5
Lol
{11

E3]l79%4

1L

.  p— A\ 44

FPERRERIFET

EU - China International
Literary Festival

zzzzzz




L

' y =] = o7 24 ++

+ Eﬁ\ E Ig/T\ -

EU - China International
Literary Festival



F=EPEREFFXFT

The 3rd EU-China International Literary Festival

I~M: 11 B 19/20/21/25 5
Guangzhou: November 19, 20, 21 and 25

A 118225-245
Shenzhen: November 22 - 24

B A Mi:

http://eu-china.literaryfestival.eu

FEIZ YR

iz Mg
Wechat Weibo

EE
W
Douban

4 D
<
o 2
B\ BX
\ Y

OXERH ? BB RERARTT. BRABREES 7
KEIRBBAWMES, ENZIFEREHNEERM# 2 ARIE !

®E - By,
= (ot
© ﬁ <000
] [
#Euro| LTJ % ’@:
peForCulture $
v, CH|NA‘°°




H R

Contents

F%ﬁﬂzﬁ Opening Remarks 008
SET—'S  Events at a Glance 010
3ﬁﬁﬂi¥’|‘§ Event Descriptions 020
ﬂ5§)j|\éﬁ Author Biographies 040
1’E|:'ﬁ':4ﬁii Writing Samples 076
éﬂéﬂ%&é’f’ﬁ{ﬂﬁf Organisers & Partners 172
JEBHIAFR  Venues 176
H*,%ﬁﬂ\] Festival Contacts 178




F=EEE

RRERIF L A REIK

Ambassador’s
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FATBIET 9 IRREEAY 3 [E
ER, i REEHET,

A%, 7=, 3EM, f#=,
K=, BERIL, IniNEE,
PERERKR, HE=EHERE
FRXFT, —FR, HF
FRERBEMRREFRAERE
BN ELPERE,

PREPRFTR®, £
FERBERAS AZIER
EBEERRS BARE, ©
MBI REIEE
WiE, BREHSHIAL]
ESPIERAI NI

X%, EMBIFRSPEFR.
BEEMRRY ZRIREE R,
BESE5—R5ER, KEKEE
B T AR XYt SRAYIARD
5%&F. PREFRXXFET, &
RTHESHKEXKNEES
I, BPE - REMKEE N
?%Yﬁﬁ?¢$ﬂﬁﬂm—
I:Ilzﬁo

Flt, BROBAESSH
BREIFRSC A TIBINAAT, LH
SRR ER Rl 53 E A TR N B SR
B, TN SRINBYTERN TS o
SR, LHBGHESKER
RFERA], RUNEEBE,
BIE T FREREFR S F 15!

C=!
KU EX ER T T A feE

Dear friends,

| warmly welcome you to the

third edition of the EU-China
International Literary Festival,
which is being held in Guangzhou
and Shenzhen from 19-25
November 2018.

| am particularly proud of the
line-up of acclaimed authors

from nine European countries:
Cyprus, Denmark, Finland, Malta,
Netherlands, Poland, Romania,
Sweden, and the United
Kingdom. In less than a year we
have brought to China writers
from all European Union member
states.

The strength of our festival —
already a well-established feature
on the EU cultural calendar in
China - is its constant quest

for mixing together physical
human exchanges and inspiring
intellectual encounters. We need
them more than ever today.

Literature is becoming an ideal

starting point for the European
authors and their Chinese peers
to engage in a series of events
and discussions with readers and
audiences and learn about each
other's vision of the world. In its
celebration of the diversity our
festival is an indispensable part
of the EU-China Year of Tourism
and the European Year of Cultural
Heritage.

| would like to thank all our
partners who made this event
happen, particularly the
embassies and consulates
general of the EU member states,
all the outstanding venues in
Guangzhou and Shenzhen,

and of course the writers from
Europe and China who will make
this festival a truly unforgettable
experience.

Nicolas Chapuis
Ambassador of the European
Union to China
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JEGI—R

Events at a Glance / Guangzhou

November 20 Tuesday

® 19:00-20:30 EJLX /Yan JiYou

HRER

Writers of the World

Jussi Valtonen ( 35= /Finland), Pierre Mejlak ( S Efth /Malta), #)
1 / Sun Pin ( A[E /China), £ EE /Wang Weilian ( 1[E /China).
F# A /Moderator: $iEIR /Xie Youshun ( FE /China)

Watch Live

Registration

® 19:00-20:30 5P /Fang Suo

Mz, WES5ZER

Memories, Stories and Art

Antonis Georgiou ( ZE7#EE&HT /Cyprus), Huang Lihai/ E1L# ( FE
/China), Mathilde Walter Clark ( 3% /Denmark), Wang Zhezhu/
FHEk (FE /China). £ A /Moderator: #153% /Huang Jingtao
(% E /China)

Watch Live

» 19:00 - 20:30 #I{ELIEIE /Shuter Life

NEHRE: RRSEHFN

How to Tell the Tale: Exploring Multiple Avenues

F&ERIE /Chen Chongzheng ( & /China), Mineke Schipper ( &
= /The Netherlands), £+ 8 / Wang Shiyue ( F[E /China),
Wojciech Jagielski ( ;&= /Poland). £# A /Moderator: jFZ /
Liu Weiming ( FR[E /China)

e[ A

Registration

" Watch Live

Wednesday

November 21

® 19:00-20:30 FJLX /Yan JiYou

RZIB AT

Deep. Dark and Human

Jussi Valtonen ( %= /Finland), Helena von Zweigbergk (&

B /Sweden) , B¥Z /Sheng Hai ( 1[E /China), ¥8/\F /Zheng
Xiaolu (F[E /China). Z£#5 A /Moderator: #i%&I /Xie Youshun (H
& /China)

Watch Live

Registration

1"
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November 21

Wednesday

# 19:00-20:30 J5Ff /Fang Suo

BITAE

Fine-tuning the Craft

Doina Rusti ( #5E1F /Romania), Pierre Mejlak ( 5Eft /
Malta), 224§ /Wei Wei ( & /China), k3% / Zhu Wenying ( &
/China). £#F A /Moderator: EBEE# /Shen Xiayan ( [E /China)

Watch Live

» 19:00 - 20:30 M{EAIEIE /Shuter Life
ERZ 2§

The Author’'s Way

Antonis Georgiou ( Z8E&HT /Cyprus), Diana Evans (&EH /
United Kingdom) , tE /Shi Bin (5 [E /China), #Mf /Sun Pin (&
/China). £ A /Moderator: 2% /Guo Shuang ( H[E /China)

Watch Live

November 25 Sunday

¢ 13:00-14:30 =JLX /Yan JiYou

BITHERA?

What Do We Share?

Mineke Schipper ( f§= /The Netherlands). £# A /Moderator:
#Af&E /Hu Chuanji (FR[E /China)

:

Registration

?'@: Watch Live

® 14:00 - 15:30 WE4LEIEIE /Shuter Life

DAARER

The Writers Lies Within

Diana Evans (Z[E /United Kingdom) , Mathilde Walter Clark
(3% /Denmark), £+ 8 / Wang Shiyue ( & /China), ¥/ \ 85 /
Zheng Xiaogiong ( FE /China). F#§ A /Moderator: FRER#E /
Shen Xiayan ( #[# /China)

y

Registration

\® Watch Live

13
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November 25 Sunday

15:00 - 16:30 =/1LX /Yan JiYou

BEEXF
Language and Literature

Jussi Valtonen ( 35= /Finland), Doina Rusti ( & EIL /
Romania), TEEE /Wang Weilian ( #[E /China), 2% /Wei Wei ( H
/China). £¥ A /Moderator: #8f&Z /Hu Chuanji ( F[E /China)

Registration

® 16:00-17:30 W{E4IEIE /Shuter Life

HMNARAEE

Why We Write

Helena von Zweigbergk (I%E2 /Sweden) , Wojciech Jagielski (i
= /Poland), it /Shi Bin ( FR[E /China), #B/\IF* / Zheng Xiaolu
(FRE /China). 3% A /Moderator: X% /Liu Weiming ( & /
China)

Registration

Watch Live

e 17:00-18:30 =JLX /Yan JiYou

EKZE, ™IME

Global Voices, Local Stories

Antonis Georgiou ( ZEJHE&HT /Cyprus), BREIE /Chen Chongzheng
F[E /China), Pierre Mejlak ( S Eft /Malta), |[B/&% / Jiu Haitang
f[E /China). 5 A /Moderator: &155% /Huang Jingtao ( FE /
China)

% Watch Live

;

Registration

15
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TEEI—5 mui

Events at a Glance / shenzhen

November 23 Friday

18:00-19:30 =J1X /Yan JiYou

XA ENREIE

Empathy on the Page

IB— / Deng Yiguang ( H[E /China), Mathilde Walter Clark (
% /Denmark), Wojciech Jagielski ( &= /Poland), k351 / Zhu
Wenying ( F[E /China). E£#FA /Moderator: E#] /Nan Xiang ( &
[ /China)

Ol

o
=] W

Watch Live

Registration

® 19:00-20:30 “kHIF5/F /Enclave Bookshop

5. HaRMAIBRKIT

Writing: A Spotlight on Society’'s Soul

P& M. /Chen Zaijian ( & /China), Diana Evans (Z[E /United
Kingdom) , Mineke Schipper (= /The Netherlands), &7 /
Xu Dong ( [ /China). E# A /Moderator: 335 ( A& /China)

y

% Registration

17

® 20:00-21:30 FJLX /Yan JiYou

BINEEEE

Our Writing Lives

Doina Rusti ( #3EIL /Romania), Helena von Zweigbergk (3%
H /Sweden) , R& /Wu Jun (& /China), BJ& / Dai Bin ( RE /
China). A /Moderator: FE/)\ik /Tang Xiaolin ( H[E /China)

'@ Watch Live

% Registration

November 24 Saturday

® 13:00-14:30 EJ/LX /Yan JiYou

A MER SERMtA

They Know Not What They Do

Jussi Valtonen ( %= /Finland). 3} A /Moderator: 378 ( F[E /
China)

¥ " Watch Live
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November 24 Saturday

® 14:00-15:30 “¥ih45/F /Enclave Bookshop

MW, #R, iBI2513E

Landscape, Place, Memory and Belonging

Mathilde Walter Clark ( 3% /Denmark), %< /Cai Dong ( FE /
China), £ /Pang Bei ( H[& /China), Pierre Mejlak ( 3 Efth /
Malta). £ A /Moderator: 5% /Bi Liang ( FR[E /China)

@% Watch Live

¢ 15:00-16:30 =JLX /Yan JiYou

FhsE, XEselfediz

History, Culture and the Creative Process

Wojciech Jagielski ( 7= /Poland), Diana Evans (Z[E /United
Kingdom) , & /WuJun (FE /China), 7 / Xie Hong ( R E
/China). £# A /Moderator: 213 /Wei Ya ( F[E /China)

%  Watch Live

Registration

19

» 16:00-17:30 /5 /Enclave Bookshop

ES S5 MR IR

Experimenting with Language and Style

Antonis Georgiou ( ZHE&HT /Cyprus), Doina Rusti ( Z S EL /
Romania), #££2£% / Du Lulu ( A& /China), 5k’/R /Zhang Er ( RE /
China). ZfA3 /Li Songzhang ( & /China)

'

Watch Live

Registration

» 17:00-18:30 =JLX /Yan JiYou

RARIE AT
Igniting the Creative Spark

Helena von Zweigbergk (%82 /Sweden) , #&HlIFA /Huang
Canran ( #[# /China), Mineke Schipper ( fii= /The Netherlands),
%% [ Yang Zhengguang ( FR[E /China). £#F A /Moderator: &
I\#% /Tang Xiaolin ( F[E /China)

) ) Watch Live

Registration
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SEEHIFIE

Event Descriptions / Guangzhou

HREXR

Event

Writers of the World

01

Venue | EJLX /Yan JiYou

Time | Nov 20, Tuesday, 19:00 - 20:30

Jussi Valtonen ( 5= /Finland), Pierre Mejlak ( 2 Efth /Malta), #)
47 / Sun Pin ( A[E /China), £ B /Wang Weilian ( FR[E /China). &
# A /Moderator: Bl /Xie Youshun ( #[E /China)

KHFEED, RE. FT=MS
HMMERF TS89 1E R
EREE. NEEZE R RE
MelfERE, M1 AESF
XEEYSHARENAE,
588 FZ /iR K Jussi
Valtonen, ZEM{EXR. KA
XFREE Pierre Mejlak,
EREERIMI R E KR/
RRERNIK. FETHE.
ESHRER. 2EHEINERF,

In this opening session,
leading writers from China,
Finland and Malta 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 are best-selling
novelist Jussi Valtonen from
Finland; Pierre Mejlak from
Malta, a winner European
Union Prize for Literature;
and from China, award-
winning writer Sun Pin, and
novelist, short story writer
and academic Wang Weilan.
In conversation with author
and literary academic Xie
Youshun.

Bz, MEE5ZAR

Event

Memories, Stories and Art

02

Venue | J5Ff /Fang Suo

Time | Nov 20, Tuesday, 19:00 - 20:30

Antonis Georgiou ( ZEHE8ET /Cyprus), Huang Lihai/ &1L# ( P E
/China), Mathilde Walter Clark ( 2 /Denmark), Wang Zhezhu/ E
#3% (E /China). £ A /Moderator: #F{73% /Huang Jingtao ( #

/China)

ERMAIEEEER RMALZ
BERARCER? XEREE
B, BABRNEFEER, X
MEAIEERPBRAETE? K
IEE5WIENEMBXXER
"/E. EBHREEHEXR Antonis
Georgiou, 3F A, B X R.
ERAXFZARBEHRILE,
T £ F R, 8 X K Mathilde
Walter Clark, RIERE/NER
FTHEK. THARHTEXLE
DA EREIRE.

How do writers take their own
life experiences, and what
they learn of the experiences
of others, and utilize aspects
of all that in the creation
of works of art? How do
these melded and meshed,

lived, borrow and imagined
experiences take on a life
of their own and become a
nascent entity? To discuss
their own processes and
writing experiences we will
be joined by European Union
Prize for Literature winner
Antonis Georgiou (Cyprus);
poet, essayist and Lu Xun
Literature and Arts Award
Winner Huang Lihai (China);
author and essayist Mathilde
Walter Clark (Denmark); and
short story writer and novelist
Wang Zhezhu (China). In
conversation with Huang
Jingtao, author and founder
of Canopy Culture and Future
Literature Studio.
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iR E: RRZEAR Event

How to Tell the Tale:

Exploring Multiple Avenues

03

Time | Nov 20, Tuesday, 19:00 - 20:30
Venue | WIE4IEIE /Shuter Life

FREIE /Chen Chongzheng ( H1[E /China), Mineke Schipper ( &= /
The Netherlands), £+8 / Wang Shiyue ( #7E /China), Wojciech
Jagielski (8= /Poland). £ A /Moderator: X/ /Liu Weiming

( #E /China)

WENHRRZATEA. XK
T REARXFTEAMTER
e WFHWEMS, AN
MENEEINRENEAE,
RRENUE, NFIRE:
INRR, XERERERRE,
FAMEHE BIXR DR
Mineke Schipper, /)it =K.
HiE. ZARETA, BZiEE.
£ R Wojciech Jagielski, &
MERE (BAEBHR) Xk
BITIEBESR. 1ERIXEBE,

A story can be told through
numerous art forms, a
multitude of genres and in
infinite nuanced manners.
The question of whose
perspective the story is told
from is also often pivotal,

as is the aspect to be given
the prominent focus. To talk
about how they approach
creative projects, and what
decisions they tend to
make in the process, we
will be joined by novelist
and literary journal editor
Chen Chongzheng (China);
author of academic books,
essays and novels Mineke
Schipper (The Netherlands);
novelist, editor and artist
Wang Shiyue (China), and
journalist, correspondent
and writer Wojciech Jagielski
(Poland). In conversation
with Liu Weiming, author and
director of the Literature and
Periodical Department of the
Southern Metropolis Daily.

ARZIBAETIE

Event

Deep, Dark and Human

04

Venue | EJLX /Yan JiYou

Time | Nov 21, Wednesday, 19:00 - 20:30

Jussi Valtonen ( 5= /Finland), Helena von Zweigbergk (37
Sweden), B%E /Sheng Hui (FF[E /China), X8/)\dF / Zheng Xiaolu (A
/China). £#¥ A /Moderator: $iAE/i /Xie Youshun ( f[E /China)

HEHIEITIEALIBREEF
MWEEHS, ENSERAER
T AEIRR. SIEFER. &
L. AIEXENNEHFHITS
RERENHANEZRE,
WE—MERMES, £IEFE,
KHERBEEENREXIER,
BE5EEEST=ZMFR. OEBF
% Jussi Valtonen, %5 #H g
E. FX. ®IFXK Helena von
Zweigbergk, FEER. ZA
FIEREBE, MER. XEH
ERBEDNF, EFARER.
XEXREHIT,

Attempting to capture and
critique the human condition
is an inherent part of writing,
just as writing is and of
itself a facet of the human

condition. Creating complex,
fallible, credible characters
who — warts and all — can
propel the narrative and
at the same time tell us
something about ourselves
and the world we inhabit is
a challenge for any writer.
To talk about character
building and other aspects
of the craft, will be Finnish
author and psychologist Jussi
Valtonen; Swedish journalist,
author and film critic Helena
von Zweigbergk; and from
China, writer and art critic
Sheng Hai; and author and
literary journal editor Zheng
Xiaolu. In conversation with
author and literary academic
Xie Youshun.
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SHTRE

Event

Fine-tuning the Craft

95

Venue | 75Ff /Fang Suo

Time | Nov 21, Wednesday, 19:00 - 20:30

Doina Rusti ( Z5EF /Romania), Pierre Mejlak ( 3 Efth /Malta),
R /Wei Wei ( & /China), 4351/ Zhu Wenying ( H[# /China).
F## A /Moderator: EEE# /Shen Xiayan ( F[E /China)

MAEHERELMRENXF?
WIS, FEREEER,
LA RZ? MMAEERE,
BEELE, EHETARE?
WREFLARAEELZHSA
ANHE? XHEHER: TERE
TémEl. /i3 Doina Rusti,
SEHM/MIR. BR/NIR&
BHER Pierre Mejlak, HE
INER. BRENMNIRBERHAE
S(fgo TRARBER. FEH
Ex )

How to create something that
feels truly original? What
makes a story fresh, vivid and
memorable? How to develop
strong characters and present
authentic dialogue that drive

the story? And, without
divulging too much in the
early pages, how can writers
most successfully invite the
reader to come along with
them on a literary journey? To
talk about their own writing
practices and observations,
we present screenwriter and
novelist Doina Rusti from
Romania; novelist, short story
writer and children’s author
Pierre Mejlak from Malta;
and from China, novelists
and short story writers Wei
Wei and Zhu Wenying. In
conversation with writer
and literary academic Shen
Xiayan.

EXZE&

Event

The Author's Way

%

Time | Nov 21, Wednesday, 19:00 - 20:30
Venue | WE4ESEIE /Shuter Life

Antonis Georgiou ( ZEBE&HT /Cyprus), Diana Evans (Z[E /United
Kingdom) , ttE /ShiBin ( F7E& /China), #\Mf /Sun Pin ( & /
China). E£#f A /Moderator: 28%& /Guo Shuang ( H[E /China)

EHRE., RE. REMDEL
ERBESE5x7ER, iTiet
MMEEAER, B A
MATEFRE X K FEH AR E B,
NS ES B, BRI
MRS R ERFRRMENZ
FHe AGEHRRE: EH
BETER. WA &WE. B
Antonis Georgiou, % [E
MR, BRE BT EEM
4i#9 Diana Evans, FEIFA.
FieREE, IAZRERA
Mo ERWARNMAKR. EEH
INRREBIR

Four writers from Cyprus,
Britain and China will join
this event to talk about how
they became writers, and to

discuss what encouraged
them to take the challenging
literary path, their typical
writing routines, the highs and
lows they have encountered
along the way, and how they
keep motivated and focused.
From Malta, we have Antonis
Georgiou, a Cypriot author,
poet, playwright and lawyer;
Diana Evans, a best-selling
British author of Nigerian and
English descent; and from
China, poet and critic Shi
Bin; and acclaimed author
from Jiangsu, Sun Pin. In
conversation with novelist
and non-fiction writer Guo
Shuang.
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BITHEMFA?

Event

What Do We Share?

OF

Venue | JLX /Yan JiYou

Time | Nov 25, Sunday, 13:00 - 14:30

Mineke Schipper (1= /The Netherlands). £ A /Moderator: #f

&35 /Hu Chuaniji ( F#[E /China)

BIMHAZHA? FRAAE, &
MNMEZ—HNASRE, ME
XFE@ME, BIMNEZEEMmIR
XA, WMREAEBIEREE
ME, XTFAMKENERK
BB, &XH5EDN, WEZFHERMHE
& Mineke Schnipper ¥ 5%
R i 2 Eam, F
il BITHZHA? tevE
mWERZEES, GiFFX,
£ OKRZERBRMZA: HA
BERNZE)Y R, il RE
BEEREB ANTAR Y SRR
B EEERATRHNXTH
M5 LM RIARED 2T
HiZE, W IEREEE (&
EYRES: HRAFHRE) M
WP (NESEARNAE) ,
Rt B E URL M S EE AR
B, HREMEEAXN RN
EFMER. Mineke 5L
REHTRAE S HITH R,

What do we share? As
humans we share the same
bodies, and in literature
we share some worldwide
fundamental genres, such

as origin myths and creation
stories, stories about
the end of humanity, and
proverbs. Today, join award-
winning Dutch author Mineke
Schipper as she draws from
her extensive research and
critically acclaimed books to
ask the question: what do
we share? Her books have
been translated all over the
world, including in China,
and include Never Marry a
Woman with Big Feet: Women
in Proverbs from Around the
World in which she argues
that proverbial messages
help us find out to what
extent we continue to follow
and swallow ideas about
masculinities and femininities
propagated by our ancestors,
or have come to look
differently at the world than
they did. Among her other
books are Naked or Covered:
A History of Dressing and
Undressing Around the World,

and her latest title A History
of Power and Powerlessness,
which considers how and
why the female body has
been desired, admired,

DHRIER

used and abused since time
immemorial. Mineke will be in
conversation with Hu Chuanji,
a professor from Sun Yat-Sen
University.

Event

The Writers Lies Within

08

Time | Nov 25, Sunday, 14:00 - 15:30
Venue | WE4EIEIE /Shuter Life

Diana Evans (Z&[# /United Kingdom) , Mathilde Walter Clark
(F3% /Denmark), £+ A / Wang Shiyue ( [E /China), #8/\IR /
Zheng Xiaogiong ( & /China). F#¥A /Moderator: EEE# /Shen

Xiayan ( #[E /China)

EMNOPEE—MUER, X#
WiEEEHE, EFRMNWME
KIBBREhHAIEFNA
B2 wWEEiE. EHRMAIER
EHXRW? &~175EE), FHI1VE
5mMEZER -]
BWNALR, AFEXER
R HRNER S5 H, EhE
®=: ®EEX Diana Evans,
Hah & {26a) Wi 13 #h
BEELHATEGYHE;, #Z
EZR Mathilde Walter Clark,
ESHIRT HIHENE, &
MMEEMZER;, ZARK.
ERREAXFEREBEET+AH,
XkBHdt, FRBFIERZEIEB
= ARXEREEH/NE,
TN HIIESER. F&
FR B e 3 1T X %o

It could be argued there is
a writer lurking within all of
us, but how to locate that
creative vein and tap into
it? How to coax, nurture and
cultivate that latent talent?
Today we are joined by
four prolific and celebrated
writers who will talk about
their own backgrounds, how
they entered the literary
realm, and what lessons
they have picked up on
their respective journeys so
far. On stage will be Diana
Evans from the UK, whose
debut novel 26a has been
translated into 13 languages
around the world; Mathilde

27
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Walter Clark who has already
published four successful
novels, two story collections
and numerous essays; artist,
writer and Lu Xun Literature
Prize-winner Wang Shiyue,
originally from Hubei, whose
writing has been translated

EE5XY

into several languages
around the world; and
People’s Literature Award-
winning poet, originally from
Sichuan, Zheng Xiaogiong.
In conversation with writer
and literary academic Shen
Xiayan.

Event

Language and Literature

09

Venue | EJLX /Yan JiYou

Time | Nov 25, Sunday, 15:00 - 16:30

Jussi Valtonen ( 5= /Finland), Doina Rusti ( ¥ 5B /Romania),
T EiBE /Wang Weilian ( F1[E /China), 2% /Wei Wei ( [ /China).
F#FA /Moderator: #8153 /Hu Chuanji (& /China)

XERB—MLIBEAEMEN
ZREEFRR. BAHEEHNE
i, XFEERBEXFR@E,
HEHERERE ENRIR,
wi7EDN, BEERS EZMIN&
MRENERNRBEERNSE, £F
WA B 1ER 5. 8518
ZF=ZER Jussi Valtonen, %
OEBIF{EXR Doina Rusti, FE
INRRERERPEEREN.
THEHARFEBHRES,

Literature is an art form
that uses language as its
raw material, and when
words and phrases are used
succinctly in literary works
they can acquire a weight

and meaning of their own
that transcends 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 elevate
their own language skills in
the works they produce. To
discuss will be Finnish author
Jussi Valtonen; Romanian
author Doina Rusti; and from
China short story writers and
novelists Wang Weilian and
Wei Wei. In conversation with
writer and literary academic
Hu Chuaniji.

BN AAEE

Event

Why We Write

10

Time | Nov 25, Sunday, 16:00 - 17:30
Venue | WE4SEIE /Shuter Life

Helena von Zweigbergk (%82 /Sweden) , Wojciech Jagielski ( %
= /Poland), £ /Shi Bin ( #E /China), #8/]\3F / Zheng Xiaolu ( &
/China). Z¥fA /Moderator: XJFZE /Liu Weiming ( F[E /China)

RHER, ARENPES M
EREIT I ENEIN S
FEil, BE—RIIWFMREME
FKRYLER AKX EH AR th
MR AERNEHSZH 2
A7 SENBIREMHA? £/
AERNE EHAKE? 55
ER. BRERREE. TER
HimEH /R K Helena von
Zweigbergk, Ft Xt F =
I EPHEZ/ER Wojciech
Jagieski, FEFA. FIER
HE, R XEHRBHNIF,
ESHH (FEAEHTIR) XKE
HIBER. ERNEE EH.

In this session, prominent
authors from Europe and
China will discuss their
motivations and reasons for
writing. The authors will bring
their different perspectives
to bear on the most crucial
gquestions for any author:

Why and when did they
decide to embark on a life
in literature? What do they
see as the goal and purpose
of their writing? And what
key issues do they face as
they develop as writers?
Joining the discussion will
be Helena von Zweigbergk,
who was an established
journalist and broadcaster
before she started to write
best-selling novels; Wojciech
Jagielski, who has written
books from several conflict
zones around the world;
and from China, poet and
critic Shi Bin; and Zheng
Xiaolu, a literary journal
editor and award-winning
author. In conversation with
Liu Weiming, author and
director of the Literature and
Periodical Department of the
Southern Metropolis Daily.
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Event

Global Voices, Local Stories

11

Venue | JLX /Yan JiYou

Time | Nov 25, Sunday, 17:00 - 18:30

Antonis Georgiou ( ZEBE&HT /Cyprus), BREIE /Chen Chongzheng
FR[E /China), Pierre Mejlak ( S Et /Malta), |[BE% / Jiu Haitang
FIE /China). £33 A /Moderator: &17% /Huang Jingtao ( hE /

China)

EHEE. PE. SEMNE
KB —RR T AN A& F A
WAMREGCESMLIRMEE,
RXLEHEBEER, XM
BEE, NARFISRNEX
M. APENER: EREER
FAL BIERF/NRR Antonis
Georgiou, X ¥ & & 4R 1.
NERERIE, SEMEB.
52 % R = A VI /E K Pierre
Mejlak, REERIBBEE.
HARHBXKEIN AL ER
‘mIRE,

Writers from Cyprus, China
and Malta 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 poet playwright and
novelist Antonis Georgiou
(Cyprus); editor of a literary
magazine and novelist Chen
Chongzheng (China); writer
of children’s books, short
stories and novels, Pierre
Mejlak (Malta); and award-
winning author Jiu Haitang
(China). In conversation with
Huang Jingtao, author and
founder of Canopy Culture
and Future Literature Studio.

SETNIFE mo

Event Descriptions / shenzhen
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Event

Empathy on the Page

01

Venue | EJLX /Yan JiYou

Time | Nov 23, Friday, 18:00 - 19:30

IB—3% / Deng Yiguang ( FR[E /China), Mathilde Walter Clark (
% /Denmark), Wojciech Jagielski ( ;&= /Poland), kX% / Zhu
Wenying ( F[E /China). £# A /Moderator: F#}] /Nan Xiang ( R E

/China)

HRBA@mAEIRD L, RELM
T T —FBERE R REX
FAMEEUFZEGSGER &
FHA, BARLERERTHAE
ERAEE “RIE" , #X
BRIECARBRLBFIFIEN R
Ro EXMIFIET, B IR
5 LA R AR e BE 71 A TR 4 AN
ERABNERINEEERY
EENAB. x7ED, KA
BETOMUFEZEL ENIER
FI TN S F, UK Ath]
Xt F Ean 902 5 A Fr b B9 4

In an increasingly polarized
world it seems empathy is
a resource that is in ever
scarcer supply. Readers
struggle to know who or what
to trust in this digital era with

SUREMESBEAELENE
F. BEEERE: WK, '®
FiF. BRHARNEEHEER;
Mathilde Walter Clark, fE
R, XK, ERZEFEMNE
ERFENBREFHET THK,
Wojciech Jagielski, ¥ = {E
R, RKEDRWEEFHR L
—LEETENARMKXET,
AXF, EBERMEKRERA,
E@WI zEiE. EFFHAERX
wFEE. REEREH.

media outlets across the
globe often accused of bias
or “fake news”, and social
media platforms commonly
becoming hotbeds of vitriol.
In this environment, the

31



32

book publishing world and
the fiction and non-fiction
writers who have the talent
to create texts at the more
nuanced, empathetic end
of the spectrum have an
increasingly vital role to
play. In this context, we
invite this evening four very
talented writers to discuss
their writing and how they
see it fitting in with the social
and geopolitical realities
we face. Deng Yiguang is
a critically acclaimed and
multi award-winning author

of Mongolian ethnicity;
Mathilde Walter Clark is an
author and essayist who had
a transatlantic upbringing
with a Danish mother and an
American father; Wojciech
Jagielski is a Polish writer
who has spent most of his
career in some of the worst
conflict zones on the planet;
and Zhu Wenying is a widely
translated author and curator
originally from Shanghai. In
conversation with literary
academic and award-winning
author Nan Xiang.

S{E: t1&RBIIERSIT Event

Writing: A Spotlight on

Society's Soul

02

Time | Nov 23, Friday, 19:00 - 20:30
Venue | k#1955 /Enclave Bookshop

FREI /Chen Zaijian ( HE /China), Diana Evans (ZE /United
Kingdom) , Mineke Schipper (7= /The Netherlands), #7s / Xu
Dong ( #E /China). ¥ A /Moderator: 338 / Zhang Hong ( HE

/China)

M SRR/, BIAE,
MEEHR, MEIXFERS
HAZREAZHNRLIT, £i7
EE, REEFFINIeMIN
Em, FOZMAIIRMBIIESR,
LREABBEHSELRHXD
FBH. 258 8. BR%RH
NRR. BR/NREXEBR,

ZEE X Diana Evans, fai=
B . 3EE M /id R Mineke
Schipper, FREER. XFH
TRERER. THARER.
RIEFREANKI,

Both in non-fiction, and in
fiction via the characters,
the storyline and the setting,
literature can often be seen
to be shining a vital spotlight
on dark corners of society
and illuminating pockets
of social darkness. In this
session, the invited writers
will discuss this in relation
to their own writing, and
also talk about some other
writers they have admired for

BINNEEEE

their capacity to truly bare
society's soul. Joining the
panel will be award-winning
novelist and short story writer
Chen Zaijian (China); British
author Diana Evans; Dutch
writer of fiction and non-
fiction, Mineke Schipper; and
award-winning author and
literary journal editor Xu Dong
(China). In conversation
with writer, editor and curator
Zhang Hong.

Event

Our Writing Lives

9%

Venue | EJLX /Yan JiYou

Time | Nov 23, Friday, 20:00 - 21:30

Doina Rusti ( 5 ET /Romania), Helena von Zweigbergk (i
# /Sweden) ,R#& /Wu Jun ( FE /China), #J& / Dai Bin ( RE /
China). A /Moderator: E/)\# /Tang Xiaolin ( H[E /China)

$K, BIIRLEMIEERE
XEZTENEERICMITINX
2Em, ARSEEENSH
Mg, EXFEZ2RLEBIHN
PEkg, SNAEHRET—NMEE,
DU R A1 33 v iR 18 $2 B fE R 4R
HHEN. ~HEE: T4
B Ir £ X Doina Rusti, kR

Today we welcome four
diverse literary talents to talk

T 10 ANEE DR, WMEER
Helen von Zwegbergk, Itk &l
E—UERBAR, FR771
NEERE, (FRIWIFEMERIE.
BIEMVBREES , BMNER
EXB. AXEEEIE; F
E#XR. MNiR&EH. FHF
ARIER. XEFILKE /Mo

about their own literary work,
how and why they got into
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a writing career, how they
choose their next literary
challenges, what challenges
they have encountered along
the way, and what advice
they would offer to aspiring
writers. To talk about their
writing lives, we welcome
Doina Rusti from Romania,
who has already published
10 successful novels; Helen
von Zwegbergk from Sweden,

ftbf 1R x0E B S EMMH 4

who was a well-known radio
broadcaster before embarking
on a literary career; and
Chinese author Wu Jun,
originally from Hebei, who
has had her work translated
into English, Russian and
minority languages in China;
and essayist and novelist
Dai Bin. In conversation with
writer and literary critic Tang
Xiaolin.

Event

They Know Not

What They Do

04

Venue | JLX /Yan JiYou

Time | Nov 24, Saturday, 13:00 - 14:30

Jussi Valtonen ( 3= /Finland). E£#F A /Moderator: #8 ( FE /

China)

Jussi Valtonen M 1EIES =
REWMEE, HESEYEE
A 10 MEREZR, RIEEH
H [ E PR AR A RR. /)
B, EEMA Joe Chayefski
ST EHRMUKRBOLE: BA
XEMRBEREFER, BT E
WHEF, BN 57TENL) L.
{8 YAy 3238 = B R sh ¥ A F
RIFEBNE B R, o
BITHARRZE T =EEH D
BEEHARER, Joe EEZF
=ZHiE Alina BEBIE, HEMH

FE)l, XKE=HEBEXREWL, I
EZ+ESET, JLF Samuel
KKBA, EBREZE, A
MIFERFE.

Jussi Valtonen @— I35 =1
R, DEFR, HEEEEF
SJHELNEE, FREEFEIH
EiRBl. NHERN, Jussi B
TS ERREXEDR, W0
REXR, BIEEZR, £&8
Vi Rp#HERNENEHR. £
BFARER. HE. KEAKSE,

Jussi Valtonen’s latest novel
was a bestseller in his native
Finland and has been sold
into 10 markets around the
world, including China, where
it will be soon be published
by China International
Radio Press (< 8 i1 & %0
BEHSEMMTA >/ EER
[~ #& H kR %t ). In the novel,
the key protagonist Joe
Chayefski has got what he
always wanted: a reputation
as one of America’s top
neuroscientists, a beautiful
wife and two perfect
daughters. But his carefully
created ideal is threatened
when his lab is targeted by
animal rights activists. The
attack is followed by a phone
call from Joe’s ex-wife in
Finland. Two decades have

=W, W=, 122513

passed since he abandoned
Alina and their young son,
Samuel, returning to America
to advance his career. Now
Samuel is somewhere in the
States, and Alina fears he is
looking for revenge.

Jussi Valtonen is a Finnish
author and psychologist. He
studied neuropsychology
in the United States and
film screenwriting in the
UK. Come and join Jussi as
he discusses his book and
some of the key themes in it
such as family relationships,
commercialisation of
everyday life, technology,
and beliefs and hype about
the brain. Jussi will be in
discussion with writer, editor
and curator Zhang Hong,

Event

Landscape, Place,

Memory and Belonging

05

Time | Nov 24, Saturday, 14:00 - 15:30
Venue | “¥#1F/E /Enclave Bookshop

Mathilde Walter Clark ( 4% /Denmark), % /Cai Dong ( FE /
China), FEM /Pang Bei ( #& /China), Pierre Mejlak ( B E s /
Malta). £#F A /Moderator: ££5 /Bi Liang ( # & /China)

AizpiEsh, MARHEERENIE
=W, e, BIZ5REE, X

LrxREMMNEFEIERNS
SEERN@EZET NS
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Eo  MNTIF IR IETE 45 E BT (B 40
AMEERFELETR, URX
LERTRRRAFETEERN,
MR AT ENEmRERME
BHXN, S5RE: #%E
RAOBRIER. /MK Mathilde

In this gathering four
leading writers will discuss
the extent that landscape,
place, memory and a sense
of belonging feed into their
creative psyches and grounds
their writing. They will talk
about how they might give
priority to certain elements at
particular times, and whether
they are introduced innately,
or are features they select
and mold to fit the mood

FBsE, X5elfEdiz

Walter Clark, #E M %= 1E
R, FEER, FEMBZER.
HEIEDN, SEMNRR. 12
B/NER Pierre Mejlako
ARER/NMIERES,

of the piece. To share their
thoughts will be short story
writer and novelist Mathilde
Walter Clark (Denmark);
prolific author and academic
Cai Dong (China); acclaimed
writer, screenwriter Pang
Bei (China); and novelist
and short story writer
Pierre Mejlak (Malta). In
conversation with short story
writer Bi Liang.

Event

History, Culture and the

Creative Process

06

Venue | EJLX /Yan JiYou

Time | Nov 24, Saturday, 15:00 - 16:30

Wojciech Jagielski ( 7= /Poland), Diana Evans (%[E /United
Kingdom) , =%& /WuJun (H[E /China), §i% / Xie Hong ( & /
China). £#f A /Moderator: 335 /Wei Ya ( 1[E /China)

mAkBKR=. ZE. FEH
ERERBEWLHEESXKE

IRt R P R IERIER,
BRRESER. MAELEE

EERNS—im, M%7
XEHEES XK ZNAEER
FETHEN. E58R: K
= Wojciech Jagielski, % &
EMEMEMER. MK, F
T, EMERRMX;, ZEM
#Z/\RZK Diana Evan, B
AR TMEENNEMS, 5

We invite prolific and
versatile authors from
Poland, the UK and China to
discuss today the role history
and culture plays in their
world view, in general, and
in their writing, in particular.
They will discuss historical
and cultural influences —
from the local to the far flung
— and how they might leave
an imprint on their work.
Wojciech Jagielski (Poland)
has written from conflict
zones in the Transcaucasus,

IBE SNSRI

RALNEERE, FRRIF
RUERIE. HIEMDHRIKES,
BMNEMBERERE. AXGESF
TR, KB FRB/NER, F
ANBR, (FRFEE, thEHA
é%%?ﬁﬁoiﬁkﬁﬁﬁ
B,

the Caucasus, Central Asia
and Africa; British novelist
Diana Evans is of Nigerian
and English descent; Author
Wu Jun, originally from
Hebei, has had her work
translated into English,
Russian and minority
languages in China; and Xie
Hong, from Guangdong, is a
widely published novelist and
poet who has lived in New
Zealand for several years. In
conversation with author Wei
Ya.

Event

Experimenting with

Language and Style

9%

Time | Nov 24, Saturday, 16:00 - 17:30
Venue | “k#1$/F /Enclave Bookshop

Antonis Georgiou ( Z8E8HT /Cyprus), Doina Rusti (T 5 BT /
Romania), #££g%£% / Du Lulu ( & /China), 5K’R /Zhang Er ( & /
China). =31 /Li Songzhang ( F[E /China)
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Pa 7 & 32 47 3T BY 7R R 39 38 fth
B9 e, UK fEEd %
BE. ®RALAKRNEKENE
EMEIAEERER. IS,
IERFIIE S FR, WITER
MRMBOLIBEER. BE58E:

Four critically acclaimed
writers will consider their
own writing and how they
experiment with language,
form and style to create
unique and compelling texts
for readers to immerse
themselves in. Additionally,
they will discuss other
innovative writers they have
read and admired over the

RIARIRATE

EHERETFA. BIER. Mif
& Antonis Georgiou, F5E
TER. 4l Doina Rusti, B
RHRNIFARLRE , XFER
ERIFAKR ERARHMX
R HAFNIE,

years. On stage, we will be
joined by poet, playwright
and novelist Antonis
Georgiou (Cyprus); author
and screenwriter Doina
Rusti (Romania); award-
winning poet Du Lulu (China);
and literary editor and
poet Zhang Er (China). In
conversation with prose poet
Li Songzhang.

Event

Igniting the Creative Spark

08

Venue | JLX /Yan JiYou

Time | Nov 24, Saturday, 17:00 - 18:30

Helena von Zweigbergk (¥%82 /Sweden) , &MIFA /Huang Canran
( #E /China), Mineke Schipper ( = /The Netherlands), %3¢ /
Yang Zhengguang ( F[E /China). £#f A /Moderator: E/\#4 /Tang

Xiaolin ( #[E# /China)

Ind, PE. F=NREX
RKidiethlvtem, SFEE,
RERIR, UNRMAIEFXIF
NEREMRELSSHRAR

EHNEm, 258558 HHAE
B R, /MREK Helena von
Zweigbergk; HERFA. #iF
K. FEREMA, F=Z#X

K. EWIEEM/NREK Mineke
Schipper, IR FER/NE K.
BFA. RBEIBEN. TEHAR
ER. XEIFIERE/NM,

Leading writers from Sweden,
China and the Netherlands
will discuss their work, their
writing lives, their sources

of inspiration from their own
country and beyond, and the
role they see literature and
screen adaptations playing
in the modern era around the
world. Participating in this
discussion will be broadcaster
and novelist Helena von

Zweigbergk (Sweden); poet,
translator and critic Huang
Canran (China); Mineke
Schipper (the Netherlands)
author of essays, novels
and non-fiction titles; and
critically acclaimed novelist,
poet and screen writer Yang
Zhengguang (China). In
conversation with writer and
literary critic Tang Xiaolin.
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== AL .
BRI A wones
Author Biographies

ERREER. F A BIE
&K Antonis Georgiou, %4 F
1969 &, BERMBFSERE,
BEXRBMANELES, BE
E—BRLEM, MEXFER
& Anef FURIBESR MG, B
& 58IET Theatre Diaries
X TFERERETXNEISERE S
ft B B 1 72 25 08 5% H % B A 3t
Xriz biE, R TIHE OF
BRRIRED , /Ni (BHEMBLEE)
M (HEE) , Hh (BFEKE)
RIR 2016 FRREXFR, WE
BT ZMES.

Antonis Georgiou, a Cypriot
author, poet and playwright,
was born in 1969. He studied
Law in Moscow and Theatre

Antonis Georgiou
Cyprus/ ZE#EEET

Studies and works as a
lawyer. He is a member of the
editorial board of the literary
magazine Anef and he was
involved with the composition
of Theatre Diaries (2001-2013)
on the history of the Cypriot
theater. His plays have been
widely staged in Cyprus and
the region, he has published
a poetry collection called
Full Moon Minus One, and
the books Sweet Bloody Life
and An Album of Stories. An
Album of Stories won the
2016 European Union Prize
for Literature and is being
translated into more than 10
languages.

K. B XK Mathilde
Walter Clark E K22+,
ABRNESBFEFTERE,
EE2R, EXEZRRIHAOR
E—fg, thEEVAEZTHES
AREMEEBAAKRE, BRZX
B, BEMETEM0. e
=8\ (Thorsten Madsen’ s
Ego) HhRTF 2004 &, It/EH
bR 7 N CE BRI ) (Cast)
RiERDMRE (ELYM 5B HKR
E) . BENNE (RER) ,
EHNR—NREZNBAXRER
BENMMRE, XFRE,
IHEREKEBNEE, iy
WEERBIEREX, ATRF
(lowa Review). {Absinthe).
{Chattanooga Review) .
{The Literary Review) .
{Asymptote)&EF|41,2006 &,
3K T Carlsberg EE£x “F
ERIM” R, BF, R/EZ
RESEAH=ZFFERE,

Mathilde Walter Clark is an
author and essayist who was
born and raised in Denmark
with her Danish mother,
but spent summers in St.
Louis with her American

Mathilde Walter Clark
Denmark/ #Z&

father. She has a Master’s in
Danish and Philosophy from
Roskilde University and New
York University. Her debut
novel Thorsten Madsen’s Ego
was published in 2004, and
she has since published the
novels Priapus, Cast, and
the short story collections
Disorder of Things and Grim
Stories. Her latest novel, Lone
Star, is about a father and
a daughter and everything
that separates them. It is
about family, belonging and
about overcoming enormous
distances. A number of her
stories have been translated
into English and appeared
in lowa Review, Absinthe,
Chattanooga Review, The
Literary Review, Asymptote
and other publications. In
2006, she was awarded
the Carlsberg Foundation
prize as “Discovery of the
Year”. The same year she
was awarded the Danish
Art Foundation’s prestigious
Three-Year Scholarship.
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REZTZHREENER. O
2 Jussi Valtonen, E7EE
EREIJHIFNEE, TREPE
EIBEERER., HRT =4
KBNhH, —FxERENMNLE,
—EKEZIEEW IR RWE
m (AT RF=ZR
BXEME - Finlandia 3, X
NRWIFERTFIES, B
BN, EX. BX. HEXK
F3Z, Jussi BEEAL,

Jussi Valtonen is an
author and psychologist
from Helsinki, Finland. He
studied neuropsychology in

q
2l

SEM{ER Pierre Mejlak &A
ABHBEREMIER /R
& (BEME) , K 2014 £
BNERE, WEHRR 13 MBS,
kR T —Zp/Nin, MR
INRERSZEER, (ERET
ZEE, FANKEABIE,
ETHRAEEMBEFEZ AR
2004 2, Pierre {X1E L FIBT,

Jussi Valtonen
Finland/ 3=

the United States and film
screenwriting in the UK. He
has published three novels,
a short story collection and
co-authored a book of non-
fiction. His latest novel, They
Know Not What They Do, was
awarded the Finlandia Prize,
the country’s highest-profile
literary award. Translation
rights for the novel have been
acquired for ten languages,
including English, French,
German, Vietnamese and
Chinese. He currently lives in
New York.

Pierre Mejlak
Malta/ D Eft

Pierre Mejlak is a Maltese
author, most known for his
collection of short stories
Having Said Goodnight.
The book earned him the
European Union Prize for
Literature in 2014 and has
since been translated into
13 languages. His works,

which include a novel, two
collections of short stories
and a number of books for
children, have been widely
translated, and have inspired

Mineke Schipper F £ # %
AR, X NHE, EFE
Rk, shBIVE SR CBIBR KR 2T A
HRIBEPZME) 3K 2005 F
RIEIEEM/NE Eureka &, X
BEREWERZEIES, ¥
FEAEE ARG M. LEsh, 4
B (RES5ZFR: HRRHED
Re#Htem (NASEHNE
THE) HREHUR, &S
HmEBER, BE FAKRER
MWHERER, A M4 H%
ERP, B, tHEET=
RMAFHRZAROLHIHAR
FE, INEEBEXUXEH
RHRE I,

Mineke Schipper is a multi
award-winning author of
academic books, essays and
novels. For her internationally
acclaimed non-fiction book
Never Marry a Woman with Big
Feet: Women in Proverbs from

a TV series, two short films
and a number of theatrical
performances. Pierre has
lived in Belgium since 2004.

Mineke Schipper
The Netherlands/ &=

Around the World she received
the Eureka Award in 2005 for
best non-fiction book. It has
been translated all over the
world and new translations
continue to appear. Among
her other books are Naked or
Covered: A History of Dressing
and Undressing Around the
World, and her latest title
Hills of Paradise. A History of
Power and Powerlessness,
which considers how and
why the female body has
been desired, admired,
used and abused since
time immemorial. Four
of her books have been
translated into Chinese.
She is a Research Scholar
at the Leiden University
Centre for the Arts in Society
and Emeritus Professor of
Intercultural Literary Studies
at the University of Leiden.
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Wojciech Jagielski  —& i
=igE, BHA, FR, A
REHA FRRBE RO X
mEE, flaiEsmE. &M
R, PLMIEMNE, EMNAE
FJ Tygodnik Powszechny 2z
fi, MEE=MEF Gazeta
Wyborcza T, fHIE@REIE
(FET{EM) (X F 7R BRARIKEY,
TENE EelRMXNE
), (ARE) (XFRET),
(AE) (XTEEHME) , (&
BEHE) (XRTEFREERE),
(ANRER) (X FREIFEMHIE
fRE ), & (EEIRE) (X
FEERTSHMIZE)

Wojciech Jagielski (born
1960) is a Polish journalist,
correspondent and writer
who has won acclaim for
his reports on journeys to
the world's worst trouble

DoinaRusti R ST RE
ENIERMERZ—, WE/NiR
EBELEFR, ARG M
" i3 4, Doina HAR T + &

Woijciech Jagielski
Poland/ &=

spots. He has reported
mainly from conflict zones
in the Transcaucasus, the
Caucasus, Central Asia and
Africa, and he worked for
the Polish Press Agency
and Gazeta Wyborcza before
joining the weekly Tygodnik
Powszechny. His books
include A Good Place To Die
(about his years travelling
through the Caucasus and
Transcaucasian regions
during the fall of the Soviet
Empire), Prayer for The Rain
(on Afghanistan), Towers Of
Stone (on Chechnya), The
Night Wanderers (about child
soldiers in Uganda), Burning
the Grass (on post-apartheid
South Africa), and East of The
West (on old hippies and war
correspondents).

Doina Rusti
Romania/ Z 5 EIL

Doina Rusti is among the
most important contemporary
Romanian writers and is
widely appreciated for the

N, 8 $E (The Phantom
in the Mill) (2008), {(The
Phanariot Manuscript)
(2015), {Lizoanca) (2009) ,
(Zogru) (2006) K (The
Book of Perilous Dishes)
(2017), XLEEFRBEZTEE,
WIERNZMIES, Doina BHI
FEZSRIMNEEHH M E
B, BR—RAKREHEFREE
IR ey ik http://
doinarusti.ro,

mMEEZMER BEETHE
Helena von Zweigbergk Bl
T 10 AN, BEERRKE
REXREBENEN. 5EY
HA, Helena LUEFE/NMNHEIR,
fB7F 2008 4, #EMEER (R
BAWLO) —2m, kK
TR, Eind, iR
BREREN, &XFW. W
B OB m) (2013) B
— BRI EN I AR YR o

Helena von Zweigbergk is a
well-known author and radio
host in Sweden. She has

epic force, originality and
erudition of her novels. Award
winning and translated into
many languages, she has
written ten novels, including
The Phantom in the Mill (2008),
The Phanariot Manuscript
(2015), Lizoanca (2009),
Zogru (2006), and The Book
of Perilous Dishes (2017).
Doina lives in Bucharest,
and is a university professor
and screenwriter. http://
doinarusti.ro

Helena von Zweigbergk
Sweden/ IHH

written ten novels, mostly
about close relationships
and families in crisis. She
started out as an author of
crime novels, but in 2008
she left the criminal genre
when she made her literary
breakthrough with the hugely
successful and praised novel
From the Mouth of the Volcano.
Now she has a big audience
in Sweden and garners good
reviews. Her latest novel,
The Heart Echoes (2013) is
her first novel translated into
English.
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HEEZR Diana Evans B H
FMIEMEELDS, MAGHE B
{26a) BB Orange- # 1F
REKREEES . deciBel £E
ER ¥, NE Whitebread &
TN, DIREEP/NRAE,
BHRENIOFTRELREL
R-EAEFREERELRSE,
B E Br IMPAC # 18 #h XX % 3
RiEZ B, F A&/ (The
Wonder) —&HhR, 82,
BBC dramatisation T EX &
HWRERBE MW, Diana EE2—
ZE5. 2&. TR, AER
WRRE, BRERTEHK
FEEFk, &—2a#HW,
ERESNITAREZERAUNETSF
ML, MrE=4/NE (&
BA) FEERZZARAERSR
FZAE, N\E 2019 £LEE.
T EARH /N RRIRIES B,
Diana 1¥ERH,

Diana Evans is a British
author of Nigerian and
English descent. Her
bestselling novel, 26a, won
the inaugural Orange Award
for New Writers and the

Diana Evans
the United Kingdom/ K&

British Book Awards deciBel
Writer of the Year prize. It
was also shortlisted for the
Whitbread First Novel, the
Guardian First Book, the
Commonwealth Best First
Book and the Times/South
Bank Show Breakthrough
awards, and longlisted for the
International IMPAC Dublin
Literary Award. Her second
novel, The Wonder, was also
published to critical acclaim
and is under option for BBC
television dramatisation. She
is a former dancer, and as
a journalist and critic has
written widely across the
national press. Currently
an associate lecturer at
Goldsmiths University, she
holds an MA in Creative
Writing from the University of
East Anglia. Her third novel,
Ordinary People, received
an Arts Council England
Grants for the Arts Award and
was longlisted for the 2019
Andrew Carnegie Medals for
Excellence in Fiction. She
lives in London.
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Guangzhou Writers
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Chen Chongzheng, born
in Chaozhou, Guangdong
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Huang Lihai

Chen Chongzheng

province in 1983, is a novelist
who has written several
books including the Art of
Folding, Body Separation of
Black Mirror, Half Step Village
Narrative and Fear Get Black
Wings. He is a member
of the Chinese Writers
Association, the deputy editor
of Huacheng magazine and
is also serving as a creative
instructor at Guangdong
University of Foreign Studies.

Huang Lihai was born in
the 70s in Xuwen county,
the southernmost tip of the
Chinese mainland. His poems
have been included in more
than one hundred anthologies
and he has published a
number of poetry collections,
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Jiu Haitang, whose real name
is Welling, was born in 1979.
Her work has appeared in

IBi8%

Jiu Haitang

including I Know Little about
Life, Feed Rainbows to the
Birds and Who Can Outrun
Lightning. He has written
essays and critiques on art,
dance, film, and poetry. In
1999, he founded Poetry and
People journal and in 2005
established the Poetry and
People International Poetry
Award. He has won a number
of prizes, including the 8th
Lu Xun Literature and Arts
Award, Phoenix TV’s Annual
Artist Award, the Lebanon
International Literary Award
and the first Hai Zi Poetry
Award. He is currently the
editor of China and Western
Poetry Magazine.

Harvest, People's Literature and
October, and was selected
in the "Harvest Literature
Rankings" novella list. She
was awarded the Guangdong
Youth Literature Award,
the Guangdong Provincial
Literature Short Story Award,
and the 6th West Lake
China New Literature Award.
She has published story
collections Meeting Mr. Mu and
Returning to Xiangsi.

23
Sheng Hui
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Sheng Hui, a writer and an
art critic, was born in Yixing,

HE
Shi Bin
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Jiangsu province in 1978. His
main works include the novel
Bai Mang, the story collection
Moonlight in the Water Tank and
the essay collection A Wind
in the Past. His writing has
appeared in October, People’s
Literature and other major
publications, and some of his
works have been translated
into English, Russian,
Japanese, Hungarian and
Mongolian. He is the vice
chair of the Foshan Writers
Association.

Shi Bin is a native of
Chaozhou, Guangdong. He
is a member of the Chinese
Writers Association, deputy
director of the Guangdong
Poetry Creation Committee,
deputy director of the Poetry
Essay Committee of the
Chinese Literature and
Art Review Base of Jinan
University, and president
of the Dongdangzi Poetry
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Promotion Association. He is currently working for the College
of Literature of the Guangdong Writers Association. He is the
author of The Logger, The World of Dreams and Its Notifications,
The Silence of the Sea, The Scale of Criticism and many other

L/ (CNRKRB L) , 58
RAORE (EZITH) (L=Rh)
(FFHERBIA) (FEMBFE) (A
) (KBNE) (KD,

Writers Association and
deputy editor-in-chief of
Works magazine. His key
works include the novels

works.
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Sun Pin
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Sun Pin was born in 1983
and is a professional writer
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with the Jiangsu Writing
Association. Her novels
include Pictures from the Pine
Forest Banquet, Pain and Salt.
She has featured in the Best
Chinese Novels of the Year
in 2013, 2016 and 2017, she
has won the Novel Monthly
Report Award, the Hua
Cheng Literary Award and the
Zijin Literary Award, among
others.

‘ Wang Shiyue

Wang Shiyue, a novelist,
editor and artist, was born
in Hubei province in 1972
and lives in Guangzhou. He
is a member of the Chinese
Writers Association, vice
chairman of the Guangdong

BMXEARS5FHMGE) , &
FHBREANXFE (2011 F),
(ARNZEY REEPRRE/NMIE,
RFAK TOP20 HEEE R,
BoERERE. H#. . =
EXF, BAEmERREE BT .
EhEMACBEREHZR
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Irritableness, Zone 31, None,
Rice Island, People who
Collect Footprints and Living
Things; the science fiction
work If the End of the Day
is Indefinite; the short story
collections National Order,
Requiem, Our Sin; and the
essay collection Father
and Son’s War. He won the 5th Lu Xun Literature Award, the
People’s Literature Award, the Annual Novella Award, the
Future Top 20 Award, among others. His writing has been
translated into English, Russian, Spanish, Italian and other
languages and some of his works have been adapted into

movies. As an artist, he has featured in several exhibitions
and he has had a solo exhibition of his work.
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Wang Weilian

Wang Weilian, born in 1982,
graduated from Sun Yat-sen
University with a Ph.D. in
Modern and Contemporary
Chinese Literature and he
is a member of the Chinese
Writers Association. His work
has appeared in Harvest,
October, Writer and other
prestigious journals and
have appeared in several
anthologies. He is the author
of the novel The Rescued, and
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a number of story collections
including Inside Face, lllegal
Stay, Listening to the Sound of
Salt Growing and Life Lessons.
He teaches creative writing at
the Guangdong University of

Foreign Studies. His awards to date include the Zijin People's
Literature Star Award, the Literature Port Chujiwang Literature
Award, the October Literature Award, the Huacheng Literature
Award, and the Guangdong Lu Xun Literature Award.

THEK, PEFRDEIERE,
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2015 FHARKR/N R (KA)
2017 F H AR KR /N iR (I8
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EHIx

Wang Zhezhu

Wang Zhezhu is from
Guangzhou and is a member
of the Chinese Writers
Association. Her short stories
and novellas have appeared
in many leading journals and
been widely anthologized,
including in the 2012 Chinese
Best Novella Selection.
Her novels include Laozhai,
Glazed Summer, and Long
River, which won the 2016
Dali Cup, and The Train that
Stopped, which won the China
Bookworm Literary Award.

Wei Wei
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Wei Wei was born in 1970
and is a critically acclaimed
novelist. Her works have
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Xie Youshun

featured in the Best Chinese
Novels of the Year on seven
occasions. She won the 3rd
Lu Xun Literature Award, the
China Fiction Society Award,
the Zhuang Zhongwen
Literature Award, the Chinese
Literature Media Award,
the Annual Novelist Award,
and the Feng Mu Literature
Award, among others. Her
work has been translated into
several languages including
English, French, Japanese,
Korean, Italian, Russian,
Polish, Greek, Spanish and
Serbian. She currently works
for the Guangdong Writers
Association.

Xie Youshun is a Professor
and Ph.D with the Chinese
Department of Sun Yat-Sen
University. He is also the
vice president of the Chinese
Novel Society and the vice
chairman of the Guangdong
Writers Association. He has
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MEANA F, HIRA (AN
WR) (XFEREFENIE)
EFEZFTLE. BRIEUXF

received several academic
accolades including being
selected as a young Yangtze

R, EEXXNFERERI. Scholar by the Ministry of
Education, appointed as one
of the Excellent Talents in the
New Century, a Famous Cultural Talent, a special professor of
Pearl River Scholars in Guangdong Province, and a Leading
Cultural Talent in Guangdong Province. He has published
more than a dozen books such as Becoming a Novelist and
Literature and Its Creation. Awards for his writing include

the Feng Mu Literature Award and the Zhuang Zhongwen

Literature Award.

b e

ABRA, ERZFB/NIR, 1986 F i
AR, EH/\Hs (1921
FMEE) (DILAE) (WE)
(BISHVRL) FZH, KiE (A
M) (BIEREHIA). BIR(E
BXE) EER. HMEETEX
FR, BERNFR. R A
RXZFZERR/NER. (F
RANRET)) RFRBNRR.
MENZRESHRI, 8o
Em@ER R, B, #RiE
ARMERARBEXUEARAL,
PEARAFERBEESHSF
mt, (RE) mEidkmiE.

Zheng Xiaolu (originally
Zhang Peng), was born
in Hunan in 1986. He has

i Zheng Xiaolu

written many novels such
as The Nursery Rhymes of
1921, The Ant King and The
Winter of Riding the Goose.
He has won several awards
for his writing including the
Shanghai Literature Award,
the Hunan Youth Literature
Award, the Mao Zedong
Literature Award, ZijinePeople
Literary Star Short Story
Award, Top Story Selection
Excellent Novella Award and
the Nanhai Literature Award.
Some of his works have
been translated into English,
Japanese and Czech. He is
the editor of The End of the
World literary magazine.
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Zheng Xiaogiong was born
in Nanchong in Sichuan in
1980 and she moved to the
south of China in 2001. Her
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Zheng Xiaogiong

works have appeared widely
in prestigious journals such
as People’s Literature, Poetry
and Independence. She has
published several poetry
collections including Women’s
Works and Huang Maling and
her work has appeared in
numerous anthologies. Her
awards include the People’s
Literature Award and the
Zhuangzhong Literature
Award, and her works have
been translated into English,
French, Japanese, Korean,
Spanish and Turkish among
other languages.

& ZhuWenying

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,
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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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Guo Shuang, born in Guizhou
in 1984, graduated from
the Chinese Department
of Xiamen University and
worked in the Southern
Metropolis Daily. Her novels

and non-fiction works have
been published in such
publications as Harvest,
Contemporary, Writer and
Shanghai Literature, and were
anthologised by Fiction
Monthly, Sinan Literature
Selection and Changjiang
Literature, among others.
She was awarded the
Robert Bosch Foundation
“Unbounded Walker” Creation
Scholarship (2015), the 7th
Chinese World Film Novel
Award (2017), and the 2nd
Mountain Flower Biennial
Award Newcomer Award
(2018). Her story collection
Getting into the Flame at Noon
and her non-fiction title / am
Willing to Learn to Tremble are
forthcoming.
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Hu Chuanji is professor
and PhD with the Chinese
Department of Sun Yat-
Sen University and her
main academic interest is
on the history of Chinese
literary thought and modern
academic history. Her books
include Chinese Cultural
Thoughts (2018), Red House
Four Theories (2017), Legend
of Literature (2017), The
End of Liberal Literary Ildeals
(2012) and Love and Crime in
Chinese Novels (2011). She
has published more than 70
academic papers and has
published literary and cultural
commentary widely in leading
Chinese newspapers.

Huang Jingtao

Huang Jingtao is a novelist,
founder of Canopy Culture
and Future Literature Studio,
and chief content officer of
Southern Elite Media. He
previously worked for the
Southern Weekend Newspaper

Mg, BEEENRE (BEE5E
k)« KRR (5liEm L) Fo
BR 2010 FEARXER,

and was deputy editor of the
Famous Brand magazine. His
stories have appeared in
publications such as People's

Literature, Flower City and Writer. His published work includes
the story collection Flowers and Tongues and the novel Pull-ups.
He won the 2010 People's Literature Award.
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Liu Weiming is director of
the Literature and Periodical
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Liu Weiming

Shen Xiayan

Department of the Southern
Metropolis Daily, and final
jury member and secretary
General of the Chinese
Literature and Media Awards.
He has published stories and
essays widely and his books
include Let's Have a Good Look
at History and Ask for Learning.

Shen Xiayan holds a
doctorate in Literature and is
currently a professor at Jinan
University’s College of Liberal
Arts engaged in contemporary
Chinese literary criticism and
cultural studies. Her titles
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include Consumer, Memory and
Narrative and Second Reality,
and she has published more
than sixty academic papers
to date. She has previously
worked with Flower City

magazine, the Chinese college of Guangdong’s University of
Foreign Studies, and served as vice-chair of the Guangdong
Provincial Literary Critics Association. She was the seventh
visiting researcher of the China Modern Literature Museum,
and the first Guangdong provincially signed literary critic.
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Shenzhen Writers
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Chen Zaijian — born in 1982
in Lufeng, Guangdong, is a
member of the China Writers
Association and a writer of

Chen Zaijian

the Guangdong Academy
of Arts. His works have
been published in People's
Literature, Contemporary,
October, Zhongshan, etc, and
have been often selected by
Fiction Selection, Fiction Monthly
and Xinhua Digest. He has
published the novel Six Songs
and the story collections A
Bird's Feet, People who Like to
Wipe their Face, You Don't Know
Where to Turn, Green Fish and
Protection. His awards include
the seventh Fiction Selection,
the 2015 Newcomer Award,
the Guangdong Short Story
Award, and the Shenzhen
Youth Literature Award.
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Cai Dong was born in
Shandong and is now living
in Shenzhen. She holds a
master’s degree in literature
and is currently teaching
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at Shenzhen Vocational
and Technical College, and
is concurrently serving as
vice-chair of the Shenzhen
Writers Association. Her
work has appeared widely in
publications such as People's
Literature, Contemporary, End
of the World, Harvest, October,
Guangming Daily, Chinese
Writer etc. Some of her
work has been translated
overseas, and she won the
Most Promising Newcomer
Award in the Chinese
Literature Media Awards,
October Literature Award,
among other prizes. In recent
years she has focused on
the creation of short stories
and considers it to be "a new
force of literature that can
really be expected."

Dai Bin was born in Pingjing
in Hunan in 1968 and is
now a writer and a member
of the Chinese People’s
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Consultative Political
Conference of Bao’an in
Shenzhen. His works have
appeared widely in literary
publications such as People's
Literature, Everyone, Jiangnan,
Great Wall and Novel Circle.
His published fiction works
include Open the Dictionary, |
Look so Easy, am | Easy, Men’s
Rivers and Lakes, Women’s
Rivers and Lakes; and the
essay collection On the Tip of
the Tongue of Homesickness.
He has won the third
SAR Literature Award,
the Shenzhen Literature
Award, and the Long

Reportage Award of the National Industrial Workers Literature
Competition, among other prizes. In 2012, he was named
one of the “50 outstanding figures in the 20th anniversary of

Bao’an District”.
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Deng Yiguang

Deng Yiguang, of Mongolian
ethnicity, was born in 1956
and now lives in Shenzhen.
He has published 10 novels
and more than 20 shorter
stories. His novels | am the
Sun and | am my God, as well
as several stories, have been
translated overseas into
English, French, German,
Russian, Japanese and
Korean. He won the first Lu
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Xun Literature Award, the first
Feng Mu Literature Award,
the first Lin Jizhen short story
outstanding writer award, the

first Rou Shi Literature Award, the 2nd National Book Award,
the 3rd People's Literature Award and the 3rd Yu Dafu Novel
Award, among other literary awards.
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Du Lulu, originally from Hefei
in Anhui, began writing poetry
in 2004. Her collections
include Approximate, Adventure

Island, She Didn't Meet the
Brown Horse and Let's Talk
about the Suitable Flame. She
has won the Pearl River
International Poetry Festival
Young Poet Award, the
October Poetry Award, and
the Modern Chinese Biennial
Top Ten award, amongst
others. She has also been
actively involved in public
welfare projects providing
books for underprivileged
rural children. Du Lulu is
now working and living in
Guangzhou.
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Huang Canran is a poet,
translator and critic who was
born in 1963 in Quanzhou,
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Pang Bei
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Fujian, and now lives in
Shenzhen in Dongbei Village.
From 1990 to 2014 he
was the international news
translator for Hong Kong'’s
Ta Kung Pao newspaper. In
2011, he won the Chinese
Poetry Media Awards Annual
Poet Award, and this year he
won the One Year's Gratitude
Award as part of the One-
Way Street Literature Award.
His recent translations have
included works by Joseph
Brodsky, Seamus Heaney,
Abbas Kiarostami and Bertolt
Brecht.

Pang Bei is an author,
playwright, screenwriter
who was born in Qingdao,
Shandong, in 1966. He
graduated from the Foreign
Languages School of the
People's Liberation Army in
1985 with a degree in English
Literature, after which he
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the Guangdong Institute of
Literature. His novels include
The Endless Collection, which
was a finalist in the 9th Mao
Dun Literature Awards and
won the Top 10 Chinese

Literature Overseas award,
the Chinese Writers award,
the Jianmenguan Literature Award, Asia Weekly Global Top
Ten Chinese Novel award, and the Tencent Culture Annual
Chinese Good Book Award. His stage play Mr Zhuang was
listed among China’s Small Theater Drama Annual Box Office
TOP10, and it won the 10th Cross-Straits Chinese Drama
Festival Award, while his screenplay Shanghai King won best
original screenplay at the Best Venture Capital Screen Award

RIS )o

at the 44th Taiwan Golden Horse Film Festival.
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Nan Xiang is a professor
at the School of Literature
at Shenzhen University.
He is the author of 10
novels including Southern
Love, Woman's Sunflower,
Rebellion and Flying and Green
Leather Car. He has won the
Zhuangzhong Literature
Award, the 7th Lu Xun
Literature Award, the 10th
Shanghai Literature Award,

2013 £, 2015 %1 2017 & “rh
E/NREHTIE”

the 6th and 7th Lu Xun
Short Story Nomination
Award, among other

awards. Several of his short stories were listed in the annual
Chinese Fiction Rankings in 2012, 2013, 2015 and 2017.
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Wu Jun, a native of Po
Town in Hebei now living in
Shenzhen, writes stories and
novels that are obsessed
with the Shenzhen narrative.

Her stories have appeared
in journals such as People's
Literature, October and Beijing
Literature, and have appeared
in many anthologies. Her
main titles include We Are
Not Human, Dear Shenzhen
and Queen's Road, and she
has written widely for TV
and film. Some of her works
have been translated into
English, Russian and minority
languages in China. She
twice won the First Chinese
Novel award, and her other
awards include the 15th
Fiction Awards, the Beijing
Literature Award, the Urban
Literature Biennial Award,
and the Guangdong Lu Xun
Literature Award.
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Xie Hong is a novelist
and poet. He was born
in Canton and graduated
from East China Normal
University with an economics
degree in Shanghai, before
spending a long time in New
Zealand where he studied
in the English department
of the Waikato Institute of
Technology. He began writing
poetry in 1985, but turned
his attention to fiction in
1993. He has authored 15
books and his short stories
have appeared in English
magazines World Literature
Today, Pathlight and Renditions.
His first English novel Mao's
Town had been published
in April 2018. He lives in
Shenzhen.
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Xu Dong

W&, B, 1975 FEHEFUR
;I WERI. BHRIRFE
FEIMSERE, RINKFHRRE
B, B8AXFERR 27T BIEREIE
. B (FEXF) (K
BARIET) T, MER (T
IXZFAT) . FEFHER,
—HER. ZRANFH (iR
EFHY ChRAIR) (PEX
FREF ) (I Z « /N (T
BUNGET)) FEE, HHEN
FEEE, HRBNIER (KX
BeZGY (- HR) (Kt
E@EdpkE) (FEE) (B
SHAER) (BTMEEHA
B LE®), KR/MR(ERIE) (F
i) (R (IBESEIZ)
F, BRIWRRERRB/NRE.
FEBARNEEXFER, IR
EETEEAXERSE. B2
EmRBIEN BTN

Xu Dong was born in
Yucheng, Shandong Province
in 1975 and now lives in
Shenzhen. He studied at
Shaanxi Normal University,
did a postgraduate class at
Shenzhen University, and

a high-level class of 27
writers at Lu Xun College
of Literature. He previously
worked for Youth Literature and
Selected Novels and is now
the editor of Working Literature
Weekly. He is a member of the
Chinese Writers Association
and his works have appeared
in Fiction Selection, Fiction
Monthly, Chinese Literature
Selection, Changjiang Literature
and Art, among others, and
have entered the annual
national selection. His story
collections include The
Distance of Ouzhu, Tibet * World,
Trains Passed on the Earth,
New Life, Imagined Tibet, and
the novels Change Tiger, We,
Ode to Joy and Old Love and
Memories. He was awarded
the Best Short Story Award by
Sina, the 5th Shenzhen Youth
Literature Award, and the
10th Lu Xun Literature Award
of Guangdong Province.
Some of the works have been
translated overseas.
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Yang Zhengguang was
born in 1957 in Shaanxi
province and graduated
from the Department of
Chinese Studies of Shandong
University in 1982. He is a
critically acclaimed novelist,
poet and screen writer. His

Yang Zhengguang

books include the titles
The Voice of the Earth, Bird
from the South, Old Dan is
a Tree, Black Scenery, The
Coffin Shop, The More I Live
the More | Understand, and [t
Started with Two Eggs. He has
written the script for several
major movies including The
Swordsman in Double-Flag
Town and An Innocent Babbler,
and for TV he has written
several series including
Heroes of the Marshes, and
was the executive director of
Years of Burning Passions. He
is currently a professional
writer with the Shenzhen
Federation of Literary and
Art Circles (SFLAC), and the
vice-chairman of Shenzhen
Writers Association and
Shenzhen Film and TV Artist
Association.
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Zhang Er is a poet and
founder of Enclave bookshop,
gallery and events space in
Shenzhen. He has published
several poetry collections
and his work has been
translated into English,
French and Swedish, and
he has participated in poetry
festivals in France and
Sweden, among others. In
2018 he was awarded the
Chinese Poetry Writing Award
by the Henry Rus Foundation
in the US and he was poet-
in-residence at the Vermont
Creative Centre. As a poetry
editor, he was awarded the
Poetry East West editorial
award.
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Bi Liang, born in 1981, is
from Anxiang County, Hunan
Province, and now lives in
Shenzhen. He has published
short stories widely, and his

works have been selected
for annual anthologies. The
short story collection In
Shenzhen was selected into
the 21st Century Literature
Star Series, The City on
the Map was selected in
Shenzhen's New Novels. He
is a member of the Chinese
Writers Association and was
a member of the class of the
7th Senior Seminar of Lu
Xun College of Literature.
He won the 2008 Changjiang
Literature and Art Literature
Award, the 10th (2010) Works
Literature Award and the 10th
Ding Ling Literature Award,
among other prizes. Some of
his works have been adapted
into films.
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Li Songzhang graduated from
the Heilongjiang Provincial
Art School in 1984 and is
a member of the Chinese
Writers Association. He has
been writing since 1981 and

Li Songzhang

has published several prose
poetry collections including
Cold Stone, The Core of Fables,
Angry Butterfly and Meeting in
Time. His story collections
include On the Shadow.
His work has appeared in
Poetry, Poetry Selection, Youth
Literature, China Time, Flower
City, and other domestic and
foreign publications. His
work has featured in several
collections and anthologies
including 70 Years of Prose
Poems, Selected 100 Prose
Poems, Appreciation of Chinese
and Foreign Prose Poems and
60 Years of Prose Poems. The
Angry Butterfly was published
in Taiwan in 2001, while
some of his works have been
translated into Russian,
Japanese, Serbian, and
English. He has won the 4th
Shenzhen Youth Literature
Award, the Tianma Prose
Poem Award, and the 2018
China-Prose Poetry Award.
He is currently living in
Shenzhen.
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Tang Xiaolin

Tang Xiaolin was born in
Yibin City, Sichuan Province
in 1959. He has published
several collections of literary
criticism and his work has
appeared in many journals
including Contemporary Literary
World, Southern Literary World
and Chinese Modern Literature
Research Series. His essays
were selected in the annual
China Essay Rankings in
2014 and 2017, among many
other selections. In 2012, he
won the Journal of Literature
and New Criticism’s Newcomer
Award, and in 2015 he was
awarded the “Important
Author Award” for the 30th
anniversary of the publication
of Literary Free Talk.

Wei Ya, formerly known as
Xiao Yongliang, is a native
of Hunan, and now lives in
Shenzhen. He has published
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a story collection and more
than one million characters
in literary journals such as
People's Literature, Flower City
and Chinese Writers. Some of
his works have been reprinted
by the magazine Fiction and
Fiction Monthly. The short
story The Sound of Heaven

won the second Moutai Cup and Fiction Selection annual
literature award. His novellas have won the 6th Shenzhen
Youth Literature Award and Chu Jiwang Literature Award.
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Zhang Hong

Zhang Hong is a writer, editor
and curator who has more
than 10 years of experience
in organising literary events.
She has published the essay
collections A Polyphony on
the Fingertips, Background
of Shambhala, Yes, | am a
Witch and Every Face is a
Book; a biography of Gao
Jianfu; and literary criticism
such as Editor's Notes and
The Mark on the Earth - Fifty
Homes of Chinese Strength.
She is currently the deputy
director and deputy editor of
Guangzhou Literature and Art
Newspaper.
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Antonis Georgiou
Cyprus

people come,
people go [--]

When his wife passed away,
one of my grandmother’s
brothers, Spyris, was left
alone and his children
arranged for a housekeeper
to come from Thailand to
look after him; it seems that
the two of them got along
well, not just well but very
well! Spyris was a handsome
man in his youth and he was
still hale and hearty and

one day he announced that
he would marry the girl and
then everyone was on his
case, especially his youngest
daughter who adored him
and for whom he had a soft
spot, ‘what will people say’
and ‘she wants to get your
money’; what money? what
property? what little he had,
he had already shared it
between his children; he lived
on his pension; he wouldn’t
hear a thing and was getting
ready for the wedding; one
day, however, when his
daughter blew up at him,
‘you’ve gone completely mad,
you’ve made us a laughing
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stock, can’t you even think of
your grandchildren who are
ashamed to show their faces
in the village?’ he made up
his mind and left for Thailand
where he got married and
lived for a long time without
ever coming back, so as

not to bother anyone, not
have anyone feel ashamed
of him; he died there; then,
his wife called his children

to ask if they wanted her

to send the body back to
Cyprus, otherwise she would
cremate him there as was
their custom, they told her to
cremate him, | don’t know if
it was out of spite, bitterness
or jealousy or if they just

felt that he now belonged to
his new country and to that
woman who stood by him
until the end and who was on
his side and shut his eyes, in
any case, he was cremated
and his ashes are floating
somewhere in Thailand; only
grandma never accepted this
and she still remembers her
brother every once in a while

‘but burn him? burn my
brother?’

‘all these, burials and
stuff, are fabrications of the
priests; even Marx said so,
‘the opium of the people”

‘don’t talk like that
Costaki, we should have
brought him back or at least

they should have buried him,
not burn him; burn him? burn
my poor brother? do they
ever hold a Trisagion for him
at that place where he is, or
even a memorial service?’

‘you do grandma, you
remember him, isn’t it the
same?’

‘ves, but at that place
where he died, nobody does!
and you my babies, will you
sometimes hold memorial
services for me when | die?
will you ever remember me?’

‘will you remember me
when | die?’ | remember
my grandmother, Maroullou,
saying this to me once; she
raised me; up to the age
of ten | lived in her house;
every day after school | went
to grandma’s, my dad, my
mom used to work till late,
| even had my own room at
grandma’s and slept there
sometimes and after grandpa
died | stayed with her almost
every night until a few years
later she followed him; one
night, she turned around and
said to me ‘will you remember
me sonny when | die? will
you remember me at all,
Constantino?’ ‘don’t talk
like that grandma, don’t talk
like that, you are not going
to die’ | said and started to
cry, ‘don’t cry kiddo, this is
the will of God, we are all

going to die one day, but you
should remember me’, the
more | listened to her the
more | cried, | was wailing,

| couldn’t stop, | was beside
myself, she completely lost it
before she was able to calm
me down, ‘ok, ok, | won’t die’
she said ‘hush, hush, don’t
cry, | told you, | promise | will
never die!’, | took her promise
to heart and went to sleep ‘I
won’t die!’ she said, | was a
young boy, | believed her.

an album
of stories

His brother was promised

a year after grandma died,
early 2010; they took flowers,
candy, a ring and went to

the bride’s house, him, his
mother, his sister, his cousin
and the groom of course; it
was somewhat awkward in
the beginning but the in-laws
made them feel welcome;
they left late, at midnight, not
everyone, his brother stayed
there, as was the custom,

he would stay at his future
in-laws house with his wife
until they could have their
own house; strange custom,
he would never follow it
himself, even though he
knows that he will never have
to decide about something
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like that; in a few months’
time they would normally
have the engagement,

then the wedding, then

the christenings, isn’t this

‘a man’s destiny’ just like
grandma used to say?
happy times but also a lot
of running about and a lot
of photos too, a lot of new
photos; this was probably his
mum’s idea; he found her
one day in the living room
perplexed and examining a
box, ‘come help me’, ‘what
is this?’ he asked her, it was
a digital photo frame DPF
7901, 7" and a new design,
no less; she told him that
she went to buy new albums
to sort out the old ones, to
put in some scattered photos
she had here and there but
mostly to ‘keep’ them if we
need them ‘especially now
with the wedding’ and the
saleswoman, a nice young
lady, told her to ‘forget’
about albums, now there
are computers, CDs, or if
she wanted there are these
electronic photo frames

‘did you know that you can
even put a hundred photos
in them, not just a hundred
but many more’, she tried to
explain to him that ‘they will
change on their own, | mean,
one will be on display and
then the other one will come
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on top’ she did not seem to
understand exactly what she
was saying but she seemed
excited at the prospect of the
photos alternating! in any
case, she needed his help,
‘she also told me that if |
want | can put in old photos,
but you have to do something
with them first on your
computer...’, ‘they have to be
scanned’, ‘yes, that’s what
she said! well, there’s nothing
you don’t know! | will need
your help and | want you to
put both the old and the new
photos together, | want them
all together, jumbled like we
have them in our albums!

one day | gathered all
the albums my mom kept in
the closet, old albums, the
big ones with the hardcovers,
some multi-coloured and
flower-patterned, others
with pictures of Cyprus
landscapes or with couples
in each other’s arms, | also
took some smaller ones that
they used to give us for free
with ‘every film development’,
this was then, now very few
people print their photos,
they are left on CDs or
computers and we forget
them there, while those
albums you opened them
and mixed up images would
leap in front of your eyes,

from engagement parties,
weddings, christenings,
birthdays, celebrations

even break-ups were
sometimes there! just like
in one of my mum’s albums,
that had a picture of a couple
who got divorced down the
road and one day that the
abandoned wife came to
visit she saw it and took the
scissors and cut out her ex-
husband leaving herself
alone in the photo leaning her
shoulder on the gap where
her husband used to be

‘individual’ photos,
the ones that supposedly
needed eight days to be
developed, the ones you had
to pose for at the studio, the
girls with a finger on their
cheek or resting their chin
on their hand, the men in
military uniform or suit and

tie but also family photos
with grandparents, parents,
children, lots of children and,
just like the albums, these
photos were the photos of a
lifetime and sometimes more
since each and every one of
us had their ancestors and
descendants in them; children
in one photo were adults with
children of their own in the
next, young people boldly
looking at the lens and then
their future a little further
down, tired and crowded in
their present, and, just like
my mum who also crowded
new photos in between the
older ones, you saw some
people from page to page,
from photo to photo to get
taller, to gain weight, to lose
their hair or the glow of their
faces; have you seen the
girls on the previous page?
on the right, in heels, is my
mother, this was right after
she stopped wearing black
for my grandfather and before
she put them back on again
for my grandmother who
would pass away soon after,
she didn’t know that then,
look at them, they had gone
to the village festival, saw the
photographer and decided to
immortalise their youth and
whatever that always means,
dreams, enthusiasm, fear,
expectations; my mother,

these girls, were later
burdened with years, stories,
life and their albums were
filled with so many other
photos of themselves and the
people who were entangled in
their years, some came and
stayed, others just passed
through, some scattered
photos were left here and
there; thus strangely mixed
up in these old scrap-books,
people, ages, eras and
places in a tangle.

but, isn’t our life, in the

end, nothing but a tangle of
stories? that we sometimes
remember, tell, write and
entitle, An album of stories and
they seem as one story, the
story of each of us or all of
us; isn’t our whole life nothing
but an album of stories?
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Extract of the novel Lone Star

My dad is the astronaut who
returns home at the end

of Stanley Kubrick’s movie
2001: A Space Odyssey. He
sees himself sitting up in a
big bed, one minute he’s a
child, the next an old man.
His face behind the visor of
his space helmet says: What
happened to all that time?

My dad saw the movie
together with my mother
before | was born, in the
movie theatre on Lindell
Boulevard. It was when they
were living in St. Louis, and
even though he was only in

his early thirties at the time
he knew right away that the
figure he saw on the screen
was him, that he was all
three of them, the child, the
old man, the astronaut, and
that the scene would haunt
him for the rest of his life.
Even before Kubrick made
his movie, my dad had seen
the same images in his
mind. They held a dreadful
realisation, which was that
we are powerless against
time. No amount of scientific
discovery, not even the sum
of all the information in the

87



88

world can change that. Not
even if he and all the other
physicists climbed onto the
shoulders of all the physicists
who had gone before them
would they be able to do a
thing about it.

Time is the great mystery,
he said to me once, maybe
the only mystery. If only we
could understand time, we
could understand it all.

| was only a teenager,
unable to feel it yet. But it
would come, he promised.
2001 is really the story of
life, he said. If | stepped
backwards and narrowed my
eyes, | might sense them:
eons of time, washing over
us.

The last time | saw my
dad was when | visited him
in the house his wife had
bought on a whim in Belgium.
It was in August last year in a
small town without anything
in particular to recommend it,
no places of interest, nothing
to look at, nowhere to go.

My dad’s wife had turned
several of the rooms into
bathrooms, and the living
room made me think of the
kind of museums where they
rope off the furniture. As in
St. Louis, she had furnished
the place in such a way that
there was nowhere to sit

down together, the only thing
close was the nook in the
sunroom where we had our
meals and where three low
wicker chairs stood around a
high glass-topped table with
a thick basketwork base that
meant you couldn’t get your
legs in properly.

Artificial flowers, drape
curtains that spilled onto
the floor. A fridge with food

items past their use-by dates.

Everywhere the same sickly
sweet, dusty air | remember
from the house in St. Louis.

After they picked me up
from the railway station and
we arrived at the house,
my dad asked if | wanted to
go for a walk with him and
their little white Maltese dog,
Molly. We had not seen each
other for a year, but his wife
immediately got her coat to
go with us. We walked down
the street towards the canal,
and as we passed an area of
shrubs and trees enclosed
by a low wall, my dad’s wife
looked at me and announced
in her heavy Dutch accent
that it was the cemetery.
And then, as if it were some
peculiar custom she had just
discovered to be practised
by the locals in this Belgian
backwater, she told me that
people came there every day

to visit their dead relatives.

They come and they
park arll ofer the street. She
gesticulated to indicate the
street as she spoke.

To visit dead people! And
they bring flovers too.

To the dead people!

Can you believe that?

And then, as if on further
reflection, she told me | could
go there myself and visit her
grave after she died.

That, more than anything,
unsettled me. What did she
imagine? That she would
be buried here, far from my
dad and their children and
grandchildren in St. Louis,
in a town where she knew
no one? And did she think
| would come and visit her
grave? Did she think it was
she | had come to see here?

At any rate, in the week
| was there it was hard to
find a moment alone with
my dad. Every morning she
would ask restlessly: What
do you vant to do today?
And neither of us had the
guts to say we just wanted to
spend some time on our own
together. To sit and dally at
the computer, maybe find a
second-hand bookshop with
some muggy boxes we could
rummage in. But instead she
arranged excursions, the

purpose of which evaded

us. She dragged us around
the streets of outlying
villages and asked us what
we wanted to see now that
we were here. Neither of us
knew what to say, having

no inclination whatsoever to
trudge about in such dull and
empty places, it was she who
had taken us there, we had
simply followed.

You mean, we came all
this way for nurthink?

She was seething. We
had painted ourselves into a
corner.

So now you just vant to
go beck?

If you want, my dad
replied nervously.

No matter what we did,
we painted ourselves into
corners.

The rest of the time we
spent at the computer in his
room, a converted garage
where he had his bed and
his desk. We visited dead
relatives on Google. My
dad had reached the age
where the past, even the
past he had never personally
known, had come alive. In
recent years he had taken an
interest in genealogy.

We went on Google Maps
and found Ruby Ranch, not
far from the place in Texas

89



90

where my dad grew up. It
was there, on Ruby Ranch,
that he and my mother once
visited a wealthy relative. My
mother has told me about it
many times, how my dad’s
Uncle Cecil had sat at the
end of the dining table, the
Texas patriarch, a wrathful,
inebriated highway king used
to having his own way, how
everyone else had sat there
silent and submissive, his
wife and children, servants
cowering in the background.
Outside the windows his
property stretched out into
infinity, visitors had to be
picked up in a jeep to even
get to the house from the
entrance gate. He insisted my
mother drink whisky with her
meal, and my mother refused.
She was pregnant with me.
His hysteria spiralled. At one
point he was so desperate
he took out his wallet and
offered her money. From
where my mother was seated
she could see the servants,
a black married couple, the
man a kind of butler, his wife
the cook, standing watching
from the kitchen, their faces
twisted with shame at the
way the master of the house
was carrying on just so he
could have things his way.
But my mother won. It was
not a question of money, not

even a question of having

it her way, but of keeping
sound judgement in the face
of madness.

Later, they would refer to
it as “the Tennessee Williams
night”. Now, many years on,
the son, my dad’s deceased
cousin, turned his part of
the estate into something
they call the Ruby Ranch
Neighborhood, an entire
residential area of smaller
properties on private roads.
We Google-mapped about
there for a while. The roads
are named after the family:
Walter Circle, Humphrey’s
Drive, Clark Cove ...

| looked at my dad’s
hands at the keyboard.
It’s not just that I've been
waiting for something from
those hands all my life,
waiting or hoping, there’s
something else too. It’s as
if they hold some kind of an
answer. The way they move,
the pronounced joints. I've
always spent time looking at
my dad’s hands. They were
busy digging in the past, but
it seemed to me there was
still a lot of life hidden in
those hands, many stories
still to be told, and | hoped
that some of them involved
me.

One evening, when all
three of us were seated
around the glass-topped
table in the sunroom,
conducting the nervy kind
of dinner conversation that
occurs when the field of
discussion is littered with all
manner of mines and traps,
my dad’s wife found out that
my stepfather back home in
Denmark was ill. | could not
have envisaged what this
information would prompt her
to exclaim: Then your murthur
and farthur can get back
together!

| was so astounded that
| was unable to speak. My
dad said nothing either.

She continued her meal
regardless of the state of
shock into which my dad
and | had been thrown. A
more reasonable reaction
would have been to address
the sad reality my mother
and stepfather now found
themselves in. But her
thoughts jumped ahead

in time, leap-frogging the
death she imagined to be
the natural outcome. And
they went further still, into a
fantasy in which my dad, in
the forty-odd years in which
he had been married to her,
had merely been waiting for
the chance to re-marry my
mother. And that my mother

likewise had been waiting
and would now soon be
ready. That the continents
would thereby glue together
and everything that once
was would now be again,
cemented together and intact,
and in the midst of it all lay |,
the happiest pea in the pod.
Neither of us mentioned it
afterwards.

We said our goodbyes
the evening before | went
home. My dad and his wife
are late sleepers, and my
train left before they were in
the habit of waking. | got up
in good time, my dad’s wife
had forbidden me to use the
hot water, but | took a hot
shower anyway, in one of the
many bathrooms, the same
one my dad used. | had no
idea if | would ever return to
the house, or when | would
see my dad again.

My dad had ordered a
taxi from a firm they had
used before. It was a dismal
morning, foggy and cold. |
dragged my little wheelie
case out into it, and the driver
took me to the station without
a word.

Eight months later, in
April, my stepfather died at
Frederiksberg Hospital. He
had been sitting in his chair
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and had suddenly felt ill, and
a few hours later he could
no longer get out of bed on
his own. It was a Friday and
my mother did not know if
they could get through the
weekend on their own, so
she had him admitted to the
medical ward in the belief
that things would be all right
again by Monday. The next
afternoon, the Saturday, a
Swedish doctor informed my
mother and me that he would
not be coming home again.
We sat on a pair of swivel
chairs in what had recently
been a ward and was now a
makeshift office. They were
going to take him off his drip,
the doctor said. Otherwise
they would just be dragging

it out. “Otherwise” being IV
therapy.

The drip was dismantled
and he stayed in room seven.
My mother sat by his bed, the
days and nights accumulating
in her face. And yet it came
as a shock. We had seen
the fear in his eyes, and still
it was a shock when room
seven went quiet:

We are sitting on either
side of his bed and can no
longer hear him breathing.

The last five days and
nights have been as one, a
prolonged nightmare. Two
weeks ago, two weeks before

he was admitted, we had
lunch together in one of the
small garden restaurants in
Frederiksberg, celebrating
his birthday early. He got to
his feet and showed off his
new trousers, front and back,
new thick-ribbed corduroy
trousers.

A week later he bought
steak from Lund’s the
butchers. We spoke on the
phone, it was the day he
turned sixty-three. He told
me the steaks, two whopping
great tornadoes, were so
impressive that the butcher
had held them up for the
other customers to see before
he wrapped them up.

Then he was admitted to
the hospital. | had brought
yellow tulips, they had been
standing in a bucket at a
flower seller’s on Kongens
Nytorv, and since he has
always loved yellow flowers
| bought a bunch and carried
them down with me into the
metro.

Five days later and he is
lying underneath them.

One of the nurses says,
about the flowers: They were
so fresh. She stands with us
for a moment. Then she looks
at me and says: You look like
your dad.

Translated from the Danish
by Martin Aitken.

E Jussi Valtonen
Finland
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Extract from the novel,
They Know Not What They Do

The Other Woman
Helsinki, Finland 1994

It was supposed to be
temporary: everything would
gradually return to normal.
According to the pamphlet
from the maternity clinic,
you couldn’t put an exact
time frame on it — which it
then, ignoring its own advice,

proceeded to do: three
months, give or take, for over
fifty percent of couples. But
you had to bear in mind that
every couple was different;
this was a tricky time.

You shouldn’t think there
was anything wrong with
either of you. It had been
a week since Alina left the
pamphlet on the nightstand.

She wasn’t sure what she’d
expected, but when she saw
it still lying there, untouched,
she felt something inside
her sink. After the break had
lasted another three months,
Alina raised the issue.

Joe seemed surprised. ‘I

thought it would still be too...’

He searched for the right
word. ‘Complicated.’

‘I don’t think so.’

‘Really? Hmm.’ Then:
‘OK.’

They’d tried the first time
three months after Samuel’s
birth, and the experience had
been an unexpected return
to adolescence. It was like
having to start all over again,
concentrate on technique
rather than content, guess
how things would feel, what
might work. Maybe this
was what it was like, Alina
reflected, for people with
brain damage who had to
learn how to walk again.

There were articles about
it in the baby magazines at
the library. Low estrogen
levels meant it was natural
if she didn’t feel like having
sex.

Did she? Her entire body
had started feeling foreign
to her, fickle. They were
going to have to try again,
but would it go any more
smoothly? Maybe it wouldn’t

work this time either, which
would raise the bar that much
higher.

That evening, after
Samuel was asleep, Joe
climbed into bed in his flannel
pajamas and picked up
Masters of Chess. He read
about the

game’s world champions
every night before turning off
the light. Sometimes he would
set out the chess things on
his nightstand, move

one of the pieces
according to the diagrams
in the book, and stare at
the board, lips pursed, as
if waiting for the pawns or
knights to speak.

They used to kiss before
turning in; sometimes it had
led to sex, sometimes not.

She waited. Joe’s eyes
skipped eagerly across the
pages. Eventually he became
aware of her gaze.

‘What?’

‘l thought we... talked
about—’

Joe’s eyes were blank.

‘Earlier today.’

‘Oh, yeah,’ he said,
looking like he still didn’t
quite remember.

‘That’s right.’

He set aside the book.
They cautiously turned
towards each other and
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lay there, each waiting for

a sign from the other, as if
the situation and all that it
entailed were completely
foreign. Joe gingerly reached
out and touched her side. As
if afraid his touch would hurt,
Alina thought. Joe’s mouth
was familiar and felt right,
but there was something
mechanical about the whole
thing. Is this what sex would
be like with someone you
didn’t love? But then she felt
Joe’s warm hand on her skin
and allowed it to rove at will,
and it instantly remembered
the route, the familiar
contours.

Then the hand paused,
made a minute change of
course, and continued, but in
an unaccustomed way. Alina
monitored Joe’s movements
and felt something was
missing. And she saw that
Joe knew it, too.

‘Would you like me to...’
he said. She knew what Joe
meant; it’'s what she had been
hoping for.

‘Mm-hm.” She nodded,
not opening her eyes. ‘Yes.’

Then she saw the girl:
sitting on the edge of the bed,
gazing at them blank-faced,
as if she’d always been there.
Alina whimpered and pulled
back.

‘Did | hurt you?’ Joe

asked, concerned.

‘No, but... maybe it’s still
too soon.”

‘Hmm,” Joe said. ‘OK.’

She thought she caught a
hint of relief in his tone; they
wouldn’t have to try after all.

They looked at each
other. She had always liked
Joe’s eyes. They were the
eyes of a kind man. He
stroked her hair. ‘It’s going to
be fine.’

‘Yeah.’

‘Let’s not rush it.’

‘oK.

They turned away from
each other, and a little while
later she could hear that he
had fallen asleep.

The girl had started in
the fall. Alina had seen her
staring at her computer
screen in Joe’s office, next to
the door where there didn’t
used to be a desk. She was
sitting with one leg folded
under her. The position
looked uncomfortable, as
if she hadn’t been able to
decide whether to slump into
a normal office slouch or arch
over her computer like a cat.
She had bobbed coal-black
hair and a forehead furrowed
in concentration, her lips
lightly parted.

As she waited for her to
acknowledge the presence of

a visitor, Alina’s eyes fixed on
the fat silver bracelet on the
girl’s slender wrist. You get

to spend all day here, she
thought, and then pop into
cute boutiques after work to
pick out jewelry.

‘Excuse me,’ Alina
finally said. The girl turned
languidly, as if she’d been
aware of her presence the
whole time.

‘l was supposed to...’
Alina began. ‘Joe and I...’

The girl raised an
eyebrow as if in disbelief.
Then she nodded towards the
far wall. ‘That’s his desk over
there.’

‘I know.’ Alina’s voice
sounded more clipped than
she’d meant.

‘He should be back soon.’

Alina wasn’t sure if the
girl didn’t know where Joe
was or if she didn’t want to
say. She stood in the doorway
with the stroller, and the girl

kept sitting in her peculiar
position in Alina’s husband’s
tiny office.

‘If Joe comes back, tell
him | went to the bathroom,’
Alina said, turning away.

She pushed the stroller
back down the hallway, overly
conscious of seeming like a
frumpy housewife — probably
because, she thought,

that’'s what | am — and of
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the girl’s direct view of her as
she retreated.

She would have dressed
differently if she’d known
about the girl... The thought
immediately irked her, the
need to impress a complete
stranger.

But who did the girl think
she was? Of course Alina
knew which desk was Joe’s.
Alina had first brought him
here and shown him around,

they’d been here for
ages, she and Joe; the girl
was the interloper, the one
who should have been asking
Alina for advice.

Samuel stirred in his
sleep and made a little noise,
and her coming here with her
son in his stroller suddenly
struck Alina as embarrassing.

Distracted, she walked
too fast, and the stroller
bumped into the corner of a
table in the hallway. She tried
to hum cheerfully and stand
up

straighter, but her cheeks
were on fire. Once she had
the stroller moving again, she
glanced back; the girl in Joe’s
office was concentrating on

her screen as if Alina and
the child did not exist.

She had wanted to
mention the girl to Joe. Just
remark in passing that she’d
noticed a new face at the
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department, someone who’d
been

assigned her own niche.
In such a small unit, it made
a difference who you bumped
into in the hallways. Maybe
they’d even see the girl
socially

at some point, say at
the party they were going
to throw? The party, she
thought: Joe had suggested it
several times, but Alina was
afraid of feeling like she was
on display. People wandering
around, inspecting their
apartment, eyeing the food,
Samuel and his clothes, toys,
and crib, the record shelf,
the living-room rug: so this is
how Joe’s wife likes things.

When she looked around,
she didn’'t see much she liked
or wanted. There was no light
in the living room, because
the switch on the lamp

had been shorting out;
Joe had promised to have
it fixed and then forgotten.
The switch and the wire were
probably still traveling back

and forth to the university
every day in his satchel.
She’d asked about it, but
always at the wrong moment,
and she didn’t want to make
a

big deal about something
so trivial. The most prominent
element of the décor was

the drying rack filled with
Samuel’s clothing: some of

it from the maternity
package given free to all
expecting mothers in Finland,
some hand-me-downs from
Julia’s sister, yet others from
the

flea market. The very
thought of people from the
department in their home,
surrounded by the smell
of milk and heaps of food-
stained

laundry, was
embarrassing.

‘It's not very common to
invite your coworkers over
in Finland,” she’d said, when
Joe had asked again about
hosting a party.

‘It is in the States.’

‘Yes. I'm just saying—’

‘l know, | know,” Joe said
and went to change into his
squash gear, and Alina was
never sure if he did know.

More than anything, she
wanted to repaint the living
room, correct her mistake.
The walls had turned out too
white. On the sample card

the color had seemed
fresh, but on a big surface it
made other colors look harsh.
The tiniest smudges stood
out.

But Joe didn’t think it was
a good idea to redecorate
until things were clearer.

Alina’s heart skipped a
beat.

‘What things?’

‘You know, like... where
we’re going to settle down
and...’

She waited for him to
continue, and then realized
that the sentence had come
to its end. It wasn’t like they
were going to live here for
the

rest of their lives, he
finally said.

‘No, probably not for the
rest of our lives. But for now,’
she said.

‘Couldn’t we just wait and
see?’

‘See what?’

‘If we might find
something...” Joe said.
‘Maybe some opportunities
back home.’

Back home. How easy
it was to use the term in
passing, home, its soft
sounds, so natural and
warm, as if it meant the same
regardless

of speaker or place. She
stared at him, gulped and
turned away.

‘Come on, Alina,’ Joe
said, touching her arm, but
she yanked it free.

He tried again: Come
on, Alina. The way Joe
pronounced her name, the
stress fell on the second

syllable and left the initial
vowel silent:

Leena. She’d liked it
when they met; she’d wanted
to be a person who needed a
new, international version of
her name.

‘We,’ she said. ‘Did you
really say we?’

‘You know what | mean.’

‘Actually, | don’t’

That evening, without
being asked, Joe changed
Samuel’s diaper, fed him his
bedtime oatmeal, and put him
in his pajamas, all without
saying a word.

After breastfeeding
Samuel, Alina lay quietly in
bed, her back to Joe. She
didn’t know if he could tell
she was crying.

‘Were you thinking
we’d live in Finland for the
rest of our lives?’ he asked
eventually.

Alina tried to think of the
right question to ask back,
equally obvious, supposedly
neutral, but all she could feel
was the tidal wave

of unprocessed emotion
crashing through her. A long
time later, she heard him
sigh, lower his glasses to the
nightstand, and click off his

reading lamp.

‘When were you planning
on telling me?’ she said into
the darkness.
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‘We’ve talked about
various options,’ he said.

Alina was dumbfounded.
She was supposed to take
that seriously?

They’d played at making
a list of all the countries
they’d consider moving to;
this had taken place in that
little hotel room off Piccadilly

Circus, before reality
intervened. The list had
included Poland and Ghana.

‘Is this because you didn’t
get that job?’ she asked. ‘I
thought you said you didn’t
want it.’

Joe was instantly irritated.
Alina’s stomach clenched;
she wished she’d chosen her
words more wisely.

‘Tell me,” she said,
caressing his cheek.

Joe looked at the
ceiling, ignoring the brush
of her hand. ‘I feel like I'm
surrounded by an invisible
wall.’

‘Socially or
professionally?’

‘Both.’

Joe felt like Finns didn’t
want to let strangers in. No
one asked him out for coffee
or invited him over. Personal
lives, Finns seemed to
close their social circles to
outsiders. ‘Especially if you
have no free evenings,’ he
added.

Especially since | can’t
spend evenings away from
home. I’m not keeping you
here, Alina thought. You
should have said something if

you didn’t want a baby.

Joe definitely didn’t
want a second baby. Alina
wanted three. They’d tried
discussing the matter on
a few occasions, but the
conversation

grew strained, and Alina
felt like she was demanding
something her husband was
incapable of giving.

‘What are you thinking?’
he asked. ‘Say something.’

She thought about her
father, who needed her help
on a more or less weekly
basis, dealing with the social
security office or the bank.

Dad hadn’t ever learned
to use the bill payment
terminals in the bank’s
vestibule, although Alina had
taken him there what seemed

like a dozen times and
held his hand through the
process. How was she going
to do that from the States?
What if something happened

to him? What if Dad got
sick and needed help going
to the store or reading the
directions on his medication?
Ever since Mom had died,

Dad had become absent-
minded and listless. It still

seemed unreal to Alina that
a woman who had radiated
vigor and health could die a
few months after the
cancer diagnosis.
‘Have you felt this way

the whole time?’ Alina said.
‘You should have said
something.’

Translated from the Finnish into
English by Kristian London.
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The Ironing Board

It was time to get rid of it.
Maybe if he left it out in
the street, some passer-
by would come along and

pick it up. On his way home
some evenings he’d notice a
piece of furniture abandoned
on the corner and it would

be gone by morning. He
threw on a light coat and
headed downstairs and
outside to lean the ironing
board against the wall. But
just as he stepped out onto
the pavement, he caught
sight of his downstairs
neighbour carefully parking
his Fiat Panda. His neighbour
waved. Damn it. What now?
If he went back inside, the
neighbour would think he
was crazy. Who would ever
step outside at nine o’clock
on a Sunday evening with
an ironing board under his
arm, only to carry it back
inside again? Now that

his neighbour had spotted
him, he obviously couldn’t
just leave the thing leaning
against the wall. So he
quickly decided to walk to the
end of the street and leave
it there. He waved back at
his neighbour, who was still
trying to get his car in, and
hurried off as if carrying not
an ironing board, but a book,
under his arm.

At the end of the road he
turned the corner, strode a
few metres down rue de la
Source and rested the ironing
board against a building with
no windows or doors. Yet as
he was about to turn back
home, he noticed that there
were at least ten apartments

across the road with their
lights on, and the chances

of someone seeing him from
behind a curtain were pretty
high. What if someone took
a photo or a video with their
mobile and showed it to

the police? He improvised

a plan: he’d kneel down to
tie his laces. And so he did,
only to realise that he had no
laces to tie, having stepped
outside in his pyjama bottoms
and slippers. He stood up,
grabbed the ironing board
and made his way down

the street towards the lake,
where he’d find the large skip
used to collect glass bottles
for recycling. When his wife
was still herself, they’d walk
there together every few
weeks and empty one or two
bags. He could easily leave
the ironing board there.

But cars were passing by
in quick succession not far
from the skip — what if one
of them happened to be a
police car? What then? A tall
black man in a fluffy jacket
walked past him, nodding and
smiling. Not a neighbourly,
nice-to-see-you kind of smile;
more the smirk you’d flash at
an old nutcase unaware he’d
stepped out of the house with
an ironing board under his
arm. He wished he could turn
round and smash the ironing
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board over the guy’s head
and leave them both there,
right by the skip. Instead,

he tightened his grip on the
ironing board, and continued
onwards the lake.

We'll be there soon, he
murmured to the ironing
board. He couldn’t remember
the last time he’d taken
this stroll with his wife, and
somehow, the closer he got
to the lake, the closer he felt
to the ironing board. An hour
earlier, when it had fallen on
him and the iron had scalded
his hand, he couldn’t stand
the sight of it. Disjointed
and dumb, it stared at him
as his wife had. His wife
now gone. So, for the sake
of consistency, the ironing
board had to go too. And yet
now the thing seemed to be
holding on to him in fear and
he began to feel sorry for it.
Not only was it broken — with
one leg out of joint — but it
was well on its way to kicking
the bucket for good. He felt
like a man on his last trip to
the vet, with the dog that had
kept him company for years
and years sadly on its way to
be put down.

He considered climbing
over the low fence around the
lake and hurling the ironing
board into the water with all
his might. If it sinks, perfect

— if not, he’d avoid the place
in future so as never to have
to see it again. He walked
along the fence looking for
the lowest part, familiar from
when he strolled there with
his wife on Sunday mornings
after buying the paper, bread
and flowers. A dog biting at
something in the dark began
to bark violently, startling
him. Terrified, he made a
quick about-turn, like an
actor fleeing a bullet, and the
ironing board hit the door of
a Peugeot parked just behind
him.

The car alarm
immediately went off and
began to echo across the
lake. The racket threw him
into a state of confusion.
Overcome by a strange
panic, he felt as if he’d just
robbed a bank and needed to
find a quick hideaway before
he got caught. A lanky young
man jogging around the lake
bumped into him, gave him
an angry stare, and swore
at him in no uncertain terms.
The old man stammered an
apology, and with the ironing
board now no longer under
one arm but resting in both —
like Jesus in the arms of Our
Lady of Sorrows — he crossed
the road and circled back
home, just hoping he could
find a dark spot to abandon

the ironing board along the
second leg of his walk.

As was usual in his city,
the rain began to fall with
no warning and by the time
he’d turned the corner and
escaped the aggressive din
of the alarm behind him, it
was pelting down. From his
drenched head, a subtle chill
flowed down the length of his
body. He began to sense a
stench following his steps.
He looked back — no one.
Nobody in front of him either.
He stood still to see if the
stench would stop when he
did.

When he confirmed that
the stench was still following
along, he looked down and
saw that his slippers were not
only soaked, but the soles
were all covered with dogshit.
He must have stepped in it
while fleeing the dog’s fierce
barking, the car’s strident
alarm and the angry jogger. It
was probably the same dog’s
shit, too.

He tried to wipe the
muck off on the edge of the
pavement, but with each pull
the slipper would come off
and turn upside down. He
walked a few metres up the
street to rinse the slipper in
some water in a hole between
two missing cobblestones in
the pavement, and bending
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down he noticed a half-
demolished house on the
other side of the road. They
were probably going to put
up a new building. A green-
tiled bathroom on the upper
floor could be seen from

the street and he wondered
how many people must have
washed in there, and how
strange it was that a room
that had been hidden away
for so many years could now
appear so clumsily exposed.
Again, he thought of his wife.
Perhaps right now they’d be
helping her have a bath, just
as he used to — or could they
be leaving her to bathe on
her own, not realising she
couldn’t cope? And would
they make the bath warm
enough for her, or just wash
her in cold water and be done
with it? Perhaps that’s just
what they wanted, to let her
fade away slowly.

No doubt there were other
pensioners hoping to get into
that home. No restaurant
wants people coming in at
six and hanging around until
midnight. And if she were to
die, wouldn’t he feel for the
rest of his life the crushing
weight of guilt for having
left his wife to walk the last
stretch of her long journey
lost and alone?

He should’ve kept her



at home. He shouldn’t have
said anything, when the
doctor came to visit, about
her wanting to go to her
grandfather’s house and how
he found her trying to unlock
the door in the middle of the
night. Perhaps he was too
scared. Perhaps, that time
she pushed him into the
ironing board, he felt that
the line between patience
and the unacceptable had
been crossed once and for
all and that there could be no
turning back. Yes, that’s it,
he thought. No one had ever
pushed him before. And he
wanted to show her that he
wasn’t going to put up with
any pushing. Yet now, with
his eyes on the green striped
tiles of the half-demolished
house, he realised that he
should’'ve kept her. After

all, he’d crossed many lines
himself, and she’d never
said a word. He should’ve
kept her. At least, in those
moments of lucid thought

— rare as they were — she
would’ve been home, amid
her own things, with a man
she loved and who loved her,
and the scent of melted butter
on toast and tea with milk.
Not that soulless, colourless
room, where he’d now visit
her, hoping she’d recognise
him.

Last time he went to see
her, she mistook him for the
postman. She told him she’d
been waiting for him for a
month. But when she saw him
sitting at the edge of the bed
and he asked her how she
was, she began muttering to
herself and gazed distractedly
out the window, somewhere
above the roofs, somewhere
amid the chimneys, bleak as
upside-down plant pots. And
on his way home, he thought
about how much more difficult
it would be if he were to find
her lucid for once, her eyes
pleading with him, asking
what she’d ever done wrong.

Two lightning bolts
whitened the sky and the rain
grew heavier. He shuffled
towards a wall lit up by a
bright bulb, and tried to take
cover by lifting the ironing
board over his head, like
a short, decrepit Samson
with his hands pushing up
at the temple roof. But the
disjointed leg of the ironing
board, which wouldn’t click
back in, fell with a metallic
blow on his nose, which, as
usual, immediately started
bleeding.

He rested the ironing
board on his scalp, stuffed
his burnt, still sweltering hand
into his pocket in search
of a handkerchief, only to

realise he wasn’t carrying
one. He pressed the sleeve
of his coat to his nose and
tried to lift his head up — as
his mother had once taught
him as a child — to stop the
bleeding. He remembered
her words. Everything
passes, son. Everything.
With his eyes now fixed on
the bathroom tiles, he was
certain that his wife, at that
very moment, was awake,
staring out the window at the
deluge. Just as she loved to
do on those first rainy nights
right after summer. Like a
girl waiting for her father

to come home from work.
Who could she be thinking
of right now? Perhaps

her grandfather, who, she
believed, was waiting for her
to return home. Or perhaps
her husband — the husband
she’d lost, or who’d got lost
somehow. Somewhere.

With the rain pounding
the top of the ironing board
and curtaining down both
sides, he shut his eyes and
imagined it was all just a
dream. He’'d now open his
eyes and find himself at
home, in bed next to his wife,
with her scent of Voltaren
gel, and they’d get up to
put the kettle on for tea,
start the toaster and switch
on the radio to hear about

whatever had been going on
in the world while they were
sleeping through the night.
That’s how they saw him
from inside the car — a frail
old man with a three-month
beard, his face all bloodied,
in slippers and pyjama
bottoms that no one in their
right mind would even think
of wearing outside. And an
ironing board above his head,
under the blinding rain. The
typical homeless man, with
a coat, now doused in blood,
that he’d probably stolen from
the entrance of some bar.
This wasn’t an area often
frequented by the homeless,
and the last thing they
wanted was to encourage
new trends. But they couldn’t
simply leave him there either,
bleeding away in the rain. So
they stopped the car in the
middle of the road, with two
cars waiting behind them.
Tall as hell, the two of
them. That was the first
thought that went through
his mind as he saw them
coming towards him —
either he’d very suddenly
shrunk, or everyone else had
grown taller. And they were
stomping with an arrogance
that could only come from two
fuming policemen, under the
pelting rain, making their way
towards an old man not even
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fit for a carnival, stinking of
dogshit, with an ironing board
over his head.

My papers? Of course,
I’'ve got them — not on me,
at home. It’s not far, ten
minutes’ walk. Just follow me,
all right? I'll make you some
coffee. I'm not mad, | assure
you. What on earth am |
doing out here with an ironing
board? I'm, well, I'm waiting
for someone | can give it
to. Someone who might not
have one and could use it.
One man’s trash is another
man’s treasure, right? One
of the legs needs screwing
back into place, that’s all. |
was ironing and it just came
off. Look at my hand, it’s still
burnt. No, please — where are
you taking me? No, | don’t
need to go to hospital. It's
just a little blood, that’s all.

When did blood ever not stop
flowing? Everything passes.
Everything.

As they pushed him
into the back of the car, it
was immediately filled with
the stench of dogshit, from
that dog that was probably
now asleep under a roof
somewhere, its belly full.
They drove off towards the
nearest hospital. With his
coat sleeve still pressed to
his sore nose, the palm of
his hand still smarting from
the burn and his head bent
back like a kid watching his
parents wave at him as he’s
taken away to a place he’d
rather not go without them,
he watched the rain as it
continued to fall, relentlessly.

And the ironing board,
leaning against the wall,
shrinking in the distance.
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What Do Humans Share?
From the local to the global, and back

again

Us and them

Since time immemorial
human beings have created
binaries, devising images
of themselves as against
those of others. They have
embedded these images in
their myths, stories, songs,

proverbs, and other forms

of artistic expression. It is
crucial for us as humans —
living (so far) on our one and
only planet earth — to become
aware of the how and the
why of similarities in our
traditions, literary themes,
genres, and so forth. Our

striking commonalities as
human beings have to do with
the shape and functions of
the human body and its basic
needs, such as food, shelter,
safety and procreation. And
with emotions such as fear,
longing, joy and sorrow that
we all experience as humans
living on planet earth. We
always have two options: to
insist on differences or to look
for what we share. In daily
life people seem inclined to
blow up differences.

Us and them, Self
and Other, the drawing
of demarcation lines has
separated people in an
ongoing history of inclusion
and exclusion, often with
devastating consequences.
Cultural differences have
rarely been acknowledged
as self-evident and the
definition of what is human
often extends no further than
the borders of one's own
group, country, religion, race
or sex — the borders of one's
own language, continent
and culture. The barbarians
are always the others. Thus
the ancient Greeks viewed
Romans as barbarians.
Romans did the same with
the peoples they subjugated.
Aryans looked down on Jews
and Jews on Palestinians.
Europeans felt they were

more civilized than Indians
and Africans, but did not
realize that to these peoples,
Western savagery had
become proverbial. In China,
the Wall was the dividing

line between culture and
barbarism. The philosopher
Shao Yong (1011-1077)
expressed his ethnocentric
mentality quite clearly when
he stated: ‘Il am happy
because | am a human being
and not an animal, a man and
not a woman, a Chinese and
not a barbarian, and because
| live in Luoyang, the most
beautiful city in the world’.
The tendency to judge others
as being inferior to one's
own group is widespread,

for the truthfulness of world
views is often less valued
than our own prevailing
interests. ldeally, we should
be able to consider ourselves
against the background of
others, in just the same way
as we put others against our
own background. It takes
tremendous efforts to switch
off one’s own traditional
perspective.

Origin stories, proverbs and
gendered hierarchies

Over the centuries differences
between the sexes became
one of the most blown up
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differences worldwide, as
reflected in literary genres
shared globally, such as
origin stories and proverbs.
Origin stories present a
desired hierarchical sexual
order, while proverbs reflect
a precarious gendered power
balance. First some examples
from creation stories:

The Lord of Heaven decided
to fashion first ten men and
then ten women out of the
flesh and bones of fowl. As
soon as he began working
on the women he ran out of
material, and had to take
clay instead. As a result

the women created had

no strength and were too
weak to labour. The Lord

of Heaven then infused
strength into their bodies.
However, the women now
became so powerful that
the men were no match for
them. Considering this to
be unsuitable, the Lord took
back half of their strength.
(Orogen, China)

Hinegba took some earth
and made man out of it. He
then took some more earth
and made woman out of it.
Man is physically stronger
than woman because he was
created first, that is before
the strength of the earth had

been sapped by the creation
of an earlier human being out
of it. (Kwotto, Nigeria)

Aware of Adam’s loneliness
God created the first woman
out of dust. Her name was
Lilith. However, he had not
used pure dust but filth and
sediment instead. (Jewish)

The Kwotto and the Oroquen
live far away from each other,
without cultural contact when
the above stories came into
being, but in both examples a
male creator makes man first,
using top quality material.
The Jewish apocryphal
story about Adam and Lilith
originates from still another
area. Instead of the pure
carefully chosen dust God
had used for Adam’s creation,
He used dirty material for
the first woman, without
explanation. In all three,
when it comes to the making
of woman, something goes
wrong. Is this just accidental?
Moreover, in all three
myths, God creates woman
later than man, and in
most other myths (in my
collection of more than 500)
the answer to the question
‘Who comes first?’ is also:
man. The second human is
then usually a woman. Is this
sheer coincidence? There are

myths in which God creates
a complete first man and
then goes on to shape the
first woman from a small part
taken from the male body:
rib or big toe, or a piece of
flesh from the first man’s
thigh; or from the first man’s
shadow. Or the creator only
shapes the first man with his
own divine hands, and orders
him to model the first woman
for a wife with his own male
hands. Looking into that
question one finds lots of
coincidences.

Why would a creator
make the first man from
material he holds in his right
hand and the first woman
from material he holds in his
left hand, as happens in a
Bashkir story? What to think
if the first woman is being
created from the leftovers of
the first created man (e.g.
Karanga or Greek)? Or if the
first female has been made
from the dead body of one of
the first two created human
males (Samoa)? Why did
so many origin myths need
to diminish woman vis-a-vis
man?

In reality pregnancy,
childbirth and nursing
are undeniably women'’s
business, and the preceding
physical processes of
fertilisation, conception, and

the growth of the embryo
take place in the dark room of
the womb. These mysteries
have led to guesswork of

all kinds. And the traditional
reactions reflect a deep male
need for compensation since
times immemorial. Myths and
proverbs provide amazing
insight into this desperate
need and its consequences in
world history.

In most cultures men’s
names, words, roles and
activities have been much
more prominently represented
than those of women — and
this is still the case. The
same priority holds for most
stories about humanity’s
beginning. Much of human
history has been structured
by religions suggesting that
heaven required women to
submit to men. Arguing that
women were less godlike,
less spiritual and ‘more
impure’ than men, men
invented religious sanctions
to control women's sexuality
in ways ranging from
menstrual and other taboos
to prescriptions (or rather
restrictions) regarding female
roles, behaviour, dress, work
etc. In many ways, and until
quite recently, such restrictive
rules efficiently segregated
most women from public life
and intellectual culture. Why
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was there a need to take
such measures on such a
worldwide scale?

Obviously stories of
humanity’s origin make up
for women’s formidable
procreativity by inventing
comparable or even
more prestigious male
achievements. This holds
for divine male creators and
for human male characters
alike. Who holds the key to
the mystery of humanity’s
origin? It looks as if this
unanswerable question
resulted in a regrettable
competitiveness. In the
course of history women’s
leading position as the
spectacular birth-giver
resulted in a dramatically
disadvantageous position in
most other domains of life.
Similar messages belittling
women and their roles in
society are confirmed in the
proverb, another powerful
popular genre insisting on
sexual hierarchy. Insisting
on the importance of having
sons meant belittling baby
girls even at birth:

A whole night of labour,
and then only a daughter.
(Spanish)

Many sons, many
blessings of God; many

daughters, many calamities.

(German)

When a girl is born,
even the roofs are crying.
(Bulgarian)

Let's pray to the Prophet
until the boy comes. (Arabic)
Proverbs from China could
not agree more:

Ten fine girls are not
equal to one cripple boy.

A stupid son is better
than a crafty daughter.

It is a blessing to bear a son,
a calamity to bear a daughter.
Over the centuries such
messages were often

taken for granted, at least
publicly. In the twentieth
century tremendous changes
(especially birth control)

have transformed millions

of women’s lives. For the
first time in history, men and
women are being equally
educated and doing the same
jobs, at least this holds for
the happy few — in spite of all
the impediments invented all
over the world, to prevent this
from happening.

Proverbs sketch
equal access to education
and public roles as
a most unwelcome
or even nightmarish
scenario. Consciously or
subconsciously, cross-
cultural traditional legacies
mirrored in humanity’s myths
and proverbs have visibly
left their marks all over the

planet.

Proverbs are a telling part
of a serial narrative, and,
amazingly, people easily
understand proverbs about
men and women from
cultures they have never
heard of. The world’s
smallest literary genre is an
excellent help in building
cross-cultural bridges. In
my growing collection of
over 15.000 proverbs (www.
womeninproverbsworldwide.
com), | discovered significant
messages: an ideal wife is
younger, smaller, and less
talented than her husband,
because easier to mould
into the desired shape.
Talented, and especially
learned, women are warned
that success in the public
arena will bring them nothing
but bad luck. Metaphorically
women’s small feet, then,
indicate ‘the right measure’
in marital relationships, but

this proverbial ‘right measure’

equates with a relationship
on an unequal footing.
‘Never marry a woman with
bigger feet than your own’,
the Sena people (Malawi
and Mozambique) say: a
man must choose a wife
over whom he can exercise
authority.

A few years ago |
discussed this African

proverb, which inspired

the title of my book on this
topic, with proverb expert
Liu Xiaolu at the Chinese
Academy (CASS) in Beijing.
He smiled and immediately
quoted a similar Chinese
proverb: ‘A woman with

long feet ends up alone in

a room.” Ending up alone is
considered to be the tragic
fate of a talented woman, as
no man will dare marry her.
Dr Liu added another popular
Chinese saying: ‘When a
woman has no talents, she is
already doing very well.’ In
Chinese culture long female
feet have not only been
pejorative figuratively; in the
past women'’s feet have also
been shortened physically
for beautifying reasons.
References to the size of
feet or shoes also exist in an
Indian Telegu saying, warning
girls not to develop their
feet spectacularly: ‘If a girl
gets long feet, she will be in
trouble after marriage.’ And
in Hebrew: ‘No one desires
a shoe that is larger than my
foot.” Women’s metaphorical
big feet spectacularly reflect
male fear of losing control.
Given the fact that, usually,
women have shorter feet
than men, proverbs have
aptly selected this traditional
message as a convincing
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metaphor for ideal gender
relationships.

Over the years | have
talked about this research
in many places — and not
only in academic circles or
the European Parliament,
but also to large audiences
of rural women, in a Kenyan
mosque, a Dutch synagogue,
in churches, and schools. The
proverbs themselves provoke
all sorts of lively reactions,
from amazed amusement
to indignation, and hilarious
recognition. Does this
worldwide ancestral legacy
still make sense in this our
21st century? My answer is
yes.

Literary genres that we
share as humans present a
fascinating mirror of mainly
male perspectives on ‘ideal’
and ‘deviant’ womanhood,
and on ‘ideal’ and ‘deviant’
norms of manhood. This
global mirror shows that times
and images are changing, but
also reminds us that, because
of these legacies, even today,
innumerable women still
enjoy (or allow themselves)
considerably less freedom
than men. In order to define
where we want to go, and
where we do not want to go,
as men and women today,
we first of all need to know
where we come from.

Naked or Covered: A History
of Dressing and Undressing
Around the World.

Animals walk, run, creep,

fly or swim dressed in their
own skin, hair, feathers

or scales, but our human
ancestors gradually covered
and adorned their bodies
with materials other than
those Mother Nature gave
them. They did so in order

to look more attractive or
more powerful, to camouflage
defects, to protect themselves
against cold, heat and injury,
or to cover their shame. And
we still do that for the very
same reasons.

Naked or covered, the
body brings about emotions.
Our appearance in the public
space has become a business
card that others read at
first glance as a text about
gender, race, profession,
religion, attractiveness,
eating disorders, drinking
habits, coquetry, self-
restraint — to mention just a
few aspects. A judgement is
quickly passed.

Who are we and who are
we forced to be on behalf
of others? People meet and
greet or pass each other by
— indifferently or critically,
or even openly appreciating
what they see. It is nice to be

complimented, but what to do
with an unambiguous show
of disapproval? In the dying
light of a late afternoon, |
was travelling from Zanzibar
to Dar es Salaam. On the
afterdeck of a ferry | was
standing next to three women
wearing long black abayas,
as many women do on the
East African coast. The
weather was windy and one
of the women was seasick.
‘Are you all right now?’, |
asked her after a while, and
we began a conversation. It
didn't take long before she
and her two friends began
to admonish me because of
my dress. | was wearing a
T-shirt and long trousers and
also a jacket — but no, this
was not enough. | should
start wearing an abaya as
they did, a dress that would
also cover my naked head: ‘If
you don't, you will burn in the
eternal fire in the afterlife.’
They were sure about that.

| tried to object that Allah
would want to know whether
we had been good people
rather than what kind of
clothes we had been wearing
during our lives. In vain.
They strongly maintained
that paradise would only be
accessible for women who
had covered themselves
completely and modestly:
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‘Please, look at the way we
are dressed. No, wait, you’'d
better take photographs of us
to show to female friends in
your part of the world. If they
don’t follow our example,
they will also burn in hell.’

| made photographs.
Their wide black garments
concealed their bodies, but
their faces were uncovered
— until they noticed the
mistake: ‘Just a moment, one
more photograph, please.’
With a quick arm gesture
each of them pulled a piece
of cloth from behind to cover
their faces. Only their eyes
and their hands were left
visible. ‘You see, this is the
way every woman should
dress if she wants to have
any chance to enter paradise
after death. This is the
photograph you must show
to women in your country.’
No doubt they wanted the
best for me and for all other
women in the world, but how
many of my countrywomen
would be ready to believe
that such an all-covering
black dress would save them
from hell?

Back in Amsterdam.
‘Dress less to impress’ is the
message to passers-by in
streets and metro stations
that posters shout out from
huge billboards on which
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a thin woman dressed in
scanty underwear is lying in
suggestive poses. No doubt
the message ‘Dress less

to impress’ does have little
appeal to Western men. The
only garment many Western
men have abolished is the
tie, but in the office rarely
more than two shirt buttons
are undone. In contemporary
Western society uncovering
more than usual might be felt
as detrimental to one’s image
of manliness.

Since humans began
meeting other humans
with different ideas about
nakedness, the world
has become much more
complicated. We know what
we have difficulty with in
others, but usually we don’t
have the slightest notion of
how others see us. In the
Western world each individual
has, within the limits of the
law, a lot of freedom, and that
freedom may be confusing to
newcomers. Those who have
been brought up with the idea
that only completely covered
women are modest, need
to unlearn that ‘nakedness’
and chastity are mutually
exclusive.

The naked body
continues to preoccupy
people. Every day the media
bring news about nakedness,

protest against nakedness
and nakedness as protest. In
some places uncovered parts
of the body have caused
fatwas resulting in people
being molested or murdered,
whereas elsewhere the naked
body is eagerly exposed

to whoever wants to see it.
The dictatorship of creative
advertisers makes women
unpack their bodies and

no less creative religious
authorities make women

do the reverse. In both
cases the majority complies
with the rules. People hold
widely diverging ideas

about ‘nakedness’. An ouffit
appreciated by one person
can be experienced as
shocking by his neighbour,
and the tendency to judge
others as being inferior is
widespread.

Each human comes
naked into the world and our
earliest ancestors, though
much hairier than we are
now, went about without a
stitch on. Most people show
their hands, noses, mouths,
cheeks and eyes to others
without much embarrassment,
but are usually inclined
to hide their genitals and
buttocks. Why did humanity
gradually get caught up in
such a complicated moral
web of clothing rules?

Shame is not only due to
matters or situations relating
to sex or visible body parts.
The idea that shame goes
away as soon as our pubic
region is covered appears
to be as serious an error
as believing that shame did
not exist before people ever
covered their bodies. Shame
pops up in people as soon
as they deviate from required
social behaviour and leads
to feelings of disapproval,
ridicule or rejection. As none
of us want to make a fool of
ourselves, we tend to adapt
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to our own group, especially
in societies where survival
depends on the support

of fellow clan members. It

is an illusion to think that
completely covering all
humans belonging to one
sex would prevent the other
sex’s excitement. Covered
bodies may be more exciting
than naked ones. The ways
of shame and excitement are
surprisingly unpredictable
and we are all confronted
with both throughout our
lives.

Woijciech Jakielski
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Woijciech Jakielski

- Poland

Burning the Grass

A pale autumn sun had
risen over the town and the
surrounding veld.

Easter Saturday was
dawning, a time of sorrow and
uncertainty. The smoke from
burning grass, which had
clouded the horizon for the
past week, had come closer
during the night. Driven by
the east wind, it had crept
up from the farms across the
Skoonspruit River, to the very
edge of town. It prompted
anxiety, as well as thoughts
of punishment, remorse, and
paybacks yet to be identified.

First to awake, as
ever, was Tshing, the black
township adjoining white
Ventersdorp. It got up as
the first rays of sunlight
were starting to dispel the
darkness and chill of night.
As the rooftops gradually
loomed out of the dawn mist,
smoke from the hearths rose
above them, to the sound of
hens clucking, gates creaking
and then crashing shut.

The streets slowly began
to fill with people. Men in
navy-blue overalls carefully
locked their front doors and
gates behind them, then
came out onto the road to join
others, heading on foot to the
white town over the hill.

Black town councilor
Tommy Lerefolo, still half
asleep, could imagine the
scene taking place around
him on all the nearby streets;
it was the invariable morning
stirring of the black township,
heading for the white
districts.

Tommy, however, had no
plans to get up. On Saturdays
the town hall was closed.

As he lay in bed, basking

in the luxurious thought of

a day off work, Tommy kept
delaying the moment when
he’d get up, putting off all the
pleasures that lay ahead of
him that day. He had decided
to wash his car that morning,
his white Nissan SUV, and
that evening he was going

to watch a soccer match on

television.

Raymond Boardman
had also got up early, and
reached town too early, long
before the bank opened.

He left his car downtown,
then glancing at his watch
and calculating how much
time he had, he automatically
set off along the road, slowly
being flooded with cold
morning sunlight, that ran
towards the black ghetto.

It was so early that
he met Tswana women on
their way to clean, launder
and iron at the houses in
Ventersdorp. He also passed
black men in heavy cotton
overalls heading for the white
town. Some of them were
standing at the town limits,
near the Caltex gas station
to wait for the farmers who
would come here in search
of laborers to work on their
farms, and would choose the
strongest, fittest, and best —
the rare few.

As a boy, Raymond had
often come here with his
father to see if there was a
lack of hands to do the work
on their farm or something
had to be done that none of
their workers could manage.
“We need more blacks,” his
father would then say. “Time
to make a trip to the Caltex.”

Every time he passed
the Caltex gas station in his
car, Raymond was reminded
of this process of selecting
people from among others,
all alike, in the same navy-
blue or gray overalls and
rubber shoes. And the eager
way they clambered into
the back of the truck. They
seemed already on the move
before his father had pointed
a finger to say you, you and
you. They were in such a
state of readiness that they
seemed to sense his decision
a split second before he did,
or perhaps they were trying
to force him to make the right
choice. Raymond felt relief
at the thought that he hadn’t
had to do that for a long time
now. His own blacks were
enough for the work on his
farm; sometimes there was
even a lack of jobs for them
to do, and then they were
forced to look for work in
town.

At the Caltex gas station
he stopped and turned back
towards the white town. Now
he was walking along with
the men who hadn’t stopped
at the gas station. They had
jobs in the white houses, and
were so intent as they walked
ahead that they seemed to
be trying to anticipate the
white housewives’ wishes to
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do with watering and cutting
their lawns, weeding their
flowerbeds, and fixing their
fences, driveways and roofs.
There still wasn’t a living
soul downtown, though
usually by this time of day
there was plenty of traffic
about. In the silence and
emptiness, Raymond found
a shady bench on a square
outside the new town hall, by
the triumphal arch. There he
sat until late morning, bank
opening time, gazing at the
wall of the courthouse. In
the night, or maybe at dawn,
someone had painted some
black sevens on it, joined to
form a swastika — the emblem
of the white brotherhood, a
symbol of purity and good, of
the never-ending war against
the Anti-Christ.

Ten o’clock had struck
when a red delivery truck
stopped outside the Blue
Crane Tavern, located on the
town line. Henk Malan, owner
of the bar, watched through
the window as the driver
got out of his vehicle and
walked across the parking
lot, nervously looking around
him.

“A stranger,” thought
Henk. He knew why the
man had got out of his car.
As he unhurriedly dried his

hands on a towel, he took

a good look at him. “I bet
he’s not a customer,” he
decided. Whites only ever
dropped in at the Blue Crane
to ask the way — how to get
to the highway to Coligny
without going through the
black township. The locals
almost never looked in
here. They called the Blue
Crane a shebeen, a black
drinking den, as if it were a
disreputable dive, and not a
decent bar.

“They avoid me like
the plague,” thought Henk
angrily.

The whites didn’t want
the blacks to have their own
bar in Ventersdorp. They
were afraid that by opening a
bar on the edge of town Henk
would lure them out of the
ghetto. And in this town the
blacks were meant to stay in
their place.

“You’re opening a bar
for blacks,” his mother had
said when Henk took her to
the Blue Crane for the first
time. And it was the last time
too, because she’d never set
foot there again. “A bar for
blacks,” she’d kept saying in
painful disbelief, as he drove
her back to her small cottage
under a eucalyptus tree.

She thought her son had no
idea what he was doing, and

that someone had given him
bad advice. “Don’t you know
where we live?” she’d asked,
as if he really might not know
that. “Don’t you know what
sort of a place this is?”

But he knew very well
what sort of a place it was.
And he had a bar for blacks,
exactly the kind he wanted.

He thought of his mother
as he gazed at the white
truck driver, nervously looking
around the empty street.

“By now he’s probably
sorry he got out, or that he
stopped here at all. Damn
this town,” muttered Henk
under his breath. “They fear
us like the devil fears holy
water.”

And that had been the
case for as long as he could
remember. Visitors were
just as rare as the rain here.
They avoided the town, not
only because it was a long
way from the main roads, but
also because of the sense of
threat it inspired in strangers.
The young people in town
took it worse than the older
ones. Henk’s stepson Frank,
who had spent the morning
painting a new signboard in
a corner of the bar, cursed
out loud at the memory of
the previous day, when he’d
made a trip to Potchefstroom,
a sizeable city not far

137

from here, famous for its
university.

“You can’t even drive
anywhere anymore!” he spat
in anger. “A guy lets slip that
he’s from Ventersdorp, and
at once they stare at him as
if he’s a beast! Maybe we
should think about changing
the name of this town?”

The white driver from
the red pick-up got into his
vehicle and turned back onto
the N14 national road, along
which he’d come.

Even more annoyed by
this than usual, Henk went
outside. Frank set up a
ladder and nailed the new
sign above the entrance; it
had a crane painted in gold,
just like the one on the five-
cent coins.

“It's crooked! Can’t you
bloody well see it's crooked?”
barked Henk, lighting a
cigarette.

Standing in the now
deserted street, he gazed
at the smoke coming from
the veld all the way to the
river. That day they had gone
outside every hour, to stand
in a group with the neighbors,
staring at the veld. But this
time they were in the street
alone, as if everyone else
had left.

“It feels deserted,” said
Frank from the ladder.
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The Blue Crane stood in
a row of buildings bordering
some meadows and the river.
Beyond lay the veld, from
where the smoke from the
burning grassland was drifting
towards town. Sometimes
it grew thinner and paler,
almost disappearing, blending
in with the silvery, livid blue
sky, and then it seemed to be
off, dispelled by the wind. But
now it looked to Malan even
closer, denser, almost navy
blue, like the storm clouds
settled on the far bank of the
river.

The blacks had been
setting the grass alight for
months, sometimes in several
places at once, so the town
was surrounded by smoke.
The whites in Ventersdorp
said they were doing it on
purpose, so nobody could
tell where it came from. Was
it just workmen burning the
roadside verges, or were
they sending another white
farm up in smoke? Now the
smoke had come so close
that it seemed set to engulf
the town, lay siege to it, and
finally launch the ultimate
storm.

“Is that OK?” called Frank
from the ladder.

Henk turned his gaze
from the smoke on the veld
and reluctantly inspected

the new sign. To his mind,
whatever he painted on it
and however much effort he
made, there was no way to
beat the recession or avert
disaster.

“What is there to say?” he
muttered. “It’s all because of
Eugéne! Maybe if he weren’t
here...”

But actually Henk wanted
Eugéne Terre’Blanche in this
town.

Night Wanderers

In Gulu the day was
ending.

The town was hurriedly
preparing for sleep, as usual
in the rainy season, trying to
get everything done in time
before the storm erupted,
which had been gathering in
the darkening sky in swollen,
angry clouds, only waiting
for dusk to release all the
rage accumulated during the
scorching day.

Blazing hot, the town
was dropping, starting to
cool down and go quiet. Now
with no regret the weary
storekeepers were putting
away the goods they hadn’t
managed to sell in the course
of the day. Grimy hired
hands from the vulcanization
workshop were swearing as
they struggled to roll some

gigantic tires the size of mill
wheels back indoors.

Set out on the sidewalk,
they blocked the way, forcing
passers-by to slow down and
stop for at least a moment,
long enough to plant the seed
of temptation to buy some
new car wheels.

In the downtown area the
offices were closing up. With
a rattle and a bang, one after
another the shutters were
coming down on the stalls
and workshops, hidden in
the deep shade of arcades
running the length of the low-
rise buildings on the main
street. The innkeepers were
starting up their electricity
generators, and the noise of
them could be heard from all
directions.

The imminent cloudburst
was already palpable. It was
as if heavy drops of warm
rain were hanging in the air,
ready to fall at any moment
onto the dusty red earth and
change it into slippery mud
the color of

blood. The sky was
thundering louder and louder,
bolder and nearer, and short,
bright streaks of lightning
were cutting across the
clouds as they closed in on
the town.

The citizens were
vacating the downtown
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area to get home before the
storm and the night. During
storms the power supply was
usually disconnected. Also,
the troops stationed in the
town preferred people not to
hang around after dusk for
no reason. It was easy to
mistake them for guerrillas,
who on dark, cloudy nights in
the rainy season sometimes
ventured out of their hiding
places in the bush and came
all the way into Gulu.

Jackson was waiting for
me, as usual, at Franklin’s
Inn on the main street. There
he sat, perfectly still, leaning
against a stone column. He
was a journalist from the
local radio station, King FM.
Its office was

located opposite the
Acholi Inn where | was
staying. In the afternoons,
when he finished work we
would meet at this place.
| would order the beer,
and Jackson would tell me
things—about the wars, about
kings

past and present,
good and bad, and about
sorcerers and the spirits that
interfered in people’s lives
and influenced their fate. On
Saturdays and Sundays we
used to come to Franklin’s to
watch soccer matches from
the British league on a large



television screen hung from
the ceiling in the crowded,
smoky bar.

Jackson didn’t move an
inch, not even when | came
up to his table. He looked
tired and was plainly in no
mood for talk. The storm was
circling above the town now,
waiting for the right time and
place to lunge and stun it with
thunderclaps, lightning, and
lashings of rain. The town
was frozen still, as if afraid
of being too distracted by
the usual hustle and bustle
to notice the tempest’s first
strike. Crushed

by its own weight, the
sky was sinking lower and
lower, as if trying to touch the
ground.

Suddenly the wind, which
was tugging at the palm trees
just in sight beyond town,
blew sand along the main
street. Abruptly animated,
shreds of old newspaper,
bits of colored plastic, and
yellowed grass

went whirling across the
cracked asphalt. Jackson
remained motionless, like a
predatory animal holding its
breath.

“Did you see that?” he
asked.

| shrugged.

“But he flew past just
over your head.”

“Who did?”

The first raindrops fell,
spattering noisily on the roofs
and the ground.
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The Book of Perilous Dishes

(novel extract)

Ismail Bina was getting
ready to climb into a street
carriage, for which reason
the gates of the Beylik had
been opened, and that
seemed a good moment to
me. If | had at least had a
little phial of aqua phosphori,
| would have set fire to
something, but as it was—
I had no option but to run for
it. When the Arnaut moved
away a little, | threw myself
blindly forward, running

with difficulty, for all my life

| had never gone barefoot.
My legs were still numbed.
People got out of my way,
and soon | had made my way

to the gate. All | had to do
now was to hide somewhere
and at that moment a heap
of baskets seemed the most
suitable place. | had almost
escaped. | was in the street.
| undid my shawl and took
out the powder, but a hand
grabbed me by the scruff of
the neck, and moments later
| was standing in front of
the carriage, broken like a
hollyhock.

Ismail looked at me
reproachfully, and the ruffian
attendant holding me pressed
his fingernails into my flesh.
| remember that Ismail wore
a white turban, snow-white,
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with a garnet glimmering
among its folds. Looking
back, | realize that he was a
man with much charm, but
at that time my standards of
beauty were different! The
man drew a puff on his pipe
and then the bluish smoke,
which had wandered through
his flesh, filled my eyes

with tears. The Turk didn’t
seem annoyed. He asked me
gently why I had run away,
what | had been lacking until
then. | must confess that

his words almost made me
feel ashamed. It crossed

my mind that perhaps he
didn’t even know that | had
been kidnapped. Perhaps

he imagined that those two
scoundrels had bought me in
the market. | had no answer
prepared. And, apart from
that, | could hardly breathe
because of that hand gripping
me mercilessly.

People had formed a
circle around us, and Ismail,
sensing that the crowd were
expecting something from
him, stretched out a gloved
finger towards me and
pushed my lips open, staring
contentedly at those round
about: “Aha! You're the one
from last night! Ugly girls are
always choosy! See what a
she-boar we have here!’

The laughter round about

encouraged him. Never
before had anyone denigrated
me in such a way. Never had
anyone hurt me so badly. And
there was also the leather
of the glove, which was still
pressing my lips. The people
round about seemed to
approve.

| could have sunk into the
ground and never come back.
However the humiliation
woke me up. Out of all the
supporters | had ever had,
the face of Master lulian
appeared bright and clear,
reminding me of one of his
teachings. Strengthened,
| yelled with all my power,
drawing the sound from the
base of my stomach and even
from the starving coil of my
guts: ‘Ismail Bina Emenil’

When you call to

someone in the midst of a
crazed multitude that is itself
roaring, there is only one
rule: to truly believe that
you are the only speaker.
Consequently | let the words
flow without haste, and after
a pause | repeated his name
at a higher pitch, to make him
listen to me. | had nothing to
say to him, but | wanted to
make him look at me, to show
him my teeth, for, although
he had opened my mouth, he
was still looking at the crowd
round about. Meanwhile, a

voice resounded across the
courtyard:

Ismail Bina on the road to
Vidin

Heeded not the Prophet’s
words and fell into sin,

Sold his shalwar for a bottle
of wine,

Went on the booze and got
drunk as a swine!

Out of all the people round
about the place,

Only Ismail Bina has an arse
for a face.

There was a rustling
among the crowd and a great
laugh rose to the heavens.
Many of them knew the song
that a boy’s voice had sent
resounding all along the
street. Some immediately
joined in. The voice passed
by the carriage like the string
of a dulcimer.

A hint of unease crept
over Ismail Bina’s face. In the
end he looked at my teeth
and couldn’t find his words.
The crowd had gathered
closer and closer around
us, and that alarmed him
somewhat. The waves of
smoke rose from his long pipe
directly into my eyes, causing
them to itch terribly, which
made me grin without mercy,
ignoring all Maxima’s advice.
From the Turk’s mouth
nothing came but blabbering,
for there is no one that can

speak normally after seeing
my teeth. Some get their
sentences mixed up; others
forget what they want to say;
and the most dumbfounded
of all utter words that don’t
exist in any language. In
that moment of stammering,
a yell came from behind me
and the attendant relaxed
his grip. A few people were
pushing their way towards
us. | seized the opportunity,
and confident that | would
never meet him again, | deftly
shook the powder into Bina’s
pipe. Then, taking advantage
of the sparks that were blown
all over everyone and of the
resulting crush, | ran straight
for a cart that was heading
swiftly towards the bridge.

12. The carters had no idea
what the matter was with

me, but when they saw me
hanging onto their cart, they
asked me if | wanted to get to
the Olari district, where they
were going. In any case they
weren’t interested in asking
questions, because | found
them already engaged in a
heated discussion. They were
talking about Cat o’ Friday,
and they soon had my hair
standing on end with terror.
The witch who had come to
eat up the joys of Bucharest
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was going to be caught and
hanged.

‘l don’t believe she’ll see
the end of the week!’ said
a man with missing teeth.
‘They’ve read a curse on her
head in all the churches!

This argument made me
smile, and the man noticed.

‘Don’t you laugh! When
the baker in Obor was
murdered, the Most Reverend
read from just one book! You
understand? Just one! And
two hours later they caught
the murderer!’

What more could | say?
The street showmen were
just part of a long line of
prophets. The portrait of the
witch was in the Church of
the Olari district, and that
filled my blood with little
poisoned darts.

‘If they don’t kill her on a
Friday it’s pointless, because
she can come back to lifel’

‘Seemingly on Fridays
she turns into a cat and goes
right to the altar.’

‘The Prince’s cook sells a
potion that protects you from
all spells!’

The men stopped the
cart outside the church, and
urged me to take a look at
the witch.

In the porch there was a
painting of Hell, and in the
middle of it a pot of pitch

was bubbling on the fire,
with a the head of a woman,
wracked with pain, emerging
from it: an old woman with
bulging eyes and drooping,
dog-like ears. Beside her
there was Cyrillic writing,

so orderly that even | could
understand the words: Cat o’
Friday.

When | left that place, |
realized that | had lost my
bonnet, and my shawl was
almost unravelled. My cape
looked more like a dishcloth,
and my feet were red. And all
that after just the first night
in which | had been left alone
in the world. One night had
been enough for me to find
out about the evils of life.

This thought was going
through my head when it
seemed to me that a breath
was reaching me. | could
sense the call; | could hear
the rustle. In the movement of
the city the breath and voice
of Maxima were revolving. A
deathly pain hit me right in
the chest.

13. Maxima had been both
mother and father to me.
Without her, | would have
been nothing. She took me
to lulian’s school and opened
my eyes to life. Everything
that she told me proved to
be right. She had a way of

saying various things that |
had doubted at first, but that,
reinforced over time, had
become foundation stones.

‘Despised love,” she used
to say, ‘rebounds against
you, like a cannon-ballV’

How could you believe
her? Especially as at that
time | doubted everything.

She was a tiny woman
and so agile that | couldn’t
keep up with her. She used to
tell me things like that while
running about the garden or
through the rows of millet.
Despised love Kkills you! How
| laughed. And that laughter
nearly killed us. Both of us.

Maxima called me
Patca or Patculita. To this
day | don’t know if it means
anything in particular,
because every time | asked
her she just answered that
it was a name for someone
exactly like me. For all
the love that she bore for
me, sometimes | had the
impression that she despised
me just a little.

‘Ehe, Patca, Patca! You
have to have your ears wide
open with people, because
your whole future depends on
them?’

Every time she gave me
a piece of advice, her eyes
filled with a pity that | can still
sense today.

Maxima was the mistress
of the millet field. She was
called Maxima Tutilina,
in honour of the goddess
without a temple. It was a
name that she had inherited,
for all the names of the
Satorines had been decided
long ago, before Maxima or
any of the others were born.

She knew the use of
seeds and of every shoot that
grew in the earth. And that
wasn’t all. In my memories,
she lives on as the only
person capable of bringing
whatever she started to a
conclusion. She could move
anything from its place, and
| don’t just mean plants,
which she could wrap round
her little finger. Sometimes
| would be talking with her
and out of the blue someone
would appear, a stranger
who would sit down on the
couch for a few moments,
only to disappear again
as fast as they had come.
Especially at night, the odd
candle would pass through
the salon, or a shawl would
float by, making waves.
Maxima read dreams, she
made elixirs and ointments,
and she could always cure
me of a headache with two
words that, even though |
still remember them today,
are no longer of any use to
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me. On summer evenings
she would write on the door
of the house Laco Fulvus,
and whoever tried to enter—
because uninvited salesmen
sometimes came, or the odd
neighbour with nothing better
to do—was scared to death
by the ghost of a monstrous
dog. The middle of the day
was mine. She had put it
into my head that | was to
be a sort of guardian of the
noontide.

‘When you grow up,’ she
would say, ‘you will be able
to summon sleep. Especially
when the sun begins to
tremble, at its highest point.’

Sometimes she would
talk for hours on end, until
| began to see what she
wanted me to see. And in the
evening we would enter the
house, where we would deck
ourselves out in beads and
veils, to frighten the spirits
resting in the mirrors or in the
transparency of the windows,
in the phials of poison and
in the flicker of the fire that
never went out in our house.
Maxima had gauzes, frocks,
and trinkets like no one else.
How she decked herself out!
She wouldn’t leave the house
without her pearly bonnet,
which she held in place with
a turban of fabric finer than
a spider’s web. And under it

she wore her hair plaited in
twelve pigtails. Sometimes
she would run at night
through the millet planting
statuettes of Averruncus and
other signs to trick Sator, but
especially to show me how
many ways of survival there
were.

Most of her time she
spent on my instruction, to
open my mind, so that might
hold the rank for which she
believed | had been made.

Remember, Patculita,
all your power is in your
teeth! Squint as they look, it
is in them that the strength
of our lineage lies! Their
waywardness shows us
that we must escape from
commandments! For what
is a person that does what
another says? A slave!
Worthy not even to be spat
on!

| looked in the mirror and
| began to take heart. | had
long been proud of my squint
teeth, which had so scared
Ismail Bina!

Maxima had made plans
for me for all the rest of my
life, so much so that if | had
happened to fall asleep and
to wake up after ten years,
| would have known exactly
what | had to do.

‘When | am no longer
around,” she would say to

me, ‘make your way to our
houses in Murta Street in
Bucharest, houses hidden in
the thick of the city, where
our wealth is—chests bound
shut with silver straps!
There you will find dresses
woven from elf hair, singing
beads, enchanted greenfinch
feathers, and books,
including your book, which
will finally open your eyes.
There too are written the
names of all the Satorines.
Ehe, that will be another sort
of life,” she would say, puffing
herself up, ‘one that you can’t
even dream of at present! But
remember! Before anything
else, you have to find
Cuviosu Zaval, who is the
only one able to show you
the way into the old houses!
As if it would have been
a complicated matter to come
by an address! Braila the
blind man had managed, so
surely | could, who at that

time thought that everyone
was stupider than me. For
years on end | had heard
those words and | knew very
well what | had to do. Even
if | had set out blindfold, |
would still have found my
little uncle’s shop. Except that
| had arrived late. Zaval was
dead and all Maxima’s advice
was of no use. It had gone to
the winds. She herself was
floating at that moment over
Brasov, and | was unable to
carry out any of the sacred
missions for which she
believed | had been born.

Once more | went to the
church with the porch where
that hag was burning in
flames, and | stayed there till
the tears dried on my cheek.

No glory was left to me,
no dream. Only the legend of
an evil hag.

For Cat o’ Friday, the
hunted witch, was me.
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Extract from the novel Total Loss

Translated from the Swedish into English

by Kate Lambert

Part 1

| see five dead hares and try
to smile.

"Urgh, that's awful. So
many."

Xavier doesn't look proud
or happy, although it was him
who shot them. In fact his
beautiful smile has something
distorted about it. He has
never killed an animal before
and | think it has unsettled
him. His smiling mouth
droops, like the wings of a
wounded bird.

"Mm," he says, not looking
me in the eye. "But now I'm
going to have a hot bath. I've
never felt so frozen in my

life."

The forest means
everything to Xavier. For
thirty years, ever since
he came to Sweden from
Argentina, he has monitored
the condition of the forest
for his job at the Swedish
University of Agricultural
Sciences. Every summer
he travels from Skane in
the south to Lapland in the
north looking for changes,
noting how the trees are
doing, studying leaves and
bark and rings. He takes
samples and sends them
for analysis. | don't ever go
with him on these trips but |
know he walks long distances

with a tent and a camping
stove and | can picture
him chatting, unguardedly
open and engaged in a way
he rarely is at home. As if
he'd put a comforting arm
around his own shoulders
and taken himself off to a
sheltered spot. Out there,
under the spruce branches
and canopies of pine trees,
he tells himself over and over
again that he is safe.

Xavier is a man who
carries a life-long sorrow
in his soul that he mostly
keeps dormant. But he says
the forest understands. The
forest understands sadness,
understands love. The forest
has courage, the forest knows
consolation. The silence of
the forest speaks better to
him than any human can. At
the start of our long marriage
| used to be jealous, feeling
| wasn't enough for him. Now
| think it's both of us, the
forest and me, who hold him
in our arms and hold him up
together. And that | couldn't
have managed it on my own if
the forest hadn't offered him
its embrace.

Xavier's colleagues at
the University can hardly
have understood him deep
down when they gave him
a hunting licence course as
a retirement present. They

probably didn't mean to be
unkind. They like Xavier and
his quiet, slightly dry style, a
lot.

“You can't just wander
about aimlessly," they told
him. "You have to conquer
the forest. Get out there and
grab what it has to give."
Xavier came home from his
leaving do with the course
paid for, high green boots,

a folding stool and a pair of
binoculars.

He was going to go out
and shoot things now.

When | tentatively
wondered whether he really
wanted to do that, he got
cross with me.

It was nice of them. They
meant well. They wanted
him to still be part of the
gang. Why did | have to
ask questions and ruin
everything? They were right.
He was going to learn about
the forest in a new way now.

| think his colleagues
wanted to challenge Xavier's
gentleness and see him
unearth a more brutal side
to his character. His younger
colleague Johan, who offered
to take him out hunting hares,
probably thought it would be
funny seeing Xavier with a
rifle in his hands. They called
him Professor Calculus.
Professor Calculus is going
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hunting, take cover!

While Xavier is in the
bathroom, cleaning himself
up and getting warm, Molly,
our two-year-old Border
terrier, and | stand on our
own in the garage examining
the hares. Their bodies
are long and narrow and
stretched out. Their coats are
slightly tousled as if the hairs
don't know what to do now
there is no life beneath the
skin. Molly's nose twitches
and her trembling excitement
makes her seem more of an
animal than usual. She sniffs
at the hares and licks her
nose. | pluck up the courage
to cautiously touch one, as
if the hares could be roused
back to life again any second
and claw themselves loose,
kicking their way out with
their powerful hind legs. But
they lie there motionless
and silent on the workbench;
close together as if they
were trying to keep each
other warm. There is a strong
smell.

Poor little things. Did you
stretch out your ears listening
for Xavier and Johan? Did
you quickly turn your heads
trying to locate where the
sound was coming from?

Did you suspect it coming?
Their fur is soft when | warily
stroke it with a couple of

fingers. Their claws are long
and sharp. When | find | am
looking into the unseeing eye
of a hare, | turn away.

| drag Molly away with me.
At first she resists, but then
gives in.

"We have to leave them
alone, Molly. Let them be."

It's so cold that my fingers
start to hurt and my cheeks
sting in the mere thirty
seconds it takes to get from
the garage to the house. The
door is locked. | stand in my
cardigan and swear out loud
because it's hard to get the
key in the lock when your
hands have gone numb with
cold.

Xavier comes out of the
bathroom drying his hair with
the energetic movements of
someone trying to shake off a
hat stuck to their head.

"You're supposed to gut
them straight away, really,"
he says. "But I'm too tired.
We left at six this morning. It
won't matter, will it?"

| have no idea and | tell
him so, adding reassuringly
that it will probably be fine.

"Since when are you a
hunting expert?"

"What? | never said | was.

"Sounds like it."

"I thought it sounded like
you were asking me. Fine, I'll
just keep my mouth shut then

shall 1?"

Xavier has been touchy
recently. | understand that
it has to do with his having
retired. It's a life crisis that
seems to grow bigger with
every day he spends pacing
around the house on his
own. He doesn't do very well
without structure. He's started
walking about with his hands
in the air in front of him, as
if they're ready to get stuck
into something — or someone.
In my strictest internal voice
| tell myself to be patient.

Be there. But one day, one
evening, one night — there
are so many moments to be
focused. Moment, moment,
moment. It's impossible to be
in control of all of them.

| say nothing and go into
the kitchen feeling hurt.
Xavier follows me and opens
the fridge.

"You're supposed to slice
them open and take the guts
out and put twigs in there
instead. Then they have to
hang for a few days."

"Nice," | say.

Xavier spreads butter
on a piece of bread. Plenty
of butter and two slices of
sausage. He sits opposite
me at the table, eating while
looking out at the patterns of
frost against the winter sky
as it turns to blue. He runs a
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hand through his hair. It has
got thinner at the temples
but it's still thick and curls at
his neck. And | can still be
stunned by how beautiful he
is. His big, elegant nose, bent
like that of a large, arrogant,
preening macaw, the broad
knuckles with the sensitive
long fingers, the inquiring
look in his green

eyes, his strong, healthy
ivory teeth. His angular
profile is so gorgeous that it's
embarrassing, almost banal.
So many times in our years
together I've had to rein
myself in so as not to look far
too smug. I've tried to seem
unmoved, as | stand there
secretly gloating next to my
eye-catching trophy, even if
my scalp is greyer and more
worn than before. There
are fourteen years between
us. But still.

| stretch out a hand.

"Have you eaten hare
before?"

"No, just rabbit. When |
was little | used to stroke
them and feed them leaves
before they became Sunday's
stew. | always felt sorry for
them because their back
legs were tied together.
Carmen, who cooked for us,
used to laugh at me sitting
there comforting them and
feeding them. When | asked
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her to take the string off their
legs, she said if we did that,
they would claw holes in my
stomach when we ate them...
What strange things people
say to children. Oh, well. But
they were plump and tender.
Those skinny things in the
garage have probably been
scurrying around, afraid and
hungry."

"I haven't eaten hare
before either."

"It might taste foul. Which
would mean | shot them for
no reason."

"No it won't. Isn't hare said
to be a delicacy?"

"Yes, like pickled herring."

"Hmm. It's still just meat.

If you turn them into ordinary
manageable chunks of meat,
| promise I'll cook them. Just
as long as | don't have to skin
them and butcher them."

"Leave it to the executioner
why don't you?"

"Oh Xavier," I sigh. "OK. I'll
help you. I think it's revolting
but what the hell. We have
it easy eating meat without
asking where it comes from.'

Xavier swallows the last
of his sandwich and smiles
vaguely.

"Yeah."

"We'll have game for
dinner," | say, suddenly
reckless. "We'll make a stew
and invite our friends."

The idea instantly starts
to take hold. Come round to
ours, a Saturday night in the

middle of a freezing February.

Game, red wine, baked
potatoes. That kind of thing.

Because we'd like to see you.

Celebrate Xavier's new life
of freedom. Celebrate spring
being on the way although
it's not as if there's any sign
of it. Have you ever eaten
hare? Really? Ah, well now's
your chance then. They've
been hanging in our garage
and Xavier shot them and we
butchered and skinned them
all by ourselves.

No-one is going to believe
me capable of it, or Xavier
come to that. Imagine.
Getting to overturn our
friends' assumptions about
us at our age. That alone
will make the evening a
celebration. A gentle tilt to
the way you thought things
were.

We decide to ring round
some friends. Xavier agrees,
says it's a good idea, but his

vague smile has disappeared.

There is something
missing. | think about it as |
stand on the steps smoking
my evening cigarette. It's
the only one | treat myself
to a day, but it feels vitally
important. Xavier hates
me smoking and | love

smoking. But | don't want

to die prematurely or have

a husband who turns away
from me, so | just have the
one. The smoke sharpens my
mind. That moment on the
steps with a cigarette, looking
at the tops of the trees and
the sky. It's mine alone. I've
done it ever since the children
were little. As soon as they
had gone to sleep, I'd come
out here, light a cigarette and
with every puff it was as if
my responsibilities and my
role as a parent floated away.
Not that | found motherhood
a burden, truly not, quite the
opposite. But | needed to say
hello to a more original me.

There's something missing
now between Xavier and
me. There's an unspoken
emptiness between us that
| talk over with cheerful
ideas that Xavier probably
goes along with because
he doesn't know what to do
otherwise.

He goes along with it. But
isn't really engaged.

The emptiness hasn't
always been there; it's come
about and grown as the
children moved out. It isn't
just the silence they left
behind that has crept in. It's
between us too. Both of us
are, or | would say were, hot-
tempered and | don't know
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how many times I've stood
there with tears running down
my cheeks shouting that this
was the last time and if it's
going to be like this, he can
go to hell. And | don't know
how many times Xavier has
mangled and stumbled over
the Swedish words that he
otherwise speaks perfectly
and used the Spanish

ones in cascades of fizzing
sparks instead. There were
reconciliations too. Not
because the argument had
got us anywhere. But we'd
get tired, we'd start longing
for each other. A hand, a
smile, an embrace. And then
we were so happy to see
each other again that we just
laughed at whatever we had
been fighting about.

Until the next time. And
then it would all blow up
again. These days | don't
really see what on earth |
could have got so horrifically
angry about. Probably | was
mostly scared. Thought |
had lost my grip, that Xavier
was sliding away. | think that
Xavier, with the tragedy of
his life behind him, carries a
burden of guilt and so was
easily provoked when | made
demands of him.

Over the years our
combativeness faded away
and since the children moved



out we might have the odd
little spat from time to time,
but the idea of starting a fight
feels almost absurd. We live
by a tacit agreement that

the fights are over. Things
are allowed to pass. Peace

is calm and comfortable

and not something we really
want to question. Not me
anyway. At the same time,

| realise that it comes at a
price. After more than twenty
years together the structure
we built has become stable
out of habit, familiarity,
developed tolerance. We can
lie on the sofa each with a
laptop on our knees and each
wearing headphones without

feeling nervous about what
has become of us. We don't
need to question where we
are going like we used to,
because we are sitting here
now. And we don't really have
anything to complain about.

Still there are moments
when | detect a brittleness
in the stability. As if a fissure
could spread deep in a
different way from before,
growing into a thunderous
cracking noise, something
irreparable. Or that hairline
fractures were spreading
while we powerlessly looked
on. No-one would rush to
help us. It's just us and the
silence.
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&N United Kingdom

Excerpt from the novel Ordinary People

Chapter 1

M&M

To celebrate Obama’s
election, the Wiley brothers
threw a party at their house
in Crystal Palace. They lived
near the park, where the
transmitting tower loomed
up towards the heavens like
a lesser Eiffel, stern and
metallic by day, red and lit
up by night, overlooking the
surrounding London boroughs
and the home counties
beyond, and harbouring in
the green land at its feet the
remains of the former glass
kingdom — the lake, the maze,
the broken Greek statues,
the eroded stone lions, and
the dinosaurs made of old
science.

The Wileys were
originally from north of the
river and had moved to
the south for its creative
energy and the charisma
of its poverty (they were
conscious of their privilege
and wanted to be seen as
having survived it spiritually).
Bruce, the older, was a well-

known photographer, his
studio a labyrinth of lights
and darkness at the rear

of the house. Gabriele was
an economist. They were
opposites in all things — Bruce
was large, Gabriele was thin,
Bruce drank, Gabriele did
not, Bruce did not own a suit,
Gabriele was a suit — but they
threw a party with shared
commitment and singular
intent. First they decided

on their guest list, which
featured all the important,
successful and beautiful
people they knew, such as
lawyers, journalists, actors
and politicians. Depending
on the size of the event, less
eminent guests were chosen
on a sliding scale according
to rank, connections, looks
and personality, which the
brothers went through in their
conservatory where they

had most of their evening
discussions. On this occasion
they invited more people than
usual, as they wanted it to be
bombastic. When the list was
finalised Gabriele sent round

a text.

Next they arranged for the
three essential ingredients,
drinks, food and music. The
party was scheduled for
the Saturday immediately
following the election so they
didn’t have much time. They
bought bottles of champagne
and macadamias and
chicken wings and pimento
olives, all the while going
over the highlights of their
sleepless Tuesday night
when they had watched the
blue states eating up the red
states and Jesse Jackson’s
tears in Grant Park and the
four Obamas strolling out
victorious on to the bullet-
proofed stage — then the
weather the next day, so
bright and blue for November,
and people, strangers, open
and smiling and saying good
morning to one another, in
London! They imagined, as
they planned their playlist
to pass on to the DJ, Jill
Scott, Al Green, Jay Z,
wafting out of the windows
of the White House. For the
purposes of insulation and
protection, they covered the
metallic book- shelves in the
living room with sheets of
chipboard and laid disused
mats over the walnut floors.
They left the Chris Ofili on
the centre wall, a sofa below

and some scattered cushions,
but most of the furniture was
removed. Gabriele placed a
note on the bathroom mirror
asking people to respect that
this was someone’s house
and not a nightclub.

Then the people came.
They came from all over,
from the towns across the
river and the blocks off the
A205, from the outer suburbs
and the neighbouring streets.
They came wearing faux
fur coats with skinny jeans,
shiny glinting Oxford Circus
sandals and flashy shirts.
They too had stayed up on
Tuesday night watching blue
eat red, and the Obama
daughters walking on to the
stage in their small, well-
tailored dresses and their
excited shoes had reminded
many of them of the four
little girls bombed forty-five
years before in the church in
Alabama by the Ku Klux Klan.
That, perhaps, was what
made Jesse Jackson cry, that
they walked in their flames,
and it was impossible to look
at this new advancement of
history without also seeing
the older, more terrible one,
and thus the celebration was
at the same time a mighty
lament. There were parties
all over the city that night, in
Dalston, Kilburn, Brixton and
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Bow. Traffic sped back and
forth over the Thames so that
from far above the river was
blackness crossed by dashing
streams of light. Afros
were glossed and goatees
were snipped. Diminishing
clouds of body spray and
hairspray hung deserted near
bedroom ceilings as they
came, as they parked their
cars in the shadows of the
tower, slammed their Oyster
cards through the Crystal
Palace ticket barriers and
meandered to the house,
bearing bottles of Malbec,
Merlot, whiskey and rum,
which Gabriele, in the spotlit
hive of the kitchen, accepted
with both his slender hands.
It was Bruce’s job to keep the
door, which he did until giving
himself to the joys of drink.
They kept on coming, men
in good moods and just-so
trainers, women with varying
degrees of fake hair, their
curls, their tresses, their long
straight manes trailing down
their backs as they walked
into the music, like so many
Beyoncés.

Among them were
a couple, Melissa and
Michael, who arrived in a
red Toyota saloon. They
were acquaintances of the
brothers, from the media
crowd, Michael had known

Bruce at SOAS. He was

tall and broad, with a thin,
stubbled jaw and pretty
eyes, the hair shaved close
to the skull so as to almost
disappear was naturally thick
and glossy given to a distant
trace of India in his ancestry.
He wore loose black jeans
with a sleek grey shirt, a
pair of smart trainers whose
white soles came and went
as he walked with a hint of a
skip, and a leather jacket the
colour of chestnuts. Melissa
was wearing a mauve silk
dress with flashing boho hem,
lime-green lattice wedge
sandals, a black corduroy
coat with a flyaway collar,
and her afro was arranged

in a sequence of diagonal
cornrows at the front with the
rest left free though tamed
with a palmful of S-Curl

gel. Framed within this her
expression was childlike,

a high forehead and slyly
vulnerable eyes. Together
they displayed an ordinary,
transient beauty — they were
a pair to turn a head, though
in close proximity their

faces revealed shadows,
dulled, imperfect teeth and
the first lines. They were on
the far side of youth, at a
moment in their lives when
the gradual descent into age
was beginning to appear,

the quickening of time, the
mounting of the years. They
were insisting on their youth.
They were carrying it with
both hands.

Into the Wiley throng they
stepped, where their coats
were taken by Gabriele’s
fiancée Helen, who was
pregnant, and transferred
via two teenage nephews
wearing trousers with creases
down the front to an upstairs
bedroom. The Obamas had
reinforced the value of the
high five so the atmosphere
was slappy. There was
shoulder-knocking and
cheek-cheek kissing, multiple
recountings of the Tuesday
night and the days since, how
the world was different now
but just the same. Meanwhile
the music thumped loudly
from the dance floor, Love
Like This by Faith Evans,
Breathe and Stop by Q-Tip.
The success of a party can
often be measured according
to the impact of Jump, by
Kris Kross, on whether there
is jumping during the chorus
and for how long. Here it
went all the way through,
the DJ encouraged people
to jump when the song said
jump, or to flash a lighter
when another song said
do that, every once in a
while exclaiming ‘Obamal’,
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sometimes in rhythm with
the beat. This turned into a
call-and-response pattern so
that the name, whenever it
was heard, was repeated by
the crowd, and if the DJ was
so taken he might then say
it again, or instead simply
‘Barack!’, bringing on another
collective response from the
floor. Beneath it all there was
a faint air of anticlimax, a
contrast between the glory of
the moment and the problems
of reality, for there were boys
outside who might have been
Obamas somewhere else
but here were shooting each
other, and girls who might
also have been Michelles.
The heat soared as
the night wore on. Bodies
leaned against each other
helplessly hot, and all that
seemed to exist was this
moving darkness, this music.
A song started with a laugh
from Mariah Carey and some
discussion with Jay Z about
where to begin, another
conversation followed
between Amy Winehouse and
Mark Ronson in which she
apologised for being late.
Then came Michael Jackson,
his shrieking riffs in Thriller,
his honeyed tones in P.Y.T.,
at which point the dancing
synchronised into a two-step
that changed direction three
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times before returning with a
lift of the left foot to the first
position. This was the climax
of the night. Eventually the
music would shift gear, the
pace would slow, the crowd
would begin to thin, making
room for a more spacious
dancing, for inner rhythms at
the wall. Now the nephews
went up and down the stairs
carrying coats in the other
direction. In a long nocturnal
exodus the people went back
out into the city, their voices
hoarse from shouting, their
skin damp from sweating,
their ears muffled with bass.
Slowly the house would
empty again, and Bruce
would keep on drinking until
at some point near dawn

he would suddenly feel that
he needed immediately to

lie down, so he would fall
asleep on the kitchen floor
or on the sofa beneath the
Ofili, and Gabriele, if he
came downstairs in the early
morning to get a glass of
water for Helen, would put

a pillow under his head and
a blanket over him and give
him a little kick, and he would
look forward to discussing
the highlights of their party,
and who would definitely be
staying on the list of invitees.

*

What is a good rave if
not an opportunity for love
in the early hours? Overdue
love. Kissing, touching that
has been all but abandoned
amid the duties of parenting,
the frequent waking of a
baby boy and unreasonable
requests at dawn for
Cheerios from a little girl.
What other more pressing
obligation is there, when the
house is at last empty, for
a whole entire night, cour-
tesy of kindly grandparents
all the way on the other side
of the river, than to fiercely
and deliriously copulate, to
remind each other that you
are more than just partners in
the very tedious sense of that
word, but lovers, sweethearts,
even still, possibly? The
urgency of this requirement
weighed significantly in the
atmosphere of the red Toyota
saloon as it journeyed away
from the tower, away from
the Obama jubilation, down
Westwood Hill towards Bell
Green. Melissa was driving.
Michael was in the passenger
seat slightly drunk, his knees
touching the bottom of the
dashboard and his right hand
placed hopefully on Melissa’s
thigh. She allowed him to
keep it there, even though he
hadn’t danced with her at the

party and habitually failed to
clear the draining rack before
washing up, leaving the dry
things to get wet again; it
drove her crazy. Along the
sides of the car’s interior
were the telltale remains of
a horrible upholstery of dull
green and purple leaves that
they had compromised on
when they had bought it, for
it was cheap. Only the seats
themselves had been saved
from their ugliness, with a
grey Type R makeover set,
now faded and worn by the
regular pressure of Melissa
and Michael’s travelling side-
by-side backs.

In this car, in the spring
of that year, the sweet
deliverance of April spilling
down through the open
sunroof, they had crossed
the River Thames from north
to south via Vauxhall Bridge,
headed for their first house.
Melissa was six months
pregnant, and then also was
driving, for she loved to drive,
the thrill of the open road, the
speed of the air, and anyway
there was nowhere else to put
the enormous peace lily that
had grown with a beanstalk
craze in the living room of
the flat they were leaving but
on Michael’s lap, unhindered

171

as it was by a bump. He
held it steady to stop it

from toppling, its big green
leaves and tall white teardrop
flowers touching the ceiling,
the windows, his face. Every
available chasm was taken
up with their belongings, the
boxes of books, the cassette
tapes and vinyl, the clothes,
the Cuban moka pot and

the Czech marionette, an
indigo painting of dancers

at twilight, another of birds
in Tanzania, the ebony
mask from Lekki Market in
Lagos, the Russian dolls,
the Dutch pot, the papasan,
the framed photographs of
Cassandra Wilson, Erykah
Badu, Fela Kuti and other
heroes, the zigzag table
lamp, the kitchenware, and
also their daughter Ria, who
was sleeping as diamonds
skipped over the river,
oblivious to this momentary
watery transience in their
lives. Over the river they
flew, listening to a long song
by Isaac Hayes. The water
swayed and tossed beneath
their loaded red wings,
turned and tumbled in the
troubles of its tide, shook its
silver shoulders and trembled
through the quiet arches of
the bridges.
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