, BEATEIRS T — /i
BESE NN EMEN, A, &
TP IE M E AT TR IC A TR B R e/
ZEAESHTT, FAt4; A&
A Tan{l £ B SBIE S A& TR & A RN
FIEE S FRERY, SRB &I FRIFTREA
L FN% Noemi Laszlo; K EH#
HNAIE /Y 7N R Svet Di Nahum;
PANCR B ERIMNAESR, /NDNRR
FHOUCEMRREZ T, BN
WREE¥ZSEARFTHE,

30

Literature is an art form that uses
language as its raw material, and
when words and phrases are used
well in literary works they acquire a
weight and meaning of their own that
goes beyond straight definition. In
this session, we will invite the writers
to discuss which writers they admire
for their use of language, and why;
and how they develop and polish their
own language skills in the works they
produce. To discuss will be Noemi
Laszlo, a poet and literary translator
from Hungary; fiction writer Svet
Di Nahum from Bulgaria; and two
Shanghai authors, Zhou Jianing, a
fiction writer and literary translator;
and literary editor and novelist, Zou
Zou.

SR, FATHW Y AL A G 5 1 AF
RIA & 7 Z A2 L 4
BEANG EAEER, MATanmnEsE s
— PR, DAATITES 1F
AERIER T EMAN & AKA,
T RIS B ROAIEARE, Tl
IS Tk BRI 4EE R R N R
Dace Vigante, PY¥EZ ¥ A Jaime
Santirso, _EiE/NREFEEANM LK
TR/ RN,

EVENT
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NG 7T
1B S A XU B 1

A Novel Approach:
Experimenting with Language and Style

Today we welcome four highly
talented writers to talk about how and
why they got into a writing career,
how they choose their next literary
challenges, and what highs and lows
they have encountered in their writing
lives. To talk about their writing lives,
we welcome short-story writer Dace
Vigante from Latvia; Spanish poet
Jaime Santirso; Shanghai novelist Lu
Nei; and Shanghai novelist and short-
fiction writer Xiao Bai.

58275, FEH
17:00 - 18:30
X (KTRELE)

Sunday, May 27

Yan JiYou

(Raffles City Changning)
17:00 - 18:30

& % | Writers:

Gavin Corbett ( Z/R== /Ireland), José Luis Peixoto ( #i%j 4 /Portugal),
E¥ET / Xue Shu ( H[# /China), B Hi# /Teng Xiaolan ( H[E /China)
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AEE T IO BRI SRR
REBIHEMATE N, AR
MRMMARIES. B,
i RN B SRR A,
K, GBI ZEHRENEEK:
Gavin Corbett ( & /R =) , José
Luis Peixoto (#%%) , PANHE
AT E AT A1 15 70

EVENT
15

{5 DU T R SR

Characters Keep the Pages Turning

We invite four critically acclaimed
writers to this event to discuss their
own novels and how they experiment
with language and form and style
to create unique narrative worlds
for readers to explore. On stage, we
will be joined by the award-winning
novelists: Gavin Corbett (Ireland), José
Luis Peixoto (Portugal), and Xue Shu
and Teng Xiaoxuan from China.

5275, AH
17:00 - 18:30
FEFEFHBE (KKAGIMIE)

Sunday, May 27

Sisyphe Books (Joy City
Changfeng Branch)

17:00 - 18:30

{E % | Writers:

btr ( #[# /China), Halina Pawlowskd ( ##5i3L/1E /Czech Republic),
Indrek Hargla ( Z¥PJEVE. /Estonia), 82T /Huang Yuning( H[E /China)

AEE 4. SHEMAENAYZRKE
e /NS VRIS AR FR AN AT Bl A 2H Rl
o VEREMRE “IEZ” M1 AP?
ATEFEZINRMAT? R - 2
AN 2 EIET? AT IR E
N, B EEBIERISCARIER
btr ; NPFE. HEMBEUENY
) Halina Pawlowskd; Z7bETEA
Indrek Hargla, #E&GREI{EXR. BN
Rl g AR KRG RN S R ERE
R, XEWER, PR EEET
¥\ & o E I G ERTARTE,
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Creating complex, well-rounded, and
believable characters is an integral
part of the novel and short story
writing process. Where do writers
"meet" their characters? How do they
get to know them? Which comes first
- the characters or the storyline?
To discuss, we welcome Shanghai-
based writer and literary translator
btr; Halina Pawlowska, who develops
characters for books, stage and
screen; Estonian Indrek Hargla, who
writes stage plays, TV screenplays,
as well as long and short fiction;
and Huang Yuning, a writer, literary
translator and a literary critic from
China.

EIIER s
TN

AR
B0 ST

Getting in the Groove: Building Creative Habits

5245, A
19:00 - 20:30
wHE G 7iE)

Thursday, May 24
Zhong Shu Ge

(The Summit branch)
19:00 - 20:30

& % | Writers:

Colombe Schneck ( {£F /France), Svet Di Nahum ( f#IIFIE /Bulgaria),
2R /Li Dewu ( H[E /China), /N /Xiao Hai ( H[E /China)

FA18IE TN IEE Z R AL
SINXRIESN, RIS Z2 HE
AT T AR S EAIER), DA
2 S EIE, KRIiT. D
NAEESER T R Z RIS RR,
kB ER) Colombe Schneck 214
ZAEm (BLAENIRIAE P E 2 AT R/ NS
oty ) BfESE, wthth S,
H el EAEQIEAY s — SR ENE 7 27
HIIAIIE ) Svet Di Nahum, E{EK
MmN, WOV MERIGIE; 226
B, FFAFSCERIRR,; NE, —
27 PR TR N

We invite four highly prolific creative
people to this event to talk about how
they arrange their working routines
and writing lives, and how they juggle
multiple projects, travel and personal
lives with the demands of a writer.
Colombe Schneck from France is
the author of many books (including
the novel Le reparation which has
just been released in China) and
she directs documentary films and
is currently writing her first feature
film; Bulgarian Svet Di Nahum writes
short stories, novels, and writes
for TV comedies; Li Dewu is a poet
and literary critic; and Xiao Hai is a
prolific Suzhou poet who has won
numerous awards for his work.
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Diversity and Depth

5H245, A0
19:00 - 20:30
ZHH

Thursday, May 24
The Bookworm
19:00 - 20:30

Y& % | Writers:

Indrek Hargla (Z7)/EV¥. /Estonia), Halina Pawlowska ( f# 5 4Lf1E /Czech
Republic), B33 /Tao Wenyu ( & /China), F5ff /Fang Wei (H'[& /China)

VR AEE 24 2 2 ANA X B
[F eI eI EE 2, Ml ES
F— N RIET E ISP I A% £,
PAR AT TN AR R 9 A 2 aZe 3 45 F Ix 2t
EREFZARIE Ak 2EMBATIZ
o ZIPENERIZ IR, il
FE/NBAER MR Indrek Hargla;
PR/ R, Yw BB ER
Halina Pawlowska; % A. {EZAM
CEJGRE YIS S SN e SE=
RS BAT R 7=

BN A E S

Finding Truth in Fiction

Three very diverse talents join
forces here to discuss their creative
processes, the options they face as
they embark on a new project, and
how and why they choose to use the
genres and the art forms they do
for their various works. We will be
joined by Estonian science fiction
writer, medieval crime writer and
screenwriter Indrek Hargla; Czech
short story writer, screenwriter and
playwright Halina Pawlowskéd; Tao
Wenyu, a poet, writer and painter;
short-story writer, novelist and
academic Fang Wei.

5245, AN
19:00 - 20:30
BESHE (RIEEHE)

Thursday, May 24
Zuo Wang Bookhouse
19:00 - 20:30

{E % | Writers:

Christian Y. Schmidt ( f#[F /Germany), José Luis Peixoto ( #j% 4 /Portugal),
#AF / Lin Zhou ( " /China), /K3ZFi /Zhu Wenying ( H[E /China)
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AN LR FRAT ] B BBl 77 1 Y 7R P B 4%
IS, E TR — DAL,
AT B b, B Rt BUR
PRI, PRAERARAT 55 B9 TA0
B&IE, PUNERBAEARG IS MATTTE
e Ol g SR B AR A
AR IR BGERI IS, 2 51EFRE:
#E % Christian Y. Schmidt, fif
BN (B SERIEARR DLSE) W Al
1 & F /N %2 José Luis Peixoto,
125Nk, MR NRERS TIEZ K
Wi, MRy, —NZRIER. T
WRME,; KXXH, NNIR, ZR
REANFIFLR,

EVENT
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N
22 SRR B SEAT

Literature: A Spotlight on Society's Soul

Fiction can often seem closer to the
truth than what lies around us. The
reader is immersed in a world where
they must put themselves in the shoes
of others, consider new worlds and
fresh perspectives, and challenge
their old beliefs and sentiments. Four
authors will join this discussion to
talk about their own writing and their
engagement with universal themes
and truisms in their world-building
processes. To discuss will be German
writer Christian Y. Schmidt, whose
novel The Last Huelsenbeck has just
been released; Portuguese novelist
José Luis Peixoto, who has won many
awards for his fiction to date; Lin
Zhou, a prolific writer, literary critic
and academic; and Zhu Wenying, a
fiction writer, art curator and critic.

58265, A
14:00 - 15:30
wHE G 7E)

Saturday, May 26
Zhong Shu Ge

(The Summit branch)
14:00 - 15:30

Y& % | Writers:

Gavin Corbett ( Z/R== /Ireland), fA[*F- /He Ping ( #[E /China),
Indrek Hargla ( Z7)/EL /Estonia), B Wki§ /Huang Yongmei ( H[E /China)

WIEAY), EFAE, WEE TS
RIRE, FEHPEFELIAR
WIRvE IR T —30k, = 72K
R, A, ZRIERII eI
MEIES T 2IX —BEpyE 7, &
Rgie I M B A IS R

Through the characters, the narrative
voices, the storyline and the setting,
literature can often be seen to be
shining a spotlight on dark corners
of society and illuminating pockets
of social darkness. In this session,
the invited writers will discuss this
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MAVRE ST I HAM— LR, RIGIER
f: ZI/RZ/ER Gavin Corbett,
5 Y S RS PEIR R A,
Z b R YL /NH % Indrek Hargla DA
Kok BTN A T /N Ut 5 B kA

G AER = 2R

The Three Rules for Writing

element of the craft in their own
writing, and also talk about some
other writers they have admired
for their capacity to bare society's
soul. Joining the panel will be Gavin
Corbett, a novelist from Ireland; He
Ping, a Nanjing-based academic and
literary critic; Estonian fiction writer
Indrek Hargla; and Huang Yongmei,
a short-story and novel writer from
Hangzhou.

58265, A
14:00 - 15:30
EHR

Saturday, May 26
The Bookworm
14:00 - 15:30

Y& % | Writers:

M4 / Al Wei ([ /China), Dace Vigante ( fIii4EE /Latvia),
José Luis Peixoto ( #& % /Portugal), 7#H /Qiao Ye ( #'[E /China)

PERRZERE - BEEU: “BEA=
SR, 7 RERE, AR
HIX =524, 7 SR, 150
HRE BE-EBLAEBRE ‘M
SN BORR I, AR 3R 6 20 0]
—NRHEATT B A RN AT TR
B—PAIET H AR HENA R, &
Es), AR EZR T e MA]
B A SRR T A7 T8 <P Y
R, DAS AT 1326 128 e B TR AR
M, A7 5FA D ZHZK BN
KRR/ I, DIEAEE /NS
Dace Vigante, #ij% F/NiR José
Luis Peixoto FAIKFE /NI Z TR

36

"There are three rules for writing,"
Somerset Maugham once stated.
"Unfortunately, no one can agree
what they are." The reality is there is
no fixed set of do's and don'ts to refer
to in the literary world, and writers
must develop a framework that works
for them for each creative project
they embark upon. In this event
four distinguished writers discuss
their own writing and the rules they
personally tend to observe, and the
ones they choose to bend or even
break. Joining us will be novelist and
short-story writer from Hangzhou,
Ai Wei; Latvian fiction writer Dace
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Words Across Borders

Vigante; Portugese novelist José Luis
Peixoto; and Qiao Ye, a short story
writer and novelist.

582605, AN
15:00 - 16:30
Y=HE (RUEEHE)

Saturday, May 26
Zuo Wang Bookhouse
15:00 - 16:30

& %% | Writers:

Christian Y. Schmidt ( f#[E /Germany), Jaime Santirso ( Fi¥t4 /Spain),
2 /Li Dewu ( H'[E /China), {a[[F#, /He Tongbin ( [ /China)

f£—/H @ &R 7 eyt 5
B VRS bk DA AT AT B {3 A BE 58 fe
) b 5t 5 Ml 1 s 3 BUS B A

ARBMAEEITEMME, XS
VF2AEmMELA 2R, HtAREH T
WAL T3 2K R, HEEEEA
SIEF SRR, A7, 1EZAT]
R TS 7E AR AT TIA S anda]
RENS RS [E N DA TE [E AN 152

B tH 5L & AN H 2 S A BB
A, MR e T rER IR Sk
WIERRK G BN, 251F
R R B EE B FEE B RER
Christian Y. Schmidt, kB E¥EF
11 A\ F11C % Jaime Santirso, 7i
PNETRE AFISCA RIS R EER, SkRE
YRR, SCETFIR R A RN,

In an increasingly globalised and
digitised world, writers can connect
with readers all around the world
more than ever before. Genres, too,
are often bending and blending
making it harder to categorise many
works, but also potentially making it
easier for writers to find new readers
as content defies cetegorisation.
In this gathering, the writers will
discuss their own writing and how
they feel they can reach audiences
near to and far from home. And as
the world evolves and becomes more
interconnected, they will also talk
about what changes they might see
ahead for writers and readers alike.
To discuss: novelist and non-fiction
writer Christian Y. Schmidt from
Germany; poet and journalist Jaime
Santirso from Spain; poet and literary
critic Li Dewu from Suzhou; and He
Tongbin, an essayist and literary critic
from Nanjing.
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Poetry: A Painting that is Felt Rather than Seen

58265, AN
16:00-17:30
PR (BRI 3E)

Saturday, May 26
Zhong Shu Ge

(The Summit branch)
16:00-17:30

Y& % | Writers:

Ales Steger (1% /2T /Slovenia), Noemi Laszlo ( %)% #l /Hungary),
W& sCHi /Tao Wenyu ( H[E /China), /N /Xiao Hai ( H1[E /China)

IRZFF S, “AmER A Z INE
A IRE, T3 AU A AT DL A R
HMBEE, 7 PYA 2 BN AS RS
B, IR LMl 1E,
IS AATT AR R Y 2 AR B I AME T
NAE. $E6 L IRRE 2K B s
JENEAIRE AFIECC/ESR Ales Steger;
kB F BT AR LE R EEE
Noemi Laszlo, 753N AR
R CH; 1L AN,
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Leonardo da Vinci said that, “Painting
is poetry that is seen rather than felt,
and poetry is painting that is felt
rather than seen.” Four esteemed
poets gather today to read some of
their own work, and to discuss what
they perceive to be the visual and
visceral capacities of poetry in the
contemporary age. On stage will be
Ale§ Steger, a poet and prose writer
from Slovenia; Noemi Laszlo, from
Hungary, who writes poetry for
adults and children; Suzhou poet and
essayist Tao Wenyu; and Xiao Hai, a
poet who is originally from Jiangsu.
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Cultivating the Story Craft

582635, AN
16:00-17:30
ZPHH

Saturday, May 26
The Bookworm
16:00-17:30

Y& % | Writers:

Halina Pawlowska ( f#5i£f1E /Czech Republic), % /Huang Fan ( H[E /
China), Svet Di Nahum ( fRHIFIE /Bulgaria), 435 /Zhu Wenying ( #1[# /China)

Bt 2k — DNECE B, A BRI
=27 AT R ERRA I N A 2B E S
TG RIESECE R A E? mH, 7
FAAZE B KL G N, fEEW
AT A BE B A D #8155 5 ) ] —ite
B Esr s 2 iRWE? PO N SAER B
1 A 37 3 [R5 10 AT an a2 T
RS 2 2= AN AT T 40 fr] ) St IR SR
HAEZE, >k E R HAER Halina
Pawlowska, #E&. HALER A,
RN, B ERE, AR
WK, MEESTERE R B3R,
R INA I Svet Di Nahum, K%
R/ANRE, OV, MAES
PIENB TR Z AT, K,
%?L@,W%ﬁﬁﬂ%%ﬁ@%&
e

What makes a story fresh, vivid and
memorable? How to develop strong
characters and present authentic
dialogue that drives the story?
And, without divulging too much
at the start, how can writers most
successfully invite the reader to come
along with them on a literary journey?
Four acclaimed writers will discuss
how they develop their narrative arcs
and how they construct solid story
frameworks. Halina Pawlowska4,
from the Czech Republic, writes
for stage and TV as well as short
stories; Huang Fan, originally from
Hubei, writes fiction and poetry
and his works have been widely
translated internationally; Bulgarian
Svet Di Nahum writes short stories
and novels, as well as for TV, and
he has had his work translated into
several markets around the world,;
and originally from Shanghai, Zhu
Wenying is a short-story writer and
novelist who also has been widely
translated.
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Svet Di Nahum

Svet Di Nahum was born in 1970 in
Sofia, Bulgaria. He is a graduate of the
Department of Philosophy at Southern
Illinois University, USA. He has
published short stories in numerous
literary magazines in Bulgaria and
throughout Europe, and his work has
been translated into English, German,
Russian, Ukrainian, Serbian, Turkish,
Macedonian, Spanish, and French.
His fiction has appeared in US literary
magazines such as Drunken Boat,
Gloom Cupboard, Danse Macabre, and
Audience and in HCE Magagzine in the
UK. Svet Di-Nahum is the author of
The Wolf's Howl (Short Novel, 1994),
The Unicorn in Captivity (Collection of
Short Stories, 2007), RAPTUS (Novel,
2009) Nicola Against Nicola (Short Novel
& Screenplay, 2012), The Doctrinaire
(Novel, 2015), and The Hangman and
the Clown (Stage Play, 2017). RAPTUS
was a nominee for the Elias Canetti
National Literary Award and was
subsequently published in the United
States by Hammer & Anvil Books (Las
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Vegas, 2013) with film options. It is
also published in Russia. With his
essay, Solidarity Restarted he won the
Essay Competition for World Noble
Peace Prize Laureates 2013 in Warsaw
(and the Lech Walesa Foundation). He
also won the BTV competition for his
sitcom Home Arrest. He is a member of
Bulgarian Union of Writers and Press
secretary for PEN Center Bulgaria.

Halina Pawlowska

Halina Pawlowskda (born 1955) is a
successful Czech playwright, short
story writer, journalist and editor.
She has worked as a screenwriter
and show presenter for Czech
television. Born in Prague, Halina
attended a local grammar school
before studying dramaturgy and
scriptwriting at the Film and TV
School of the Academy of Performing
Arts where she graduated in 1981.
She then worked as a screenwriter for
Czech Television, took part in various
entertainment programmes, and later
became a presenter. She has also
been a columnist or editor for various
Czech newspapers and journals. Now
one of the Czech Republic's most
successful writers, her short stories
and television series are often based
on her world of young adults with
amusing interpretations of love or
chaotic marriages.
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Indrek Hargla

Indrek Hargla, born in 1970, has
been a freelance author since 1999
when he sold his first science fiction
novella. He has won the Estonian
Science Fiction Award 17 times,
and has published four short fiction
collections of science fiction and
horror. He is best known domestically
and internationally as a writer of the
Apothecary Melchior medieval crime
novels, which now run to six volumes
and have been translated into French,
Finnish, Hungarian, Latvian, English
and German. He was awarded the
Honorary Award from the Finnish
Society of Crime Fiction, and the
Honorary Medal from the town of
Caunes-Minervois, France, among
other awards. He has written several
stage plays and TV screenplays,
which have been successful in many
European countries. He is currently
writing the 7th book in the Apothecary
Melchior series and writing scipts for
major movies based on the first two
books in the series, which will hit the
screens in 2020 and 2021.
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Colombe Schneck

Colombe Schneck is a French writer
and director of documentary films.
Before becoming a writer, she
graduated from Institut d'Etudes
Politiques of Paris and later spent
fifteen years as an anchorwoman
for Canal Plus, France TV and Radio
France. She is the author of nine
books of fiction and non-fiction,
and has received prizes from the
Académie Francaise, Madame Figaro
and the Society of French Writers,
as well as having been short-listed
for the Renaudot, Femina, and
Interallié prizes. She has directed four
documentary films and is currently
writing her first feature film. Her
books include L'increvable Monsieur
Schneck, Val de Grdce, Une femme célébre,
Mai 67 and La reparation. La reparation

has been translated into Italian, Polish, German, Lithuanian and Dutch, and
Shanghai 99 publishers have just released a Chinese-language edition.

Christian Y. Schmidt ( & T 1956
) 2—NEEER, EtEIRE
RS R] EEEEAAAR A IS (Rl 22, fihfE

Christian Y. Schmidt

Christian Y. Schmidt (born 1956) is
a German author who spends more
time living in Beijing than in Berlin.
He studied psychology, literature,
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history and philosophy in Trier and
Bielefeld and served for many years
as an editor of the German satirical
magazine Titanic. His first book, a
biography of the then German Foreign
Minister, Joschka Fischer, (1998) was
a major success in Germany. In 2008,
he published a book about his travels
through China called Allein unter 1,3
Milliarden ("Alone Among 1.3 Billion"),
which made the Spiegel's bestseller
list. This book was also published in
Chinese as M f£ 13 {Z A at Central
Compilation & Translation Press
(2010). In his just released debut
novel Der letzte Huelsenbeck (The Last
Huelsenbeck; April 2018), Schmidt
sends his protagonists on a mysterious
journey between Hong Kong, Berlin
and Mexico, at the end of whose
tortuously convoluted paths lies a
solution nobody would have expected.

—

Noemi Laszlo

Noémi Laszlé was born a Hungarian
in Cluj, Romania, in 1973. She
majored in Hungarian and English at
the Babes-Bolyai University, Cluj in
1996. Her first volume of poetry was
published in 1995. She has written
five volumes of poetry for adults and
four books for children since. She
works as an editor for the Hungarian
literary review Helikon based in Cluj
and teaches creative writing at the
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Department of Communication of
the BBU, CJ. In 2011, she received a
PhD in Modern English Literature at
Budapest Eotvos Lorand University.
She also translates poetry and prose
from Romanian and English into
Hungarian, works as a freelance
interpreter and runs occasional
half-marathons. Noémi Lészl6 was
awarded the Jozsef Attila prize in 2010.

Gavin Corbett

Gavin Corbett is from Dublin, Ireland.
He is the author of three novels:
Innocence (2003), This Is the Way (2013)
and Green Glowing Skull (2015). This Is
the Way was named Kerry Group Irish
Novel of the Year in 2013. He has been
writer-in-residence at Ireland's two
most prestigious universities, Trinity
College Dublin and University College
Dublin. The Guardian newspaper has
described him as "one of the most
refreshing novelists writing today" and
his writing as provoking "intellectual
and aesthetic exhilaration that is
seldom induced by contemporary
Anglophone prose".
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"ﬂ;.- Dace Vigante

Dace Vigante is from the Latvian town
of Jurmala by the Baltic Sea, where
she has lived since her birth in 1970.
She first worked as a designer and
a tailor, before turning her hand to
the legal profession, working as a
lawyer for many years. As a writer,
she received the Special Jury award in
2015 for the stories The First Story and
Parchelium of Moon. Her collection of
short stories The Frozen Orange was
nominated for The Latvian Literature
Award 2017 as a brightest debut, and
also for the Latvian TV and Radio
Award, and was awarded a prize from
parents of children and teenagers in
2018. She had a story included in the
Short Fiction from Latvia anthology,
which will soon be translated into
other languages. Her latest story
collection called Let's See will come out
later this year. Several of her stories
have been translated into English and
Chinese.

José Luis Peixoto

José Luis Peixoto (1974) is one
of Portugal's most acclaimed
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contemporary novelists. He has
received several Portuguese and
international literary awards, such
as the Jose Saramago Literary Award
in 2001 (best novel published in all
Portuguese speaking countries in the
two previous years), Libro d'Europa
(best novel published in Europe
in 2012) and Oceanos Literature
Award (best novel published in all
Portuguese speaking countries in
2015). His novels are translated into 26
languages.
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Ales Steger

Ales Steger is a poet and prose writer
based in Ljubljana, Slovenia. His
work has been widely translated
and has appeared in internationally
renowned magazines and newspapers
as The New Yorker, Boston Review, Neue
Ziircher Zeitung, Siiddeutsche Zeitung,
TLS and many others. The Bavarian
Academy of Arts awarded him with
the International Bienek Prize for
Poetry in 2016 calling him "one of
the most original European poets
writing today". Among other prizes
and honours his English translation
of The Book of Things won two major
U.S. translation awards (BTBA award
and AATSEL). He received the title
Chevalier des Artes et Lettres from the
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French state and is a member of the
Berlin Academy of Arts. Ale§ was the
first international Writer in Residence
at the Chinese Research Center of
Capital Normal University in Beijing
in 2014, and he has also lectured
at Sichuan University. Ales's work
reaches out to various fields of artistic
expression. He has worked in the field
of visual arts, and has had several
collaborations with musicians and
film directors. In Chinese translation,

IPPH Publishing house in Beijing published his poetry collection Einstein's
Tower in 2014. His prose book Berlin will be published in Chinese translation in
Spring 2018 by East China Normal University Press. www.alessteger.com

Jaime Santirso Garcia (4 F 1990
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Jaime Santirso

Jaime Santirso Garcia (Gijon, 1990)
is a Spanish journalist and writer.
He received a BA in Journalism from
University of Navarra (2013) and
LLM in International Relations from
Tsinghua University (2016). Since
2014 he has been based in Beijing,
where he works in the tech field and
also reports on international politics
for RNE, Spanish national radio. His
interests include poetry, fiction and
photography. Encuentro (Ediciones
TREA), his first book of poetry, was
published in 2018.
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btr is a writer, contemporary art critic,
and translator of English literature
living in Shanghai. He has published,
among others, Shanghai: Notes on City
Life, Bizarre Stories, Mini Stories and
Petite Mort. His translations include
Paul Auster's The Invention of Solitude
and Winter Journal, and M&C Saatchi's
Brutal Simplicity of Thought. He was
the curator of Get it Loud art festival
(Literature section) in Beijing in 2012
and photo exhibition CITEMA by
Zhu Hao at 10 Corso Como Shanghai
in 2016. His writings on urban life,
literature, film and contemporary
art have appeared in, among others,
e-magazine of Goethe Institut, Modern
Weekly, LEAP, Artforum and Timeout
Shanghai. He is the founder of online
magazine Petite Mort (since 2014).
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Huang Dehai

Huang Dehai, born in 1977, is a native
of Pingdu, Shandong Province and
currently lives in Shanghai. He is the
deputy editor-in-chief of Sinan Literary
Selection, an editor of Shanghai Culture,
and a research fellow at the China
Modern Literature Museum. He is
the author of The Book Has Been Read
Late in This Life, The Clay Hand Gift,
If You Will Fly but Fail to Fly, Personal

Manuscripts, the translator of The Growth of The Small Pepper, and the editor of
the anthology The Book is Finished, and so on. He has won the Southern Literary
World Award for Outstanding Essays in 2015 and 2015 Youth Critics Award.
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Huang Yuning

Huang Yuning, born in 1975, is a
writer, literary translator and a
literary critic. She has published two
novellas and several short stories in
quality literature journals, as well
as six essay anthologies. She is also
the editorial director of Shanghai
Translation Publishing House where
she has overseen the translation of
dozens of English titles into Chinese
(including works by Ian McEwan,
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F. Scott Fitzgerald, Hilary Mantel,
Zadie Smith, Henry James and Agatha
Christie).

Lu Nei, born in Suzhou in 1973, now
lives in Shanghai. He is a member
of Shanghai Writers Association and
the Chinese Writers Association. His
novels include Young Babylon, A Tree
Grows in DaiCheng and Compassion.
He won the annual Novelist of the
Chinese Language Media Awards,
amongst other awards. Some of his
works have been translated into
English.

Mao Jian is a professor at East China
Normal University. Her specialties
are Chinese Cinema and modern and
contemporary Chinese Literature.
Prof. Mao received her Ph.D. in
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Literature from the Hong Kong
University of Science and Technology.
She is also a columnist in multiple
magazines and newspapers in
Mainland China, Hong Kong, Taiwan
and Singapore. She has published
twenty books including Notes on
Film, When the World Turns Right, A
Slow Smile, Either With You, Or Without
You, This Is It, After All These Years,
Exceptions, Forever and Three a Half
Seconds, The Tiger in the Bathroom, and
Short Night, Long Dream.

Mu Ye, formerly known as Liu
Jiangtao, was born in Beijing in
1974. He graduated from the history
department of Fudan University and
then worked as a teacher, journalist,
and editor. Now he works in Shanghai
Culture magazine. In 2006, he was
awarded the Poetry Review Award of
the China Times Literary Awards. His
poems are found in Poetry Periodical,
Poetry Monthly, People's Literature,
Beijing Literature, etc. Some of his
poems have been published in the
Fudan Poetry Selection and The Ties
of Poetry: Selected Poems of China

and Russia. He has also published an essay collection, a book on literary
commentary, and a thematic interview collection he is working on will be

published in the middle of this year.
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Pan Xiangli is a Shanghai-based
novelist, doctor of literature and a
newspaper editor. Her novels include
White Lotus, Without Dreams, Ten Year
Cup, Delta, I Love the Cello and Female
Boss. She has also written essays on
tea culture and the study of ancient
poetry. Her novels have featured
five times on the Chinese Novel List
(sponsored by the Chinese Society of
Novels, 2002-2007), and won the fourth
Lu Xun Literature Award, the Tenth
Zhuang Wen Wen Literature Award,
the Fifth Bing Xin Prose Prize, and the
Fifth Session Prose awards, among
other national literary awards. Her
stories have been translated into many
languages including English, German,
French, Russian, Japanese, Korean
and Greek. Her story collection
White Michelia has been published in
English.

Teng Xiaolan was born in Shanghai
in 1976. Her books Moonlight in the
City, Fairy Tales, and Sapphire Ring have
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been adapted into film and television
works. Other works include Ten Roses,
This Lawless Love, Love in the Big City,
The Woman Who Dances Under the Stars,
The Rules of Life, The Shanghai Film,
The Four Lines, Moonlight in the City,
Pearl of the Sea and Wind by the Wind.
Some of her work has been translated
into English and Polish. The novelette
Beautiful Day won the sixth Lu Xun
Literature Prize. She was selected as
one of the "Four Groups" of talented
and cultural masters by the Central
Propaganda Department in 2014. Her
other awards include the first Fairview
Award, the Shanghai Literature
Award, October Young Writer of the
Year Award, Beijing Literature Novel
Monthly Award, Novel Monthly
Flower Award, the Yangtze River
Literature Excellent Work Award and
the Top 20 Members of the Future.

Xiao Bai, a member of the Shanghai
Writer's Association, took up writing
in the strict sense in 2005. He has
published two novels, Game Point and
French Concession, which has been sold
into many markets abroad, including
the US, UK, France, Germany, Italy
and Holland. He also published a
novella, The Agent Mr. Xu, which won
the 10th Shanghai Literature Award;
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and two anthologies of essays, Erotic
Hamlet and Acting vs Peeping. Erotic
Hamlet captured a comic touch in
ancient and contemporary erotic texts
as well as images, which was brought
to full play by forging an academic
narrative in an ironic way. It won 2009
Book of Year, organized by New Weekly.

Xia Shang - a novelist, a representative
writer of post-avant-garde literature
in China, and a graphic designer -
was born in Shanghai in 1969. He
is the author of the novel East Coast
Chronicle, The Lazarus Child's Wandering,
Taxidermist and Bare Undead. Four
volumes of Xia Shang Selected Works
and a nine-volume Xia Shang Fiction
Series have also been published. Now
he lives in Shanghai and New York.
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Xue Shu is a member of the national
committee of Chinese Writers
Association, and a member of
the Bureau of Shanghai Writers'
Association. She has published
works in top-tier literature journals
including Harvest, October, People's
Literature, Chinese Writers and Shanghai
Literature. She has been awarded the
People's Literature Award, Beijing
Literature/Novelette Award and
Shanghai Literature Award. She
published three collections of stories
including Looking for Jacob, Leaving

at the Crack of Dawn, and Fly across the Sky of Yunnan. Her best-known works
are the novels Ruined Town and Divining, and the non-fiction title A Man Fading
Away. Some of her work has been translated into English and Polish.
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Yao Emei was born in 1968 and she
began to write in 1999. Her main
novels include As High As The Sky,
Ximenpo and 1958+0ld Love Letter,
and her novella collections include
Picking Beans and A Spicy Solution. Her
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Zhang Dinghao

literary works for children include
Slanted Sky and I am a Genius. She has
won the People's Literature award, the
Selection of Novella award, and the
Shanghai Literature Excellent Novella
Award. Some of her works have been
translated into English, Russian,
German, Japanese and Korean, etc.

Zhang Dinghao, born in 1976 in
Anhui, is a poet and literary critic.
He is currently Deputy Chief Editor
of Shanghai Culture magazine. His
published works include the poetry
collections I Love Everything that is not
Complete and Things, and his essays on
literary criticism, such as Just See a

Gentleman: Poems and People in Past Times, Eros and Sadness, and Professional and

Amateur Novelists.
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Zhou Jianing

Zhou Jianing is a fiction writer and
literary translator. She has published
seven novels and two short story
collections. Her most recent short
story collection Basic Beauty, is

published this year. She has translated into Chinese works of some major
English-language writers such as Flannery O'Connor and Joyce Carol Oates.

S

Zou Zou
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Zou Zou - a professional literary
editor, and a self-professed amateur
story-teller - is the author of a
number of novels. She believes that
language is the most essential element

in literature and focuses much attention on the sophistication of human nature

and motives.
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Ai Wei is one of the representative
writers born in the 1960s in China.
Vice Director of the Zhejiang Writers'
Association, his works include the
novels The Sun is Shining, Comrade
Lover, Lover is Guilty, Off-road Race,
Midsummer and The South; and the
short story collections Country Movies,
The Sound of the Water, Ladies, Prisoners
of War, The Universe Speaks to Me and
Ai Wei Works in Five Volumes. His works
mainly focus on the "darkness and
humbleness of life essence" as the
object of the narrative. He has won
the Literature Award offered by the
periodical Contemporary, two annual
awards from People's Literature, the
Chunshen Original Literary Novel of
the Year Award, and his works have
topped the Chinese novel society's
Annual Novel List many times.
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Fang Wei was born in Binzhou,
Shandong and has a Ph.D. in
literature. He is a professor of liberal
arts in Suzhou University, a visiting
scholar of Soochow University in
Taiwan, and is a member of the
Chinese Writers Association. He
has published dozens of stories in
many major journals, including
Harvest, Flower City, October, TianYa
and Contemporary. In 2016, his work
Chinese Savage was selected into the
2016 Chinese Fiction Rankings. He is
the author of six academic works,
including the Wang Xiaobo Biography,
and several novels. He won the Zijin
Mountain Literature Award winner for
his novel, The Age of Heroes.

He Ping is a professor and doctoral
tutor of the College of Arts at Nanjing
Normal University and a famous
literary critic. He is the author of The
Essay, He Ping Literary Review, The Life
of an Unknown Person, The Dignity of
Reconstructing Prose, and so on. He
won the Shanghai Literature award,
and the Contemporary Writers Review
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award, among others. In 2017, he started hosting the "Flower City Concern"
section of "Flower City," introducing newcomers to the literary field in the form

of one topic per issue.
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He Tongbin, born in 1981, is an
essayist and literary critic. He is an
associate professor of the School of
Liberal Arts at Nanjing University,
and editor of the Yanggzi River Review.
He is currently deputy chief editor
of Zhong Shan magazine, a member
of Chinese Writers Association and
an invited researcher at the China
Modern Literature Museum. His essay
collections include The Floating Night
Watchman, Rebuilding Youth and History
is a Spiritual Disaster. He has won
many awards such as The Literary

Debates Annual Excellence Paper Award, the Zijin Mountain Literature Award,
the Zijin Literary Criticism Award, the 14th Chinese Contemporary Literature
Outstanding Achievement Award, and the Nanjing University Young Teachers'
Humanistic Scientific Research Original Award.
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Huang Fan was born in 1963 in rural
Hubei province. He is a leading
writer of fiction and poetry, known
for his unflinching confrontation of
contemporary issues in China with
dry humor and dark lyricism. His
fictional works include the novels The
Eleventh Commandment, The Floating
Colors, Until Youth Disappears; the short
story collection Girls' School Teacher
and the essay collection, Chinese
Wander. When his novel The Eleventh
Commandment was serialised in Sina.
com.cn's literary section, it received
over 3 million hits and was rated one
of two "must-read" novels for young
people to read. His poetry collections
in Chinese include Elegies of Nanjing,
Selected Poems of a Decade and Moon
Losing Sleeping. His poem 'Middle
Age' was included in One Hundred
Poems for One Hundred Years of Modern
Poetry, and the editor of United Daily
News called him the Mainland poet
of most interest to the Taiwanese
reader. His prizes include the Writer's
Golden Prize for Short Story, the
Zijin Mountain Literary Prize for a
Long Story, the China Good Poetry
Prize, the Beijing Literary Prize for
Poetry and the Jinling Literary Prize
for Poetry. Huang Fan's works have
been translated into English, Italian,
German, Greek, French, Japanese,
Farsi and Korean.
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Huang Yongmei was born in the
1970s and her work has been widely
published in leading literary journals
including People's Literature, Flower
City, Zhongshan, Harvest and October.
Many of her works have appeared in
collections such as Fiction Monthly,
Selection of Novellas and Selection of
Novels. Her novels include A Serious
One, Invisibility, Master's Weiwei and
Walking Sweet. She has won the
October Literary Award, The People's
Literature Newcomer Award, The
Zhongshan Literature Prize, The Lin
Jinxi Short Story Award, and the Wang
Zengqi Literature Award. Her novels
have regularly been listed among
the annual rankings of the Chinese
Fiction Society.

Li Dewu, born in 1963, is a poet and
literary critic. His poems and essays
were first published in 1984. His
collections include A Chokey Clock
and A Collection of Li Dewu's Poems and
Essays. A cooperative book Selected
Poems of Nine Poets, which features his
work, was published in 2000. From
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1980 to 2002 he lived in Harbin. He
now lives in Suzhou. With regard
to poetry and translation, he says:
"Poems are the spiritual reflections of
poets. Writing poems is to explore the
void in the secret heart. With regard
to the truth, poetry doesn't need
verification. One word is one spiritual
being. Translation is not to transfer a
word but to wake up another soul in

another language. I will not deride the accuracy of translation. But if my poem
can give a new life to an English word, even though it is not my original idea, I

would also feel delighted and inspired."
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Lin Zhou (real name in Chen Lin) is
a writer, a Professor of Literature at
Suzhou University and vice-chair of
Literary Critics Association of Suzhou.
His books include The Fans, Dust
Particles Summoned by their Deity, Cub of
the Facts — News Textual Study under the
New Narrative Perspective, Fission and
Transformation of Literature Space and
The Ferry of Life — Interviews of Chinese
Contemporary Vanguard Writers.
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Qiao Ye, born in 1972, originally from
Xiuwu County Henan province, now
serves as the Vice Chair of Henan
Province Writers Association, and full
committee member of China Writers
Association. She has published
several novels, such as Confession,
Building Demolition and Collection of
Bead; as well as novelettes and short
stories, such as The Slowest Is Being
Alive, Lighter, Get Warm, and Aphasia,
most of which have been selected in
the annual ranking of Chinese novels.
She has won the People's Literature
Prize, the Chinese Literature Award,
the Solemn Literature Award, the
Beijing Literature Award, the Brocade
Literature Prize, the Yu Dafu Novel
Prize, the Du Fu Literary Prize, the
Novel Monthly Report Hundred

Flowers Award and the Chinese Original Novel Annual Award. Her works have
been translated into English, Spanish, Russia, Italian, Egyptian, Mexican,

Japanese, Korean and other languages.
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Tao Wenyu, born in 1963, is from
Suzhou. He is a poet, writer, painter,
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member of the Chinese Writers
Association, a "national first level
author", and editor of Suzhou
Magazine. His poetry collections
include Trojan Horse Rider and his
essay collections include Taihu
Memories and Suzhou Flavour.

Xiao Hai, born in 1965 in Jiangsu
Hai'an, is a contemporary Chinese
poet. His real name is Tu Haiyan,
and he graduated from the Chinese
Department of Nanjing University. His
poetry collections include Must Bend
to the Weeds, Village, Pastoral, North
Linghe, The Great Qin Empire (Poetic
Drama), The Song of Shadows (Long
Poem) - which is also in an English-
Chinese bilingual edition - Boys and
Girls (Xiao Hai's poetry 1980-2012);
Dialogue recording The Unfamiliar
Friend: Ilan Stavans and Xiao Hai's
Dialogue; and the Essay Collection Old
Dream Record. His works were listed
in the Beijing Literature 1998 list of
contemporary Chinese literary works.
He has won many other awards over
the years, such as the 2000 poetry
award in Writer magazine, the
Tianwen Poets Award in 2012, the
Beautiful Island Poet Laureates Award

in 2015 and 2016, the 1st Prize of the 5th "Changjiang Cup" Jiangsu Literature
Review Award, the 2nd, 4th and 5th Zijin Mountain Literature Prize of Jiangsu
Province, and the Ye Shengtao Literature Prize of Suzhou City. He now lives in

Suzhou.
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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 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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Excerpt from the novel RAPTUS by
Svetoslav Nahum (Aka: Svet DiNahum).
Excerpt contains the part in which a
poem by the great ancient Chinese
philosopher and poet Master Qu Yuan
is cited. This Chinese wisdom serves for
resolving the dramatic conflict in the
novel.
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"In connection with the complicated
and asymmetric international
situation..." He was reading feverishly,
in a confused and unclear tone. At
the moment he rather resembled
a typical school dabbler asked to
recite a poem in honor of the patron
of the high school. "... as well as
within the context of the global
struggle against terrorism, we have
summed up your actions as risky
and unstable. Your methods have
brought you to the creation of new
racial, ethnic and religious tensions
in the heart of the old part of the
European continent and, more
specifically, on the territory of the
French Republic, first in the suburbs,
and later in the very center of its
capital, the City of Paris!" Streaming
with perspiration, Gnezhinski
continued: "The introduction of
fundamentalism, especially into
the old part of Europe, added to the
general instability (for instance, in
Eastern Europe susceptible to social
instability; the Black Sea Region,
carried away by military instability;
the Balkans and Southern Europe,
characterized with undulating ethnic
and religious instability), is the
result of your incorrect analyses,
methodology, decision tools, and self-
reliant assessment of the situation.
Your actions have brought about a loss
of control of the situation, physical
casualties, and political chaos,
anarchy and radicalism. You allowed
an incorrigible crash of your own
analytical doctrine and failed in your
attempt to get on with a pompous
and extravagant solution. All of us
here had to unite forces and find a
stabilizing formula, a way of coping
with the riots, to create a positive
stability-figure adequate to be the
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leader of the above-mentioned state
of the Continent of Europe!"
Therefore, in conclusion: "On the
initiative of the Global Political
Convent, and in conjunction with the
leaders of all the basic groups of the
world elite present this day in front
of you, we took the hard, but the only
possible, decision to remove you from
the post of Director of the Institute of
International Strategic Investigations,
with all the consequences ensuing
therefrom, such as: handing over
the scientific and operational
archives, the databases, the entire
official, confidential, and other
correspondence, the experimental
massifs, all available assets, bank
accounts, movable and immovable
properties existing in the following
world operational destinations..."

"0, have mercy on the abilities of
my biological patience toward such
a ritual!", Borg cut him short. "It's
clear. Enough. You have put it down in
writing, haven't you! "
"Won't you say anything else in your
own defense?" Steppendorf strutted.
"Yes, I have prepared my answer,
don't worry. It has been written by the
Master Qu Yuan' as early as the fourth
century B. C., when you and I were a
pithecanthropus villain, a carnivorous
chimpanzee or a sad, illiterate and
uncivilized savage, barely speaking,
but communicating through pitiful
interjections." Director Borg opened
the nearest drawer of his desk and
took out a carefully kept sheet of
paper. "Listen now to the words of
true wisdom."

Qu Yuan was blamed and sent into
exile,

Far from his home and Lord, whom
meanwhile
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He had served long, and loyally, and
well,

But how can one escape from
slander's hell?

Alone across the fields he wandered
day and night

His mind confused, his heart bereft of
pride.

And finally he went to see an old
diviner,

To ask how to restore his worldly
grandeur,

The old sage picked a tuft of grass,
which tells

What's laid in store for men in future
days,

He brushed away the dust from
tortoise shells

To clearly see in them what future
veils.

He said to him: "What brings you
here, man?"

And thus began to ask the poor Qu
Yuan:

"Shall T be honest and upright at any
cost,

Or shall I change my looks and tone in
front of the big shots?

Shall T defend my honor and suffer
then for that,

Or shall I creep for ranks and live then
like a rat?

Shall T toil humbly on a humble field.
Or shall T honor others, so others
honor me?

Shall T live like an eagle, which flies
with the eagles,

Or be a dirty fiddler amidst a crowd of
fiddlers?

Shall T become a stone, or shall I be a
man,

Or shall I bend like belt or go round
like a fan?

Shall I race like a colt with a flowing
mane,

Or drag myself along with some worn-

out jade?

Shall I fly like a swan toward the skies
in splendor,

Or shall I wade in ponds, squawking
like a gander?"

O, great diviner, tell me your words:
Which one of those two ways to
choose?

The world's enmeshed in a web of lies,
The fly's wing weighs more than a
bull, yet twice.

The brass bell's numb, uneasy in the
air,

Amid the echo of the oak wood barrel.
And slander speaks aloud, while
wisdom is at bay...

So, tell me, does one need my purity
today?

The old diviner left the herbs, his
features blurred,

And sadly said: "So goes the world."
Look yourself around and you will see
that things

Are different from their different
sides, just think:

From here darkness looks like lighter,
doesn't it?

A span from there looks like longer
than a cubit.

Knowledge is shallow, life is deep.
Some tasks make even God sweat and
creep.

So make your mind yourself right
through the end!

That's the advice I'd offer you, my
friend,

Because my tortoise shells and magic
herbs

Can't help me answer questions so
diverse.

O, great diviner, tell me your words:
Which one of those two ways to
choose?

The world's enmeshed in a web of lies,
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The fly's wing weighs more than a
bull, yet twice.

The brass bell's numb, uneasy in the
air,

Amid the echo of the oak wood barrel.
And slander speaks aloud, while
wisdom is at bay...

So, tell me, does one need my purity
today?

The old diviner left the herbs, his
features blurred,

And sadly said: "So goes the world."
Look yourself around and you will see
that things

Are different from their different
sides, just think:

From here darkness looks like lighter,
doesn't it?

A span from there looks like longer
than a cubit.

Knowledge is shallow, life is deep.
Some tasks make even God sweat and
creep.

So make your mind yourself right
through the end!

That's the advice I'd offer you, my
friend,

Because my tortoise shells and magic
herbs

Can't help me answer questions so
diverse.

O, great diviner, tell me your words:
Which one of those two ways to
choose?

The world's enmeshed in a web of lies,
The fly's wing weighs more than a
bull, yet twice.

The brass bell's numb,

And slander speaks aloud, while
wisdom is at bay...

So, tell me, does one need my purity
today?
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'The poem Divination (Bu-Ju).Qu Yuan
(Chinese: J& i ; pinyin: QGYuan) (ca.
340 BCE - 278 BCE) was a Chinese
scholar and minister to the King
from the southern Chu during the
Warring States Period. His works

are mostly found in an anthology of
poetry known as Chu Ci. His death

is traditionally commemorated on
Duanwu Festival ( J#2F5 / M2 ),
which is commonly known in English
as the Dragon Boat Festival or Double
Fifth (fifth day of the fifth month of
the traditional Chinese calendar).

#5 BORG B s =
LETTER TO THE DIRECTOR
BORG

"Dear Teacher,

The term of my investigation of the
world is over.

So, starting with doubt, unexpectedly
for myself, I passed on to a new stage:
horror.

Why?

First, the clash with the elite of the
planet, with the representatives of
the highest social groups, brought
me to the threshold of helplessness.

I expected to receive sources of truth
and light, T longed to enter the most
selected and the most high society of
the god-like ones.

But there was some strange little
spring inside me: the curse of the
scientist, which prevented me from
nodding my head obediently while
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hearing the madness of the world.
Alas! T am three hundred thousand
times sorry that I am a thinking
human being. So, that little spring
continually resisted the reality

that I confronted, and it wouldn't

let me succumb to the ubiquitous,
malignant paradigm containing

an unprecedented urge towards an
escape from common sense.

Second, those guys' confidence in
their own only possible rightness!

Is it really as easy as this, like them,
to believe in oneself as in a world
institution of last instance?

At first I thought there was some
element of playacting about them,
some sort of a social theatre, or a
higher pose, if you want. I watched
their behavior profoundly, the
formulation of their thoughts. I even
analyzed the intimate motivation of
their actions. The platform I stepped
on turned out to be wrong, and I
changed it quickly. For it turned out
that I faced a new phenomenon. It
was phenomenal. I agree that in most
of the observable layers of human
history known to us, there have
existed rudiments, elements, even
whole chains of behavior similar to
Raptus. I do not think it has originated
nowadays, or that you and I are the
first ones who have paid attention

to it. However, indisputably, in the
course of the investigation, and
mostly in the process of the analysis,
the rare opportunity showed up for
me to outline the entire structure,
the formula and even the logarithm
of the insane behavior. Moreover, I
do not mean individual deviations or
disorder of the subject. The strangest
thing is that a definite type of stratum-
related insanity, possible only within
the framework of a system of human

beings sharing a specific order of
views, developed clearly, as upon a
negative.

And as a result of the above
conclusion, inevitably the question
emerged: What is the extent of the
impact of the fast flowing Raptus
stream on the general social
midstream? Or, in other words,

what is the proportion of mixing,
respectively: the disproportion? Is
there a reciprocity, a reverse motion
of the social reflex (something like an
antidote); how does the toxic diffusion
take place; and what is the point

of critical mass or critical mixture
beyond which social processes can
become irreversible?

And here is what turned out:

The vector of Raptus is a food chain of
ideas, idols, rules, religions, dogmas,
and doctrines; scientific, political

and religious platforms. Its enormous
increase during the last decade has
been marked by an accompanying
phenomenon: a decrease in the forces
of resistance of society as a whole.
The disintegration of experienced or
traditional values, the existence of

X number of interpretations of each
assertion, the continuous process of
dynamic social oscillation around the
enclosed (not to say vicious) circle of
thesis-counterpoint, where whichever
exposition can have to its credit
neither glory, nor the categorical

nor even the vague recognition

of global society, fed (or perhaps

bred artificially?) with sufficient
contradicting initial points of support,
such disintegration puts the society
itself in a position of being unable to
resist Raptus efficiently. The social
drive, or to put it straightforwardly,
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the urge, itself drives society into the
trap of its own voluntary degradation.
It turns out to be so, since each
contaminated admixture in the

cycle of society leads to a geometric
progression of deviation. We cannot
expect, when the social streams,
rivers and lakes are contaminated, to
have rain of pure values falling from
the sky above our humble planet.
Nor can we hope for a pure world
ocean of conscience. According to the
analysis of the investigation, the limit
of resistance of society has recently
been surpassed. This means that
presently we have sufficient grounds
in logic to establish that there is a
possibility for Raptus to turn into a
social dominant. Raptus has long ago
surpassed its childhood years, both
its teens and its youth, and at the
moment it is in the last phase of its
virus-like growth and development:
that of mature dysfunction, when
under whatever anti-system, born
from or seized entirely by the R
(Raptus) factor, it begins to cause
qualitative social deviation of a
negative type, while at the same time
there is a powerful transmission

of the proportional influence. This
suggests that each small, but elite
group, taken ill or rather seized by
Raptus, is able to contaminate, rule,
destroy, disintegrate, manipulate,
etc. millions of masses of people. It
is not by chance that at the time, the
doctors at the old hospitals used to
undertake drastic measures against
Raptus with the only purpose that of
protecting the rest of their patients
against mass madness. Given our new
world situation, in which the ego-
mind is ever stronger, it is necessary
to act extremely decisively on your
side, since it is no more a matter of
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an ordinary collective madness, but

a doctrinarian usurped vocation to
manage the world. The groups I have
investigated seriously believe that
they will be determining the destinies
of humans and the entire course of
human history.

And the point is that the insane
mechanism of their approach is mixed
with a glow of magnetism, social
charm and an insistent continuous
brain-washing to an extent allowing
the leaders something incredible:

to make it possible to suck out the
healthy juice from the brains of
billions of human beings by whom we
all swear either affectedly, or sincerely,
or by an iconographic obligation, and
to inject it with the powerful and fast-
acting poison of Raptus. In this way
the priests of the new global wigwam
that was conceived by them, will avail
of a sufficiently strong infusion for
some ominous world tea.

And, third, very briefly: the
information.

I have discovered that it is exactly the
necessary instrument and nutritious
medium for Raptus. The platform

of an elemental, bombarding
knowledgeability has established itself
in the place of the saint ignorance.
The society is flooded with trillions

of tons of information. Even though
deliberately torn apart on the surface,
many-directional, contradictory

and chaotic, it manages to play its
main role: multiple consciousness
disorder. A disarranged mind easily
falls prey to Raptus. All one needs is a
powerful megaphone, a broadcaster
of information covering more and
more points of the world. And since,
as of today, the technology makes this
possible, it becomes more and more
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possible for the elite communities,
mouthpieces and front line promoters
of Raptus, to directly influence the
individual apperception.

Irradiating everything around

them, day after day, world leaders
create an appropriate basis for the
transformation of their own madness

into a world norm.

Thus the last possible paradox will
be achieved: the fight for truth will
be proclaimed a utopia, while the
maintenance of a dark utopia in
the people's consciousness will be
proclaimed a truth.

>

Halina Pawlowska
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I Never Wanted to
Hang Myself

I never wanted to hang myself. I find
it unappealing. I had seen films that
showed purple tongues hanging out
of mouths, rope marks on necks,

and hanging victims who, once the
rope is cut, fall to the ground to
spend eternity as a pile of nothing.
Revolting. I wanted to drown myself!
I wanted to drown myself, letting

the current of the river carry me
downstream. I might even reach

the sea. I wanted to disappear in an
elegant fashion, while at the same
time hoping the gentle waves would
rock me after I died.

At the root of my troubles was
(understandably) love! I loved Jenik.
He loved me. He had never seen a girl
more beautiful than me. He looked at
me with eyes filled with admiration
for my perfection as well as disbelief
that so priceless a treasure had fallen
into his lap. We loved each other
until the wedding, after the wedding;
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we loved each other a good eight
years. Then Jenik met Love of His

Life Number Two. At the time I was
thirty-two. I had circles under my
eyes, had two children and weighed
twenty pounds more than before the
wedding. SHE was twenty-one. No
circles, no children, and she weighed
the same as I did when I was fourteen.
Jenik's eyes were filled with disbelief
that such a treasure let him kiss her
and came out with statements like: "I
like older boys (Jenik was thirty-three)
and--- I feel safe with you." Well I
didn't feel safe. I met them by chance.
I'd never felt such pain before. The
way he looked at this young beauty.
He was so in love. It broke my heart.
So I walked to the river. (We always
lived nearby.) I looked at the water.

It was murky, grey and undoubtedly
chilly. I stood at the very edge, tears
streaming down my face. [ wanted to
jump in the river, jump in the river
along with my hopelessness. I felt

sad for my parents, my children, for
Jenik, for myself. At that very moment
about a hundred swans swam right up
to the shore. They were dirty and grey
like the river. The biggest male landed
on the riverbank and stared at me.
The swans were extremely aggressive.
They blocked the embankment so
that there was no way to jump in. I
angrily shooed them away. I may have
even kicked a gentle creature that was
tugging at the leg of my pants. And my
sorrow became anger. I left. I bought
myself a pastry at the bakery, I bought
chocolates for the children, and I told
Jenik firmly, "Look! Pack your bags
and go see that beauty of yours!" He
packed his things and left. He stayed
at his beauty's place for three days--
Today I'm forty. Jenik looks at me with
love and disbelief that such a treasure
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(me) fell into his arms. We never feed
the swans. And meanwhile:- they
sure would deserve it.

Take care and don't hang yourself. No
one and nothing is worth it!

P. S. Otherwise I quite like animals.

I Indrek Hargla
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Apothecary Melchior
and the Ghost of
Rataskaevu Street

(Extract)

The Prior was - naturally - in the
scriptorium with his spectacles on,
and reading, to Hinric's surprise, Der
Edelstein, moral tales by Ulrich Boner
of the Berne Dominicans, translated
from the Latin.

‘This is that same Melchior, eh?'
asked the Prior when he had read the
letter.

‘Yes, that same Melchior,' Hinric
assured him, mentally adding a curse.
‘And this is quite a peculiar request

that he asks of the monastery,' said
the Prior. ‘Why is he doing it?'
Hinric told him. He told him about
the corpse in front of the Unterrainer
house and Melchior's interest in the
deaths, the stories about the ghost.

‘So this man is looking for the truth?'
The Prior's question cut into Hinric's
narrative.

‘The truth about the shadows of the
past, yes,' agreed Hinric.

‘Aren't we all looking for that?'
muttered the Prior meditatively.

‘If you put it that way, holy Father.'
‘Then he must find it. May I refuse
him on the day of St Dominic?' Those

were the Prior's last words on the
subject of Melchior's request, and
then he turned back to his manuscript
and placed his glasses on to his nose.
And Hinric gave an order that the old
grave of Brother Adelbert be dug up
for the interment of Lay Brother Eric.
Melchior was at the monastery
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straight after the chapterhouse
meeting, and he arrived on horseback.
He arrived, a dapple - grey mare on
the end of a halter, tethered it to the
monastery's hitchingpost - Hinric
noticed that the Apothecary wore a
proud expression in doing so - and
then rushed up to Hinric, who was
standing near the main portal.

‘Good morrow, holy Brother,' he
said. ‘What reply did the Prior give
to my request?'

Instead of answering Hinric motioned
with his head in the direction of the
graveyard, towards which the lay
brothers were bearing the corpse of
Eric, resting on a frame and wrapped
in a winding - sheet.

‘And the grave,' asked Melchior,
agitated. ‘Was it dug yesterday?'

‘Until they got to Adelbert's corpse,'
replied Hinric peevishly.

‘Listen, tell me the truth, in the
name of St Nicholas. What are you up
to?'

‘And you haven't opened the coffin
yet?' Melchior enquired further. ‘And
it was a coffin, as I thought?'

‘Yes, it was a coffin,' replied Hinric
laconically.

‘Isn't that strange? As far as I was
aware, in those days the lesser
brothers were simply buried on
planks wrapped in a shroud.'

Yes, it was passing strange, Hinric
had to admit to himself. A coffin was
expensive, and it was far from usual
for brothers to be buried in coffins -
especially not sinners like Brother
Adelbert. Yet this poor wretch had
been buried in a casket, even at a time
when the monastery's finances were
scant.

‘No, we didn't open it, but it has
been dug out now,' Hinric said.

‘So it could be opened now?'

‘Twon't allow it until the Prior gives
his blessing.'

‘Well, here he comes,' said Melchior.
Hinric turned his head and saw that
the Prior was indeed coming from
the dormitory and walking towards
the freshly dug grave. Hinric and
Melchior went after him.

The service at the graveside was

brief. Eric had not, after all, taken his
vows, and the monastery had many
other activities to attend to since they
were marking St Dominic's feast day.
The brothers had already prayed for
the soul of Lay Brother Eric at the
vigil and the first mass, so after the
precentor had said the words that he
was obliged to say everyone remained
standing, perplexed and silent. The
precentor had a book in one hand and
a coal - pan in the other, but he didn't
know what to do — whether to have
Eric's body placed in the grave on top
of the old coffin or do something else.
He didn't even know why the grave
had been exhumed because there was
still space in the graveyard.

Melchior and Hinric stood side by
side, both fixing their gaze on the
decayed coffin that had been revealed.
Without turning his head or changing
his expression Melchior asked Hinric
very softly,

‘The brothers ate my biscuits last
night, did they?'

‘We didn't have any biscuits,'
whispered Hinric in reply, staring
straight ahead. ‘You know what the
times are like - no sweet things."'

At this Melchior hissed something so
softly that Hinric didn't hear it, but it
was probably a curse.

The precentor, meanwhile, was
looking questioningly at the Prior; the
Prior's mild eyes bored into Melchior,
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and he finally

nodded to Hinric. The cellarius sighed
deeply and ordered the lay brothers

to jump into the grave and prise open
the lid of the old coffin.

A moment later they all leaned over to
look.

And then they raised their eyes in
astonishment. Only the Prior closed
his eyes and nodded to himself. He
turned to go.

The casket was half full of sand; there
was not a single bone.

‘Father,' whispered Hinric, shocked.

‘Did you know about this?'

‘There is a scroll, the first lines of
which were written by Prior Maurice
about two hundred years ago,' replied
Reinhart Moninger.

‘It is passed down from prior to
prior, and it contains things that may
not be said in the daybook or the
account book, but they are
things the priors have to know about
the monastery. I think this is the time
when an old lie is turned into a truth.'
And then, with slow steps, he trudged
back to the scriptorium.

‘What does this all mean, Melchior?'
Hinric now asked him.

‘You must have known this.'

‘Tdidn't, he replied quietly, ‘butI
guessed that it might be so.'

‘So where is Adelbert's corpse?’
Melchior didn't answer, but the
shocking realization came quickly.
The cellarius was breathing very
softly and rapidly. Then he closed his
eyes and whispered, ‘Holy Virgin.
Adelbert is still there . . . in the
Unterrainer house.'

On the Road from Tallinn to St
Bridget's Convent, Marienthal, 8
August, Mid-Morning

84

EARLY THAT MORNING Melchior had
done exactly as Dorn had instructed.
He had gone to the stables, asked for
Hartmann the stablehand and told
him that the Magistrate had ordered
him to give him a horse to ride to
Marienthal, and if Hartmann raised
any objection he would be put in irons
in the marketplace. The stablehand
did grumble that the Magistrate could
go hang himself in the Town Hall
tower and then the townsfolk could
have a bit of fun, but he brought
Melchior a dapple - grey mare saying
she was a good, peaceful animal who
knew the way to Bridget's well, since
she often visited the Varsaallik Estate.
‘Bridget's?' asked Melchior. He had
not heard of such a place before.
‘Isn't that what they call it?'
responded Hartmann. ‘The new
convent? They Swedes used to call it
Mariendal, but now people tend to
call it Bridget's. On the way you come
to Martin's Brook, don't you, and
there's a good place to drink that this
animal knows, so if she starts pulling
that way you'd better let her go there
because she drinks her fill and goes
straight back on to the right road. You
won't need to use your spurs much
with her.'
Melchior assured him that he
wasn't in any hurry - which was not
entirely true - left him two pennies
and a sweet confection as a tip and
promised to be back by sunset. He
had put a bottle of his spirits into
his travel pouch as well as a double
handful of sweets wrapped in a cloth
- after Brother Lodevic's ravaging this
was a great sacrifice, but perhaps on
this pilgrimage of his he might need
to sweeten some mouths into talking.
With Eric's funeral at the monastery
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now behind him he led the mare
through the bustling town with a
thoughtful mien and out through the
Clay Gate, nodded gratefully to the
image of St Victor — which stood at
the side of the foregate as a sign to
strangers that this town was under
the protection of heavenly powers

- swung into the saddle and headed
westward. The miller at the Clay
Gate mill looked on curiously at the
passing apothecary, and Melchior
waved in greeting to his old friend.
Straight after the embankment and
the mill the road divided into three.
One fork carried on west along

the edge of the town wall and the
embankment; another turned south -
east, past the clay - ponds to St John's
Hospital, where the lepers were kept,
then through the outskirts and over
the sandy hummocks up the hill to
the shale quarry and on towards Viru
and Tartu. But Melchior had to choose
the narrower and rougher fork,
leading along the seashore towards
Marienthal and the Apenes Peninsula.
This was a quieter road, for ahead

of it, on the peninsula, lay only the
Order's meadows, coastal villages and
marshy forests.

But this road could become
important in the future, once the
large and splendid convent had been
finished, thought Melchior. Inns and
guesthouses were already being built
alongside the road and large crosses
were being erected for the pilgrims.
At present only the old town gallows
stood by the Seppade Gate, and they
were hardly ever used now, but they
served as a sign that Tallinn had the
right to exact a price in blood in this
land where the town had the right to
strike with the sword. Anyone coming
to town by this road would get the

message that St Victor protected the
town and all evildoers would be dealt
with.
Just ahead of the bridge over the
Harjapea river, where there was
an image of the Mother of God and
where many beggars usually gathered,
another road led off towards the shale
pits, and from there on the road was
deeply rutted by wagons wheels. Shale
from the cliffs was taken into town or
to the lime kilns beyond, at Koismae,
and Melchior saw a couple of wagons
approaching from afar. He rode the
mare over the bridge and followed the
road as it went down along the littoral
to the meadows by the seashore and
the Swedish fishing villages. The
weather was windless and cloudy.
Melchior breathed the fresh sea air
deeply and settled comfortably in the
saddle. He was no great rider, but the
road wasn't long. And he needed to
think. The morning at the monastery
and the opening of the casket,
Hinric's words at the graveside -
‘Adelbert is still there . . . in the
Unterrainer house' - aroused a vague
kind of terror in him. He could not
shake the feeling off that he was
circling around a riddle, the solution
of which was simple and whose clues
should already be present but also
that he had got himself involved in
something very dangerous. He was
lost in a false labyrinth; he must
escape from it; he ought to be afraid.
He asked himself whether forces
from beyond the grave could harm
the living - his own experience told
him that only the hatred of the living
could cause suffering to others. . .
and something of that nature had
taken place in the Unterrainer house
in times past. Or was it so long ago?
Adelbert had died seventy years ago.
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And Cristian Unterrainer might still
have been alive when Melchior was
born. He was haunted by the thought
that Unterrainer was said to have
whipped his wife, and that corpse

of the unknown tramp had wheals
from a whip, and that Unterrainer
had castrated Adelbert, as had also
happened to that poor wretch who
was killed in front of his house.

And yet it was as if St Cosmas were
whispering in his ear that he was
following the wrong path.

His earthly path now, though, was the
right one, and there was no fear of

getting lost, as he knew this road well.

He rode steadily along the shore until
the road rose from the Hirmapdld
pasture lands up to a plateau. To

the south - east he could make out
the escarpment of the shale quarry;
behind him were the beautiful towers
of Tallinn. Gentle waves lapped
against the shingly shore.

Carts loaded with logs were travelling
from the direction of Marienthal, and
he let the horse go aside to the bank.
Out at sea he could see Wulvesgg,

the island where the Council had

its timber cut and its hay made; for
centuries pirates had used the island
as a hiding place. The shipping

lane to the east went through the
Strait of Wulvesgg to avoid the reefs
around the island and the shallows
of Nargensgrund where ships ran
aground every year. Keeping to

the correct shipping lane was so
important that each spring the
Council marked it with a couple of
tuns floating in the water that were
securely anchored to the sea bed. But
the pirates also knew this passage
well and were used to lurking around
Wulvesog. It was especially easy

for them to try their luck with ships
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seeking shelter on the island during a
storm - although no pirates had been
spotted near Tallinn in recent years,
as the Council had taken care to send
its warships to Wulveseoo and see them
off.

Now the road turned a little to the
north, on to the Apenes Peninsula,
and there, in the distance, was
Martin's Brook. The old mare pricked
up her ears and started to speed up.
Melchior did not rein her in when she
stepped off the road down towards
the grassy path and the drinking -
place. At the brook was one more road
leading from the shale pits, and here
the cartwheels had created deep ruts
in the mud. Stones had been taken
from around here to the new convent
for over a year by this time and would
surely be for years to come until the
job was completed.
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SISTERS IN
MISERICORDIA

By Colombe Schneck
Translated by Adriana Hunter

Azul moves into an apartment in a
two-storey building on the outskirts of
Santa Cruz, with Moisés, Ximena and
Miguel. Juan comes back once a year
from his tour which takes him all the
way to the Peruvian border. He brings
back presents for everyone, Juan and
Moisés shake hands and drink beer
together, then Juan sets off again.
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They sell his presents in the market:
a brand new saucepan, an alpaca
blanket. Azul and Moisés have a little
girl, her name is Alondra.

Moisés would have liked a boy
too. Azul disagrees, she's not a baby
factory.

Moisés doesn't say anything,
but he wears his hangdog victim
expression, which exasperates Azul.

Love is full of shit and
marriage is a prison, thinks Azul.

But actually, no, she's happy.
They're happy with Miguel and
Alondra, and Ximena who adapts
what she learned in Chuqui-Chuqui's
garden for the city. Natalia lives on
the same street with her husband and
children.

Azul and Natalia run a stall
at the market in Rotonda. They sell
earthenware jars of water flavoured
with cinnamon, it's almost milky, or
with apricot kernels, peanuts, mint.
After mass on Sundays, their mother,
the two sisters and their husbands go
to the Association for Rio Chico Valley
Indians. They dance and sing to the
music of guitars and tiny bells:
Mountain Tracks, happy memories,
Our plans and their fate,

Bejewelling our mountains,
Ilusions of the gods

Take us to the very heart
Of our fathers.

Moisés is a good dancer, and a good
father, but he's no good with money.
He is a Quechua, though, and the
Quechuas have a reputation as good
tradesmen.
Moisés is in a lot of debt, and Azul
doesn't yet know.

He gave the money he earned
with his big truck to his older
brothers. He borrowed money so he
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could give Azul jewellery, a silver
pendant, fuel to take her and the
children to swim at the waterfalls, to
buy a gas cooker, pay for rounds of
beers and a little Brazilian television
to watch the football world cup. They
go through an American phase when
they're passionate about Dallas and
Miami Vice.

Moisés gazes, hungrily wide-
eyed, at houses with two cars, and red
swimsuits, and girls with blond hair;
Azul eyes up their tailored jackets,
their long flowing dresses, and sews
her own almost identical designs.
People around them talk of leaving for
Brazil, Argentina or Mexico, getting
over the border; the Texas of Dallas
and the Florida of Miami Vice aren't
so very far away.

That world with its
supermarkets rammed full of cereal
packets with their colourful lettering
(cereals are sold by the weight here),
its different brands of beer (there's
only one here), the women driving
their own cars, their blond hair
blowing in the wind, never plaited,
tied up, held back; making the women
look free.

Azul is thirty-three, she lives
in a one-bedroom apartment on the
outskirts of Santa Cruz, with a gas
cooker, a television, a secretarial job,
her mother in tow, two children, a
second husband who doesn't want to
marry her but wants another child -
a boy - and who's in debt--- and that's
when she's made redundant.

The Bolivian economy is in
crisis.

Nothing works anymore, her
little shop in the market is empty, no
one buys t-shirts now, Moisés's milk
distribution tanker has stopped doing
its rounds.

Everything's falling apart,
once again, but Azul's used to seeing
things she's fond of disappear or
take a knocking, she freezes on the
spot. It lasts only a few minutes. She
remembers the hookers at school,
remembers when Miguel was ill, the
gorgeous Juan who used to sneak out
at night - she coped somehow every
time. She galvanises herself, but she
hasn't become cynical: she still has
her optimistic faith in Pachamama,
her belief that she's protected by the
Virgin, that she has these reserves
inside her.

She's enthusiastic, believes in
goodness, but she also knows how
dark the world can be.

She eavesdrops on
conversations, people talking
about violence, injustice, downfall,
destitution and corruption.

Power is snatched by a
minority: senators, policemen,
magistrates; they're white, they speak
Spanish, they're frightening, and their
leader is a tiny little man who stands
very upright to gain an extra inch.

People call him El Nano. The
dwarf.

General Banzer is of German
descent, he was educated at the
School of the Americas in Panama
where they teach the best techniques
for manipulation and violence, but
none of the world's finer qualities.

Indigenous Bolivians and rural
types are excluded from government.
They don't have the right to
demonstrate, to express themselves,
make choices, take decisions.

Torture is statutory for those
who dare to say they won't comply.

And all around them, in
Argentina, Peru, Panama, Chile,
Paraguay and Uruguay, the far right
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hovers close by.

Azul keeps hearing that word,
fascist, fascist; the very sound of it
frightens her.

General Banzer welcomes
extreme right-wing sympathisers and
Nazis, and recruits them - they'll give
him political and military support. He
encourages them to take part in drug
trafficking, asks for their advice on
how to "whiten" Bolivia.

There are too many indigenous
Bolivians. In the press they're
described as dirty, lazy, poor; they
have too many children, their hair's
too thick, their skin is greasy, their
daughters copulate with dogs, their
men with donkeys.

"You mustn't use the
government-run clinic," Azul's older
sister tells her.

The doctor there is American.
He turned up, blond, pink, white
teeth, and the whole centre was
redecorated when no money's ever
spent on the poor.

A poster on the door reads:
"Free treatment for women", with a
photo of a smiling indigenous woman
in her black felt hat.

Young indigenous women are
forcibly sterilised there.

A country girl from the Fe y
Algeria middle school, an Indian,
went there because she had stomach
pains. The doctor told her she
urgently needed an appendectomy,
she mustn't worry, it would be free.

She was asked to come
back the following morning for the
operation. She confided in her school
nurse who stopped her going back.

Despite the fresh paint, the
floor is dirty, and the doctor's overalls
are covered in brown stains. He
examined her without washing his
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hands.

Her ballooning stomach was
caused by indigestion from eating too
much melon.

A month later the clinic
caught fire and the American doctor
disappeared.

General Banzer also spent
a fortune importing white women
from southern Africa to populate the
country with whites.

Indigenous Bolivians don't
feature in the papers or on television
- Bolivia is white.

Banzer was toppled by a coup
in 1977 but in 1997, after failing five
times in the presidential elections,
he managed to get himself re-
elected by abandoning his uniform
and presenting himself as a kindly
seventy-one-year-old "abuelito".

When he resigns in 2001 he
leaves his country in a catastrophic
state. Nepotism, corruption, economic
crisis -

For several weeks the country
is completely paralysed by blockades
set up by smallholders demanding
a reversal of the policy to eradicate
coca.

Everything that once did so
well in Santa Cruz, the towering piles
of Tarija tomatoes, oil revenues, Texan
ex-patriots, the Hotel Los Tajibos with
its double peanut-shaped pool edged
with mini palm trees and its American
bar, motorbikes, rolls of polyester
cloth important from South Korea, the
dance hall on the way to the airport
with its huge entrance porch formed
by two painted plaster mermaids,
everything that was so modern,
so alien to the paradise of Chuqui-
Chuqui - it has all turned to stone.

Tomatoes rot in their crates,
people queue at cash dispensers, the
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ex-patriots flee leaving their palaces
empty, making their housekeepers
redundant, and their cleaners, cooks
and childminders, the windows

are broken, cars no longer slow
down outside that porch with its

two mermaids, no one hopes to get
together in the American bar at the
Los Tajibos anymore or to plan their
fortune as they drink American beer.

All that's left is the Colombians'
dirty money. They can offer work,
night watchmen, drivers, mules, the
minor players in cocaine trafficking.

She has no choice, she has to
leave.

The women go one after
another, heading further and further
away. To Argentina, Texas, Italy.

Thanks to a contact, Natalia
emigrated to Bergamo in Italy two
years ago.

She described it to Azul on
the phone: she looks after an elderly
widow who lives alone in a big house.

The widow's children and
grandchildren come to visit on
Sundays. They all go to mass and then
have lunch together. The old woman
makes the meal, her daughter and
daughter-in-law help her clear the
table and tidy up, then they all leave
in the evening.

In the summer they don't come
to see her for a whole month. They
spend Christmas day with her but
she's on her own for New Year's Day.
Every Sunday, on her day off, Natalia
takes the bus to Bergamo and goes to
mass, then spends the afternoon in
the call centre calling her two sons
and her sisters.

Natalia left her son Gus and
her daughter who's still very young
with their father. She knows she can
also depend on Azul and Ximena,

and Julio and Moisés who live nearby.
She makes long phone calls every
Sunday, it's not enough to give them
an upbringing.

Every month she sends them
the equivalent of three people's salary
in Santa Cruz. She's told the children's
father that if he didn't do more for
them she'll come home.

Natalia has admitted to Azul
that she feels guilty, but she knows
that living like this, away from them,
is the only way she can give them a
good education so they won't have to
work by the time they're twelve like so
many children their age.

Azul's going to leave. She
doesn't think about it for too long,
she's afraid she'll back down; but she
has no choice.

Azul will go to Italy, Natalia
will help her.

Since 11th September 2001 it's
become very difficult to get a visa for
the United States. You have to cross
the Mexican border illegally on one of
those death trains; she doesn't want
that.

Women are killed along the
way. When they've been raped, their
bodies are "disappeared". So people
say. A story that's been peddled
around the Mercado. The daughter
of a woman who works in a canteen
in the market has suddenly stopped
sending any news. She and a friend of
hers wanted to emigrate to the United
States. They've disappeared. Azul
remembers meeting the girl, a skinny
little teenager. She didn't look much
older than ten. So thin. She headed off
north, she was seventeen. Her mother
doesn't know what to do to try to find
her. The police have told her she
should forget her daughter, but how
can you forget your seventeen-year-
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old daughter? Azul, who isn't even

her mother and who saw the girl only
once, remembers her cat-like face,
her nose which didn't seem to have
any flesh on it, and her tiny slender
arms. The girl's fragile figure looms in
Azul's mind's eye.

Her name was Rosario.

You can get into Europe
without a visa, Azul's going to Italy.

She'll fly to Rome because in
Rome there's Pope John Paul 1T and
it's a big city, she doesn't want to live
in the country, isolated. Natalia has to
take a bus on Sundays to get to the call
centre. Azul wants to be able to call
every day.

Over there, Catholic
associations help immigrant women
find work with good families. They're
given bed and board, taken into the
household.

Natalia has confided to her
sister just how attached she's become
to the old lady.

Just when Azul is planning to
tell Natalia she's going to come and
join her, Natalia comes home. She's
put a bit of money aside. She can't
go on living away from her children.
Back in Santa Cruz it will be her turn
to look after their mother, Ximena.

Azul suggests to Moisés that
they should leave together: him,
seven-year-old Miguel and two-year-
old Alondra. He refuses to. He thinks
they'll never make it, it's too difficult,
going that far to a country where you
can't talk the language, with young
children. How would they find work
and accommodation when they don't
know anyone? Or the language, the
streets, what people eat, or their laws.

How would you buy milk, and
not get lost, how would you rent a
house?
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It's impossible. We'd be
sleeping on the streets, and over
in Europe it's very cold, people are
racist, they don't like foreigners.

Azul knows all this, she's no
fool, but she doesn't have any choice.
She's just as frightened as Moisés.

Azul gives herself a year, long
enough to earn the money to repay
Moisés's debts. She just hopes she
won't be gone any more than a year, a
year without seeing her children, or
Moisés.

She has two friends who've
already made the journey. When they
came back they had $5,000 in small
denominations in their bags, enough
to pay off their men's debts, build the
walls of a house and buy a stall in the
market.

Azul knows exactly what's in
store for her. She's going to be torn
in two, torn away from Miguel and
Alondra, torn away from one life and
two languages, Quechua and Spanish,
from thirty years of connections,
brothers, sisters, husbands, friends,
the city of Santa Cruz whose every
street she knows, its pitfalls and
potholes, the staff at the city council,
those who can help and those she
instinctively knows to avoid, the bus
timetables, how to keep out of the
rain or the sun, where to find beef at
a reasonable price, who to say hello
to in the administrative offices, who's
generous, and who isn't. All that
useless information. A foreign world
to learn.
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The Last of the
Huelsenbecks

Translated from the original
German by Angus Baigent

© by Rowohlt Berlin Publishers

Excerpt from the beginning

Being the Fifth Wheel at a Mass Grave

I don't know. Would I have gone to
Viktor's funeral if I'd known it would
set off a chain of events that would
end in my death? The prospect of
standing around at the cemetery
feeling out of place, listening to
speeches about someone who I'd

not felt a bond with for years didn't
seem very appealing. But by now a
lot of people in town knew that I was
back, so I couldn't duck out of it. That
was why I was standing in the rain
wearing a black suit on this Sunday
in April while trying to look suitably
sorrowful.

It rained, of course. But I should
have expected that. It rained my
whole childhood. The clouds coming
in from the sea release their water
here, onto the south-facing slopes.
We were taught that at school. Frau
Schlottmann, geography, third grade.
That was the old primary school
system, the Volksschule, before they
changed it. The people in this town
should have two thousand words for
rain by now. But we only had a few:
plothering, pouring, pelting. Cats
and dogs. Stair rods, too. Drizzling.
Dripping. Spitting. My mother always
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used to say: "When it's spitting, the
ants in heaven are pissing."

It wasn't spitting this Sunday. It was
pelting it down. Above the northern
slopes covered in beech trees, a
crocodile with jaws wrenched open
was snapping after a grey rag. The
crocodile changed into a Chinese
dragon with eyes like a Graves' disease
victim and started grinning. It was
being chased from behind and below
by cloud snakes with red eyes. That's
what I saw, anyway. I was, of course,
completely stoned. Me and Frank
had had a little smoke down by the
tram stop before the funeral. I feel
uncomfortable being with other
people if I haven't smoked a bit of
weed first. I've come to need THC like
I need food, for my twitching eyelids
and to help forget all the arguing in
Hong Kong. I've always been bad at
coping with the end of a relationship.
When I got the email telling me that
Viktor was dead, I was genuinely
shocked. Usually I find news of
someone's passing quite gratifying.
It's not that I've ever been proud of
that reaction. I'd rather feel grief like
I imagine most people do. It never
worked for me, though. When I hear
that someone's died, something in me
jumps with joy. Yes! You've survived
him, too!

The reason I felt differently about
Viktor might have had something to
do with him being two years younger
than me. Apart from that, he was Big
Viktor. I never imagined that he would
die one day. Not before me, at least.
That's why Viktor's death made me
think about my own. I thought, Shit,
shit, shit, everyone's started dying.

I never had those kinds of thoughts
in Hong Kong, as long as things with

Sandy were going smoothly. Clever
Sandy, born in Mong Kok, raised in
the USA, returned to the Fragrant
Harbour, where she sat at my right
side. The redeemer of my evils.
Actually, that's horse shit. Me and
Sandy just took each day as it came
without thinking about the future. Of
course, we had our problems, who
doesn't? But as soon as I landed in
Germany, the skies darkened. The
first thing I heard when I got there
was that Viktor was dead.

I was amazed at the expense, the
effort they'd gone to, all the wreaths,
the bouquets. When we were still
friends, Viktor told me that he wanted
his funeral to be a big party, with
alcohol and drugs. He said we should
crumble his ashes into the joints so
that he would get sucked into the
guests as smoke. It was the kind of
stupid idea you had in the 70s.

Me and Frank deliberately stood a way
apart from the mourners.

That's how I soon noticed that despite
its appearance of uniformity, the
group was made up of two distinct
sets. One knot of people huddled as
close as possible to the black hole that
was soon to receive Viktor's coffin.

They must have been Viktor's relatives
and close friends because in the
middle I recognized a woman with
black hair and Marlene Dietrich
cheekbones. I was sure that was
Viktor's widow, Agnieszka, who I'd
heard quite a few stories about. But
she and Viktor weren't married,
leading me to ponder if ‘widow' was,
in fact, the right nomenclature. With
her black veil, she looked very widow-
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like, staring into the middle distance,
her eyes probably red with all the
crying.

The people around Agnieszka
represented a statistically average
selection of people. A few were slim,
a few fat, a few tall, a few short, a few
with muscles, a few without. A few
wore glasses and looked relatively
educated; a few wore glasses and
were obviously uneducated. Some
had no glasses at all, some had no
hair. The group also contained the
obligatory two wheelchair users and
exactly four people with expressions
best described as cretinous. They had
one thing in common: their obvious
affluence. You could tell by their
coats, which, despite the convention
demanding black attire, were
predominantly of yellow camel hair.
And by the various small stoles and,
above all, by their shoes. Expensive to
very expensive, no question.

I didn't know any of them and was
surprised that Viktor had put up with
so many drearily normal people.
Years ago, he would have gone up to
those people and spat in their face. All
right, maybe not exactly spat at them.
But he would have let them feel his
contempt until they stopped spending
time with him. Anyway, the last time
I had any kind of contact with Viktor
was thirty years ago. Back when the
Huelsenbecks were still around.
Thirty? My God, more like forty.

But I knew the second group at the
cemetery better. They were all people
from my past and were easy to tell
apart from the camel hair group by
their cheap clothing. I was about to
inspect them more closely when a
man evidently intending to make a
speech started to look around in a way
intended to get people's attention. He
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was a thickset man with no hair and
a small, shiny indentation above the
nape of his neck, as though he had
been trepanned as a child but in the
wrong place. His lips were too fat, he
spoke with a lisp and mispronounced
every third word. I tried not to listen
but couldn't help picking up a few
scraps of his speech. It was the same,
tired old song. "Inexpressibly sad",

"always in our thoughts", "sounding
brass", "clanging cymbal". Then over
and over again: "Viktor", "Viktor",
"Viktor", as though he'd known him.
He left out the interesting parts,

of course. He didn't mention the
Huelsenbecks once. And he didn't
reveal how Viktor had come by his
new circle of acquaintances. Nothing
about Agnieszka, at whom Lips
goggled now and again. The longer
Lips talked, the more agitated I got.

Then I blocked him out again. Or
rather, my back did. A pain was
spreading from the last vertebra
above my coccyx, like someone was
slowly driving a chisel in there. Down
to the cold, damp weather, no doubt.
I'd been getting bouts of soreness
since landing in Germany. I felt like
I'd aged years in the few weeks since
I'd been back. I considered flying

to Hong Kong on the next available
flight before remembering that it
was impossible. Funny, I've only just
realized that I was still aware of that
back then, at the funeral.

To blot out the pain, I concentrated on
the people in the second group. Like
Frank and me, they were standing
further back near a small pine
wood. One woman, who had greeted
me when [ arrived with a broad
smile, was still grinning at me like

a Cheshire cat. She was plump and
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carried an umbrella with caricatures
of naked men with big, fat noses next
to a slogan reading, "It's raining men!
Hallelujah!" The second group, unlike
the first, were holding umbrellas in
different colours, while the camel hair
group were standing under uniformly
black ones. I knew that I'd met
Cheshire Cat before and was trying to
remember where, but to no avail.

I scanned through the other faces

in the group and realised that at one
point or another I'd had - what's the
phrase? - a close relationship with
just about all of them. With most of
them I drew a blank, like with the

fat one. Some of the names were on
the tip of my tongue, but I couldn't
remember them, no matter how hard
I concentrated. Instead, little shards
of memories drifted up to the surface,
made up of blurred, bleached out
images and short action sequences.

I was relieved when I saw Bea in the
crowd and straight away remembered
her name. She was hard to forget, with
her pale, fashion model face. When
she screwed up her eyes because she'd
forgotten her glasses, she looked twice
as good. I'd always admired Bea's
beauty from afar because she always
frightened me slightly.

She'd broken through a dam in my
head. I was remembering more and
more names. It wasn't too hard to
remember this pile of misfits. There
was Maxchen with the white-blonde
hair and the skull-like face, Hugo
the short, round mid-tier dealer
with the unsure Danny DeVito smile
that hadn't changed in all the years
I'd known him, and Erbser, the
transsexual everyone gossiped about
because back then transsexuals were

called hermaphrodites. Some of the
lemurs that had long ago vanished in
the jungle of my memory had now
emerged from the suburbs to group
themselves around these three. All the
way out on one side stood Eberhard
Horstmann, who everyone called
Horsti. He noticed that I was watching
him. At first, he gave me a questioning
look back before a smirk shot across
his face.

I went through the pine tree group
one by one, until my back pain
returned. At the same time, I noticed
that the rain water running down the
back of my neck had reached my belt.
I was freezing. Lips was still talking.
God, how long had we been standing
there? Was he being paid by the hour?
But perhaps I was wrong. When you're
stoned, time has a way of stretching
out into infinity. Subjectively, the

life of a pothead lasts a lot longer
than someone who doesn't smoke
cannabis, even if the pothead dies
earlier. Seen this way, Viktor hadn't
died at fifty-eight but at just over a
hundred. I wasn't sure, though, if he
hadn't given up cannabis a few years
ago.

The people standing next to his

grave looked like they preferred coke
to weed. Awful people, they were.
"Everything should live," I mumbled
in Frank's direction. "Everything
should live. But one thing must stop -
the well-to-do citizen, the porker, the
glutton, the pig being fattened, the,
the, the..." I'd forgotten the rest of the
quotation. Viktor, on the other hand,
had forgotten everything. Suddenly

a feeling began creeping outwards
from my amygdala that I identified as
disgust.
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Then my brother nudged me in the
side with his elbow. With a movement
of his body he indicated a man
standing next to Bea who hadn't been
there a moment ago. Ronny. The same
long Zappa-esque hairdo as always,
just with a few streaks of grey. [ wasn't
the last Huelsenbeck after all.

The pallbearers lifted the coffin

from the cart and lowered it into the
hole. At the same time, a gaunt man
in the camel hair group with bushy
eyebrows set a bright yellow IKEA
bag down next to the grave. Inside
was an iPod and speakers. The man
fumbled about with his equipment for
a moment, and then we heard "Ain't
No Grave" by Johnny Cash. Terrible.
Not the song, but the tasteless idea
of playing it here. Agnieszka was the
first to move to the edge of the grave.
With her black dress and long gloves,
she looked a bit like Jackie Kennedy
at her husband's funeral. She took a
small spade and shovelled some sand
into the grave. She looked incredible,
bent forward like that. I imagined her
doing it with Viktor on the kitchen
table or under the shower.

It was only when the group behind
Agnieszka began moving that my
weed-induced fog started to clear. I
recognised Ronny, who was elbowing
his way through the bunch of better
dressed people. When he got to the
place immediately behind the widow,
he stood still. He was obviously
nervous. For a few seconds, he shifted
his weight from one foot to the other,
looking like a little boy who through
some mishap had suddenly aged fifty
years.

The widow was still busy shovelling
sand into the hole when a kid
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standing right next to Ronny started
crying. His platinum-blonde mother
had taken away his phone, evidently
to stop him playing with it during the
funeral. Ronny's whole body twitched
visibly at the first wail. Then he
couldn't stand it anymore. He took a
big step forward, pushed the widow to
one side and threw an object into the
grave, shouting in a fluttery voice, "A
promise is a promise!"

A few seconds later, a bleating laugh
emanated from the hole. The camel
hair group froze. The kid that had been
crying a moment before just stood
there, eyes open wide in surprise. I
wasn't in the least bit shocked, as I
knew that laugh well. The first time
I'd heard it was in the early 1970s in

a department store, on the fifth floor
in the toy department. There was half
a shelf filled with these novelty toys
called Lachsack that played canned
laughter when you pressed them, not
far from the area with all the animals
where they had those funny capuchin
monkeys. Those Lachsack things were
immensely popular, everyone had
one.

The first time you heard that laughter
you had to laugh, too, even if you
didn't want to. But for some reason,

it felt unnerving to laugh along with
it. If you listened to that laugh often
and carefully enough, you realised
why. That laugh was terrifying. It
started off quietly, then each wave

of laughter was followed by the next
until the waves seemed to crash

over one another. Then it morphed
into something that sounded like

the chatter of a herd of geese while
someone revved up a chainsaw
nearby. But the end was truly horrific,
sounding like a child suffocating
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during a fatal attack of whooping
cough.

That laugh was now echoing out of
the grave. The toy Ronny had thrown
in there had been manipulated to
make the laugh loop back on itself
over and over. The waves of laughter,
the geese of death and the suffocating
child repeated endlessly. The toy
must have landed flat on the coffin
and turned that into a resonating
chamber. The hellish laughter
mingled with Johnny Cash's voice:
"There ain't haaaaaaaaahhaaaaaaa
no grave hahahahaaaaahaaaaaa can
hold haaaaaaaaahhaaaaaaa my body
heheeheeheeheehee down." It was as
though Viktor was commenting on his
own funeral.

The widow stared hatefully Ronny.
Then she moved, pulling her right
arm all the way back and trying to
slap him. Ronny blocked her off and
pushed her back lightly. Agnieszka

-
e ¥ -

stumbled and almost keeled over
backwards into the hole. That was

the signal for the man with the bushy
eyebrows. He and some beefy guy
pushed their way out of the camel hair
group and jumped on Ronny. That's
how the fight started. It escalated in a
few seconds. A few of the camel hair
group sprinted over to the bewildered
pine tree group shouting "Come

here, you wasters!", and immediately
began punching anyone they could.
The others, including women and
children, collected stones and clods
of earth and started firing salvos at
the group of Viktor's old friends.

The whole camel hair lot seemed
convinced that everyone knew about
Ronny's plot.

—
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High Shadow

Translated by Jim Tucker

That first surgery wasn't one.

There stood mother, all I feared.
After the fall I checked the wound,
And I left it in the mirror's memory.

I never made it all the way round
morning.

Sometimes noon would take till
midnight.

I hardly dared laugh. And by the time
They extracted all the shards.

The shadow was already climbing
high

Up the houses and the ten horse-
chestnuts.

The evening was as fresh as the scar,
And a few more things no longer
mine.

ORI RES
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A Planet Passing By

1.

Not in my words: I live in my mistakes.
They are as many as books on a shelf.
I live. Attention must be carefully paid
to fear, instinct, interest.

My nerves get soaked to the last fiber.
I only hope to get done with it soon.
Poor passions ebb away, I die of
hunger,

or the siege ends abruptly and

we disappear, mistakes and me.

A host of butterflies chasing
perfection

will push themselves across the thin
red line,

aiming to leave a lasting mark,
under the pelvic bone, inside the skull
for centuries to come.

2.

The earth will know for centuries to
come

my weight, my touch, my feet.

I chose to enter its opening gates

composed and calm,

I chose to be a lump of soil,
cold, silent, disciplined,

or sunny, in a transitory way
as life strikes me through,

as the shadow of a planet passes by
my sky, to show that I was born,
that I am cold, lonely and wanting
food,

wanting attention with all my nerves,
being curious, chased, daring,
uncouth —

crumbling away before I finally rest.

3.
Crumbling away before I finally rest
and memory nests in my chest.

A grain of sand, wishing to shine.
This unquenchable desire is my soul.

Crumbling away with strong
determination,

here I lie unmoved, I lie
outstretched.

4.

Stretched out above my noble
intentions

I cannot but admit my awkward ways.
Drenched to the bone in ambiguity

I need great help to keep walking,

I need space in front of me and
behind,

to have some sense of direction,
for this branch to blossom through
effort, even if it has dried —

this is the end, as of so many before:
nothing but me, nothing but me.
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Black Soup
(fragments)
A kid, when growing up,

should take up a sport.
Unfortunately we took up ballet.
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My sister just adores it.
I don't care.

I wanted to play chess,

they said it's not dynamic, I would
stoop.

I am yelled at two times a week,
to stretch my legs, look forward,
lift my knee, or else my rear end
would get immense.

The torture and the irony

are for my benefit, just like

all things at school are. Mom and dad
are proud of me, because at last

my back is straight, my mind is quick,
my waist is narrow.

Mom, when she was a kid,

played the piano, but wanted to dance,
so we have ballet classes, although I
would rather play the piano.

Mom said it is impossible

to fit a piano through the door. I
wonder,

how grandpa did it with my mom's
piano.

Mom says there's no way I could
know,

and this is one out of a million things
a kid my age has no idea about.

Dad, when he was a kid, swam in the
river

on long summer days and knew the
place

of each small piece inside a tractor.

They told him he was smart, he
should become

a doctor or a lawyer or a priest. He
said
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he wanted to be driving tractors and
ignored the threat of beating.

But then he did not go for tractors and
I think

he is a bit remorseful now

for not having become

a doctor or a lawyer or a priest.

It is a pity one can never guess
such matters in advance.

At the seaside my sis and I

have a room for ourselves. But we are
not to go out on our own. We go out
swimming with dad and keep asking
him

how far is yet America.

Last night we watched a Chinese
movie

at the open theatre. So now I cannot
sleep,

in vain I try to concentrate on how
all here is safe and sound.

Outside, the hotel garden is packed
with Chinese warriors in horrible
masks,

they have already reached our terrace.

I can see their silhouette
through the sheer curtains.
I am afraid to fall asleep
and not wake up again.

My hair is pretty nice.

Sometimes it's almost long,

but then it hurts, or I get lice at some
terrific summer camp and we need to
cut it.

They smear it with petroleum first.
It burns me but the lice survive,
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the torture is of no avail,
hair has to go.

My hair is short, sticks out in all
directions.

My head is cold and all my caps are
awful.

By the time it manages to grow,
summer is back again,

we need to cut it.

I watch it fall onto the ground.

It doesn't hurt under the scissors,
but it hurts almost unbearably
on skin-level, at the root.

We are practically always moving.
I never have a decent friend.

I always have to go to some new
school,

but by the time I find a desk-mate,
summer is on.

I just don't see the point in always
moving.

The place is small or cold or dark, we
just

start packing, there is a list and we are
due

to leave amidst a total chaos.

I rather read. Then I become tom
sawyer,

Old shatterhand, robinson or cosette,
and dad is super nervous when he
sees

I am reading a tattered book

for the fiftieth time again.

He's happy when we are finally on the
move

and I am happy when I find myself

at home inside the same old story.

I am in love with Tom. Unfortunately
somehow he found it out and almost
beat me up during the second break.
That much about telling the truth.
School is difficult ground.

I think next term I am going to be
a boy. I have already moved

and now my desk-mate is

an Allan.

He can play chess and almost play
amoeba. He doesn't care about his
grades

and bravely eats his snack under the
teacher's nose.

His pencil case is like a little tomb.

I have decided I will never marry.
Sooner or later everybody lies
and hides their real feelings.

Essential is to live

in peace and quiet. What is the point
in all those promises, they would do
better

with a bit of patience.

I'd rather be alone,

and skip the nerves and shouting.
Although it's really sad to hear no
sound

in the entire house but my own
breathing.

In dreams
I usually run but catch no glimpse
of my chaser.

Often I find myself on stage
or in some burning building,
I don't get burnt, though.

I never end up actually
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hurt, I only get
the fear.

Once in a dream

I got shot and I died,

but it was less unpleasant
than my life.
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Meanwhile

After the end-of-the-schoolyear
ceremony, dad tucked us into the
cigar-smelling Renault 1100 to travel
across several serpentine paths, take
a bumpy turn left from the national
road and get off in Smalltown, Thistle
street. Grandpa was sprinkling the
grapes in the vinery, carrying a
curious-looking metal backpack,
grandma was preparing soup sticks in
the summer kitchen across the yard.
We quarreled about the treasures in
the drawers of our double bench,
managed to finally divide the goods,
and summer began.

It was a lousily flowing ancient river,
carrying blooming onions and the
greenish-blue glass miracles of Mr
Grumpy's soda bottling shop. We
pilfered the apricot, tied the branches
of the walnut tree into a swing and

kept climbing the thorny plum trees
even after several bouts of harsh
grandparently objection. Grandpa
angrily pushed his tartan barret up
his forehead. I'll knock the spots off
you two! — he threatened, but ended
up leisurley eating his custom green
pepper and tomato mix generously
basked in sunflower oil, off a wooden
chopping board, while he sliced his
bread with his pocket knife. He took
all day to mend his old mortorcycle
in the yard and if we were lucky, next
morning he drove to town and asked
us what trifle he should bring. Some
value would then be added to the
treasury in the double bench.

On the way home, across the
serpentine paths, we were
overwhelmed with all that laughter,
those tears shed in quarrel, with
armfuls of gladioli carried to the
cemetery, with dahlias torn during
hide-and-seek, with excavations and
investigations, with silly rivalry and
with the stern gaze of doctor Aizler.
Our selves leaving Smalltown had
nothing to do with the ones that had
traveled there. We were standing
suntanned and lanky at the beginning-
of-the-schoolyear-ceremony, with a
freshly built grim block of flats in the
background.

I still get to see the tattered Renault
whenever we take the home exit off
the new motorway now. The current
owner has mounted it atop a concrete
post, it sits there with its crumpled
forehead and rusty wheels to lure
customers inside the salvage yard.
The number plate is the same. The
majestic summer river has meanwhile
turned into massive convective clouds
packed with electricity, carrying

violent winds and even hailstones -
and we have long stopped to analyze
the matter of selves. One is happy to
get some sleep nowadays, while the
blood of felled bears soaks into the
ground and climbs up treetrunks to
paint the leaves red. Autumn is here.
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COLD

From January to March, my hometown
sulks shrouded in sour-cream-like
fog. Pavements are slippery, the air

is damp, no sky to be seen. We live
inside a fog-ridden pit, instead of
climbing the sunny hills above. Now
these hills have descended upon

us. Snow-covered pavements are
glittering in the freezing sun, huge
blocks of crystal are sitting on the
road and all the gods have cast their
steely gaze upon us from heavens.
Sunshine is spinning like crazy across
this town unconscious with smog.

Further away, on the conveniently
veiled periphery of our minds, our
brethren exiled from the human
condition are wrestling with the
unbearable cold amid the garbage
heaps of the landfill while the mayor
of the southern capital has ordered
kids out of school for the week to
prevent them from freezing. They
stick to the refuse dragging day into
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night and night into day, energized
by the warmth of our garbage like
Antaeus by the touch of mother
earth. Here comes the average cold
of winters long gone, to lift them and
crush them in the air.

Dread runs across screens and cables:
the terrible, the horrible cold is upon
us. It's February, after all, the shortest
month, the frozen month, the month
of purification. We are seeking out
the homeless from their concrete
nooks to herd them to shelters and
lift the weight of their freezing to
death from city shoulders. They
should rather die of hunger or various
diseases, in a more charming context,
in spring. When it freezes out there,
we suddenly remember to act like
humans. Water in heat, shelter from
the cold: it is the least a city-dweller
can get. The rest is private matter.

The holy sun adorned with a crown
of spikes has sat atop the highest

hill to admire the garbage in the
landfill, the concrete forest scarred
with many roads, to count church-
spires and fancy residences built all
over the opposite hills. In winter,
Cluj sulks shrouded in fog, but it also
does it at other times, as if it were
trying ho hide its blemishes from the
sun. Seasons come and go, the hero
arrives disguised as heat, cold, flood,
locusts and plague, to lift and crash
the bloated giant. So much about
struggling through life on earth.
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GENUINE
GREATNESS

Translated into English by the
author

Ever since we stopped helping each-
other build houses and barns, spin
woolen threads and weave linen, ever
since we stopped minding seasons

as members of a tight community,
celebrating and loosening up

have become private business and
responsibility.

Many of us have put the entire matter
aside, I'm afraid. Besides, the year
begins in January for tax-payers, in
March for civil project managers, in
July for festival-goers, in September
for kids and academics, in December
for acolytes of winter sports.

Synced to the delay in beginning

the year, periods alloted to de-stress
are wonderfully scattered all across
the calendar, thus the world is all
year round populated with stressed-
out, vacationing and celebrating
individuals. It is almost impossible
to concoct an all-encompassing feast
of work, creation or celebration, as
it more often than not turns out that
some crucial actor is too busy, is
having a nervous breakdown or is on
holiday.

We spend the month of August visited
by the breeze of Marian feasts and
the effervescence of the blood oath

of the seven chieftains, provided

that we have remembered to turn

the oven off, pay the electricity bill,
mark test results, write the editorial,
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replace winter tyres, keep the turn-
bench clean. Everybody is making
huge efforts to loosen up, but minds
are unfortunately crammed with
unturned pieces, and in vain comes
Holy Mary shining with the promise
of abundant wine, when anxiety leans
above the greenery in a heavy cloud.

At the summer solstice Rilke comes
to my mind ,Herr: es ist Zeit. Der
Sommer war sehr grof8." and I usually
spend the entire summer thinking
about ways in which it could be great.
It never occurs to me that there is no
special way for summer to be great: it

is so by definition.

I wish there were at least two more
people thinking along with me that
Rilke means here this, this genuine
greatness inhabiting the world -
especially summer - without any
effort having to be made, a grandeur
we have somehow lost from our sight
and hearts since we stopped helping
each-other. Great looseness, loose
greatness: none is genuine. There is
only one genuine greatness around
right now: summer. Celebrate it!

Gavin Corbett
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Excerpt from GREEN
GLOWING SKULL by
Gavin Corbett

One Saturday afternoon when Jean
Dotsy was a young child an American
airplane came from over the border
and scudded into the bog where her
older brother Patrick did casual work
on weekends. The pilot, a brown-
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haired man with a face that suggested
he would go on to achieve great
things, climbed out of the airplane
uninjured. The plane on landing had
ploughed up a huge curl of turf which
now, collapsed into divots, largely
buried the nose. Patrick observed

the pilot, wild still with panic, scoop
further bundles of turf in his arms
and try to pile a rick on the wreckage.
Sensing that he was being watched
the pilot turned around to see Patrick
observing him.

"Help me with this, kid—
quickly. Take your spade.”

Patrick was a big strong lad but
the plane was a job to cover because,
as well as being very massive, it had a
fin that stuck up in the air.

"What about the wing?" said
Patrick—one of the wings had broken
away and was lying on the ground fifty
yards behind.

"Goddamn," said the pilot, and
the two ran to bury the wing as well.
The light was dim by the time the job
was as good as could be done and
the pilot asked Patrick if there was
somewhere he could shelter the night.
Patrick brought him the couple of
miles to the family home. The pilot
explained to Patrick and Jean's mother
and father that as an American and an
ally he was no threat to them.
"Technically, you are not an ally," said
Mister Dotsy. "Make up scones and
some of that serviceman coffee," he
said to Missus Dotsy, and then to the
pilot again he said, "Young man, have
yourself a wash," before disappearing
for half an hour.

Later, over stout with Mister
Dotsy, the pilot, whose name was
Joe, played between his knees with
little Jean, who remembered his
tanned face and sharp nose and not-
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disfiguring wrinkles, and his white
teeth, and the way those teeth and his
mouth were set in his face in a way
that she would later have described as

"T am fighting the war for
people like your little girl," he said to
Mister Dotsy.

He sat unembarrassed in
long johns and in a yellow gansey
of Patrick's that was only a little too
small for him. The two men faced the
fire, drowsy from the stout. Behind
them sat Patrick, in Joe's pilot's jacket
and not much else.

After a while, Joe remarked: "I
feel quite at home here. My ancestors
are from the opposite corner of
Ireland, I believe, but now I feel they
are close by me."

Over the radio came the voice of the
great John McCormack, though he
was great now only in reputation

for he was well past his prime. The
concert being broadcast was one of a
series he was giving in Britain to raise
funds for the war effort. Mister Dotsy
said that he did not "have the ease of
movement through the notes in the
higher register that he once had, and
why would he, for McCormack is not a
young man and he's exercised by this
burdensome schedule". Nonetheless
the voice was sweet; lacking its vital
and piercing sonority of old, but it had
a richness it couldn't have had before,
and induced the memory of comfort
such as one might have got in better
years from Ovaltine or burnt brown
marmalade, and it seemed to lull the
airman further as it sang of harps
ringing out through once-royal halls
and pale maidens across the seas.

"I think my radio set does him justice
though," said Mister Dotsy.

He was fascinated by the workings
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of machines, and could not resist
boasting of how he had built the radio
himself from a kit. He was a member
of a group of enthusiasts that met
regularly in Omagh.

There came a mighty thump on the
front door. Mister Dotsy turned out
of his seat, stayed Patrick with his
hand, and left the room with no great
concern apparent on his face. He
returned with two helmeted officers
of the Local Security Force.

"T am sorry, Joe," said Mister Dotsy,
"but I was obliged to inform the
authorities of your hereabouts."

One of the officers, a man of less
than five feet in stature, elaborated:
"Neutral Eire will detain until the end
of hostilities all combatant personnel
found on its soil or within its waters."
Joe, who looked as unruffled as his
host, calmly rose from his seat,
requested his jacket back from Patrick
and the rest of his clothes from the
laundry sack, and went off with the
two men and a "So long, Mister Dotsy."
About a fortnight later, Missus Dotsy
opened the door to Joe again. This
time he did not look contented or
collected but in a state of distress.
"T've cycled all the way from the
Curragh Camp of Kildare, Missus
Dotsy."

A bicycle was dumped flat on the
drive, and Missus Dotsy dared not
imagine how it had been acquired.
Joe, still wearing his pilot's outfit,
was covered in the slime of the bog,
just as he had been the first time he'd
arrived at the Dotsys' house. In spite
of the filth, and in spite of his distress,
he retained a great shining ineffable
allure.

"I'm not sure if I should be admitting
a fugitive to my household, Joe," said
Missus Dotsy, admitting him anyway.

A few minutes later she had him
down to his skivvies and into Patrick's
gansey again. She noted how he shook
with nerves, and how in the couple of
weeks he'd somehow both gained and
lost definition, like a bit of grey dried
wood on a beach. Afterwards she got
him a bottle from the outhouse. In it
was a clear liquid.

"This is my secret medicine, Joe. It's
made from potatoes, with some clove
oil to numb the throat and honey to
make it go down. It may help to steady
you. But go easy on it."

When Patrick came home from school
she said to Joe, "I have to head out for
a little while but Patrick and little Jean
will look after you."

Missus Dotsy took the bicycle on the
drive and went off down the road.
Forty-five minutes later she was

back. Joe was gone wild with distress
again, pacing two steps back and two
steps forth in the small space of the
parlour. Missus Dotsy snatched the
bottle of dew off him and hid it for the
time being inside the dresser. The two
children were frightened. Jean was
under the table in the kitchen crying.
Patrick, normally so fearless, sat at
the table shaking his head and saying,
"Mammy, I'm sorry I ever met that
mad cowboy on the bog."

Not long after, Mister Dotsy's car
rolled into the drive. With him were
the two officers of the Local Security
Force. Their arrival seemed to pacify
Joe.

"Okay, Joe, okay," said Mister Dotsy,
easing coyly towards the young
airman, all the time holding his

gaze as the officers formed a pincer
guard on either side. "Why have you
returned?"

"I'm just stopping by, sir. I was at the
moor again."
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"But you've come all the way from the
Curragh?"

Joe took a step back and said, "Mister
Dotsy—can we have a drink, all of us?"
Missus Dotsy jumped in: "There's
some stout left under the stairs."

In this moment Mister Dotsy put his
hand on Joe's shoulder.

"What's the bother, boy?"

Joe sunk back into a chair and said,
"Goddamn."

He put his arms on the table and
flexed his fingers from purple through
white in front of him. He looked
downwards and far away.

The three men pulled out the
remaining kitchen chairs. Missus
Dotsy opened five bottles of stout.
"How did you escape?" said Mister
Dotsy.

"There was no escape. I could come
and go as I pleased. They gave me

a cottage on the camp. All of the
prisoners had cottages. I shared mine
with three homosexual English sailors
who'd jumped from the deck of the
H.M.S. Pluck. We had a little picket
fence around our cottage, and behind
the fence, a little privet hedge. There
was a little squeaky gate right in the
middle of the hedge and fence. There
was a rose bush in the garden—there
were two rose bushes. We used to go
into the town when ever we wanted.
Goddamn."

"That's the second time you've said
that," said the diminutive officer.
"Mister Dotsy won't have it."

"It's all right, Marky," said Mister
Dotsy. To Missus Dotsy he said: "Will
you build up the fire inside, Mammy?"
"Nobody sees it," said Joe with a

snap. "There's no urgency. It's all rose
gardens, all privet hedges."

"Now, now," said Mister Dotsy. "The
Curragh Camp is based on the English
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Quaker model, don't let it fool you.
The ordinary Irishman is hardened
by toiling with stones and is ready,
believe you me, for Herr Hitler when
ever he lands his jackboot."

"Or the English, if they come again,"
said Marky. "We'll be waiting down on
Bannow Strand, be gad."

"God, no, damn, nobody gets it, Jeece!
Hitler will blow himself out within
a year. He's not the enemy we gotta
worry ourselves with right now.
There's a worse enemy waiting in the
wings."

"The communists," said Marky,
emphatically.

"No!" said Joe. "Not the communists!
The communists aren't even in Poland
yet!"

"That's not what Father Hannigan
says," said Marky. "He says the
communists are everywhere."

"This enemy's everywhere! They're
here—now—in Ireland—maybe even
just out there," said Joe, pointing to
the back door.

He turned to look at the door, and sat
silently in this way for a few seconds.
He said, "Can we take this into the
other room?"

"Now you'll just sit here and
answer our questions! You're under
interrogation!" said Marky.

"You're not under interrogation," said
Mister Dotsy, already rising from his
chair.

"Anything you'd like to ask him, Rory?"
said Marky to the taller but still-short
officer.

"Nothing," said Rory.

"Come on inside," said Mister Dotsy.
By the fire, Joe told a strange story:
"Since our unit came to Northern
Ireland we've been running into
trouble with our machinery. Have I
told you, Mister Dotsy, that we have
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some very experimental engineers
working alongside us? Engineers

and pilots, and technicians from

the Lockheed company, all side by
side. But there's another bunch of
something in there too. I don't know
what to call it—or them. A couple of
spark plugs went missing, that's the
first thing we noticed. This we could
handle, to begin with. But then a lot
of spark plugs started to go missing,
and we stopped cursing about it, and
the less we cursed about it and the
more spark plugs that went missing,
the more ominous it seemed. The
even stranger and more ominous-
seeming fact about all of this is that
the spark plugs were also being
replaced faster than our engineers
could replace them. In tandem with
this activity, certain parts of electrical
circuitry would go missing. Often
this would not be discovered until
our planes were in the air. Then

they would immediately return to
base, and before the engineers could
create replacements these parts were
replaced too. Then parts related

to top-secret projects started to go
missing and be replaced. Stuff to do
with radio-controlled flights. Every
new item that went missing and went
on being replaced brought a greater
intensity of ominous silence around
base. The more that was carried

on out of sight the less would be
discussed within range. Within us all
an unfathomable feeling of unease
took hold. Among us all a clear idea
of the new threat was communicated.
I am a test pilot on the radio-control
program. We are to pilot old bombers
fitted with explosives to a safe altitude
and then parachute out, after which
the planes will be remotely piloted

to target. That plane in that moor is

one of our test planes. We have her
stripped of non-essential equipment
and fitted with a fake payload. The
radio equipment lies mainly under
the cowling. While in the air the

week before last I noticed the cowling
lift. In flight, gentlemen, there is a
phenomenon whereby fast-moving
air appears to take on a black edge.
You see this black air when it hits the
solid mass of your airplane, running
over its surfaces. But where the black
air should have flowed smoothly into
and over the raised panel of cowling,
it rose well before this, up and around
an invisible human-like form. I could
make this human-like form out, you
see, by the black air flowing around
it. I could see it pulling the cowling
further away. I had no option then but
to quickly down the plane. Once it was
in the moor, my priority was to hide
the plane as best I could. Evidently
your son and I, Mister Dotsy, failed

to hide it well: this afternoon I
discovered that the mud over the
plane was undisturbed but that the
plane itself was completely hollowed
out of all its internal equipment."

The officers and Mister Dotsy, who
was fascinated by stories about
technology, listened to Joe's story
intently. Silence remained for a few
moments after Joe had finished.

Then Rory, the taller officer, said, "For
many centuries the sheeha or deenie
ooshla were known in this district

for the fixing of wheels. They have a
control over the working of things.
The fixing of wheels was a way in
which they would do you a favour, but
sometimes they would spoil things for
mischief. They have an understanding
of materials but they never used use
it for real harm. They are pitiable
beings. They are like prisoners of
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our world. They are pitiable for their
needs and often they find their needs
in us. They have adapted to the world
of men and changed with it through
all of its ages. If what you say is true
then what we could be seeing is a new
phase."

"A new phase," said Joe quietly. "Well,
I sensed that."

After they had finished their stout
Joe was given his still-filthy clothes
from the laundry sack and brought
away by Marky and Rory. He did not
return again to the Dotsys' house,

but his name was heard once more,
years later, after the war, when news
came back that some time during the
war, probably after the Dotsys had
encountered him, he had been killed
when the airplane he was piloting
exploded over the Blyth estuary, G.B..
Some time again then after the war,
when Jean was a grown-up schoolgirl,
a creature known as Petticoat Loose
went about the district and surrounds
taking medical paraphernalia off

children. Twelve boys had their
callipers taken. One day Jean was
walking home along a lane with a
friend when the friend was grabbed
by Petticoat Loose and spun around in
a bush. In the course of it the friend's
electrical hearing aid was removed.

In the end anyhow Petticoat Loose
was banished by unseen forces to the
mouth of the Red Sea where she spent
her time overturning ships.

Later again, thinking back on it all,
with the information gained, Jean
thought: The fairies have progressed
with us from the wheel through the
airplane engine and the electrical
hearing aid.

Dace Vigante
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ANOTHER WOMAN

LR
Marta Ziemelis

I was in third grade when I got up

and solemnly announced that I didn't
have a father. I trembled on the inside
when thirty pairs of surprised eyes
looked at me. There was something
between sympathy and doubt on the
teacher's face. "We need to know for
school statistics," she explained. In
my opinion, the fact that my father
had a new wife was enough of a
reason for him to have no right to
really call himself my father. I knew
the point of her survey question -
"Father: alive, dead or unknown" - was
something completely different, but
that didn't matter. I was even proud

L —) k= v 4 ++
rﬁ@@hﬂ%ﬂ
EU - China International

Literary Festival

of this, because it made me different
from other kids, the ones who had
everything going right in their lives.
One morning, when Dad went to
work early, Mom's nose was red. I
asked if she was sick. Mom said she
wasn't, but that Dad would be here
less often now, because he'd be living
somewhere else. That didn't surprise
me much - the same way you're not
surpised by events that happen, no
matter whether you're hoping for
them or are worried that they're
coming up. I'd heard my parents'
fights before, but the previous night's
had been different. I heard Mom
sobbing and saying broken sentences
in a hoarse voice. Dad mostly kept
quiet, unless he was whispering
something calming. That's when
Mom cried even harder. When Dad
came into my room I pretended to be
asleep, because I was scared of what
would happen after we said goodbye
to each other.

That evening I eavesdropped on
Mom's conversation with Aunt
Tamara, hiding behind the kitchen
door. Now I understood that
everything was some stranger's fault.
Dad had gone to be with another
woman.

After that, Mom often had dark

blue circles under her eyes in the
mornings. On those days I tried to
talk less and to stay out of the way.
The most innocent questions made
her sad, and I often got scolded for no
reason.

Mom had started smoking a lot more.
I thought she had cancer, because
what else would make her lose weight
so fast? It had to be cancer. Probably
she thought the same thing, because
her friends urged her to go see a
babka, something like a witch. The

babka had a pretty vague idea of what
the diagnosis was, but she suggested
that Mom drink a tincture of
celandine. A visit to the doctor proved
there was no cancer; she'd lost weight
because of a nervous breakdown.
Mom was convinced that the tincture
of celandine had helped.

She always told me the main thing
was that nobody should even think of
pitying her. Before leaving the house,
Mom carefully powdered her face,
outlined her eyes in black eye pencil,
and shaded her eyelids with pearly
blue eyeshadow. Those, along with

a mildly pink lipstick, were keptin a
toiletry case I wasn't allowed to touch.
Makeup was expensive and could
only be bought on the black market.
She used the lipstick and eye pencil
sparingly, digging out the last precious
scraps of colour with a sharpened
match.

Sometimes Mom listened to records
in the evenings. Eyes closed, she
swayed in the gentle waves of Karel
Gott's voice, or hummed along

with Joe Dassin's warm French
chansons. I stood pressed against

the doorframe and wished for these
moments not to end so soon. On the
evenings when she read Arija Elksne's
poetry - something about graves

and cawing ravens - and the earthy
smell of valerian floated through the
apartment, I stayed well away from
her room.

I liked it when there was a party at
home. Then Mom's cheeks glowed,
her eyes got misty, and she laughed

a lot. The air was thick and hot, loud
with passages of fast accordion music.
Vodka flowed like birch sap in the
spring. In the kitchen, the women
smoked, hugged each other, kissed
each other with moist lips and said
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how much they loved each other. They
sang all those popular love songs:

"By the Amber Sea", "Dark Forests",
"Chrysanthemums" and "Waterlilies".
I especially liked "The bonfire blazes
bright in the dark night" - about
parting and lost love. The women sang
this one with their eyes closed, with
a certain kind of ache in their voices,
as if each of them had experienced
something like that, even a little. I
knew the words to every song and
sang along with the choir eagerly.
The men, jackets off and ties loose,
loudly explained the meaning of life
to each other and remembered the old
days, how well their fathers had lived.
When Uncle Janis disagreed with
Uncle Valdis and had grabbed him by
the collar, Mom squeezed in between
them and flirtatiously asked them to
pour a lady some champagne. The
men reluctantly relaxed, and filled
glasses briskly. The layered herring
salad smelled homey; pork cutlets
and boiled potatoes steamed. I ate up
the pickles almost all by myself. After
I'd secretly eaten the creamy frosting
with little glazed nuts off the top of
the cake, of course.

Mingling with the guests, I found out
that my father's wife was a "whore", a
"bitch", and that "it will all come back
to haunt her". The main point was
"you'll see, he'll come crawling back
with his tail between his legs, like a
beaten dog". The wives seemed to be
the experts. The husbands, flushed
from vodka, smiled and praised
Mom's potato salad. Uncle Valdis,
roaring "Hey hey, you lithe black-
panther girl!", pulled Mom onto the
dance floor. I guess he was holding
her too close, because Aunt Anna
hurried up right away to talk some
sense into her husband. That's what
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she said. "Be sensible."

That evening, I started waiting.
Waiting for Dad to be sensible.
Waiting for him to leave the strange
woman.

I liked my birthdays less. Dad always
brought a present and went away
quickly. Mom got ready carefully
every time he came. I helped her pick
out a blouse, and confirmed several
times that she looked slender enough.
I dressed up too, and acted cheerful.
This year I got a carefully wrapped
box from Dad, with a huge satin
ribbon tied around it.

"There's a doll inside," he said
conspiratorially. When I opened it,

I realized why the box was so light.
There was no doll. I hoped the doll
would show up if I closed the box

and opened it again. No luck. I tried
opening it from the other side. Again,
no luck. I put it on the table and
thought that this had to be a joke. Any
minute now, the door would open
and Dad would come in with the real
surprise.

He came in to say goodbye. I didn't
dare ask about what had happened

to the doll. What if Dad got angry

and stopped coming? Later, I didn't
want to play with the other kids. I sat
on the couch in the other room and
stubbornly insisted that I wouldn't
blow out the candles on my cake
without Dad. Mom's curled hair shook
- she was going to tell Dad not to
come at all, then. That always worked
on me.

Then we saw her, that other woman,
by accident. Dad got out of a car, but
she stayed inside. A blonde in dark
sunglasses. I called out:

"Look, there's Dad!"

Mom's purse slid off her shoulder, and
she wobbled on her high heels.
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"Let's cross the street," she whispered.
She yanked on my hood so hard that I
tripped.

That's when I understood we were
leaving because of her. Because of
that woman.

One evening, Mom was talking to
someone on the phone. I heard short,
sharp phrases: "...I still have to think
about it", "...I don't know if that will
be OK", "it's all very complicated",
"why don't you ask her yourself?"
Then she hung up and asked me in a
hollow voice whether I wanted to visit
Dad. I wondered: and that whore, too?
But I didn't ask out loud. I wanted to
visit Dad.

There were windows from floor to
ceiling in their apartment, like in the
foyer of the Daile Theater. There were
paintings hanging on the walls - I
noticed several portraits of a woman
among them. They also had shelves
full of books, that reached the ceiling.
I could see all of myself in the hallway
mirror with a gilded frame.

When I came in, she was sitting at the
desk. It wasn't like mine - inherited
from my cousin, with legs gnawed

on by a collie and a surface that had
scratches and pen marks all over it.
Her desk was covered in dark lacquer,
with curved legs and gilded handles.
She was taller than Mom. Her blonde
hair hung in stiff curls. The red knit
dress she wore emphasized her figure.
Mom would never wear something
like that. Too provocative, she'd say.
Something in a shade of beige or blue
would be better.

Her name was Kristine. The woman in
the portraits was her. I thought: Why
didn't I put on my red skirt?

She joked and laughed a lot. She took
a box of candy out of the desk, opened
it and put it in front of me. Just

opened and put down a whole box. I
guess I stared at the assorted shapes
too long - she said encouragingly that
they were really for me. At home, if
someone gave us a box of candy as

a present, Mom always hid it in the
closet, behind the towels - "just in
case." If we had to go visit someone
and bring a host gift, we'd be saving
money, she said. Candy's very
expensive.

She did the same thing with the new
umbrella and the set of bedclothes we
didn't use, which were hidden away
in the closet for when I got married.
What if I never get married? All

that stuff will rot away, I thought in
horror. Still, Mom always brought me
something when she came home from
work. I reached out impatiently for
Mom's purse, which smelled like the
bus and like stale face powder, from
a jar so old the name on the lid faded
away long ago. I knew that in the
pocket of the purse, there would be a
piece of halva, a piece of candy, a bit
of Uzbek baklava or a couple of nuts,
wrapped in graph paper - treats from
friendly factory workers.

I sat in Kristine's kitchen, ate candy
and stared at the calendar from
overseas with black and white

photos of cats. I'd never seen one

like that before. We only had a tear-
off calendar with namedays and

the phases of the moon in it in our
kitchen. Then I noticed that Dad was
wearing his old slippers, the ones

he wore when he lived at home with
us. They didn't fit in here, as if the
slippers carried a stolen part of the
warmth of our shared life. I noticed
that as Dad and Kristine passed each
other they touched, just barely. I put
back the piece of candy I'd just taken.
She asked me all about school and
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took an interest in my hobbies. She
told me that she worked in some sort
of ministry, and had been to Bulgaria
and America twice. She gave me a
present - a little picture where the
image changed when you moved it.
Nobody else at school would have
one like that. That evening, she made
my bed with a duvet. I remember a
classmate told me, once, that her dad
had been to Poland, and that he'd
stayed at a hotel where his bed had

a duvet. He'd cut off a little corner

of it, to show his family and friends
how civilized people sleep. I thought,
Maybe I should cut a piece off my
blanket too. But I didn't know where
to find scissors.

That evening, Dad sat by my bed for a
long time, telling me about the book
he was reading. Something about
World War I. I waited for him to
finish, so I could ask questions. Them
Kristine came in to say good-night,
and joined in a lively conversation
about that same war. I understood
almost nothing. We weren't studying
history at school yet. The two of
them debated intently, as if I wasn't
there at all. I can't remember Mom
and him having such enthusiastic
conversations at home, let alone about
war.

When Kristine went into the bedroom,
Dad stroked my head silently for a
long time. The skin of his fingers was
dry and rough. I didn't say anything,
even though it scratched my cheek. I
knew I shouldn't.

I was lying under a fancy blanket, but
I was cold. I hadn't thought that I'd
miss the heavy quilt and Mom's thin
hand on my head before I fell asleep
so much. Waking Dad up to give me
something warmer felt too awkward.
I put on my sweater, which I'd hung
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on an elegant blue velvet armchair,
and wrapped myself in the lightweight
down blanket.

The next morning Kristine came into
the room with a loud "Good morning,
sweetie", to open the balcony door. It
was stuffy, apparently. Only Mom and
Dad called me "sweetie". I was still
cold. She had a long neck, pale skin
that contrasted sharply with her black
lace slip, and graceful hands with
blood-red fingernails.

Kristine's toasted sandwiches were
carelessly made with two kinds

of cheese, sliced dried meat and
tomatoes. They smelled delicious, but
I didn't eat. "Sorry, I'm in a hurry," she
said as she ran past, surrounding me
in a cloud of fancy perfume.

When she went to work, I greedily ate
up all the sandwiches. I went into the
bathroom to wash up. Inside, I saw
Kristine everywhere - a flowery silk
robe, a cherry-red lace bra, foreign
shampoos, perfume on the shelf
under the mirror. I took it and gave
myself a good spray behind the ears. A
toothbrush and razor, sitting on top of
the cabinet above the bathtub just like
at home, were the only signs of Dad.
One of the little mother-of-pearl
dishes had different-sized brushes,
eye pencils and also scissors in it. I
took the scissors without thinking
and, hiding them behind my back,
went out into the hall. I saw Dad in the
kitchen as I passed, reading the paper
and drinking coffee, one leg crossed
over the other. I pulled the closet open
and saw it straight away. I grabbed

a red sleeve and started cutting. My
heart thumped in my throat. I tore

the cloth everywhere I could reach, as
if my life depended on it. The metal
ends of the scissor blades got stuck in
seams. I saw spots. Dad could come
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any minute now. I shut the closet
door. Scraps of thread glowed red

on my hands and dark blue skirt,

like veins. I ran into the bathroom,
dropped the scissors, cleaned off my
clothes. I couldn't breathe. My hands
were shaking.

Earlier, as she was going out the door,
Kristine had asked,

"I'd like it if you came to visit more
often. Will you?" No, I won't.

At home that evening, I disconnected
the phone line, and watched to make
sure that Mom didn't notice. If she
did, I was ready to lie that I'd tripped
over it by accident and yanked out the
plug.

Mom didn't say anything, just studied
my face carefully. She grasped
hungrily at every word I said; her
hand, holding a cigarette, shook a
little. T told her about the duvet, the
desk, the bathroom and the red dress.
I only mentioned the fact that Kristine
had a dress like that. Mom got a bit
gloomy, gave the narrow, green-
painted kitchen a hollow look, then
leaned closer to me and asked:

"Is that her perfume?"

I jerked back and covered my neck.
"Mom, I hate it," I said. "I sprayed

it on by accident." Mom sat down
across from me at the table, looked
slantingly at her profile in the window
and asked,

"Do you think I need a red dress like
that too?"

"No, Mom." I swallowed some spit.
"You don't need red; blue suits you
better."

I looked at her hands, at her nearly
transparent, slightly peeling cream-
coloured nail polish, and asked:
"Could we please open one of the
boxes of candy we keep in the closet
"just in case"?"

Mom was quiet for a while. Then

she sat up straight and smiled
mischievously.

"You know what? Yes, let's open one!
We can do it at least once, can't we?"
She put out her cigarette and went to
the closet. Then she turned around
and, as if encouraging herself, said
again: "Just for us for once, right?"

I stopped her, hugged her and said
that I never wanted to go visit Dad
again. Mom gave me a kiss and didn't
answer. I don't know what I hoped

to hear. I didn't even want candy
anymore.

A week later, Dad was waiting for me
when I got out of school. I desperately
wished for wings, so I could fly away.
He spotted me first.

He came up and took me by the hand,
just like when I was little. I felt my
palm turn clammy. Sweat poured
down my back; my legs shook and
wanted to give way. The time's come, I
thought. It's all over.

We got into the car. He was quiet,
looking straight ahead tensely. That's
how he acted when he didn't know
what to say, when he felt confused

or emotional. I didn't understand.
Finally he said:

"I couldn't reach you on the phone. I...
We'd love it if you came to visit more
often. Kristine likes you a lot."

I couldn't stand it anymore. I turned
to him and, full of determination,
managed to say:

"Dad, that time on my birthday, the
pretty box you gave me was empty.
There was no doll."

I saw surprise and puzzled alarm in
his eyes.

I burst into tears, not wanting to.
Unable to wait for him to finally say
something, I yelled that the dress was
expensive, that it couldn't be fixed.
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That I couldn't fix anything anymore.
"What dress?" Dad asked calmly.

I stared at him and swallowed salty
tears, sobbing.

"I don't understand. What dress are
you talking about, sweetie?"

I stopped crying. Through the
window, I noticed the first dandelions
blooming in the roadside grass. I
hadn't noticed that the grass was
already bright green.

Then Dad took my hand. I squeezed,
hard.

"Let's go!" he said. "Let's go get your
doll."
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Three excerpts from

The Piano Cemetery
by José Luis Peixoto

There's no difference between what
actually happened and what I kept
distorting in my imagination, over

L —) k= v 4 ++
rﬁﬁghz%ﬂ
EU - China International

Literary Festival

and over again, across the years.
There's no difference between the dull
pictures I remember, and the raw,
cruel words I think I remember but
which are merely reflections
constructed out of guilt. Time - like a
wall, a tower, any construction -
makes their stop being differences
between truth and lie. Time mixes
truth and lie together. What happened
mixes together with what I want to
have happened and with what they
told me happened. My memory isn't
my own. My memory is me distorted
by time and mixed up with myself

- with my fear, with my guilt, with my
repentance. When I remember being
four years old and playing in the yard,
I don't know where the images end
that my four-year-old eyes saw and
which remain with me to this day, and
where the images begin that I
invented whenever I tried to
remember that afternoon. It was an
afternoon that I was spending among
the branches of the peach trees. The
light, laid out on the earth, was like
shapes in lace, like a lace bedspread
with the pattern of peach tree
branches and leaves that shivered.
Beyond the tangled treetops, there
must have been the sky and the birds,
because it was a peaceful May
afternoon. My mother was in the
kitchen. Occasionally I saw her face
looking at me through the glass of the
window. My sisters were perhaps in
their room, or somewhere else I didn't
know. I was four years old and there
were many things I didn't know. I was
sitting on the earth of the yard. I was
stacking planks that were leftover
wood my father had brought back
from the workshop and which I was
making into little huts. The bitch went
slowly by, her brown eyes lost on the

ground. Under an orange tree, half-
buried, was a long piece of rusty wire.
I think I can remember the moment
when my four-year-old body got up to
pull the piece of wire two-handed
from out of the earth. I can see this
moment with the same lack of clarity
with which I now look to one side and
can make out treetops, leaves mixed
together, one after another as I pass.
Like an image of liquid colours
dissolving into one another. That day I
sat back down beside my piled-up
planks, which were the little huts I
had made. I held the wire and began
to find clumsy shapes with it. On my
hands I had scratches of earth and
rust. I heard the movement of the gate
to the street opening. It was my
brother, smiling. His clothes were
dirty with sawdust because he was our
father's apprentice and he was coming
home from work. He said something
to me in greeting before noticing that
I had the wire in my hand. The
flowerbeds my mother had been over
with a hoe were blossoming behind
him. Simao was a lad of ten years old.
Sometimes he'd put his hands in his
pocket and laugh. When I remember
him in the days that came before that
day, the first image that comes to me
is him with his hands in his pockets,
laughing. That afternoon he had his
shirt untucked from his trousers.
When he saw me with the wire in my
hand, he took three quick steps
towards me. From then it was all very
fast, but now, as I recall it, it's all very
slow. Simao's hands were bigger than
mine and tried to get the wire off me.
I don't know what words he chose to
tell me I shouldn't play with bits of
wire, because before I was able to
understand them, perhaps as a reflex,
perhaps because at that moment it
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seemed that that was how it had to be,
perhaps because I also knew what
ought to be done, perhaps for no
reason, for no reason, I didn't let go of
the wire right away. I held on to it with
both hands. I felt my brother's
strength on the rusty wire pulling
with all his strength against the palms
of my hands. And it was very fast, I
know it was just a moment, but now it
seems like it was every minute of an
hour. Every movement split.
Everything very slow. The tip of the
wire moved towards my brother's
face. As though there was a straight
line there to show it the way. The
rusty tip of the wire moved forwards.
His face. In a single movement the tip
of the wire touched the damp white
part of his right eye, pressed it lightly
and sank, irreversible, into a rip. My
brother let go of the wire, stepped
back and brought both his hands to
his right eye. It was a moment of
absolute silence. I was four years old
and I knew that something terrible
had happened. My brother was
gripping his face and making sounds
of pain like I'd never heard before.
They weren't cries. They were the
sounds of a pain that was destroying
him slowly. I was four years old and I
was still holding on to the wire. That
was the moment our mother saw us
through the glass of the kitchen
window. The moment ended when
our mother came running out through
the door, asking, ‘What happened?
What happened?' I couldn't say
anything. My brother was holding his
face, and from behind his hands
threads of blood were appearing that
slipped down his arm and down his
cheek and down his neck. They were
threads of very living blood that ran
down his wrists, over the light,
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smooth skin of his inner arms, and
dripped off the tip of his elbow. Our
mother, who had no idea what was
going on, approached him, saying,
‘Calm down, calm down.' With no
idea what was going on, trying for a
serene, motherly voice, she said to
him, ‘Let's see what's happened.'
Simao, still wanting to believe there
might be a possibility that what had
happened hadn't happened, drew his
hands away slowly. Through the blood
my mother and I saw how the right
side of his face was a bloody hole
where there was the empty white skin
of the eye, the flattened circular
design of the iris, and that slipping
down his face mixed with the blood
was a thick, viscous substance, like
the white of an egg, that had
previously been inside his eye. On the
left side of Simao's face, the other eye,
hurt and innocent, waited to see my
mother's reaction. I was four years old
and I was still holding on to the wire. I
let go of it when my mother couldn't
stop the bitter cry that tore through
her. My brother went back to covering
his face. My sisters came running into
the yard from the kitchen door.
Neighbours came in from the door to
the street. My mother shouted with all
the strength she had in her throat.
Someone went to fetch my father
from the workshop. Someone grabbed
me by the waist, picked me up off the
earth of the yard and took me in to the
kitchen. Between the bodies of the
people who were supporting my
mother, between my sisters clinging
to one another crying, between the
people who surrounded my brother
with clean towels, soon drenched in
blood, I was four years old and I was
consumed by a fear like blades. I was
silent, still, my eyes open, wide, being
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consumed by a fear like blades. At a
certain moment my father came into
the kitchen. No one could stop him.
Only his breathing could be heard. He
went through between the people,
took my brother by the arm, and with
the men who were in the kitchen
following him they went to the
hospital. When they left it was
nighttime. As the door slammed shut,
all that remained was my mother's
and sisters' anxiety, followed by the
drawling voices of the neighbour
women trying to console them. It was
one of these neighbour women who,
amid the shadows of the others,
struck a match and lit the oil lamp on
the table. From then, as my mother's
and sisters' crying started to weaken,
the neighbour women began to say
goodbye and leave. We were left alone
in the kitchen - the stones of the
kitchen floor, the wooden table and
benches. Through the light and the
shadows of the oil lamp, my mother
and sisters had their eyes open to a
picture only they could see. Cold time
passed, with shrieks and blades. Late
in the evening, my father and Simao
arrived in silence. My brother had the
right side of his head wrapped in
bandages that covered his eye. No one
said a thing. We went to sleep. That
night was like the nights of many
months that followed. There was a
heavy weight within us, pulling us
towards our blackest insides. Months
passed. My brother never went back
to working with my father at the
workshop. After removing the
bandages, for some weeks he wore the
leather patch they gave him at the
hospital. One day he appeared with
his eye clean and uncovered, the lid
stretched and white over the empty
eye. In the hospital, the doctor told

him he could go back to doing
everything he did before; but when
Simao talked about going back to the
workshop as an apprentice, my father
talked about a lot of things and,
always in other words, showed him
that it couldn't be. He asked him to
wait a little longer and he changed the
subject. One night, at dinner - he
hadn't yet turned twelve - my brother
decided to tell us that he'd fixed up
some work as a stonemason's
assistant. That was the first time my
father hit him after the day he lost his
sight. After that he got angry with him
many times, and hit him many times.
Over all those years he never got
angry with me, and never hit me. It
was always clear to me that my father
got angry with my brother and hit him
because this was his way of dealing
with the sadness, with the hurt he felt
since that afternoon when my brother
had become blind in one eye. This
was his way of punishing him. It was
always equally clear to me that my
father didn't get angry with me and
didn't hit me for the same reason.
That was his way of punishing me.

*khkkhk

when it was time to set the table, we
were five:

my father, my mother, my sisters
and me. then my older sister

got married. then, my younger sister
got married. then, my father died.
today,

when it's time to set the table, we are
five,

except for my older sister who is

in her own home, except for my
younger

sister, who is in her own home, except
for my
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father, except for my widowed mother.
each one

of them is an empty space at the table
where

I eat alone. but they'll always be here.
when it's time to set the table, we'll
always be five.

as long as one of us is alive, we'll
always be five.

*Ahkkk

Another summer afternoon comes

to an end. Marta is already a woman,
she's sixteen years old. Maria imitates
all her gestures awkwardly - she is
fourteen years old. In the kitchen our
mother is doing something simple,
superfluous, and another summer
afternoon comes to an end. The
lightness that comes in through the
bedroom window, that touches the
folds in the curtains, is yellow and
sweet-honey. Beyond the window,

the sun comes down on buildings
and for a moment turns their edges
incandescent. The lightness touches
the face of my sister Marta, sitting

on her made bed, and touches the
face of my sister Maria, sitting on the
floor, sitting on her feet, knees bent
in front of her, leaning against the
wall. Marta has a boyfriend, and no
one knows, no one must know, except
for Maria. Sometimes at dinner Maria
and Marta exchange a look because
something has reminded them of
their secrets. Maria dreams of the day
when she too will have a boyfriend,
she dreams about him. For a few
moments, like a lightning flash, she
believes she can see his face: every
detail, the eyes, the lips, the lines that
are so real. Marta and Maria's voices
and dreams are mingled together.
Marta describes everything she feels,
she describes a thousand times all
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the little encounters she has with her
boyfriend, everything she believes,
everything she understands. Maria
describes the stories she has read

in romance novels, she describes
how they end, she says, ‘If this
hadn't happened, and if that hadn't
happened, if he hadn't been jealous, if
she hadn't been proud.' Maria listens
to her sister as though she has finally
met a heroine from a romance novel.
Marta listens to her sister, imagining
herself having the same dilemmas

as the heroine from a romance
novel. Their voices are feminine, and
luminous. The afternoon draws to an
end slowly. Simao arrives from work,
comes by me and my mother. Time
is calm over the objects of the world,
and in the motion of the world. My
father will arrive later. Until then,
the evening falling, like torn paper
raining down from the sky.
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Europe

Translated by
W. Martin and Tom Lozar

Even now you peddle the story of the
Turks

At the gates of Vienna, dismantling
their tents only as a ruse.

And how masquerading as kebab
vendors

Even now they're only waiting for the
right moment

To leap out from their kiosks and cut
your throats.

No matter that your tribes are lost
forever

In the marshes of your barbaric
designs

And even you can't tell the skull of a
Goth from the skull

Of a Slav from the skull of an Angle
from the skull of a Frank,

Still you believe only your sons' spilt
blood will rejuvenate you.

Still you think you'll give the lie to all
of us.

When I close my tired eyes, you
appear

In the form of a hairy fat woman who
gives birth while snoring

And of the man in the dark beside her
secretly masturbating,

Thinking about America.

139



L — k= o A\ 4+
’$@@h2%ﬂ
EU - China International

Literary Festival

L —) k= v 4 ++
’ﬁﬂghz%ﬂ
EU - China International

Literary Festival

43

*

AR TER)— T /L LIEBIH L R AR 1%
ETEA M — IR,

B SR AL AR
RIS,
R AHE,

RETRAFSHERA
PAPRE 45 I

RIEAERGER TR M,
Wal—IE X, HEES 1,

IREAA & SkPRIEE,
{HRAT & AT DA E Y R T,

{8 5 2 BT I AR — /I N B R T EEZR
R — 22, A IEA—
JBHIARAHRIAR o

TRMIREYT B MR R, RAEAEHT I
TREIPERE,
Fa e,

B SE— BB BT,
OREMITELMD AT b, FRIT—ARISR, 4T

(el

S IR AR AR — 44 PR KT,
B EEA,

Fth B R IR BT B FALE -
AKX EEESNEH RIS,

MR L MR HE SR E R, Higsg

Jelrscfedr,  “Lipa” () 2EiFER
RHIRUE,

140

Toothpick

Translated by Brian Henry

A bit of undigested meat has gotten
lost
And is calling for a revolt.

Rebellious foreign body. It signals
from your mouth.
Although you do not speak.

Although you allowed no one to speak
In your name.

But it keeps yelling,
Incites an uprising, applies pressure.

You try to remove it with the tongue,
But there are no words that would
silence its protest.

A little Robespierre in Polyphemus'
mouth.

But without sly fortune, without gods
and flocks on his side.

You extract him from your conscience,
grind what is gnawing you.
Down with the revolution.

Although the last linden falls.
You sprawl on her stump, break off a
splinter and belch.

The toothpick juts from your mouth
like a centurion's spear,
Which cleansed the empire.

The black hole in the tooth whispers:
This kingdom also will collapse on
itself one day.
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Knives

Translated by Brian Henry

They hang there freshly sharpened.
In the glimmering light. Light.

The butcher's shop is a big family
enterprise.
Two million butchers and customers.

Customers and butchers. You hardly
discern them.

For some are others. And others are
others.

The buyer puts on the blood-stained
apron.

The butcher opens a purse for a still
twitching shoulder.

The knives watch you coldly, with
closed eyes.

They remember where they were,
what they mediated.

If you grab them, you feel a slight
shiver in the handles.

At dusk the blades reflect the deaths
into which they were thrust.

But where are the bones? Where are
the names?

Look, look, they are also stuck in your
throat.

And when you speak, you also speak
with the silence of the murdered.
They are stuck in your duodenum.

And when you need to go, you shit

what was slaughtered before your
birth.
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They are scattered in your shallow
chest.

And when you get off in haste after
urgent business,

It is not cans and brushwood that
crack under your feet.

Where are they? Where are they?
Where are they?

Everyone knows about them. No one
remembers.
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The Romantic and the
Realist School

Translated by Tom LoZar

Once we'd gathered the pearls from
the snow, the mysteries began to
melt. There was no sun, and the
white hills became a raging river of
brown slush. We stood on the banks,
watching how, among the empty
bottles and the pieces of wood, the
river was bearing away the dead
angels, that had been asleep under
the snow. How beautiful they are,

we said, how even in this dirty river,
their broken wings stay white, their
faces untouched. Some of us went
home at once to dream more angels
and dream we did, that we lay on the
floor of an hourglass, that, from the
bright opening in the sky above us,
snow was falling down and covered
us. Others, meanwhile, ran to get their
fishing tackle and began an angel
fishing derby. Butchers joined them,
who, in front of the photographers
and crowds delirious, began to chop
the angels up, as soon as they were
landed, separating hunks of meat
from entrails and wings, the latter
later sold at auction. These were the
realists, people who loved angels from
up close and would later burn at the
stake. Nor did we fare much better.
The whiteness in which we died was
swept away, and all at once we felt the
hooks that tied us, while we were still
alive to this only, this therefore best of
all worlds.
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PTUJ - PRAGERSKO -
LJUBLJANA

Translated by Ana Jelnikar and
Anne Talvaz

The weather cooled unexpectedly. A
chain of Alpine peaks

And a hallucinogenic moon hanging
all day long in the west.

You can feel it. It feels like the coin in
your pocket.

The clerk slid it under the glass
partition,

Together with a single from Ptuj to
Ljubljana, via Pragersko.

The hole in the ticket tells you there
has been a mistake.

Somehow, it should be possible to go
back in time,

To erase yourself from the path you
trod,

To correct your direction, to start all
over again,

And you, lost in the sad monotony of
the tracks, looking back,

Can only meet the space and time you
just left with silence.

You lean your head against the rattling
window. You close your eyes.

In the middle of your forehead a mark
forms like a gum of resin

Under the quick slash of a forester's
axe on a twisted trunk of the oak.
Through the patches of snow and
rotting leaves the woodsmen are
coming.

Their bodies hard and tight with
unbearable yearning for the treetops,
Which makes their lips crack and
burn.

They come when the trees are bare
and asleep,

And the bark has no inkling of the
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chain saw's hunger.

Amputation happens in frozen
silence.

A child cuts into its cake. The smell of
fuel is cut off,

And through the air the silent hiss of a
falling giant.

When the roots wake,

There will only be fading tyre-tracks
And trunks' black trail in the
undergrowth to remind them

Of whom they once nourished, so
they would be able to touch the sky.
Ptuj - Pragersko - Ljubljana.

Only if you leave between the stumps,
you know what exile means.
Everywhere the weather has cooled
unexpectedly.

Chain marks on the stacked trunks.
Fool moon.
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He writes

Translated by Brian Henry

He writes, places marks, becomes
excited,

Wastes his whole life on an apparently
useless activity.

No one notices his undertaking.
Children run around, unaware they
erase his efforts.

Despite everything, he's convinced
that the fate of the universe

Is in his hands, depends on his
persistence.

What was uncovered countless times
Will be uncovered again.

His activity prolongs the word foam,
The word fan, the word this, the word
presence.

It prolongs the artful veiling
That accompanies the seducer, poetry.

Weary bathers shake the towels
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They were lying on all day on the
sand.

What remains is an impression that
will be erased again and again.

What there is is the revolt against the
end of summer.
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In Front of the Border

Translated by Brian Henry

In front of the border of your kingdom
We have sewn our mouths.

You have stored our names in the
archives,

Which are gnawed by fish and the
wind.

Your most enduring saints succumbed
Beneath the weight of our bones.

In front of the golden doors to your
kingdom

We have sewn our names for you into
our mouths.

We enter mute, with burning tongues.
From the other side we have sewn the

border
Silently and permanently into you.
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ANTI-CYCLONE

Translated by Tom LoZar

The meteorologists will not tell you
Snow has buried the forests,

But the fire in the ceramic stove
remembers:

I was hugging bark while the oak
stand stood.

Felled now, sawn, stacked in piles —
For the last time, there you were
taking me

Into the smoldering wound between
your legs.

You knew, didn't you, I'd consented to
clear-cutting.

The hand follows the poker into the
stove and the fire knows

The forged hook will leave no traces
On its flames.

But you and me: our every touch,
recorded forever on the hand.

It took years and years to finally burn
you down,

It took until today, and the snow
snowing in the house.

And nobody, not even the gentlemen
Grinning, embarrassed, under their

cyclone charts,

Knew how to say that in the midst of
deepest winter even

We touch each other with our burns.

Jaime Santirso
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—You know, Robert, I've been reading
"To Tomorrow" and I really liked it,
but

Robert Gris came down to the hotel
lobby an hour and a half late. When
he appeared, his face was swollen due
to lack of sleep and last night's vodka.
He wanted a bite to eat. As he headed
to the dining room I went out to tell

the driver we would be ready soon.
He was relieved - in the last hour

he had asked about the guest every
ten minutes. I came back inside. It
was late for breakfast, so most of the
tables were empty. Robert had chosen
one next to the window. The pale

and cold light from a winter morning
was reflected against the glass of the
buildings across the road. I sat down
across from him, assuming that after
waiting for so long I could take some
liberties. His face remained impassive,
so I figured I could have breakfast too.
Perusing the menu would have been
too much, so I ordered what he was
having — an English breakfast.

Robert Gris was a man at the end

of his forties with a regular look;
nothing about him would lead one

to think he made a living writing
poetry. That might have been a
common misconception; his was

not a world I was familiar with. His
Inauguration Day reading was an easy
ice-breaker, and from there we started
a conversation in which he soon
began to mix Spanish and English.
With every change of language his
personality seemed to adjust too - in
English he sounded effeminate, while
his Spanish had a marked manly
Cuban accent that better matched his
physical features. Soon I was pulled
into this mingled expression myself,

a frenetic mix I assumed to be usual
for an American Latino. Robert told
me that he had been asked for three
poems and, even though he had a
predilection for one inspired by his
mother, the poem that had been
chosen was "To Tomorrow". I knew
the one he was talking about, I had
read it on the screen of my mobile
phone ten minutes ago while I waited,
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but I kept this to myself. To tell him
what I wanted I waited until we were
sitting in the back of the car.

—You know, Robert, I've been reading
To Tomorrow and I really like it but...
I was surprised by the fact that it
doesn't rhyme.

—Oh, it doesn't have to rhyme. No one
rhymes anymore.

It was when I heard these words that I
got it.

The origin was where they all are, a
woman. The first girl I ever loved and
a recurrent fantasy: picture that just
by laying my hand over your forehead,
you could receive what I am thinking
in this moment, it would get into your
brain and you could see it just like I
see it, removing all the obstacles, no
words needed. How beautiful it would
be to share thoughts. Until one day I
sat down and wrote in one breath a
text containing twenty-seven lines in
four paragraphs. When I was done,

I went through it a couple times, not
knowing what it was but satisfied with
it - it depicted what I wanted to say in
a beautiful way. I shared it with some
of my closest friends, they liked it,

but none of them said anything that
would help me understand it better. I
also sent the text to her, but she never
read it. Later I was ashamed I had
done it.

In those days I was studying
journalism, so I turned to a professor
of mine. One of the classes I was
attending was called Narrative
Writing and was taught by Francisco
Pérez-Niebla, an academic who

had a brilliant ability to distill
information into a lead by drawing
clear and rational lines, creator of

a communication models theory

that bore his name. In this class the
students got together once a week
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for two hours to write an opinion
column, which we submitted to Pérez-
Niebla on our way out. Then he would
review our work at home and bring it
back the following class, all the while
trying not to lose faith in the future of
the profession.

One day at the end of class, I
approached and as I handed my
weekly column to him, I asked

—Hi Francisco, I'd like to ask you
something. The other day I wrote a
text and--- I don't really know what

it is. It would mean a lot to me if you
could read it and--- give me your
opinion.

—Sure,

he answered straightaway,

bring it to me with your next exercise.
So I did, one week later.

—Great, I'll give it a look.

—Thank you, Francisco.

A week went by. I was anxious to
know his thoughts, so as Pérez-
Niebla walked past my desk, between
the students with their heads down
staring at their screens, I couldn't help
but ask

—Hello Franciso, have you had time
to take a look at the text I sent you?
—YVYes, I read it. We'll talk later,

he replied vaguely.

At the end of the class I went over to
hand in that day's article. I didn't have
to ask again

—TI've been reading your text,

he paused,

and I didn't understand a word.

He raised his eyebrows slightly.

These kinds of texts aren't my thing,
he continued after another pause,

but I didn't get a word.

—Not a word?

—Not a word.

he repeated.

Look
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he went on,

the other group is taught by another
professor, José Mari, who is very
interested in poetry.

I had seen him - a guy who used

to wear a foulard around his neck.

In my university that made him a
transgressor.

if you agree, what we could do is I
send him your text, and then let's see
what he says.

I replied yes straightaway and thanked
him again.

But afterwards I felt pensive. A part
of me expected him to tell me that
my text was great, very original, that
it reminded him of such and such,
which would've been nice. Another
expected him not to like it at all,
which wouldn't have been nice. But
to land in that intermediate area was
unexpected and much worse. He
didn't get a word, he said. I thought

it was pretty obvious, but I wasn't
going to spell out the details of my
relationship with my girlfriend for
him. Anyways, Francisco Pérez-Niebla
had been very kind. Maybe he was
curious to know more. Although he
didn't like my style very much—he
had never given me good grades—I
had the feeling there was something
he found interesting in my work. One
day in class, Pérez-Niebla raised an
example of an article that had finished
in what he viewed to be a confusing
way: "the tail moves the dog". I raised
my hand to say I liked it very much.
—You like it because you write similar
things

he replied. He did it without a bad
intention and, besides, he was right: I
took it as a compliment. I still think it
is a brilliant ending.

It was Thursday again.

Francisco Pérez-Niebla wore his usual

serious expression when, as always, I
came over at the end of the class with
my article.

—What did the other professor say?
This time he was even more
straightforward

—He didn't understand a word either.
Silence.

If you have time, wait there for me
and when the rest of your classmates
finish we can go through it together
he signaled.

When everyone was gone he took
out a sheet on which my text was
printed. It had a different title then,
but the first line remains unmodified
even now. He read it out loud, slowly,
stressing every single one of the four
words.

—Language: freedom or jail.

He read it once again and then
underlined it

—Do you mean---

and he offered an interpretation
which had nothing to do with what I
wanted to say.

I hesitated.

Not really--

I didn't want to be categorical with
someone much wiser than me who,
besides, was doing me a favor.

It was more like--

I tried to explain myself to the best of
my abilities. It sounded ridiculous.
He scrutinized me in silence.

—Do you often write this kind of
thing?

—Only now and then--

—And what makes you do it?

He was asking like he was worried
about me, the same way a psychiatrist
might have done.

—Well, T don't really know...
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Sometimes I have an idea and I

try to express it the best I can and
something like this comes out--- I
don't do it often. Actually I could say
this is the first time---. But I like the
outcome.

The conversation didn't go on for long.
I didn't mention the topic again, not
with Lopez-Niebla nor with anyone
else. The text was stored in one of

the digital files inside my computer,
forgotten, until Robert Gris said, like
he was answering the most obvious of
questions

—Oh, it doesn't have to rhyme. No one
rhymes anymore.

It was when I heard these words that I
got it - I had written a poem.

It was titled

INTO WORDS

Language:
freedom
or jail.

Words are our dictatorship.

Our throne is chiseled by words,
a powerful gift

Inherited from our parents

and denied to individuality
because a term is a melody

only when shared.

But language also oppresses,
imprisons thoughts

in jails with limited bars,

transforms ethereal and unattainable
creatures

into incessant codes

repeated ad nauseam (to the point of
nausea).

The creation of a race as a whole
reduced
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to a combination of twenty seven
letters.

More crime than expression,

ideas screech, convulse,

agonize,

forced to fit inside an artificial shell
that amputates them, that separates
them for their essence,

that makes them cry.

An unexplored land, virginal,
exuberant.

We face the sadness that is produced
by the vision of its closed gates.
And this way, confused,

we know not if we're in search of
darkness from the light

or if it is the other way around.
Because

who knows what's there

a stream of water, a mirage, the
horizon.

My idea has already been lost

on its way to the paper.

How beautiful it would be to share
thoughts.
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TR

AL X T P 1601 S5 ARRE BT 4 1%

4™ Floor Réel Place No.1601 Nanjing West Road
200001 Shanghai, China

Tel.: +86 (0) 21 - 52668596

PSR (R R TUE)

TR X PR AL 198 S RMIRALEE 6 14 612
No. 198 Tibet North Road, Jing'an Joy City, North
Building, 6™ Floor, No. 612

KRG — 5 HIE: 021 - 60405488

PSR (RKURTLE)

T EREX KRS 178 5, KXUKDIIRKL, 2 #%

No 178 Da Du He Road, Changfeng Joy City, Experience
Station, 2™ Floor

R GE— EHIE: 021 - 60405488

EURSS S E ST EwD,

KT XK TE 1191 SYERKTRELEX Bl B
200001 Shanghai, China

B1 West Section Raffles City CapitaLand No.1191
Changning Road Tel.: +86 (0) 21 - 50954096

whpE OB 7E)

TINRIEPY 119 ST itk 3 14

3" Floor South Building The Summit No.119 Suzhou
Avenue West, 215000 Suzhou, China

Tel.: +86 (0) 512 - 83981985

AEF (RHEEEN)

RN TNV X RHEEE HHH 54 SRR HE

No.54 Period 5" Xietang Old Street,

Suzhou Industrial Park

215000 Suzhou, China Tel.: +86 (0) 512 - 68632767

ZHHR
SN 2R 77 5
Gun Xiu Fang No. 77

Junction of Shiquan Jie and Ping Qiao Zhi Jie
215000 Suzhou, China Tel.: +86 (0) 512 - 65264720
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The 2" EU-China
International Literary Festival
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Programme Peter Goff | mi&

Director Peter@chinabookworm.com

1z / FHL1: 136-7121-2235

Coordinator Elaine Fu | 4%+ FE5SH215-5A27%
events@chengdubookworm.com
s, FH1 : 138-8089-0322

TMNSH245-5H25

Social Media Zoe Xie | B %+
Coordinator info@chinabookworm.com
WiE,/ FHL: 137-2864-8384

Visual Chenyu Lan | 2T
Designer lanchenyul027@gmail.com
FHl: 158-1800-3576

IXERAE A2 B B B9 B R i
{EAVE RN LUREEE WL, A RVFR AR AR A
This publication has been produced with the assistance of the European Union. The

contents of this publication are the sole responsibility of the authors and can in no way be
taken to reflect the views of the European Union.

BAMuL: http://eu-china.literaryfestival.eu
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