
Y . CHO ULIARAS
Pencil in tfie Bread

ipcopi yÀUKÔ ipcopi, ipopi niKpo, xrçq Koivcoviaq Kai xoü ey- 
KÀeiaxou, ipcopi xqq pàvaq pou Kai xoü naxépa, ipcopi xf\q 
Ynq, ÇepoKÔppaxo, pé KÀapiva f[ aafyxpcovo povo, ipcopi xfjq 
èÇopiaq Kai xoû xônou aou, xoü neivaapévou Kai xoü àxôpxa- 
you ipcopi, ij/copi xoü pcopoü Kai xoü âSiKou, ipcopi ouÀÀa6i- 
opévo, éq>xâ£upo, xoü veKpoü Kai xoü yewaiou, axacpiSôij/G)- 
po, rç/copi x^épna, ij/copi vàv, poipaapévo oxà xéooepa \pcopi, 
ipcopi àvxiScopo, àAqGivô ij/copi, ijxcopî xcov napapuGiœv, à- 
anpo Kai paüpo, pouoKepévo ipcopi Kai Çepo, KouÀoüpa xoü 
yàpou, npoaqwpo, xoü pàyepa -q/copi, ipcopàKi, xfjq à8ep(priq 
pou, xâ>v àyyéÀcov apxoq, ènioüoioq, ipcopi ànô oixàpi Kai 
ànô KaÀapnÔKi, ijfcopî püÇi, vôxeq ipcopioü xepaxiopévou, 
ipcopi xoü (payiycoü, ijxcopi pé 6ouxupo, ipcopi ki èÀià, ij/copi 
ki àÀâxi, ij/copi xôv ÀéÇccov, ipcopi xqv koàqv Kai kükwv 
nou]xwv, ki airxcov noü ànô xiq ÀéÇeiq 6yà£ouv xô ipcopi xouq, 
eipoviKÔ ipcopi, ij/copî xoü ëpcoxa Kai xcov onaapcov axoü 81- 
kàivou ünvou xà Kocpxepà SovxaKia, ànÀiiaxo \jxcopi, pou- 
xAiaopévo orxô KaÀàGi, ij/copi xoü xeipœva, \{f(opi yepàxo Ka- 
ÀOKaipi, (pÀoyiopéva àn’ xo ipœpi xeiM» npoSopévo ipcopi, 
KaGqpcpivô, xoü axpiiaxou <poüpvapii xoü ÀaonÀâvou, ij/copi
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Y. CHOULIARAS
Pencil in tfie B read 
Translatée! from the Greek 
by David Mason 
and the author

bread sweet bread, bitter bread, o f society and o f the 
confined, bread o f m y m other and m y fathei, bread o f 
the earth, a dried up slice, with klarina or a 
saxophone only, bread o f exile and o f your homeland, 
bread o f the hungry and the insatiable, bread o f the 
fool and the unjust, syllabic bread, holy bread, o f the 
dead and o f the courageous, raisin-bread, chleba, nan, 
bread shared four ways, consecrated bread, true bread, 
bread o f fa iiy  taies, white and black, m oist bread and 
dry, wedding bread, unleavened, bread o f the cook, 
hungry bread, o f m y sister, bread o f angels, quotidian, 
bread from w heat and from corn, rice bread, musical 
notes o f sliced bread, bread o f food, bread with 
butter, bread and olives, bread and sait, bread o f 
words, bread o f good and badpoets, and those who m ake  
their bread from words, ironie bread, bread o f love and 
of the spasms o f sharp Utile teeth in double-bedded  
sleep, greedy bread, m ouldy in the basket, bread o f 
winter, bread full o f summer, lips inflam ed by bread, 
ah, betrayed bread, daily bread, o f the useless baker 
o f the charlatan, bread
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Y . CHO ULIARAS
Pencil in tfie Bread

Mé xa poÀüBia orôv nôÀepo 
nepiypacpouv xôv èx0pô 
iXV°YpaqK)ûv xô Bâvaxo
onpoyyuÀd Kap6éÀia 6poxrî pixvouv xa nupoôôÀa
ëva ôâpoç vi(b0ouv axô oxopaxi oi (pavxapoi
Kaî acopiaÇovxai
crxô cuppâxo ipcopi xoü xwpaxoq
xô Kaxaqxxycopévo ànô xiç ÇicpoÀôyxeç

"OÀoi oi veKpoî xopxaîvouv ipcopi 
ipcopaKi àvooxo xô ônÀo pou 
pé axâxua poÀu6évia

vA8ikû ij/dxvo) ir\ pépa om i[ 
noü xepaxi^ei xô xaoupéKi xqq 
ôxi pé iï[ popqxn'a xrjç SiKaioauviiq 
àÀÀa pé aouBÀepéq BeÀôvcq panxoprixavQV 
noü KaGiipepiva yaÇcbvouvc

KoppÔLKia ôoupKCopéva ax^v Koüpaai] 
pé nveupoveq àSiaôpoxouq 
orîq xpiKupieq

Exiq niô ànÀéq ÀéÇciq yupcüa) xô paaxopa pou 
noü ipixa xrçv ekôva payeipeuei, èvœ 
ir\\ KÔpa xi]q piKpa Kaî poÀu6évia 
Sôvxia dKoüpaoxa xpayavîÇouv
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Y. CHOULIARAS
Pencil in the Bread

With lead pencils in the war
they describe the enemy
make sketches of death
the cannons cast a rain of round loaves
a weight the foot soldiers feel in the stomach
and they f  ail in a heap
on the fresh bread of the earth
eaten by bayonets

Ail the dead gorge on loaves 
my weapon a tasteless slice 
with leaden ears of wheat

In vain I look for that very day 
which cuts its Easter cake in pieces 
not with the broadsword of righteousness 
but with the sharp needles of sewing machines 
stitching the quotidian

Delicate bodies brimming with tiredness 
with waterproof lungs 
in the tempests

In the simplest words I seek my master 
who bakes the image softly, while 
its crust is being crunched 
ceaselessly by small, leaden teeth



Y . CHO ULIARAS
Pencil in tfie Bread

Miav âÀÀi] cpopa ànô Kovxà àKoÀouOcovxaç 
xô xonîo noü 6qpàii(e axô xpôvo 
acppayiÇovxaç là  xeiÀii xâ>v poÀoyicôv 
pé xà ànoxuncopaxa xoü x^paxoç 
axpicpxa nepvcbvxaç paÇ pé xiç KÀiipaxapiéq 
àn’ xô axevoûxaiKO âvoiypa xcov Kaipcbv 
Kai Çe(puipa)vovxaç axô xéÀoç xqç 6Àaaxr[ariq 
axrçv xeÀeia xqq avoi^qq noü eîvai 
Xeipœvaç néxpivoq yepàxoq OKaÀonàxia ûypa 
6u0iapéva pé xô 6apü poÀü6i 
xfiq naiôiKf\q pou riÀiKiaq 
noü ëyive xcbpa fjÀiKia xcôv naiSicov 
oxô 0u0ô xoü KpüaxaÀÀou KaxéôiiKa, èKel

Exà xépia xoü Kpepaapévou àvBpcbnou 
6pî]Ka xô ÇepoKÔppaxo noü ëxaaa piKpôq 
eîvai î[ouxa ôpox; xcopa 
8év àKoüyovxai oi cpcovéq 
xà oxôpaxa Kaî aüxà 
naüouv Kanoxe va piÀoüv

MnepSeüexai or’ dÀeüpia rç qxovi], KopmàÇci 
auwecpo t[ œkôvt}
Kavei xpüna orxô KouÀoüpi, 
èvô r\ <püaii nvfyexai axô axàpi 
ijriXOuÀa ànô xô napeÀBôv 
ànopévouv KoÀÀiyiéva axq yÀcoaaa 
p’ ëva poÀüôi noü OKaÀ^eic;
KaGcoq yÀîaxpiiae 
Kpuppévo axô lycopi
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Y . CH O ULIARAS
Pencil in tfie Bread

Another tim e closely following
the landscape that was pacing in time
sealing the hps o f the d o ck s
with impressions o f soil
twisting together with climbing vines
through the narrow little opening between seasons
and sprouting at the very end o f germination
at the punctuation o f spring which is
a stone winter full o f wet steps
sunk with the heavy lead
of m y childhood âge
which has now  becom e the âge o f children 
I descended to the depth o f the crystal, there

In the hands o f the hanged man
I found the dried-up slice I lost when I was small
but it is quiet now
the voices cannot be heard
the mouths, even they
som etim es cease to speak

The voice is choked  in flour, it falters, 
dust in a cloud 
eats holes in the biscuit, 
as nature diowns itself in grain 
crumbs from the past 
remain glued on the tongue 
which you p oke  with a pencil 
as it slides out
o f its hiding place in the bread
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A TT ILIO  B ER T O LIIC Q

FRAMMEMTO

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

Fremono i grandi abêti 
nel lume ferm o degli astri.

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

LA ROSA BIANCA

Coglierô per te 
Vultima rosa del giardino, 
la rosa bianca che fiorisce 
nelle prime nebbie.
Le avide api Yhanno visitata 
sino a ieri,
ma è ancora cosi dolce 
che fa tremare.
Un ritratto di te a trent’anni,
un p o ’ smemorata, corne tu sarai allora.


