Y. CHOULIARAS
Pencil in tfie Bread

ipoopi yAUKO ipcopi, ipopi nikpo, Xgq Koivcoviag Kai xol ey-
KAeiaxou, ipoopi xgq pavag pou Kai xoli naxépa, ipoopi X\
Yng, GepoKOppaxo, pé KAapiva f[ aafyxpoovo povo, ipoopi xfig
€CQopiag Kai xol x6nou aou, xoll neivaapévou Kai xol axopxa-
you ipoopi, ij/copi xoli pcopoil Kai xoli aSiKou, ipoopi ouAAaG-
opévo, EgxaEupo, xol veKpoll Kai xoll yewaiou, axacpiSoij/G)-
po, rc/aqd X épna, ij/aopi vav, poipaapévo oxa xéooepa \poop,
ipoopi avxiScopo, aAqGivo ij/copi, ijxood xocov napapuGicev, a-
anpo Kai palipo, pouoKepévo ipoopi Kai Gepo, KouAotipa xoll
yapou, npoaqwpo, xoli payepa /oo, ipcopaki, xfiq a8ep(priq
pou, x&v ayyéAcov apxod, enioliciog, ipoopi and oixapi Kai
an6 KahapnOKi, ijfoodi pliCi, voxeq ipcopioll xepaxiopévou,
ipcopi xoll (payiycol, ijxoopi pé Gouxupo, ipcopi ki eAid, ij/ocopi
ki aAaxi, ij/oopi x6v AéCooov, ipoopi xqv koaqv Kai kitkwy
nou]xwv, ki airxcov notl and xic| AEGeic) Gya£ouv xd ipoopi xoud,
eipoviKO ipcopi, ij/copt X0l épcoxa Kai xcov onaapcov axoll 8-
kaivou linvou xa Koopxepa SovxaKia, anAiiaxo \pood, pou-
xAiaopévo md KahaGi, ij/oopi xoli xeipoeva, \{flopi yepaxo Ka-
AOKaipi, (pAoyiopéva an’ xo ipaepi xeiM»  NPoSopévo ipcopi,
KaGgpcpivé, xoll axpiiaxou <polipvapii xoil AaonAavou, ij/oopi



Y. CHOULIARAS
Pencil in tfie Bread
Translatée! from the Greek
by David Mason

and the author

bread sweet bread, bitter bread, of society and of the
confined, bread of my mother and my fathei, bread of
the earth, a dried up slice, with klarina or a
saxophone only, bread of exile and of your homeland,
bread of the hungry and the insatiable, bread of the
fool and the unjust, syllabic bread, holy bread, of the
dead and of the courageous, raisin-bread, chleba, nan,
bread shared four ways, consecrated bread, true bread,
bread of faiiy taies, white and black, moist bread and
dry, wedding bread, unleavened, bread of the cook,
hungry bread, of my sister, bread of angels, quotidian,
bread from wheat and from corn, rice bread, musical
notes of sliced bread, bread offood, bread with

butter, bread and olives, bread and sait, bread of
words, bread of good and badpoets, and those who make
their bread from words, ironie bread, bread of love and
of the spasms of sharp Utile teeth in double-bedded
sleep, greedy bread, mouldy in the basket, bread of
winter, bread full of summer, lips inflamed by bread,
ah, betrayed bread, daily bread, of the useless baker
of the charlatan, bread



Y. CHOULIARAS
Pencil in tfie Bread

Mé xa poAiiBia ordv ndAepo

nepiypacpouv xov exOpd

iXV°YpagK)Qv x6 Bavaxo

onpoyyuAd Kap6éAia 6poxrT pixvouv xa nupoddAa
éva 6apog vi(bOouv axd oxopaxi oi (pavxapoi

Kal acopiaCovxai

orx0 cuppaxo ipcopi ol xwpaxoq

X0 Kaxagpoyoopévo and xic CicpoAdyxeg

"OAoi oi veKpol xopxaivouv ipoopi
ipoopaKi avooxo x6 6nAo pou
pé axaxua poAubévia

VABik{ ij/dxvo) ir\ pépa om i[

nou xepaxi”™ei x0 xaoupéKi xqq

oxi pé il popgxn'a xrjg SiKaioauviig

3AAa pé aouBAepég BeAdveg panxoprixavQV
notl KaGiipepiva yaCcbvouvc

KoppOLKia GoupKCopéva ax*v Koiipaai]
pé nveupoveq aSiabpoxouq
oriq xpiKupieq

Exiq ni6 anAéq AéCciq yupciia) xd paaxopa pou
noll ipixa xrev ekdva payeipeuei, evoe

iN\\ KOpa xi]q piKpa Kai poAubévia

Sdvxia dKolipaoxa xpayaviCouv
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ith lead pencils in the war

ey describe the enemy

ake sketches of death

e cannons cast arain of round loaves
weight the foot soldiers feel in the stomach
1d they fail in a heap

1 the fresh bread of the earth

ten by bayonets

| the dead gorge on loaves
y weapon a tasteless slice
ith leaden ears of wheat

vain | look for that very day

hich cuts its Easter cake in pieces

t with the broadsword of righteousness

It with the sharp needles of sewing machines
itching the quotidian

licate bodies brimming with tiredness
ith waterproof lungs
the tempests

the simplest words | seek my master
no bakes the image softly, while
 crust is being crunched

aselessly by small, leaden teeth

Y. CHOULIAR/
Pencil in the Bread



Y. CHOULIARAS
Pencil in tfie Bread

Miav 8AAI] cpopa and Kovxa akoAouOcovxag
%6 X010 noui B4Pai(e ax6 Xpovo
acppayiCovxag la XeiAii X pohoyicdy

Pé xa dnoxuncopaxa xol Xpaxog .

axpicpXa nepvvxag PAG pé xic KAiipaxapiéq
an’ X0 axevolxaiko av0|ypa Xoov Kalpcbv

Kai Ge(puipa)vovxag axo XeAog xq¢ 6Aaaxr(ariq
aXICV xedeia X(( aV0i"qq nol ival

Xelpevag néxpivoq yepaxog OKaAonaxia (ypa
6uOiapéva pé xo 6api poAU6i

i na|0|Kf\(Lpou NAIKIag

noll éyive xcopa fAIKia xcov naiSicov

0x0 0u0d xoll KpaxaAAou Kaxediika, eKel

Exa xépia xol Kpepaapévou avBpcbnou
Bpi]Ka x6 CepokOppaxo noll éxaaa piKpdg
eivai TJouxa dpox; xoopa

8év aKoliyovxai oi qoookq

xa oxbépaxa Kal alixa

naiiouv Kanoxe va piAoiiv

Meaiea o delpia gqoi], Kopmace

auneqo

Kavei xpiina ond Koquup|

evo A <plaii nvfyexai ax0 axapi
ijiXOuAa and X0 hapeABOY
anopévouv KoAAiyiéva axq YAcoasa
p’ 8Va poAlidi noli OKaA’¢ic;
KaGooq yATaxpiiae

Kpuppévo axd lycopi
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Pencil in tfie Bread

Another time closely following

the landscape that was pacing in time
sealing the hps of the docks

with impressions of soil

twisting together with climbing vines
through the narrowlittle opening between seasons
and sprouting at the very end of germination
at the punctuation of spring which is

a stone winter full of wet steps

sunk with the heavy lead

of my childhood &ge

which has now become the age of children

I descended to the depth of the crystal, there

In the hands of the hanged man

I found the dried-up slice I lost when | was small
butitis quiet now

the voices cannot be heard

the mouths, even they

sometimes cease to speak

The voice is choked in flour, it falters,
dustin a cloud

eats holes in the biscuit,

as nature diowns itselfin grain
crumbs from the past

remain glued on the tongue

which you poke with a pencil

as it slides out

of its hiding place in the bread

9*9



ATTILIO BERTOLIICQ

FRAMMEMTO

Buoi rossi e neri
pestano la bianca neve
nel cristallo opaco della notte.

Fremono i grandi abéti
nel lume fermo degli astri.

Angeli invisibili e gravi
guidano la colonna
con suoni di corni selvaggi.

LA ROSA BIANCA

Coglierd per te

Vultima rosa del giardino,

la rosa bianca che fiorisce

nelle prime nebbie.

Le avide api Yhanno visitata

sino a ieri,

ma ¢ ancora cosi dolce

che fa tremare.

Un ritratto di te a trent’anni,

un po’smemorata, corne tu sarai allora.



