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FROM THE PRESIDENT

As 1 sit here, writing this brief forward to you all, dear readers,
I stare at world washed in white from a snowstorm that rolled
over Iowa City last night. The day before, there’d been a teasing
of spring, the temperature rising into the 70s and sheets of rain
soaking into the ground. I half-expected to see the hints of grass
pushing out of the earth this morning. But instead I'm seeing the
cold claws of winter dig into our world with one last cry. Can’t
catch a break yet, I guess.

Even still, it’s the same world I'm looking at—the same Iowa
City—merely different versions, different seasons. The world
shifted its contents, exchanged rain and wind for snow and sun,
yet the city’s form is still resemblant of the one of the week be-
fore, and a month before that, and a year before that. The world
has merely cast one carapace off to crawl into another.

The nature of the earth shifts in unexpected ways, staying
true only to itself, just as it is with translation. As a transla-
tor, I have been surprised again and again at the secrets held
within language, the way the warm words of a metaphor or a
symbol in one shift into a rattling blizzard in another—while
the impact and the intent of the story remain ever the same.
Translators twist themselves as agents of worldviews delineated
hazily by linguistic and cultural borders, passing not just the
words, but our spirits, between the varying worlds. To translate
is to ask questions, to feel out new spaces, to exchange carapaces
like the world does with each day’s weather.



Here at the Translate Iowa Project, my goal as president has
been encouraging this exploration in my fellow undergraduate
students. We've restructured. We've started new efforts to bet-
ter our process and our product. We've discussed as a team the
problems we’ve encountered, the solutions we’ve discovered,
and the excitement we've enjoyed at finishing translated pieces
throughout the year; translation, in our eyes, is by no means a
solitary process.

The final result of this year’s exploration? Well, you're hold-
ing it. Boundless VI is the best version of Boundless yet (perhaps
I'm biased), evolving itself to the Translate Iowa Project’s new
standards and goals my co-president Annie Goodrich and I
foregrounded for this year. It still rests bound between a beautiful
cover (thanks Sophie!), and it still marks the presence of student
translation from students at the University of Iowa, but its
contents have shifted to fit a whole new set of artists, authors,
and translators. Their work has left me curious, excited, and
surprised in more ways than I can count—about as dazzling and
awe-inspiring as a blizzard that comes following a hot rainy day.

Enjoy the work as much as you please; I hope it can awaken
something within you as it has in me.

Sincerely,

Kyler Johnson
President

Translate Iowa Project
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THE FAWN

Chloe Tharp

a creature, unnamed, sat amongst
shelves upon shelves of journals
organized chronologically
by year

or perhaps,

by feeling.

they flipped through

the pages,

their gaze transfixed

to every word.

tales they recognized

were written in the same
handwriting as their own,
yet, they never remembered
holding the pen.

they only remembered

the cold

as the snow overcame them
and they were lost

once again,

a tale that replayed

each year,

the only thing

they could

remember.
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LE FEON

Rain Hurst

une créature, anonyme, était assise parmi
des étageres sur étageres de journaux intimes
organisés chronologiquement

par année,

ou peut-étre

Par sentiments.

elle a feuilleté

les pages,

le regard transpercé

a chaque mot.

des histoires quelle reconnaissait
étaient écrits de la méme

écriture que la sienne,

pourtant, elle ne se souvenait jamais
d’avoir tenu le stylo.

elle ne se souvenait que

du froid

quand la neige I'a enveloppée

et elle s’est perdue

encore une fois,

une histoire rejoué

chaque année,

la seule chose

dont elle pouvait

se souvenir.
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O CERVO PEQUENO

Kyler Johnson

Uma criatura, sem nome, estava sentada entre
Estantes, muitos estantes, cheias de cadernos,
organizadas cronologicamente,
por ano,

ou quica,

por sentimentos.

ela folhou

as paginas,

os olhos fixados

as todas as palavras.

contos que reconheceu

foi na mesma caligrafia

como a sua propria,

porém, ela nunca lembrou
tendo a caneta na mao.

ela s lembrou

o calafrio

guando a neve a superou

e ela se perdeu

mais uma vez,

um conto que se repetia

todos os anos,

a Unica coisa que

ela podia

se lembrar.

The Translate Iowa Project
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ON THE OPPOSITE SIDE
OF NOWHERE

Hannah Franke

Bandersnatches have filled my dreams, lately, and I, am
floating,

broken, broken, broken. (Never fear; it’s only a mirror.)

Stream-of-consciousness sounds like sing

a song of babbles, let us play the beautiful game of language,

where all may reign victorious.

It rained tonight, and I thought of you, and how your hair
would look wet,

but never mind that, the donuts are nearly ready.

Do not read it, do not read it, do not read it, only
£080g0g0g0g0g0og0gog0gogogogo.

Reed, a grown-up popsicle stick covered in notes instead of
jokes,

wood on my tongue makes me gag,

I guess there are jokes after all.

Hypothesis is such a fancy word for shot-in-the-dark,

unless you’re an owl, but wouldn’t it ache

to see your itch and not have the fingers to scratch it?

Fingernails cut short,

all the better to play a fiddle-jig with, my dear.

A wolfish grin darts merrily across the dance floor,

and back again,

how I long for intrigue

and suitors,

let your lips brush my knuckles, please.

The Translate Iowa Project
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I am gone away,
a breath of breeze,
unbound.
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Courtney Cooke
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GREENING OUT IN THE CHICAGO
MUSEUM OF ART (AFTER
MONET'S WATER LILIES)

Rebekah Hallman

I.
We clutter into the aged beige building, alight
with reckless abandonment. True companionship —
the type of love felt by adventurers regaling tales
of heroism over rabbit. Tender skin crisp,
juices flowing freely down our chins. Comradery
lingering— bonfire smoke three days after.
Giddy bubbles in the blood —oh the delight
of being young and in the morning
haze of chicago summer. The stench
a rotted soup we drink up greedily, with crusty bread
and deep pulls of ale. We pop gummies —
on our tongues they waltz
lusty coils, treeing
our limbs motley green.

Eyes bending

in time

with the impatient crowd, drilling
towards ticket
booths.
Divide and conquer —
a landscape of gilded menagerie.
II.
That oh so familiar raging within me itches

The Translate Iowa Project
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to trail a grubby line of print along the seersucker texture.
Lick a line across thick moss paint, swath and gobble up
the koi eye lily pads. The reflecting swirls of milk-foam
blue and blush. There is so much good

and that little beast wants to tear.

Destroy it simply because it would be such a waste to destroy.
I1I.

Oh! To be known.

A beautiful thing that is not allowed

to simply be beautiful. Propped up

for the masses to point and project

such abject longing onto it.

And when their watching is done —

when the lights dim and ropes draw close,

to sit alone in the dark with all that wonder

trapped inside you.
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UN BLANCAZO EN EL MUSEO DE
ARTE DE CHICAGO (DESPUES DE
LOS NENUFARES DE MONET)

Raquel Valladolid

I.
Nos abarrotamos en el edificio viejo, prendidos
con abandono insensato. Compaiiia verdadera -
el tipo de amor que sienten los aventureros mientras refieren cuentos
de heroismo comiendo conejo. Piel tierna y crujiente,
los jugos fluyen sobre nuestras barbillas. Camaraderia
prolongada — humo de la hoguera tres dias después.
Burbujas alegres en la sangre - joh! la delicia
de ser joven y en la bruma mafanera
del verano de chicago. El hedor
una sopa podrida que consumiamos con gula, con pan
y tragos largos de ale. Tomamos gomitas —
en nuestras lenguas bailan
espirales vigorosas, arboleando
nuestras ramas verdes variopinto.
Ojos doblados
en tiempo
con la multitud impaciente, maniobrando

hacia las taquillas.

Divide s venceras —
un paisaje de fieras oropeladas.

II.
Esa furia tan familiar dentro de mi desea
arrastrar una mugrienta linea de huellas por la textura sirsaca.
Lamer una linea sobre pintura gruesa de musgo, envolver y engullir

The Translate Iowa Project 23



los lirios con ojos de koi. Los remolinos reflectantes de
espuma-de-leche

azulea y ruboriza. Hay tanto bien

y esa bestia pequefia quiere desgarrar.

Destruirlo simplemente porque seria un desperdicio destruir.

I1I.

jOh! Ser conocido.

Una cosa bella que tiene prohibido

ser simplemente bella. Apuntalado

para que las masas apunten y proyecten

un anhelo tan deplorable.

Y cuando han terminado de ver -

cuando las luces se empaifian y el telon cae,

sentarte solo en la oscuridad con toda esa maravilla

atrapada dentro de ti.

24 Boundless 6



A NIGHT IN THE LIBRARY THAT
NO ONE ELSE CAN SEE

Natalie Muglia

On the outskirts of town, past the small clusters of cottages,
looms a brick building, only three stories tall, with stained glass
windows that can only be lit naturally by the sun’s rays. It has
stood there for years, untouched by the trauma of the world, ig-
nored by the general population of people whose monthly taxes
pay for its upkeep. For those who dare to enter (there are very
few of them), they are surprised by the musty smell and the
building’s capacity for shadows. It is almost always too dark
to see, and a lighting device—usually a candle snagged by the
sagging front door and lit with a match from the matchbox that
is always surprisingly dry—is required. If you listen too closely,
the wind will sound like howls from an ancient world, and if
you thought that, you would not be incorrect. Once inside the
door, you are faced with two options: go up the stairs to your
left, or down the winding hallway on your right. Almost always,
the visitor will take the stairs. If you take them too fast, you
might trip on the loose boards or rubble that hint at the fact
that maybe the tax money is not going towards this building
after all. No one ever thinks about the disrepair when they see
the rubble, though, instead struck by the wind on the back of
their neck or the whispers that thread between their fingers or
the way falling clouds of dust shake their candle’s flame. Inside
the building, the visitor will feel like they are the only person
that exists; outside the building, almost no one will notice their
absence. Almost always, that visitor is me.

The Translate Iowa Project
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At the top of the building sits a reading room. The room is
stocked full of books that hardly see the light of day, so every-
thing looks sepia toned, chemically altered to look less menac-
ing. But that doesn’t stop the room from looking less haunted. It
is impossible to hear or see anything of the outside world within
these walls, packed in with books, and near impossible to tell
the time of day. Knowing that it is twilight outside does little
to abate the fear that builds within the room. There is no fear
outside; villagers go about their nightly routines, eating dinner
and washing up and reading chilling bedtime stories to little
ones too fearful to take away meaning. There will not be a lot
of time before someone notices a conspicuous absence at the
dinner table in the largest cottage, especially since the person
missing will be me. So I set the melting candle on a golden can-
dle dish and get to work.

Boundless 6
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Marissa Schooley
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LUNA

Kyler Johnson

Think I'll burn—

attracted by some false illumination,

fake creation of mankind—
think that’ll burn my wings
and make me wriggle

until my body

falls to ash.

Tonight my body crawls on no glass
—my eyes disturbed by no false luz
—my wings feeling the breeze
underneath the stars

carrying me

home.

I am soaring at the moon,
singing without words,

seeking that lumiére we could all use a bit more
of—that licht that makes our bodies tremble
and urges us to fly through the night.

No.

Yes—

Maybe,

The Translate Iowa Project
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it’s possible

that we ride the wind ‘round the earth

in search of ¥ or ljés or nuru never found before

(for who can dare claim to own the gleaming rays above);
maybe it’s possible

that we can pierce through onyx skies,

cradle those precious, glinting amber pearls clinking above, and
graze the silky wingspan of a stranger—

begging to find ourselves not alone

—someday.

Boundless 6



NIGHT AND DAY

Chloe Tharp

you know the saying “it’s like night and day?”
loving you is like loving the night.

the darkness stole your light young and left you without the
ability
to shine without the light of another sun to guide you.

you didn’t know how to spread warmth from your fingertips
or light up a sky with your own lips.

but you took the light from my own body
and stoked it until it grew hotter than the sun.

you learned how to nourish the light that i gave you,
with your bones, with your body, and with your blood.

you might be the night my love,
but you light me as the sun does to the day.
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GIORNO E NOTTE

Mizuki Wittmer

conosci il detto “e come il giorno e la notte”?
amarti € come amare la notte.

il buio ti ha rubato la luce da giovane e ti ha lasciato senza
l'abilita
di brillare senza la luce di un altro sole a guidarti.

non sapevi diffondere il calore dalle punte delle dita
o illuminare un cielo con le tue labbra.

ma hai preso la luce dal mio corpo
e I'hai attizzata fino a che e diventata piti calda del sole.

hai imparato a nutrire la luce che ti ho dato,
con le ossa, con il corpo, e col sangue.

Sarai forse la notte, amore mio,
ma mi illumini come il sole col giorno.
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Mizuki Wittmer
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THE DARK'S MAGICIAN

Natalie Muglia

From a collection of fairy tales in a book that
has been lost for centuries. While the only
known written record of this tale is in this
collection, it is traditional for old families to
orally share the story with the younger
generations, to warn them away from magic.

In the beginning, there was only light.

Those who remember it recall its brilliance. There was no
heat, no blinding. Only incandescent, irreversible light.

And with the light came boundless happiness. Not a single
soul was left without. No one was starved, or unkind, or fearful.
This is the kind of happiness we all search for, in the end. But at
the beginning, there was no need for searching—that happiness
already existed.

Until a man, one of their own, encountered a well in the mid-
dle of a deserted clearing. All around him the light swelled,
bulged, as if to hide that well from view. But this man, known
for his curiosity, did not let the light stop him from unveiling
the crumbling well.

He ignored the rope and bucket that beckoned him to pull
something out. Rather, he cautiously reached his hand inside,
desperate to feel what was within. Testing the limits of the per-
fect world around him, he experienced the fear and excitement
that came with being in the dark.

Boundless 6



For he could no longer see his hand once it was lowered into
the well, and the exhilarating rush of adrenaline that overcame
him convinced him that everyone should experience the sensa-
tion. So, he gripped his hand around the darkness, and pulled
it out of the well.

The world was not plunged into darkness, although that might
have been preferable compared to what happened. Rather, the
light that surrounded them balked, dismayed by the appearance
of the friend it had so willingly buried.

The relationship between the light and the dark was unknown
to the world at the time, until the light retreated. Slowly, it
gathered itself up, in a ball, and backed away from the monster
that had been retrieved from the well.

The light moved back, back to the sky, splintering into uneven
pieces and leaving the world in despair. For the light was out of
reach, now, written only in the sky. The darkness was closer.
It appeared as shapes that grew from their feet. It appeared for
half a day when the light disappeared from view.

The people had no words for these things, yet. All it was
was Dark.

Dark rewarded the man who had pulled him from his unwill-
ing slumber. That reward was power over the natural elements.
The man found himself able to call fire to his fingertips, to wield
the wind to his needs. He could pull stone from unlikely places,
and create water where there was none.

Heady with this power, yet overcome by his guilt for casting
away the light, the man returned to his people with the sole goal
of earning their forgiveness by becoming their leader.

But the people didn’'t want him. Their happiness was gone,
out of reach, and only wanted someone who would go and pull
it back down. The man was unable to accomplish that feat, and
so he was outcast from his kind, driven back to the clearing
with the well.

Determined not to let his powers go to waste, he covertly
recruited some of his kind—the naughty ones, the rebellious
ones—and taught them his ways. Dark helped him raise a whole
new race of people who could perform the unnatural, and he
called them magicians.

Bitter at his rejection from his people, and emboldened with his
new race, the man marched on his old comrades with an army
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behind him. But he did not expect to find a resilient enemy, one
driven by hope and love, and happiness just out of reach.

The fight between Light and Dark continues, rages, and refuses
to calm. Magicians and humans are always at odds, with no
clear winner. While one has power, the other is powerful. And
who is to say which is the better side?

Only know this: magicians fight with anger in their hearts,
and bitterness on their tongues. It is not the way to live. It is not
the way to find happiness. And so, avoid magic and magicians
with your last breath, for only that way may you even have a
chance at finding happiness again.

Boundless 6



EL MAGO DE LO OSCURO

Antoinette Rose Goodrich

De una coleccién de cuentos de hadas de un
libro que estuvo perdido por siglos. Mientras
que la inica crénica escrita conocida de esta
leyenda es de esta coleccion, es costumbre
que familias antiguas les cuenten la historia
a las generaciones menores, para advertir
contra la magia.

Al principio, solamente habia la Luz.

Los que recuerdan saben de su brillo. No calentaba, ni enceguecia.
Solo la Luz incandescente e irreversible.

Felicidad infinita vino con la Luz. Ningiin alma quedd por
fuera. Nadie moria de hambre, o era desagradable o tenia miedo.
Este es el tipo de felicidad que todo el mundo busca, al fin y al
cabo. Mas al principio, no habia una necesidad de buscar — Lo
felicidad ya existia.

Hasta que un hombre, uno de su pueblo, encontrd un pozo
en el centro de un claro desierto. Alrededor de él, la Luz cre-
cid, sobresalid, como para esconder el pozo de su vista. Pero este
hombre, conocido por su curiosidad, no permitié que la Luz le
impidiera de desvelar el pozo derruido.

Ignoro la cuerda y el cubo que lo llamaba a él para sacar algo
afuera. Asi, meti6 la mano cautelosamente, desesperado por
sentir lo que estaba adentro. Probar a los limites del mundo
perfecto alrededor de él, sintid el temor y el entusiasmo que
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viene con vivir en lo Oscuro.

Ya no podia ver mas la mano una vez que estuvo dentro del
pozo, y la avalancha estimulante de adrenalina que lo anego lo
convencio de que todo el mundo debia experimentar la sensacion.
Entonces, roded con su mano a lo Oscuro, y la saco del pozo.

El mundo no cayd en lo Oscuro, aunque quizas fuera preferible
comparado con lo que pasé. En su lugar la Luz que los rodeaba de
ellos rehuyd, consternada por la aparicion de la amiga que tan
voluntariamente habia enterrado.

La relacion entre la Luz y lo Oscuro era desconocida para el
mundo en ese momento, hasta que la Luz se retird. Lentamente,
se recogid, en una bola y huyé del monstruo que habia salido
del pozo.

La Luz se retractaba, de vuelta al cielo, astillandose en pe-
dazos dispares y dejando al mundo desesperado. Puesto que la
Luz era inalcanzable, ahora, escrita solo en el cielo. Lo Oscuro
estaba mas cerca. Aparecia como formas que crecian desde sus
pies. Aparecia por medio dia cuando la Luz desaparecia de la
vista.

La gente ya no tenia palabras para estas cosas. Todo lo que
era, era lo Oscuro.

Lo Oscuro le recompenso al hombre que lo habia sacado de
su duermevela renuente. Esa recompensa era poder sobre los
elementos naturales. El hombre descubrid que podia llamar al
fuego a las puntas de los dedos, ejercer el viento para sus necesi-
dades. Podia invocar piedras de lugares improbables y crear agua
donde no habia ninguna.

Emocionado con este poder, pero anegado por la culpa por
rechazar a la Luz, el hombre volvio a su gente con la tinica meta
de ganarse su perdon convirtiéndose en su lider.

Pero la gente no lo quiso. Su felicidad habia desparecido, in-
alcanzable, y solo querian alguien que fuera y la jalara de vuelta
a la tierra. El hombre no podia lograrlo, y asi era paria de su
pueblo, y lo hicieron retroceder al claro con el pozo.

Determinado a no permitir que sus poderes se desperdicia-
ran, reclut6 encubiertamente algunos de su pueblo — los travie-
sos, los rebeldes — y les ensefid sus formas. Lo Oscuro lo ayudd
a criar una nueva raza de gente que podia desempeiiar lo anti-
natural, y los llamo los magos.

Resentido por el rechazo de su gente, y envalentonado con
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su nueva raza, el hombre marché sobre sus viejos camaradas
con un ejército detras de él. Pero no anticipaba encontrar a un
enemigo resiliente, uno motivado por la esperanza y el amor y
felicidad casi al alcance.

La lucha entre la Luz y lo Oscuro continua, se enfurece y re-
hisa calmarse. Los magos y los humanos siempre estan en de-
sacuerdo, sin un vencedor claro. Mientras uno tiene poder, el
otro es también poderoso. ;Quién puede decir cudl es el mejor
lado?

Solo recuerda esto: los magos luchan con ira en el corazon, y
rencor en la lengua. No es la manera de vivir. No es la manera
para encontrar felicidad. Asi que esquiva la magia y evita a los
magos con tu ultimo suspiro, es el tinico camino por el que
puedes encontrar la felicidad otra vez.
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WIZARDS DANCING

Evan Tovar

Secluded from all sight, the two wizards took each other’s hand.
The shadows from the hanging trees made sure they were camou-
flaged, but they could see right through it. The moon-lit forest
floor was waiting. It didn’t matter what they wore, because all
they saw was that certain dress and suit. The squirrels high in
the Evergreens pulled out their orchestra, softly harmonizing
together. A gorilla sat at a piano, happy to accompany three foxes
that sang delicately.

The two wizards giggled with blushed faces as they pulled
each other closer. A set of green worlds gazed at one of blue, pa-
tient for the queue. He gently spun her as the frills of her dress
glided a breeze across the grass. Pulling her back to his chest,
when did he get so tall?

The outward stretch of his arm extended her forward, never
separating. Did he seem less nervous, confident? They locked
hands. A mellow sway rolled a slight gust over the bed. Around
them, blossoms of sunflowers began to bloom. The petals peeled
to reveal a pleasant flame. From that passion, little balls of light
leisurely floated to the Moon, shaping stars.

She laid her head on his breast as he her ear. Whatever escaped
their lips were lost to time, sealed by fondness. They smiled in
their bliss with a tender touch of their foreheads, finally able to
have a break from it all.
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MAGHI CHE BALLANO

Elisa Torres

Isolati da ogni vista, i due maghi si presero la mano a vicenda,
I'ombra degli alberi sopra di loro gli permise di mimetizzarsi, ma
potevano vedere attraverso di essa. Il pavimento della foresta
illuminato dalla luna stava aspettando. Non importava cosa in-
dossavano, perché tutto quel che vedevano erano quei certi vestiti.
Gli scoiattoli in alto sui sempreverdi tirarono fuori la loro orchestra,
armonizzandosi dolcemente. Un gorilla si sedette ad un pianoforte
felice di accompagnare tre volpi che cantavano delicatamente.

I due maghi ridacchiarono con facce arrossite mentre si
avvicinavano 'un l'altro. Una serie di mondi verdi ne guardava
uno blu, pazientemente in fila. La giro delicatamente mentre i
fronzoli del suo vestito scivolavano creando una brezza sull’erba.
Tirandola verso il suo petto, quando divenne cosi alto?

L'allungarsi del suo braccio la estendeva in avanti, senza mai
separarsi da lei. Sembrava meno nervoso, sicuro di sé? Si allacciarono
le mani. Un morbido ondeggiare spinse una leggera raffica sopra
il letto. Intorno a loro, fiori di girasole cominciarono a fiorire. I
petali si aprirono rivelando una fiamma piacevole. Da quella
passione, piccole sfere di luce fluttuavano tranquillamente sulla
Luna, modellando le stelle.

Lei poso la sua testa sul petto di lui e lui sull'orecchio di lei.
Tutto cio che sfuggiva alle loro labbra era perduto nel tempo,
sigillato dalla passione. Sorridevano nella loro beatitudine con
un tenero tocco della loro fronte, finalmente in grado di avere
una pausa da tutto.
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A MAGENTA BLAZE OF GLORY

Hannah Franke

The thing I always forget about flowers

is how quickly their petals drop.

There are grocery-store lilies,

on my dresser,

and each morning I obediently sweep up the fallen swaths of silk
and cup them gently in my palm

and dump them unceremoniously into the garbage can.

What a pity,

that so many lovely things,

seem to fade so fast.
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UN FLAMBOIEMENT MAGENTA
DE GLOIRE

Sophie Granger

La chose que j'oublie toujours a propos des fleurs

c’est a quelle vitesse leurs pétales tombent.

Il y a des lys d’épicerie,

sur ma commode,

et chaque matin je balaie docilement les bandes de soie tombées
et je les prends doucement dans ma paume

et je les jette sans cérémonie dans la poubelle.

Quel dommage,

que tant de jolies choses,

ont l'air de s’estomper si vite
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ESPLENDOR DE GLORIA
BRILHANTE

Kyler Johnson

0 que eu sempre esqueco das flores é

a rapidez com quem as suas pétalas caem.

Ha lirios do supermercado

na penteadeira,

e eu recolho os pedacos sedosos caidos no chéo,
carrego-os nas maos cuidadosamente,

antes de despejar no lixo.

Que pena,

muitas coisas bonitas

desbotam breve depois do nascimento.
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THE BARBIE RECALL

Carmela Furio

Originally published in boundless v

in second grade we rejected barbie
took on blue

and boys

called ourselves new women
i discarded dress for jeanshort
shredded frills

lost bubbles

frayed wings

in locked closets

in woodchip playgrounds

in windowless hallways

in second grade

we banned pink.

at eighteen i thrive

viridian and gold

scabcrisp red

tone myself in dark colors
wash out these scars of mine
arms the color of sunburns
and slap marks

the shade of hickeys

before they become hickeys
violence

before it bruises

i have become
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my lips own regret

spilling intestines

over my chin and on my

worst days i

don the fluffiest pink sweater i own and
tell myself i'm a cherry blossom woman
pure n’ unbroken on my

worst days i tell myself

i’'m a weeping willow woman

a bleeding heart woman a

jellyfish woman

refrilled and violent

scream sing halsey and cl

forgive myself for heartbreaks that were never mine
reclaim the pink of me

until my tongue turns to weaponry
and my digits grow talons

and i can swipe at the locks

and the heat sparks iridescent

and my shames come bleeding back
pansies

daffodils

all these frills

weeping off my closet hinges

this

the color all forty of us threw out
this

what we forgot for eachother

the color

we drained into the swamp

behind the playground

for the fish to swallow
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Alia Mnayr

Originally published in boundless v
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AMAR EN ESPANOL

Catalina Irigoyen

Te amo, I say on the phone before I hang up, dragging out the
‘aaaaamo’ to catch the last few glimpses of my partner’s face
through the screen. His head is full of dark waves that wash up
on his pale forehead. His eyes are blue-green sea foam, I think.
His name, unlike his appearance, never changes. Clayton is the
image my mind conjures up when I think te amo. Except some-
times I say te amo and think of my parents, my grandparents,
my cousins, uncles, aunts, and my brother. I say te amo to them
through the phone too. It is a phrase to cross long distances, it
is a two-word enunciation that sometimes means te extrano/I
miss you, except we don’t say that. wWe'd rather talk about love. I
would rather feel orange-red-pink with affection when I feel my
mouth move to make the sounds than the heavy grey of long-
ing, missing. So I say the words and feel better about the whole
thing, because we all know te amo can have so many different
meanings (I miss you, I'm thinking about you, I hope you’re do-
ing okay...) to so many different people (Clayton, Jefa, Viejo, El
Pibe, and so on, and so forth). It is the most natural expression,
it goes by unnoticed, passes freely between people. Five letters
I've been saying since I knew how to speak, and never once have
I stopped to question them. I have heard them from the wrong
person, told them to the wrong person. TE AMO TE AMO TE AMO.
Te ammo. It’s been used to hurt me before. Ammo to fire at me
when I used to be naive—when I didn’t know the difference
between hearing it and feeling it. David—yes, I'm using names
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here—would whisper it in my ear only seconds before forcing
himself down my throat. I used to choke on my te amo mds. It
would get pushed back down where it came from and I should've
known right there and then he wasn’t genuine, he wanted but
didn’t love. I used to drink up his compliments to soothe the
burn the rage left in my trachea after he was done playing with
me. I have always loved in Spanish. He amado with the intensity
of an equatorial sun at noon—warming and caressing the skins
of lovers, embracing family and friends, but also just burning. I
used to think it was okay for love to be fire, porque a veces uno se
quema en la vida and that’s just how it goes. I used to be seventeen
and thinking I was hot shit because I could handle a little sizzle
and a whole lot of burn. I used to be seventeen with a heart the
same color that’s left when you gaze into your cigarette stub and
only find ashes. El amor calienta no quema. People are so full
of shit! They will tell you that love hurts sometimes and you’ll
believe it because you don’t know any better and next thing you
know you'’re singing “love hurts, love bleeds” and expecting your
next romance to be painful or not happen at all. I love that song
as much as the next person, but respectfully, Nazareth, you're
wrong. Pain is not passion. Passion is passion. Te amo’s used to
hurt when I thought they were supposed to. Now I realize it’s
all a scheme to control people. I think of David again and how
many te amo’s I must’ve uttered to him. I don’t think I could do
the math. Four years of te amo’s, whether successfully delivered
or failed to launch due to his calentura... it’s enough to make
any girl sick of love. Or lovesick. Maybe just sick of love. But
then Clayton comes around with enough real, warm, genuine
te amo’s to patch up all the holes other people’s te ‘ammos’ left
behind and I realize that the problem wasn’t the phrase, but the
people saying it. I wish I could be like that scientist I saw studying
bats in the Amazon. Every night he would catch bats with a
little net he put out by where they flew, he’'d bring them to the
common area of the campsite and measure their wingspan, and
then release them back into the wild. He would observe them
and let them go. I wish I could catch all my misplaced te amo’s
if only to examine them. How orange-red-pink are they? How
much love fits in two words? What trajectory could they have
taken if only things had been different? I just want to learn from
them. My mom, La Jefa, says, uno de los errores aprende. Though
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it’s nothing I don’t know, it always helps to hear from her that
even when my love is misplaced at least I can learn from it. She
also says que las mentiras tienen patas cortas, que es mejor estar
solo que mal acompaniado, and through the years I have come to
hear her voice, deep and hoarse, telling me these things, sharing
her wisdom. I can confidently say te amo mamad because I know
she is thinking it before the words can leave my mouth. I can say
that and feel embraced by her love for me and that is how I know
it’'sreal and true. It’s the same way I can face the mirror and tell
myself te amo and know it’s true even if I feel far away. It doesn’t
matter. If you know, you know. And when you know, ya estd.
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AMAR EN ESPANOL

Valerie Burke & James Transue

Te amo, digo en el teléfono antes de colgar, arrastrando el
‘aaaaamo’ para captar los dltimos destellos de la cara de mi
pareja a través de la pantalla. Su cabeza esta llena de ondas
oscuras que se arrastran en su frente palida. Sus ojos son es-
puma de mar azul verdosa, creo. Su nombre, a diferencia de su
apariencia, nunca cambia. Clayton es la imagen que mi mente
evoca cuando pienso en te amo. Excepto que a veces digo te amo
y pienso en mis padres, mis abuelos, mis primos, tios, tias,
y mi hermano. También les digo te amo por teléfono. Es una
frase para cruzar largas distancias, es una enunciacién de dos
palabras que a veces significa te extrafio, excepto que no deci-
mos eso. Preferimos hablar de amor. Preferiria sentir el afecto
de color rojo-rosado-anaranjado cuando siento que mi boca se
mueve para hacer los sonidos que el pesado gris del anhelo, la
ausencia. Entonces digo las palabras y me siento mejor con todo
el asunto, porque todos sabemos que te amo puede tener muchos
significados diferentes (te extrafio, estoy pensando en ti, espero
que estés bien...) para muchas diferentes personas (Clayton, Jefa,
Viejo, El Pibe, etc., etc.). Es la expresion mas natural, pasa des-
apercibida, pasa libremente entre las personas. Cinco letras que
he estado diciendo desde que supe hablar, y nunca me detuve a
cuestionarlas. Las he escuchado de la persona equivocada, las
he dicho a la persona equivocada. TE AMO TE AMO TE AMO. Te
amo-nicidn. Ha sido usado para lastimarme antes. Municion
para dispararme cuando solia ser ingenua—cuando no sabia la
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diferencia entre escucharlo y sentirlo. David—si, estoy usando
nombres aqui—me lo susurraba al oido sélo unos segundos an-
tes de forzarse adentro de mi garganta. Solia atragantarme con
mi te amo mds. El sentimiento que era empujado de regreso de
donde venia y deberia haber sabido alli mismo que €él no era
genuino, queria pero no amaba. Solia beber sus cumplidos para
calmar el ardor que la ira me dejaba en la traquea después de
que terminaba de jugar conmigo. Siempre he amado en espafiol.
He amado con la intensidad de un sol ecuatorial al mediodia,
calentando y acariciando la piel de los amantes, abrazando a
familiares y amigos, pero también quemando. Solia pensar
que estaba bien que el amor fuera fuego, porque a veces uno se
quema en la vida y asi es como funciona. Tenia diecisiete afios y
pensando que era la gran cosa porque podria aguantar un poco
de chisporroteo y un montén de quemaduras. Tenia diecisiete
afios con un corazon del mismo color que queda cuando se mira
a su colilla y sélo encuentra cenizas. El amor calienta no quema.
jLa gente esta tan llena de mierda! Te diran que el amor duele
a veces y vas a creerlo porque no sabes nada mejor y luego es-
tas cantando “el amor duele, el amor sangra” y esperando que
su romance siguiente sea doloroso o no pasé en absoluto. Me
encanta esa cancion tanto como a la siguiente persona, pero
con respeto, Nazareth, se equivoca. Dolor no es pasion. Pasion
es pasion. Los te amos solia doler cuando pensaba que debian
hacerlo. Ahora me doy cuenta que todo es una estrategia para
controlar a la gente. Pienso en David otra vez y cuantos te amos
debo haberle dicho. No pienso que pueda hacer las calculaciones.
Cuatro afios de te amos, tanto si se entregaban con éxito o no
se podia lanzar debido su calentura...es suficiente para hacerle
harta de amor a cualquier chica. 0 enamorado. Quizas sélo harto
de amor. Pero luego Clayton venia con bastante te amos reales,
carifiosos, y genuinos para curar todos los orificios de balas que
dejaron los “te amo-niciones” de otras personas y me doy cuenta
que el problema no era la frase, sino las personas que estaba
diciéndola. Deseo que pueda ser como ese cientifico que vi es-
tudiando murciélagos en el Amazonas. Todas las noches atra-
paria murciélagos con una pequeiia red que ponia cerca de donde
volaban. Los traia a la area comun del campamento y media
sus envergaduras, luego los devolvia a la naturaleza. Los observ-
aba y soltaba. Deseo que pueda atrapar todos de mis perdidos te
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amos si solo para examinarlos. ;Qué rojos-rosados-anaranjados
son? ;Cuanto amor cabe en dos palabras? ;Qué trayectoria po-
drian haber tomado si sélo las cosas hubieran sido diferentes?
So6lo quiero aprender de ellos. Mi mama, La Jefa, dice, uno de
los errores aprende. Aunque no es nada que no sé, siempre me
ayuda oir de ella que aunque cuando mi amor esta perdido por
lo menos puedo aprender de ello. También dice que las mentiras
tienen patas cortas, que es mejor estar solo que mal acompanado,
y a través de los afios he llegado a oir su voz, profunda y ronca,
diciéndome estas cosas, compartiendo su sabiduria. Puedo decir
con confianza te amo mamad porque sé que ella lo esta pensando
antes de que las palabras puedan salir de mi boca. Puedo decir
eso y sentirme abrazado por su amor por mi y asi es como sé
es real y verdad. Es del mismo modo que puedo enfrentarme al
espejo y decirme te amo y saber que es verdad aunque me sienta
lejos. No importa. Si lo sabes, lo sabes. Y cuando sabes, ya estds.

Boundless 6



DO | LOVE HER?

Ryann Hubbart

Do I know what love is?
Would I know it if I did?

The classic question

In a young (gay) girl’s heart:
Do I want to be her

Or be with her?

But when I can’t do either

Did I pick her because of that?
Did I choose the one so far outside my reach
That I wouldn’t have to know
And wouldn’t have to decide
And can just dive

Into the blackness of her eyes
And the sound of her voice
And those curls.

Do I know what love is?
Would I know it if I did?

Do I love her?
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EST-CE QUE JE L'AIME?

Rain Hurst

Est-ce que je connais 'amour ?

Est-ce que je le saurais si je le rencontrais ?

La question classique

Dans le cceur d’'une jeune femme ( homo ) :
Est-ce que je veux étre comme elle

Ou est-ce que jai envie d’elle ?

Mais quand je ne peux pas faire ni I'un ni 'autre
Peut-étre voila pourquoi elle me plait ?

Est-ce que j'ai choisi celle qui était si loin de ma portée
Que je n'aurais pas a savoir

Et que je n’aurais pas a décider

Et ne peut que me plonger

Dans la noirceur de ses yeux

Et le son de sa voix

Et ses boucles.

Est-ce que je connais 'amour ?

Est-ce que je le saurais si je le rencontrais ?
Est-ce que je l'aime ?
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(LA AMO?

Valerie Burke

sSe lo que es el amor?

;Lo sabria si lo supiera?

La pregunta clasica

En el corazon de una nifia (homosexual):
Quiero ser ella

50 estar con ella?

Pero cuando no puedo hacer nada

éLa escogi por eso?

Elegi la que esta tan lejos de mi alcance
Que no tendria que saberlo

Y no tendria que decidir

Y puedo sumergirse

En la negrura de sus ojos

Y el sonido de su voz

Y esos rizos.

sSe lo que es el amor?

sLo sabria si lo supiera?

sLa amo?
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LOST CHILDREN

Chloe Tharp
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LOST CHILDREN

Elisa Torres

Before he continued along the way, he stopped by a valley to rest

There, he laid down to briefly free himself from the day’s test

From his open shoulder bag, an ancient recorder rolled out to
the ground

It was from his grandmother, having been crafted as a memorable
talisman profound

As he played it, having spotted it on the ground, a melancholic
tune escaped from his strategic breath

As he remembered all those ill children who lost the battle
with death

To honor them, the children’s families hung their festival clothes
by the old oak tree

That way, they would know that their souls were finally and
peacefully resting free

Most children desired to be in a better world, somewhere free
from the grasp of illness

He was almost one of them as a small child, but luckily, he
survived the grimness

The old oak tree reminded him of Grandmother and home so dearly

That he wished for the opportunity to return gravely

Yet the old oak tree reminded him to remain strong
It reminded everyone of the hope of one day moving along
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GROWING PAINS

Tessa Ramsden

Four-year-old Izzy peered down at the tiny thing in her mother’s
arms with a scowl of stern disapproval. “I don’t like it,” she
stated firmly.

“Now, Izzy,” her mom protested lightly, glancing up at her
from the hospital bed with a tired smile, “that’s no way to
greet Thomas, he’s your new little brother. And he’s not an it,
he’s a he.”

“But it looks funny. And smells, and it’s a boy,” Izzy replied
shortly. The baby stared up at her with pale eyes, giving slow
blinks as it attempted to take in its surroundings.

“Hey, now. I'm a boy, and you like me alright, don’t ya?” Her
dad joked from the other side of the hospital bed, standing above
her mom protectively.

Izzy rolled her eyes, but conceded to that point with a swift
shrug of her shoulders. “I guess,” she replied, leaning in to be
nearly nose-to-nose with the creature. “You smell,” she whispered.

The baby promptly sneezed in her face.

Two years later, Izzy was stubbornly shuffling her feet and
kicking rocks off of the little concrete path through the park.
Despite the fact that it was a beautiful spring day, with the sun
shining through the treetops and the birds singing melodies all
around them, she tugged desperately on her mom’s fingers, trying
to slow her down as well. Her dad and Tommy were just a few
steps ahead of them. Tommy was giggling happily from atop
their dad’s shoulders.
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“It’s not fair!” Izzy whined. “I have to go to school all day and
can’t see you guys, and then when we go walking I don'’t get to
ride on anybody’s shoulders. He gets shoulder rides all day, why
can’t he take a turn walking?”

Her mom sighed as she lightly pulled Izzy along and made
sure she didn’t stumble during her pout-walking. “Because you
are a big girl, and Tommy’s legs will get too tired if he has to
walk through the park with us. Besides, I thought you liked
school, and all your friends, and your teacher, and classes?”

“That’s not the point!” Izzy cried.

“Is OK, ziz,” Tommy said quietly from atop his spot on their
dad’s shoulders. The boy was still learning how to talk, and for
now the closest he could get to the name of his sister “Izzy” was
“ziz”, a nickname everyone seemed to find endlessly adorable
except for the sister in question.

“Oh, shut up, Tommy!” 1zzy yelled, glaring daggers at her
brother’s too-innocent face.

“Isabellal” Her mom gasped. “We do not use those kinds of
mean words! If you cannot enjoy yourself, then we will just go
home right now.”

“Fine!” 1zzy glowered, sulking as Tommy got to ride their dad’s
shoulders all the way home.

At nine years old, I1zzy had to push a bawling Tommy into his
kindergarten classroom, pleading with him as he stood with
both hands on either side of the doorframe. “Please go in, please
go in!” Izzy panted, pressing against his back with all the force
her skinny 3rd-grade frame could muster. “Look, they have ta-
bles, where you can make friends, and lots of toys in the corner.
Don’t you want toys?”

“I'wanna go home!” Tommy cried. “Mommy! Daddy!”

Izzy sighed. “Mommy and Daddy left, remember? We just got
out of their car, and they said have a good day and everything.”
She winced as the reminder of being alone brought Tommy’s
tears up to a screaming pitch. All around them, other young chil-
dren were hugging their parents or hanging up their backpacks,
but it seemed like help was nowhere. “Just stop being such a pest
and go in! I'll come visit you during recess, OK?”

Tommy abruptly stopped screaming. His grip loosened as he
turned around in the doorframe to face Izzy. “I- I can still see
you?” he asked, blinking away tears to look up at his sister.
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“Yes, of course—during recess, I'll come find you by the swings,
OK-now have a nice day!” 1zzy rushed before giving Tommy a
firm push backwards into his classroom. The boy nodded
brightly before turning around, head on a swivel as he observed
everything in the kindergarten classroom.

Izzy sprinted towards her class as fast as she could. She slid
into the room right as the bell rang and the teacher called, “OK
children, find the desk with your name on it...”

When she was twelve, Izzy sat at the dining room table with
her head in her hands. Crinkled green worksheets labeled
Biology and white pages of notes were spread out in a fan around
her. She sighed in frustration, half-heartedly picking up a list
of vocabulary and letting her tired eyes scan the pages through
the dim light in the evening.

“Don’t give up, dear. I know you can do it!” Her mom encour-
aged from the kitchen, giving her daughter a sympathetic glance
before returning to washing the dishes.

“But I don’t even know how they expect me to remember all
this stuff! And I know they say you just have to apply it, but I
don’t know how else to practice stupid applying besides memo-
rizing it alll” Izzy groaned in despair.

Alight padding of feet could be heard through the living room,
before second-grader Tommy rounded the corner and sat down
next to his sister. “What’s that mean, 1zzy?” He asked, pointing
to the word at the top of her list.

“Not now, Tommy,” I1zzy brushed his hand away, before look-
ing back at the word he had pointed to in contemplation. “It’s,
um, igneous, it means rocks that were made from volcanoes
and lava.”

“What about that one?” He pointed to the next word on the list.

“That one’s sedimentary, it means rocks that were made from
layers in the earth.”

The brother and sister sat there for over an hour, as he pa-
tiently asked the definitions of every word on the list, and she
did her best to explain them all.

She aced her biology test the next day.

At sixteen, Izzy ran straight from the garage door into her
room and slammed the door behind her. Loud acoustic guitar
music could be heard coming out of the bluetooth speaker from
within. It barely muffled the sounds of sobbing.

The Translate Iowa Project

65



66

Footsteps could be heard as Tommy emerged from his room
across the hall and crossed over to his older sister’s doorway. He
knocked with a caution the middle-schooler almost never used.
“Hey Izzy?” He called, “Is, uh, everything OK in there?”

“Go away, Tommy!” Came the sharp reply.

“OK, but well, is Jason still coming over tonight? Because he
said he was going to bring his Switch and that maybe I could-"

The sobbing grew impossibly louder. “No!” 1zzy yelled aggres-
sively through the doorway. “He’s not coming over! I never want
to see that asshole again!”

Tommy grew silent outside of 1zzy’s door. Then the sound of
feet racing away from the room and the strong thud of the front
door being slammed was heard. Tommy came back two hours
later, with his hands bleeding and a triumphant smile on his
face. Jason was not in school the next day.

Eighteen-year-old Izzy stood in her driveway and helped her
dad shove the last of her bags into the back of their SUV. “Alright,
sweetie, that’s everything,” her dad said with a grin. “Let’s get
ready to go, yeah?”

Izzy nodded, rounding to the backseat of the car and opening
the door before turning back to give one last look at her home
since she was four. Her fourteen-year-old brother stood just in-
side the garage. His lanky frame was tall enough to nearly touch
the light bulb swinging gently in the summer wind.

Izzy took powerful steps towards him before pulling his face
down to be nose-to-nose with her. “You smell,” she whispered
fiercely.

“Yeah, Ziz,” he muttered, enveloping her in a tight hug as she
fought back tears, “I'm gonna miss you too.”
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WHEN PEELING PEACHES

Antoinette Rose Goodrich

the sticky skin gets caught in the peeler until you start

to peel back the skin yourself once you have something to grasp
and only use the peeler when you don’t

have a proper fleshly handhold and the countertop

becomes slick with fruit syrup and sweetness that the

ants will swarm over tomorrow in droves

but the juices run down your hands first, finding

every little cut and nick you didn’t know was there until

you are a symphony of gentle stings and the peeler slips

but you're spared this time because you still have four more
peaches to undress.
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LORS DE LEPLUCHAGE
DES PECHES

Sophie Granger

la peau collante se prend dans I'éplucheur jusqu’a ce que tu
commences

a éplucher la peau toi-méme une fois que tu as quelque chose a saisir

et n’'utilise I'éplucheur que lorsque tu n’as pas

une bonne prise et le plan de travail

devient glissant avec du sirop de fruits et de la douceur que les

fourmis fourmilleront en masse dessus demain

mais le jus coule d’abord sur tes mains, trouvant

chaque petite coupure et entaille que tu ne savais pas était 1a jusqu’a

ce que tu sois une symphonie de douces piqdres et I'éplucheur glisse

mais tu es épargné cette fois car tu as encore quatre péches a
déshabiller.
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AL PELAR DURAZNOS

Sophie Perez & James Transue

la piel pegajosa queda pillada en el pelador hasta que empiezas a
pelar la piel por ti misma cuando tengas algo para agarrar

y solo usas el pelador cuando no

tienes un asidero carnoso adecuado y el mostrador

se vuelve resbaladizo con jarabe de fruta que las

hormigas enjambraran por la mafiana en masa

pero primero los jugos gotean de tus manos, encontrando

todos los cortes y rasgufios pequeiios que no sabias que estaban
ahi hasta que

eres una sinfonia de pinchazos tiernos y el pelador resbala

pero esta vez te salvas porque aun tienes cuatro mas duraznos
para desnudar.
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PENSAMIENTO DE OTONO

Jorges Rojas Alvarez

poco a poco, entra el otofio
dia, dia, frio
las hojas caen
todavia estan creciendo
rojo, verde, fundidos
emerge la luz del pasado
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THINKING OF AUTUMN

James Transue

little by little
autumn days grow cold
the leaves still green
still growing as they fall
fade into half-red half-green day
in the waning sunlight
remember the warmth of spring
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MOTHER OF THE FALL

Chloe Tharp
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MOTHER OF THE FALL

Tessa Ramsden

she glides across the leaves
never feeling the need

to put her feet down

or steady her weight

a queen,

a goddess,

a matriarch.

all around her, the trees
whisper a quiet thanks

as they release their leaves

and no longer feel the burden of
summertime.

she will carry the weight of
these paper-thin flakes

as they are buried and forgotten
under layers of white death

the protector,

the guardian,

the warrior.

she is the mother of the fall,
and while she rules over this
small and still moment in time,
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she knows her time soon approaches
to sleep.
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CAN | FORGET?

Kelsie Lawson

Can I forget

if Idye red

these pages?
Fingertips bled
till light-headed?

All the sages

and wise men

don’t know a thing
about sorrow.

They say it’ll pass,
but it won’t.

They say it won'’t last,
but it will.

They say it’s forever,
but what if I sever
brain stem

from spine?

What then?

If I can'’t forget,

If Ican’t set

this on a shelf and walk away;,
help me take it day by day

till the blood runs dry

The Translate Iowa Project

81



and the words stop coming,
till the eyes don’t cry,
and the heart quits drumming.
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PUIS-JE OUBLIER?

Sophie Granger

Puis-je oublier

si je teins en rouge

ces pages ?

Le bout des doigts a saigné
jusqu’a I'étourdissement ?

Tous les savants

et les sages

ne savent rien du chagrin

Ils disent que ¢a passera, mais ¢a ne passera pas.

Ils disent que ca ne durera pas, mais ¢a va durer.

IIs disent que c’est pour toujours, mais que se passe-t-il si je
tranche le tronc cérébral

de la colonne vertébrale ?

Quoi alors?

Si je ne peux pas oublier,

Si je ne peux pas poser

cela sur une étagere et s’en aller, aide-moi a le prendre de jour
en jour jusqu’a ce que le sang

s’asséche,

et que les mots cessent, jusqu’a ce que les yeux ne pleurent plus,
et que le cceur arréte de tambouriner
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PERSON PERSON

Horace Rainer

If 1 told you

That the reason I hate dogs

Is the same I love your eyes,

And that I cared for them

Through the shit, and piss,

0f a daily basis

All my life from seventh grade,

Or that their paws

Were the cause of my parents’ shouting,
Barking under day and night

At the start of every fight,

As the yelp of napkins torn

Wondered if their purchase could be sold:
Would you still pronounce me

As insensitive and cold?

Or will you walk to run away
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PERSONNE PERSONNE

Sophie Granger

Je ne sais pas si je t’ai dit

Que la raison pour laquelle je déteste les chiens
Et la raison que j’adore tes yeux, c’est du pareil au méme
Et que je leur tenais toujours

Tout au long de la merde, et la pisse,

Au quotidien

Toute ma vie a partir de douze ans,

Ou que leurs pattes

Etaient la cause des éclats de voix de mes parents
Aboyant sous le jour et la nuit

Au début de chaque chicane,

Comme le cri des serviettes déchirées
Demandaient si leur achat pouvait étre vendu:
Me déclarerais-tu

Aussi insensible et froid?

Ou bien, marcheras-tu pour t’enfuir.
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PERSONA PERSONA

Valerie Burke

Si te dijera

Que la razén por la que odio a los perros
Es la misma por la que amo tus 0jos,

Y que los cuido

A través de la mierda, y la orina,

Cada dia

Toda mi vida desde séptimo grado

O gue sus patas

Fueron la causa de los gritos de mis padres,
Ladrando bajo el dia y 1a noche

Al comienzo de cada pelea,

Como el aullido de las servilletas rotas
Pregunt¢ si su compra podria venderse:
sTodavia me pronunciarias?

sTan insensible y frio?

0 caminaras para huir
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SHALLOW STEADY BREATHING

Hannah Franke

I have spent today in a half-

awake haze as life-giving sickness courses
through my veins and

I weep with

joy.

I play hide-and-

seek with consciousness

while dryads giggle in

the corners of my vision, and I wonder
how long humans have found it
amusing to be

bewildered.

Cherries stomp across my taste

buds, and I gag

and smile, and gag again, and

raise my glass in a toast to tomorrow.
Idrink, and my lips are filthy

red with blood.

Energy is the elixir of the

elite,

and I feel nothing but beautiful
ordinary as I drop into

darkness.

The Translate Iowa Project

87



88

i% i I IR

Tessa Ramsden

FEHREF BRI

EY T EZEEEN—KRIUTFER
WA ME T
HE R AL

RRe

HRBIRE—

F2Ir) LRk i
iz R RFE

HHRA, HIE
AKIBEER S
BBAEZK

A8 T

Bk IE T F AR

w, HRER

AR, ILBRBRXER, AR
BB R.

(=T—R, WEDHE
il AN

BB EERN
Rz,
BRTSEREMRTARR
TR E R

FRRE.

Boundless 6



RESPIRACION SUPERFICIAL
Y ESTABLE

Sophie Perez

Yo he pasado hoy en una neblina

medio despierta mientras una enfermedad que da vida fluye por
mis venasy

lloro con

alegria.

Yo juego escondite

con conciencia

mientras las driadas se rien en

los rabillos de mis ojos, y me pregunto

cuanto tiempo los humanos lo han encontrado

entretenido ser

desconcertados.

Las cerezas pisan a través de mis

papilas, me atraganto

y sonrio, y me atraganto otra vez, y

levanto mi copa en un brindis por la mafiana.

Bebo, y mis labios estan rojos sucios

con sangre.

La energia es el elixir de la

élite,

y no me siento nada mas que hermosa

y ordinaria cuando me dejo caer en

la oscuridad.

The Translate Iowa Project 89



90

A1EL

Noussaiba Roussi

el Jaaliiae-

S| Llasdine 285 S (30 4ssdd a8l s (e 25 325 a5 A0S 032 (malisa il
a3l ) bl g Al Js el Sy dandasll L8 dsaiaalel Lasla ¢ e ol s ] Guansl
i e)) e o mana (3 Bgall Jlae oy ol 3alls e Yl 2alé ulad) Y
oobad) s elad) 30 Lend le 35 medd ) laas lialS |y Jaatin-

aa 5yl iy laid g8y suaay a8 lihaa | Lidaa Uy dle ) @ais Y Ledl jue s
LA sl Bal) JS G Ly sla lasa @iy s aale iy Le JS 5 )ag Liba i S

Lladey elsedl US| IS aSl I dad adad S paiad) B yal) (250080 i3 gl 23S
OSal ) gmn Lagidon il )5 (lSwsad (51035 635308 (Lo BLiAll aSad L350 38l
B Y saslells | xlial Glasas lgale Giagdes o) yiun Lgilaia &jlaa (325058
L AALA Y7 5808 Js)) aBaaay sl Ay (e giadey of Badad ¥ Ll )
43 saaanll Aasensd) OLaISH Gl G anl ed 4l “DHAT S 3 il Uaa ol Liais
i Y GS) ) (uSal Al JS DAl Cipun s aa ehyadl STVl 5k,
Aaghgoalasy ol aadiall Gia )55k A0DEATy JJilie ciae (e e (L

A (548 53 (58 53V slan (223 Y Jade palasl Le U5l g8 3adl 132 () 5Sgu Juail
aie Jaa3 Ol G zoal) gl (s3gman Vs | Leiliiils Anaall 38l 250 claa) i ol )]l
38y e olyiaV) Cajaay JEY) e 438Y5 | Cu)3S) ()50 wDhas 358 85 )l Lige
QI3 a3 Aalusiy) 4 gy Dle | Jamsidly (SI (3l a8l Jlea s Ladlls) sl
4 yasls LBLAD uSlal) 405)Ua3 rla 5 4038 el 5 (o 5a (o) Ldads ecs LA
“Ldl,san

Nagy Baadl dsa e BT Sl JAau) iSall e AL Adgw 3500 &lld alS
Aagdy alb)lall e g dgan s o8 Cramidal s “ial gu” Apad 4yl e LuSaia culy
e eline S Gl e Al G JaBs | Lemans pls 305 e Lal)8 43a3 il

Gaags . g sraalls Aol L8 43le Al Jag ailS 508500 Agle L3 1ay 5 Gosmlall 450G

Boundless 6



Jwlady 55 (3 e Gl phad dlgan (e apaadls H3sall Chilal agle 9255 Ladly LLS L 8
Ciganas ol ) ) ed Al 32 6o Bloms ol JaieallS Aag8a o3 s (il 5 45485 L
Adlend e oy B yills Aty gails (o8 403 Lale i3Sl s Jaag ¢ ilal

Ol e bl (3333 8550000 ulasly | oI aamidalle clgua¥ls | ila sall oIS
Qe dgas Cigaall Guadidgd giadisdlac o8 ulil) dxdady Cogan e LBl LT cuiS
Bagas il sy AANEN A3 (033 w18 A4005] o5 83 a8 LI 8)a N1 B )lsas M oyl ]y
(52 O g sniam I clily Jlaill dlaziad e Ledl iy legass o1a8 lall caasid
Gl N L3 sl e Lgian Lawl 2y Lgaans 0 a8 1) Hhai3 a5 S 5 Lgiangi
L Bsie (giae Lgindl (mandsledyhha oiadli Geeddl Ciadidfs s | oula Wi ag) ¢l
@S 3 e il el i€ I8 sl o clhd | slad alhiel Gulady sl
lgmaan HSHY DS S 10l Y SEOllin e iy yal e dae a8 | s w28 )al
Saayly pllaiil cileldy | dgildiansas . Baals 5 )80 L8 lgasen halial Lgisly

P AT DX PN PR AT PP VST DO PPN K PN B PYOSY | TR X

48l coyleis Gl g plall atd s w8 Hal Lils zoall Cisaaa s 5ylasdl (ily Sila
Qlas 3ilanll Joaznd Lgad anls Lasa Ledalash Sy 7 pall seliall aslsll g 530
(Cadaly S5l Aail) Lgale sl ces pm s casall L3381 ALY (e Cilgaliisiall
¢ pmaa bylaY) 8 Jaal) gals Ly dllae 8 Al Sladg” -

LAl syl gl Akl le peas e zoal) Guanay (Baaiell daludyl Led syl
028 (30 1S 313 LY 5 )W) 8 Ladasa ikl Bagad) | fB,laY) o JaSl)”
LAk ge Uag agi Ul Jlae ) ass OS gal Saiks

Hialall a0a La yaudy AdHadl Slad o 3ol Aad)y | AS0 1 )il Lo uad)ly cagall Gliag
allay) i Aalall sliie Llay Gak s yaiuael) dppdali sailedl Jle e LEN (a pol8))
O Al e Badall e cadiliy | lSa) e asad)y chadagade) Jagid a0
N Goal Aadl) Gag L oeate G35 S Gle Jamal) By 1a3a5 51 Guadlal) AasS
S5 s s sl (e iy | (el G el (e Al day 5 Bl
Dsaaall mandl e GBI i a4 sl S L Sy | iedad di @il Al LS Sy |
Al o8 el glize Cianly | ))S3l 3 Sl (e laaiad D8IA pall a8
Cigaa Cixans s Lia ) B3N (ha Aliga ) 5 (300 458wl 5 Caingid (o Craudiy LaglE 48)2))
el a3 )58 LAy | omed Ciay L eaandid i | Al )al) (i VL dsldal))

O i WSiae gl 2aY a3addy byl e Uk G Jaliy pral) I3 Jads
it oyl Ladly Shiedly adagad

SIS Luall oo 1438y 28] Slelda 13a Leali-

Agied Cailineg sas z o)l daas i V) Sle daiiag o 1Salia ddgds

e ABgaalll iiad o13al 138 LS 4080 ISain CSanng el3all ) ks

Ol Aliaaall AxadU 3321 553 Galads of sal Uily x| assldl) ol GalaeS
asdalidiad 4y Lamal | laley | eldall e e &) | agiadal Baly (e o sidalay
Lol caslels caall Jals adanas s

*kk

sgA )

The Translate Iowa Project

91



92

THE INTERVIEW

Alia Mnayer

We will call you...

I have heard these words before, and they no longer land in
the place they once did within me... I used to be excited at the
promise that my phone would ring and let me know that they
had accepted me for the job, I would scurry to catch it and look at
its screen, gasping for breath, only to find a call from my mother
or my temporary employer who gave me this meager salary...

“We will call you...” Four words that creep into my soul and
sow the seeds of despair... the seeds of despair sprout not seed,
but firewood... firewood that may become fuel for success, the
fruit of hard labor, or firewood that burns everything it touches
and leaves a body empty of all will or desire...

I heard those four words for the twentieth time... or maybe
I imagined that I had... the air was humid... the collar of my
uniform tightenings the noose of my debts... and in my hands
were two leaves, and I carried them with me to many places
until their sides turned yellow and my fingerprints were printed
on them... he said it and he did not look at me... it is as if  don’t
deserve him to give me his time, or belief in me, when he says:
“We do not need you... we wish you better luck elsewhere!”... By
God, these are more merciful than those four loathsome words
accompanied by a look of indifference or hidden yet obvious con-
tempt... at the end of every interview I lower my head so that I
don’t see disappointment seeping out from my eyes in front of
me, stealing looks at my shabby tarpaulin shoes. The day I find
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a better job, these shoes will be the first thing I get rid of! My
attempts to bend back my knee to hide their tight bent shape
are in vain... as are my hurried steps up the stairs, always un-
missed by my neighbors eyes, her mouth blankly returning my
greeting... but it at least distracts from my broken collar, and
my old ignorance of ironing and washing... I had a smile on my
face as this crossed my mind, and he looked at me from behind
his desk, through the computer screen mirrored in his glasses:

“Thank you...!”

It was a polite invitation to get out of the office to enter the
pitiful second place... or lucky maybe! I saw the game “Solitaire”
reflected in his glasses and smiled at him with something he
didn’t understand... I muttered a greeting that he read on my lips
and did not hear... before I walked out the door, his eyes were
again on the computer screen, and he seemed very focused, as
if he was solving a difficult and precise problem... at the door, I
found a young man with signs of tension on his brow, his fore-
head dripping with drops of sweat, he fidgets in his posture and
bounces lightly, like the next in line for a running race... he shook
his head and in turn I shook my head, and went on my own... he
entered the office, wiping his hands on either side of his uniform,
and the anticipation began to show on his features...

It was hot... and the sounds were deafeningly loud... the
city’s breath suffocates the young girls of hope... and he wrote, I
am standing on a sidewalk that people cross in a hurry and on
which the summer sun melts me slowly... I counted my dirhams
and pointed to the first taxi, but it did not stop, then the second
did not stop, then the third. A woman jogged and opened the
door in front of me, her face warning that she was ready to fight,
and she gestured to her little girl to get on, so I followed her to
get on, and the girl looked at me before the hand of her mother
pulled her, urging her in... the driver looked at me, soIindicated
to him that it’s okay... I stood under the sun, its heat burning me
and its rays forcing my eyes closed... I felt drowsiness come upon
me suddenly... I saw that I should walk a little... I thought I was
walking, but I was running on my feet... how many interviews
had I done? I do not know! A lot! A lot! I do not remember all of
them... but they had all mixed into one memory... in similar
faces... hot or cold waiting rooms, according to the seasons... I
was not the brightest in my class but I was not the dumbest...
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I reached the door of my building and climbed the stairs, drag-
ging my feet... my neighbor opened the door and turned around
to see who was coming up the stairs. I had always ignored her
and had mercy for the curiosity of the elderly and the boredom
of similar days. But today, with innocent malice, I saluted her,
and she wept and muttered:

“May God bless your work, my son. The job in management
is hard..”

I gave her a surprised smile and went up the stairs with what
I thought was a silly look on my face... “The job in management
is hard...” This woman thinks I work in administration because
she often sees me in this suit... she thinks I take a pilgrimage to
work every day and here I am searching for a job...

I arrived at home and fell onto the nearest sofa... the smell
of gasoline fills the room, explained by the roar of the truck
coming from the street... on the round wooden table was a plate
of leftovers from yesterday’s dinner, which I forgot to put in the
fridge, changed in color and smelling all over the place... I pulled
off the plate... and from the smell... from the pile of clothes that
are waiting to be washed on the miserable plastic chair... and
from the smell of the sweat that stuck to my uniform after
an hour of walking in the sun... and I held my breath... and
from myself... and I cried! I cried as I haven’t since I was first
weaned... I cried what I owed for my thirty years of imprisoned
tears in my eyes, behind bars of arrogance and denial... I spot-
ted my shoes in the corner of the room and they gloated at me,
so I got up and took them in my hand and threw them out of
the window, and heard the sound of them hitting the concrete
floor... and my sobbing lessened... and my tears dried... and I lost
my strength then slept...

A little before the sunset prayer, I heard a knock on the door,
and I opened it to find another neighbor of mine holding my
shoes from their strings in disgust, shoving them in my face:

Aren’t these your shoes? I knew it! They are, aren’t they?

He laughed then put them on the floor and climbed the stairs,
giggling as he went...

Ilooked at the shoes and I laughed a laugh that was more like
acry... these damn shoes label me... like the tread of Abu al-Qa-
sim... follow me and I hope that I will be accepted by those with
shiny, polished shoes who line up those who lick them... these
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shoes are as shabby as me... and salty... with pity, I took them
and put them inside the house and closed the door...
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FATE

Elana Walters

He doesn’t know the same world as you,
you may live in it together,
but just like the koi fish and
the water lilies beneath us.

One was born from the mud
while the other swims above it.
Both know the surface,
but only one knows
the water’s
depth.



FATO

Mizuki Wittmer

Lui non conosce il mondo come tu lo conosci,
puoi vivere insieme in esso,

ma come i pesci koi e

le ninfee sotto di noi.

Uno é nato dal fango
mentre I'altro nuota sopra di esso
Entrambi conoscono la superficie

ma solo uno conosce

la profondita
dell’acqua.
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03 SEPTEMBRE 1904

Natalie Muglia

Charlotte used the pads of her fingers to press open the wooden
door. It creaked, and the wood grated against her fingers, leaving
a film of dust behind. She resisted rubbing the dust off on her
heavy, pale blue skirts. On the walk over, she’d had to use both
hands to keep the hem aloft, sweeping it away from the collected
sewage that swam in the streets. Dead mice, shards of glass,
blood-stained debris from la semaine sanglante that had eluded
clean-up efforts. The sight and smell of it all was as familiar to
Charlotte as the sprigs of lavender that sat on the table in the foyer
in her own home. It was almost comforting, this knowledge that
the city would always be a little less than perfect.

Her low heels clicked dully across the concrete floor. The date
was 03 September 1904, which marked the abandonment of this
underground station for more than 5 years. It was just past 12
o’clock. So long as she moved quickly, no one at home would
notice her unexplained absence.

As she moved into the room, the creatures at the peripheries
scuttled at the movement and light she brought with her. She
guessed that mice, insects, spiders were all creeping around.
Despite her familiarity with the sewage of the city streets, she
scowled and pulled the hem of her dress back up, refusing to
meet with any of the abominable creatures. Marthe would cer-
tainly kill her if the hem of her dress was eaten through.

Hardly any of the sun’s rays penetrated down the abandoned
staircase, and the splinters of light that did fractured around the
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bends Charlotte had swerved around minutes before. Dust motes
at the corners of the room swirled when she moved, and her
only indication of their presence were the violent sneezes that
wracked her body. After a particularly painful episode, Charlotte
wiped the dust from her fingers and resigned herself to Marthe
noticing how quickly she’d sullied her newest dress.

Charlotte—had she been anyone different, anyone ordinaire—
would have been at the mercy of guesswork as to how the room
was laid out due to the lack of light. But luckily for her, all she
had to do was snap her fingers and whisper enflamma and the
tip of her right index finger provided just enough light for her to
see the room by. She caught her heavy skirts in one hand, hold-
ing out the lit one to examine more closely the rest of the space.

As she turned in slow movement, she saw that rather than
a room, the space was a full subway station that had just
been blocked off by a loose, practically out-of-place door. Most
likely by one of the builders who hadn’t wanted any witnesses
to see how he’d failed to produce a workable underground
métro station.

His loss was Charlotte’s gain.

The concrete was dusty, and Charlotte now could watch the
movement of the dust motes. She so wished for a spell to banish
them away—the dust and her allergies—but was restricted by
the walls of her limited knowledge. Instead, she tasked herself
to analyze the smallest details of the space. Alexis had stated
it was half-constructed, but Charlotte thought the station was
more than that. It felt abandoned. There were no railroad tracks
laid down, only a space for the iron to be fitted into. The ceiling
was too low—Charlotte could not fully hear the movement of the
Parisians above, but felt the weight of them suffocating her with
a ceiling that was less than a meter above her head. The only
light came from the faint glow from beyond the now-opened
door, and from the fire at her fingertips. The tunnel was com-
pletely blocked off on both sides, making it impossible for le con-
seil to reintegrate the station back into the line without explo-
sives. Charlotte did note that with a sense of dread—Parisians
were nothing if not determined once they set their minds to
something, and Charlotte could see use for this abandoned sta-
tion should le métro turn out to become even more popular than
it already was. Explosives would be a small price to pay, in the
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end. Turning around once more, Charlotte guessed at the dimen-
sions, thinking it would be entirely possible to fit their group of
five—plus all their necessary materials—into this space.

While not a proper room, the abandoned station was a proper
space. Alexis had been right, Charlotte thought with awe as she
extinguished her finger with a near-silent éteinguereé. After nearly
six months of searching, it was not a surprise that les parias would
only find a meeting space that fit them in the underbelly of the city
that had rejected them. It was fitting, certainly. Satisfaction coursed
through Charlotte’s veins. Alexis and she had found it, and this would
be their accomplishment, their contribution to the group.

Charlotte readjusted her grip on her skirts and dashed back to
the staircase that would lead her back to the street-level of the city.
She was already running two minutes late, and would have to hustle
downtown to get back to her family’s home. Her home was only a
few blocks away—one left turn, two right turns, and then straight
for thirty paces—but with how crowded the streets tended to be, the
walk could take anywhere from ten to twenty minutes. If she wanted
to re-enter without being noticed, she should have left two minutes
previously—but Charlotte was nothing if not a master on how to
make up for lost time. Once she was back on the streets, she let her
skirts fall from her grasp and ducked her head low.

In her haste Charlotte forgot to close the ill-fitting station door be-
hind her. For Charlotte was correct to note that the door was strange,
out of place, and ill-fitting. The door was a last minute addition, not
meant to keep others out.

Rather, it was meant to keep everything in.
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3 DE SEPTIEMBRE DE 1904

Elisa Torres

Carlota utilizd las yemas de sus dedos para abrir la puerta de
madera. La puerta crujio, y ella rasgo la madera con sus uiias,
dejando un rastro de polvo. Resistid sacudir el polvo de sus pesa-
das faldas azules celeste. En la caminata, tenia que usar las dos
manos para mantener el ruedo de su falda arriba, aspirandola
de las aguas residuales que nadaban en las calles. Habia ratones
muertos, pedazos de cristal, escombros sangrientos de la sem-
ana sangrienta que atrasaban los esfuerzos de limpieza. La peste
y la visibilidad era familiar para Carlota como los espigos de
lavanda acostados en la mesa del vestibulo de su casa. Era casi
vigorizante, el entender que esta ciudad siempre seria menos
que perfecta.

Sus tacones bajos daban golpes retumbantes a través del piso
de concreto. La fecha era el 3 de septiembre de 1904, la cual marcaba
el abandono de esta estacion de tren por mas de cinco afios. Eran
pasadas las doce del mediodia. Mientras se movia velozmente,
nadie en casa se daria cuenta de su ausencia inexplicada.

Mientras se movia por la habitacidn, las criaturas de las
periferias se escapaban en respuesta al movimiento y la luz que
se habia traido. Adivind que los ratones, insectos y arafias esta-
ban merodeando. AUn con su familiaridad con el agua residual
de las calles, se disgusto y alo el ruedo de su vestido, prohibién-
dole que estuviese en contacto con ninguna criatura abomina-
ble. Marta la regafiaria si el ruedo de su vestido estuviera mas-
ticado por los ratones.
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Los rayos del sol apenas penetraban la escalera abandonada,
y los fragmentos de luz fracturaban las curvas en donde Carlota
habia pasado hace algunos minutos. Los polvorines de las
esquinas giraban cuando ella se movia, y su tnica indicacion
de su presencia fueron los estornudos violentos que atormentaban
su cuerpo. Luego de un episodio particularmente doloroso,
Carlota se quito el polvo de sus dedos y renunci6 a que Marta
se diera cuenta de como se habia dafiado tan rapidamente su
nuevo vestido.

Carlota—si ella fuese diferente, alguien ordinario—pudo
haber tenido que adivinar como la habitacidon fue establecida
debido a la falta de luz. Pero, por suerte, todo lo que tenia que
hacer era chasquear los dedos y susurrar “Enciéndete” y 1a punta
de su dedo indice le proveia suficiente luz para ver la habitacion.
Recogio sus faldas pesadas en una mano, dejando la otra encendida
para examinar de cerca el resto del espacio.

Mientras giraba en un movimiento lento, observé que, en vez
de una habitacion, el espacio era una estacion subterranea de
tren bloqueada por una puerta suelta y dislocada. Probablemente
hecha por un trabajador que no queria testigos que vieran como
él habia fallado en construir una estaciéon metro debajo de
la tierra.

Su pérdida era ganancia para Carlota.

El concreto estaba polvoroso y Carlota ahora podia ver el
movimiento de las motas de polvo. Deseaba un hechizo para
eliminarlas—el polvo y sus alergias—, pero estaba restringida
por las paredes de su desconocimiento. En vez de eso, se auto
asigno a analizar los detalles mas pequefios del espacio. Alexis
habia dicho que estaba construida a medias, pero Carlota penso
que era mas que eso. Se sentia abandonada. No habia carriles
de trenes puestas, solo un espacio para que el hierro cupiera.
El techo estaba demasiado bajo—Carlota no podia escuchar
el movimiento de los parisinos encima de ella, pero sentia el
peso de ellos sofocandola con un techo a menos de un metro
encima de su cabeza. La Ginica luz venia de la puerta abierta y
de sus dedos encendidos. El ttinel estaba bloqueado por los dos
lados, haciendo imposible para el conserje reintegrar la estacion
en su lugar sin explosivos. Carlota notd que con una sensacion
de ansiedad—Ilos parisinos no piensan en nada, pero una vez
estan determinados a hacer algo fijan sus mentes solo en eso.
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Carlota podia ver un uso para esta estacion metro abandonada,
si esto se convirtiera en algo mas popular de lo que ya era. En
fin, los explosivos seran un diminuto precio por pagar. Girando
una vez mas, Carlota adiviné las dimensiones, pensando que
seria posible que cupieran cinco personas—mas los instrumen-
tos necesarios—en este espacio.

Mientras no era una habitacion propia, la estacion abando-
nada era un espacio propio. Alexis tenia razon, Carlota penso con
asombro mientras extinguia su dedo con un silencioso “Apdgate”.
Después de casi seis meses de busqueda, no era sorpresa que los
excluidos solamente encontrarian un espacio que les cupiera en
el ombligo de la ciudad que los rechazd. Era apropiado certera-
mente. La satisfaccion corrid por las venas de Carlota. Alexis y
ella lo han encontrado, y esto seria su logro, una contribucién
para el grupo.

Carlota reajusto la empuiiadura de sus faldas y corrié hacia
la escalera que la conduciria al nivel de la ciudad. Corria dos
minutos tarde, y tendria que apurarse para llegar a la casa de
su familia. Su casa estaba a bloques de distancia—un giro a la
izquierda, dos a la derecha y luego seguir directo treinta pasos—
pero seguin cuan llenas las calles tendian a estar, la caminata
podria tomar de diez a veinte minutos. Si queria entrar sin que
se dieran cuenta, debia de haberse ido hace dos minutos—pero
Carlota era una experta en como recuperar el tiempo perdido.
Ya cuando estaba al nivel de la calle, dejo caer sus faldas y bajo
la cabeza.

Al apurarse, Carlota olvido cerrar la puerta de la estacion
detras de ella. Para Carlota era correcto notar que la puerta era
extrafia, dislocada. La puerta era una adicion de tltimo minuto,
no para impedir a otros.

Ma4s bien, para mantener todo adentro.
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LORD BLESS MY TAFFY
PULLED HEART

Samantha Stagmier

I give my heart like candy

To everyone I love

And they carry it with them
Everywhere they go

And they come and they go
Hands in their pockets

With pink taffy wrapped in

I miss you hugs and wax paper
Goodbyes

My heart stretches like taffy
From Sacramento to Tampa
From Calgary to Toronto

And even from Paris to Sydney!
And for everyone I love

My heart stretches even more
Around the world

And I carry it with me

My heart

So sweet

So strong

Made by hands that long to wave
Hello!
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Lord bless my taffy pulled heart
That it may stretch forever

And reach the stars

And never break

And never snap

And bring joy to those I love
Like candy
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DIO BENEDICA IL MIO CUORE
CARAMELLO

Elisa Torres

Do il mio cuore come caramello
A tutti quelli che amo

E lo portano con sé

Ovunque vanno

E loro vengono e vanno

Mani in tasca

Con caramello rosa avvolto in
abbracci mi manchi e

addii carta cerata

Il mio cuore si allunga come caramello
Da Sacramento a Tampa

Da Calgary a Toronto

iE anche da Parigi a Sydney!

E per tutti quelli che amo

Il mio cuore si allunga ancora di pitt
In tutto il mondo

E lo porto con me

Mio cuore

Cosi dolce

Cosi forte

Fatto da mani che desiderano salutare
Ciao!
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Dio benedica il mio cuore caramello
Ché si estenda per sempre

E raggiunga le stelle

E non si rompa mai

E non si spezzi mai

E porti contentezza a quelli che amo
Come le caramelle
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RIVER OF GLASS

Chloe Tharp
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RIVER OF GLASS

Antoinette Rose Goodrich

What is a butterfly
with a broken wing?
How does she

fly home?

This river flows glass;
dewy, lovely, sharp.

Imagine the iridescent light shining,
refracted, reflected, fragments
of sun and moon.

Of the world.

Theia’s generous gift.
Here is something they cannot ruin.

Among the shimmer you almost
cannot tell the flowers on the bank
are fabric. You've forgotten

the butterfly broke her wing.

There, amongst the shining
ripples. Watch drops of
congealed blood flow downstream.
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Foolish mortals grasping at
something not meant for them.

No matter. Remember the light.
Let Theia do her work in
peace.

Helios descend.
Selene rise.
Eos flicker.

This river—

Awash in dusk

Kaleidoscope masterpiece
Splintering and shimmering
in tandem.
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UNO MISMO

Jorges Rojas Alvarez

Una mariposa, vuela al este, al occidente
lleva la miel, roza la flor

si le preguntas, donde esta tu hogar
responde, qué dia es hoy, donde estoy

Una ardilla glotona, esta jugando

oculta entre las ramas, observa en silencio
alguien le pregunta, como te llamas

responde, quién es quién, sauce verde, rosa roja

Una hoja flota al cielo, cae a la tierra
paso las estaciones, vuelve al comienzo
nadie atiende su paso

simplemente, anda su camino
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ONESELF

James Transue

Butterflies fly east and west

brushing the flowers, laden with honey

if you ask them: where is your home

she will say: here, anywhere; today, any day

Fat squirrels play

hidden in the trees, watching silently

Someone asked them: what is your name

he answered: what should I say: all the colors of spring

Leaves float to the heavens, fall to the Earth
walk the four seasons, return to the start
no one follows their footsteps:

they walk their own path
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