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FROM THE PRESIDENTS

Welcome to the ninth edition of Boundless! Though every edi-
tion is a special souvenir of our adventures through the school
year, we are especially attached to how Boundless IX reminds us
of both our traditions and changes. We’ve planted roots within
this campus community, allowing us to celebrate the third year
of the Translate-a-thon, our Multilingual Open Mic Night, and
the translation major. And from these now-annual traditions,
we’ve been able to take changes in stride this year-collaborat-
ing with other campus literary magazines, hiring an executive
board made up almost entirely of new members, and having a
Community Coordinator and Event Planner for the first time.

All of this was possible thanks to the passion, flexibility, and
creativity of that new executive team-our range of similarities
and differences allowed us to constantly learn from one another
and laugh with one another. Our goals were big, but our deter-
mination was even bigger.

Thank you so much to the Magid Center as well-we truly appre-
ciate their financial support and the wonderful environment for
all the student literary magazines they’ve created. We owe an
especially big thank you to Danny Khalastchi for always giving
us perfect advice and inspiring us to think big. He saw our vision
better than we did and gave us the tools to make this magazine
what it is today.



Also, thank you to the CLCL for being the space for our weekly
meetings. Their language conversation hours, cultural events,
and friendly staff made a great space for us. Thank you to all the
artists who trusted TIP with their writing, whether or not it was
accepted. We are honored by your willingness to let us translate
your work, your confidence to let our translators take your pieces
on journeys through countless languages.

And of course, thank you to our translators-your enthusiasm and
admiration for one another’s work transformed the Translate
Iowa Project from a club into a thriving community. You've all
worked so hard through different languages and genres-even
when in other countries, such as Costa Rica, France, and Japan—
to create this magazine. From voting on submissions to doing
last-minute edits, everything was a team effort. Your compas-
sion, patience, and discipline made it a joy to work with you.

So, dear reader, we hope that you can see that joy within every
translation in the following pages.

Sayedeh Iravani and Abigail Kloha
Co-Presidents
Translate Iowa Project
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BENEATH THE PALMS

Solenn Vincent

Hawaii looks good on you (I hate to admit it now).

Jade waters bring the greens and blues of your eyes
ashore. Toasted sunsets draw the tanned olive and honey from
your skin. Black-sanded hair sunkissed into stony onyx waves
that grow untamed no matter how many times I try to clip
them, to gel them (like you I suppose).

That’s why we were meant to tectonically collide but not
grow a mountain together, nor an island of love from the fires of
our passion. I can feel your salty lips on my forehead, the gritty
sand from your fingertips trailing across my waist as we kissed
under the palms; a moment that feels like forever -

“Now boarding Flight 182 to Estonia.”

I uncrumple the one-way ticket in my palm.

The Translate Iowa Project 13



JAS CAja )

Sayedeh Iravani

(el DA O 4g Gl yie) 2ia )a) alaa Ciga oalsla

laa Jaluds 55 53 ol 5 D sladin Ky gadya) sla

A8 g pina ol ) 53 (e s 03050 (At ) Ciaasy 2y sA g

e..\S:.I.A e 48 )l Ha gl ) 2 (3ade «.{.’U 42 L,ﬂ.:\ﬂ 2 solgas (él.h Aasla Jia Gl g

(2253 (gla s Jia) 23800 o sale Glla 4z 05l53 0330 03 5 p3S e ) O

?:\JS D) sd 0 pd LIASHJ_,J ol 43Al Gl ié‘)'.'t"‘

el ladlsd 3 yihd (gl adaaly Ly CMSEa ) (a8 4S5y 4l

R aJ)_,b..l B w8l QQLA alad J‘ 4S HJLuu éﬁn&)‘ (é‘ s34l
(piSaa e s 550 L 55 s sla

Syadie o a8y oyl 48 Sl @i 3348 ey sla o

JA3 a0 ) 53 Ohms p&ia

) (s g.m.&j ?LAE JLJ 4348 é‘ alaal

“ml ul)eé.} da g.]_,lm\ duada 4z VAY ol 3y

'?.'\Sg.a JL: elumdsj‘ 50 pds? b{)SA_“e.A?:\.:lAﬁASJJ ‘55‘ 4§J.Lhﬂ:|.k.\.b




YOU MIGHT CALL ME
HAPPINESS.

Kristian Marchand

Happiness is a child that cannot breathe on its own. It has no
legs, no means by which to thrive on its own. Happiness must
be brought about, eked out like puss from a wound.

I suppose you might call me happiness, then. I was born sob-
bing and shaking, not from the shock of a brightly-lit world, but
the tremors of a body that I am told no one should have to bear.
I snaked out of my mother like a wound, releasing her from her
own agony. And into Happiness, my namesake.

[ am young. Young enough to be considered pitiful and a mir-
acle; a pity that I survived a difficult birth and survive the body
given me; a miracle that I survived at all.

My namesake did not come to me easily. Sleep, my doctors
found, was the best that could be done, or so I am told each time
I wake-that the pain I feel upon waking will leave me when I
return to my slumber. And each time I wake, I wonder what the
point of it is.

Hope, I am told when I ask or scream. Have hope. Just as the
doctors believed sleep was my best chance at my namesake,
some women huddled around me on occasion to disturb my
Happiness and tell me it was time to walk. That the best way to
Happiness is through pain. Their hope. Silently, I say to myself
with each step, laced with daggers at the ready to cut themselves
free: The best way to Happiness is through pain.

And on and on I walk, a wayward traveler, held up by the strength
of others and the will I am certain is present if only I could find it.

The Translate Iowa Project
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And on I walk, until the pain resides and I can return to Happiness.

And I woke again. Not from the scalding pain in my hips or
the sewing needles plunging aimlessly into my feet, but from...
waking Happiness, if even a small amount. My feet and ankles
would not shake like a tree, my nerves ripped from their roots.
All was still, suddenly.

I slowly smiled, as if from the dream of dreams. I could not
move my head for fear that it would cause my back to burn and
close in on itself, and so I croaked to one of the women attending
me: “Would you... Check my feet? They—"

I was cut off then, by a voice that tried to hush me into
Happiness. But I protested, shrieking feet, feet, feet until it was
her who was hushed.

I felt a power then, a strength I did not have a name for. I had
lived so long, so quietly, that the volume of my voice carried
with it the power to silence. The ability to be obeyed instead of
buckling to obey. Perhaps it was the metal beginning its work.

One of the women obeyed me, lifting the cloth above me to
reveal my feet, now made of thick metal. The other women wad-
dled over, muttering blessings upon me. I did not know what
constituted a blessing, but I supposed well enough that a relief of
pain, the transformation of a broken body to solidified serenity,
was a blessing if such a thing existed.

The women looked at each other giddily, one with tears in her
eyes, until one, who I could call Mother-the first soothing face I
remember-scurried off. I was soon informed that I was to walk
on my newborn feet. A miracle, the women whispered at me as I
was rising from the bed, touching the ground floor with my new
feet for the first time.

I discovered that my burdens were made easier. My feet felt
nothing at all, and I knew it to be a blessing then. My hips did
scald within me, but there were no sewing needles piercing my
every step. And that is when I knew the womens’ words to be
more than a moniker, to be truth: The best way to Happiness is
through pain. All the years I had suffered and slept, breathed and
bawled, had come the beginning of salvation.

OO0

I continued to walk as the days surged forward, hoping that
my metal feet would carry my pain away, but it was not so.

Boundless 9



I slept less often, desperate to achieve my new form of
Happiness. One morning, I asked Mother to examine my body for
more metal—A hip perhaps? A knee? to disappointing answers
each time.

“Be not ungrateful, child. Your feet are blessed. You are a mir-
acle already.”

“But... There are stories of the Bless’d receiving more divine
gifts, Mother. What can I do to receive more gifts?” I asked her,
squirming at the thought of my miraculity being spent already.

“Hope, child. That is all one can do in this world, to have
Happiness or otherwise.”

I nodded. “I will. Iwill hope. I want to be Happy. Will the others
hope for me?”

“We do, all of us, each day, child.”

And so I hoped, holding tightly to the idea until sleep forced
me to relinquish everything.

When I woke again in the early afternoon, I felt it. I knew—I
had been blessed again. My right hip felt cold and empty and
free, and I called out to Mother and the other women, who
gasped and gawked in shock.

“Get up, get up, child,” Mother said to me hurriedly, “you have
been blessed once more.”

And so I walked, at first trepidatiously, fearing pain that did
not come. Each step, though it began to feel less like I was walk-
ing and my legs were their own machines, it mattered little to
me. I am Bless’d, 1 thought. I am being freed.

And I was. Slowly, as the weeks flowed onward, my lower body
became metal. The pain of walking was replaced by labored and
heavy, though painless, steps. And soon after, I grew accustomed
to my new form, and even the clunk of my legs on the floor no
longer bothered me. I did not think of each step as it came, and
once I almost tripped as my new legs carried on.

My thoughts swam with the musings of the women—They’re
Bless'd, a miracle, a marvel. Happiness has touched them.

My mind began to wonder: might I finally see the sun, taste
clean air?

“You need more time, child, you must build your strength.”

But the strength Mother spoke of would not come; after a
point, the ease with which my body moved increased no longer.
And my legs—Ilarge, bulky things—made turning over difficult,

The Translate Iowa Project
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worsening my sleep.

Hope, child. That is all one can do in this world...

I obeyed. I was Bless'd now, I had every reason to believe that
I would be smiled upon again. Perhaps my body would feel like
mine again, or sleep would become a simpler endeavor as it had
been before my blessings.

I was blessed again, Mother proclaimed, but it had not been
as I hoped. I woke to a feeling of swelling in my arms and some
of my torso: more metal. The women began to proclaim me as
a Chosen, a conduit of God, even as my body began to ache with
the effort it took to stand, to walk again. Silently, I began to hope
that my blessings would reverse, or at least end here.

But they would not. My body seared with the weight of metal,
the fumes of oil filling my nostrils. But on I walked, even as it
took three men to hold me up, exhaustion overtaking me with
each new step, and again I was told to hope.

Hope I did—that I would sleep, that my blessings would reveal
themselves as such, rather than the blemishes they more and
more appeared to be.

Finally: “Mother,” I croaked.

“What is it, dear? Do you wish to walk for a fifth time today,
child? Let me get the men—"

“Mother. Mother, wait. I hurt. My body is heavy with exhaus-
tion and pain.”

She smiled at me. “Impossible, child. You simply need rest, you
have been dutiful.”

“Mother, I-”

She hushed me. “Enough, now. Do not forsake your blessings,
or they could be stripped from you.”

My eyes grew with hope. “Could they?”

My head jerked to the other side as Mother struck me. “You are
Happy! What more could you want?”

She calmed, fixed my head, and we spoke no more. I found
sleep eventually, and dreamed that I was made of air, that I
floated above everything. I quickly realized it was a dream,
knowing it for a fantasy, but I did not wake.

My body became an engine, my breath becoming smog, and I
began to fall from the sky.

And I hit the earth beneath me, screaming as every inch of me
was shattered, my limbs scattering for a hundred miles, rolling

Boundless 9



across the earth as I roiled with agony.

OO0

I woke a week later, or perhaps it was closer to a month.

And my throat was closing over. I heaved, as I felt my body
harden and grow still as it transformed, skin becoming sheet
metal to cover a machine-heart, veins turning to copper wire.

I gasped, tried to lift an arm that was not made of skin or
blood or bone to my throat to no avail. “Mother!” I choked.

I managed to move my eyes in her direction, and realized
quickly that she and so many women already surrounded me.

“It’s alright, child. I am here. It’s alright.”

She did nothing as the metal spread to my collarbone, as I
sobbed for her, for salvation. She did nothing as my throat closed
over for a moment as the metal overtook, and for a moment
breath was lost on me, before I began to feel artificial breath
filling my lungs. As the metal stalked and finally circled my
skull, covering me entirely as I writhed, trying desperately to
move against the weight of pounds of metal, she did nothing.
No one did anything. They only watched, their eyes rapt as my
body stilled, as the world refused to go black.

Originally published in Ink Lit Magazine.
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Vibration rumbling through

“You don’t want to scare it.”
“It” was the white spotted fawn

No older than I, a baby through the glass
With eyes that held the entire universe.

Now, on the hill
Which wove to my cold room,

There was no window,
Between this deer and me

Just an iron-wrought railing
My knuckles were white on.

Those porcelain boned limbs
Hit grass, pavement, grass

The deer multiplies
To reveal a kaleidoscope family

I see one, two, three, four
Fawns and stags nuzzle together

Longing pulses through me,
My innards twist and writhe

They fade away into the woods
and I climb the hill alone.
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LA CERVA

Grace Pignolo

Una striscia di grigio talpa
Contra verde umido di rugiada

Aggancia la mia attenzione
Verde mare incontra 'ombra

Le gambe agili si muovono,
Caute, incerte, spaventate

Muscoli fibrosi spostano
Sotto la pelle ispida

Non cera il sole ma
La sua pelliccia ancora ondulato con la luce

Ad un tratto ho una vista,
Di un pomeriggio fresco di autunno

Ritornavo alla casa dei miei genitori
La mia tempia sul collo di mia madre

Le gambe penzolando dal suo braccio,
Lorecchio sulla gola

Mi ha zittato,

Boundless 9



La vibrazione sta brontolando tra

«non lo vuoi spaventare »
«lo » era cerbiatto punteggiato di bianco

Non pili vecchio di me, un bambino intravisto per il vetro
Con gli occhi che contengono tutto 'universo.

Ora, sulla collina
Che si estendeva verso nella mia stanza fredda,

Non c’¢ una finestra,
Tra il cervo e me

Solamente una ringhiera di ferro battuto
Su cui erano le nocche bianche

Quegli arti ossuti di porcellana
Batta la erba, la strada asfaltata, la erba

La cerva si moltiplica
A rivelare una famiglia di caleidoscopio

Vedo uno, due, tre, quattro
Cerbiatti e cervi si coccolano

Un desiderio pulsa in me,
Le mie viscere si attorcigliano e si agitano

Si sciolgono nel bosco
e salgo la collina da sola.

The Translate Iowa Project
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THE WHOLE PACKAGE

Elana Walters

You're the whole package, a boy tells me in a greenhouse bar as
our relationship comes to a quiet end, and I wipe away his tears
in the same way that his words brush me into a memory—
seven years ago, Christmas with my family, soft and damp at
the corners.

I'm sitting off to the side as I watch my family play White
Elephant and my aunt has just declared that the rules are off;
everyone will open their gifts at the same time and the choice
for what gift you’ll take or steal will be made by wrapping paper
alone. That same aunt lays down her present under the tree—
white metallic wrapping paper, neatly tucked corners, and a
flowy bow that eerily reminds me of the bow I wore on the sec-
ond date.

But her present is perfect and shining to be picked first.

Yet I follow from the back corner of the room as each person
chooses a number and my dad chooses a present that’s bent and
crinkled because the odd shape is going to be good, and my cousin
chooses a present that’s from my mom because she always gives
the best gifts, and my uncle grabs the biggest box which gets
stolen by my other cousin, then my grandma, and then my aunt
because there has to be something worthwhile in here, and my
grandpa asks for the smallest one because it’s close and I don’t
really care, and my mom is left with the final pick of the perfect,
white Christmas present that no one seems to want.

In my ears, I can’t tell if it’s the ripping and tearing from all
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the gifts being unwrapped or it’s my heart shredding itself into
pieces as the boy tries to remind me, someday, someone will pick
you and they’ll be so lucky to have you. You really are the whole
package and if I can see that, someone else will too. I promise.

But what’s the point of being the whole package? 1 ask myself
asIlay in bed, and I remember that perfect present, and I see it
being passed over again, and again, and again because things
are always too good to be true, and a whole package can still be
one that no one bothers to unwrap yet.

And maybe that’s why 'm thinking so much about that pretty
white present while I cry in the bed I promised to share, because
boys will always think I'm better for someone else. And late at
night, I'll pretend they can hear me when I pray to the ceiling
and wonder aloud—when will someone stay to see that I'm as
good on the inside as I am on the outside?
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FTEERHVFILY

Jodi Jin
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RECONCILIATION

Ava Steiner

the moonlight catches copper strands,
weaving its fingers through her hair
shining its spotlight on the waxen face
walking through the gate

to our last gathering.

her entourage, her choir, they follow
in line, accompanying her,

pews rise to greet her, one by one,
embraces and blessings are traded

she’s made me cringe

at the scent of peppercorns,

i'm revulsed by sweet florals and warm spice
she’s haunted red hair and cream sweaters
i've hated the taste of berry lip balm

since that february disquiet

i catch her in my peripherals,
her face in a perpetual pout,
never making eye contact.
itry to draw her in, laughing
a little too loud, giggling

too much at jokes

every move i make, i glance
to see if she’s watching
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after the taking of communion,

it’s time to divulge

i sit in a circle of people

i will never see again

the summer air is sweet, slightly sticky

or maybe it’s our breaths

clinging to each other

maybe it’s the coconut pineapple blood i took,
but i speak

there is no confession box

when i talk to her again,

just a veil of smoke

between her face and mine

but i confess my slurred sins to her anyway
sinners don’t marvel at their priest’s beauty,
but i do.

she forgives in the way

that most clerics do,

leaving me wondering

if she truly does or

if she does it out of pity

for my wayward soul.

but, i kneel at her feet

the way mary magdalene did

is it okay? what if

this is judas’s kiss,

and this reconciliation is
disguised as the apple was,

and the sting of

betrayal and heartbreak and loss
will become familiar to me

the way love once was?

but, for her, i’ll trust.

ican learn to love her again,
though, i know i never truly stopped.
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RECONCILIATION

Terra Richardson

la lumiére attrape des méches cuivrées

en tissant ses doigts dans ses cheveux

en brillant sa lumiére sur le visage de cire

en passant par le portail

a notre derniére rencontre.

son entourage, sa chorale, ils suivent

en ligne, 'accompagnant,

des bancs se lévent pour la saluer, un par un,
des étreintes et des bénédictions sont échangées

elle m’avait fait grimacer

au parfum de grains de poivre,

je suis bouleversée par les floraux sucrés et les épices chaudes
elle a hanté les cheveux rouges et les pulls créme

j’ai détesté le golit du baume a levres aux baies

depuis cette inquiétude de février

je l'attrape dans mes périphériques,

son visage dans une moue perpétuelle,

neffectue jamais un regard dans les yeux.

j'essaye de l'attirer vers moi, en riant

un peu trop fort, en gloussant

trop a des blagues

chaque mouvement que je fais, je jette un coup d’'ceil
pour voir si elle me regarde
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apres la prise de la communion,

il est temps de divulguer

je m’assieds dans un cercle de personnes

je ne verrai plus jamais

lair d’été est doux, légerement collant

ou peut-étre c’est nos souffles

s’accrochent I'un a l'autre

peut-étre c’est le sang de noix de coco et d’ananas que j’ai pris
mais je parle

il n’y a pas de confessionnal

quand je lui parle a nouveau,

simplement un voile de fumée

entre son visage et le mien

mais je lui confesse quand méme mes péchés confus

des pécheurs ne s'émerveillent pas a la beauté de leur prétre,
mais moi, je le fais.

elle pardonne de la méme facon dont
la plupart des clercs font

en me laissant & me demander

si elle le fait vraiment ou

si elle le fait par pitié

pour mon ame égarée.

mais, je m’agenouille a ses pieds
comme l'a fait mary magdeleine

est-ce que ca va? et si

c’est le baiser de Judas,

et cette réconciliation est

déguisé comme la pomme I'était,

et la piqlre de

la trahison et le chagrin d’'amour et la perte
me deviendra familier

comme I'amour était une fois?

mais, pour elle, je ferai confiance.

je peux apprendre a 'aimer a nouveau,
bien que, je sais que je ne l'ai jamais arrété.
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quand demain viendra,

et ma téte pulse avec I'épuisement,

elle ne palpitera pas avec le regret.

je lirai sylvia plath pour elle,

teindre mes cheveux dans un fac-similé des siens,
lentement j’accepterai I'idée

d’elle encore dans ma vie

et peut-étre, finalement,

penser a elle

sans honte ou culpabilité.
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THE BIRD AND THE SEA

Lucinda Riebe

The icy water crept up and down my calves, inching and clawing
at me with every move of the tides. I wasn't supposed to go out
this far. I wasn’t supposed to look at the black depths, a mirror to
the endless sky of stars above yet here I was, my fingertips just
brushing along the glossy surface with every soft lap, lap, lap.

I walked further and further. No one was here to stop me to-
night. No one could shriek that I would be carried away and
drowned by the unkind waves. No one had been to my beach in
a very long time, and it was mine and mine alone. The water
hummed its song against the jagged rocks, throwing the sound
and pulling it back, layering it into a melody lost to time. The lit-
tle cove of sand was just a pocket in the unforgiving shore. Very
few had ever dared clamor across the rocks for fear of slipping
and drenching their wings. Afraid their sodden limbs would be-
tray them and steal their soul down the watery depths.

I wrapped a cold hand under my shirt and brushed the rough
skin. I didn’t have their problems. I had a lightning strike of
marred skin across my back where my wings should be. I didn’t
have feathers to soak up all the water from a thunderstorm and
send me careening to the ground. On those days I ran through
my village and drenched my hair, my face and my chest and
I opened my mouth to the sky. On those days I sang with the
thunder and laughed like a little kid. On those days I was free.

I stepped deeper and deeper, my toes sinking into the sand.
How could anyone fear water when their feet touched land? Still,
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I wanted more. Still, I went further until the water grazed my
scars. Until it tickled my chest. Until it brushed at my throat. No
one had ever taught me to swim, but it was like I had come out
of the womb knowing. Every warning my mom gave me and
the stories my older brother taunted me with were buried in the
rushing of the waves that filled my ears.

The first time she heard about the cove it had been from a
fisherman down by the docks. Very few people ever went down
there, and most were wingless. Her mom would beg her not to go
day in and day out. She said it was a place for the cursed.

“But mama, I don’t have wings.” I had said, the sun glinting
in my worried blue eyes. My mom had said they looked like the
open sky. I always thought she was wrong about that. “You were
born with them my darling; you are not cursed.”

While it was true I had been born with wings, the limbs never
grew and remained covered in a soft down of fluff that never
turned into feathers. My mom always thought I had time for
them to grow in. Maybe they would be small and delicate but
surely, they would grow. Years went by and the wings never
came.

I watched my schoolmates learn to fly. I watched them reach
for the cloud and go higher in wonder as I fluttered the little
stumps on my back. I learned to run instead, and I would run
until my lungs gave out. I could never keep up with them no
matter how hard I tried but I thought that maybe flying was
just faster. Maybe simple legs could never compete with the true
glory of wings.

That year the doctors broke the news in a sage green room
with a curtain where the door should have been. My misshapen
bones were growing but not the way they were supposed to. It
was why I couldn’t run so far. It was why I couldn’t fly. My mom
wept into her skirts for hours, darkening the light blue fabric.
He was going to remove them.

The cool water made the throbbing wounds on my back chill,
and I found myself going to the docks more and more for a taste
of relief from the pain. One day a sailor saw me clinging to a
deck to enjoy the water. I couldn’t swim but the sting and chill
of the ocean was no longer a want but a need aching deep in
my bones.

“Hey, kid,”
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I remember being so scared that he would tell me to leave.
That he would tell my mom, and I would have to go back to lying
in bed on my stomach.

“Wanna know a secret?”

I pulled myself closer to the dock because of course, I wanted
to know. I was just a little fledgling at that point.

“I hear that there is a beach down that way along the shore.
You just gotta be careful not to slip on the rocks. Let me help
you out.”

I let him pull me out of the water. Pulling myself out was the
hardest part of my little ventures. I had stitches to be mindful
of after all.

Who was that guy? 1didn’t see him again after that day. Maybe
he was just passing through but to little kid me, he was an angel
leading me to salvation.

I stepped out into the water until it bobbed over my chin. The
tide pulled the dark liquid up to my lips in a sea salt kiss, wel-
coming me home like a lover. There, at eye level, I could see two
universes reflected before me: one in the sky above and another
sprawled across the black water as far as the eye could see. I
closed my lids to those worlds and plunged my head underwa-
ter, erasing the echoing song of the waves and replacing it with
sweet, rushing nothing.

I sat there for a long time in the dark with the ocean moving
around me. I could feel the push and pull, the pulse of it the
way the flighted felt the winds. I turned onto my stomach and
reached my arms out, taking as much of the sea as I could in
them. I pulled myself forward and kicked and I held my breath
for as long as I could.

The beach became my refuge, and I taught myself how to
swim slowly. It was hard without someone else’s help, but I was
determined. There at my beach, I could choose how deep to go.
I started in the shallow safety where the water met the sandy
bank and laid down so the waves could cover my back when the
tide came in. I got bolder as the days went on and I waded out to
where schools of fish darted over white sand. The liquid silver
creatures would vanish where I stepped but curiosity always
got the better of them and they came back, slowly. I learned if I
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stood stone still the fish would sit by my legs like they were tree
trunks. I learned how to float on my back with my head above
the waves. I learned how the ocean moved day in and day out
and I learned how to move with it. I watched the slick fins of
dolphins and sharks glide near my cove and months of swal-
lowing burning mouthfuls of the seawater turned to occasional
sputtering and then, one day, to grace; to ease.

My hair floated around me in the water, suspended in time
the way my mom’s brown curls did when she let herself drift to
the ground like a leaf on the wind. I pulled myself back to the
surface and took a gasping breath of salty air, slicking my hair
to my scalp. I bobbed up and down for a moment, watching the
still night, breathing my sacrilege deep into my lungs. Then I
swam.

I threw both my hands over my head and kicked my feet the
way the dolphins did, pushing myself forward, and feeling the
glide of water as it moved across my skin. I moved both arms in
sync, pushing the great waves down beneath me. I pushed faster
and faster, moving further and further out of the cove, into the
awaiting arms of the sea. My arms became wings and for the
first time in my life, I could soar.
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SLIVERED WORDS OF US

Atsary Tiem

Let’s hide from the sun

and say hello to the forest.

I'll whisper secrets to the trees, tell white

lies to their roots, spread rumors to their leaves. You'll listen
to the bones as they sleep, picked

clean beneath the nettles and nestled

silent in the dirt—I hear they have good dreams.

We’ll sing with the heads of bluebells, and stop

to smell the mushrooms. “I don’t like mushrooms.”

“Neither do 1.

Let’s wake before the city does

and spend our morning beneath the stars. Take a stroll

in the streets or strut around a roundabout. I'll stand

in an intersection, you'll steal a street sign, we’ll play pretend
on the train tracks and let our hearts speak

impromptu, arms straight out like a goshawk or a loon.

“Do you know how I feel? Like a million stars.”

“I feel like that too.”

“You're lying.”

We climbed to the ninth floor

and sat on the stairs. “Let’s run to the roof and dance in the dawn.”
In the dark, you agree,

and we make it up four more floors, until
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LES MOTS DE NOUS, FENDUS
EN ECLATS

Lauren Downs

Cachons-nous du soleil

et disons bonjour a la forét.

Je chuchoterai des secrets aux arbres, je dirai des mensonges blancs
a leurs racines, répandre des rumeurs a leurs feuilles. Tu écouteras
jusqu’aux os pendant qu’ils dorment ramassé

propre en dessous de les orties et niché

silencieux dans la terre—j'etends qu’ils font de beaux réves.
Nous chanterons avec les tétes de clochettes, et arréter

pour sentir les champignons. “Je n’aime pas les champignons.”
“Moi non plus.”

Réveillons-nous avant que la ville ne le fasse.

et dépenser notre matinée sous les étoiles. Faire une promenade
dans les rues ou se pavaner sur un rond-point. Je me léverai
dans une intersection, tu voleras une plaque de rue, nous faire
semblant

sur les voies ferrées et laisser parler nos cceurs

impromptu, les bras tendus comme un autour ou un plongeon
“Sais-tu ce que je ressens? Comme un million d’étoiles.”

“Je me sens comme ¢a aussi.”

“Tu mens.”

Nous sommes montés au neuvieme étage
et s'est assis sur les escaliers. “Courons sur le toit et dansons a 'aube.
Dans l'obscurité, tu es d’accord,

”
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et nous en faisons quatre de plus étages, jusqu’a
tu ralentis, tu fais une pause.

“Cela n’en vaut plus la peine.”

Je te regarde descendre

sans moi, et une fois

la cage d’escalier est silencieuse,

Je sens les étoiles tomber, les arbres perdre leurs feuilles,
et quelque chose meurt en moi.

Les trains font trembler les rails et les os

sont réveillés, crient “Revenez, revenez!” Mais je,
seul,

choisir de continuer a grimper.
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SKELLIG MONKS

Solenn Vincent

The sharp, rocky cliffs jut up like church spires, reaching into the
sky. The greenery shines in the golden, watery light of the froth-
ing ocean below, but the dismal rocky landscape is unforgiving
and unwelcoming. There is nowhere to dock, no beckoning beach
to bask on. Just steep stone steps carved into the side of the island.

Watch your step, one wrong move and you’ll tumble into the
dark blue waters. Their alluring beauty is deceitful - the current
will swallow you whole.

Skellig Michael is the hermit of Ireland, but there is life within
it. The Monks of Skellig call the desolate terrain home. Twelve
stone beehive-shaped huts block the moisture and drafts from
the sea air.

In this solitude, the monks tended simple gardens of hardy
vegetables like potatoes. Simple meals, simple tasks, a simple
life of solitude. They prayed and wrote books of faith, high up
and close to the heavens.

In the evenings, settled around bonfires bringing warmth to
the unfriendly land, the men stare out across the black waters.
From their view, they can see the life they left behind in devo-
tion to God. White flecks of cloud graze the landscape, shepherds’
huts dot the coastline, small fires sparking in and out, clumps
of stone of far-off villages housing loved ones and the only signs
of humanity beyond Skellig.

As fires burn low, tongues get warm. Hymns are breathed
into the damp air, drifting like gulls over the sea. Stories of

Boundless 9



The Translate Iowa Project 51




52

| MONACI DI SKELLIG

Ava Walton

Le scogliere frastagliate sporgono come le guglie della chiesa,
raggiungendo il cielo. Il verde risplende nella luce dorata e acqu-
osa del mare schiumoso sottostante, ma il tetro panorama fosco
pietroso e spietato e inospitale. Non c’@ nessun posto ormeggiare,
nessuna invitante spiaggia da godersi. Solo gli scoscesi scalini
intagliati nel fianco dellisola.

Attento a dove mette i piedi, una mossa shagliata e cadrai den-
tro le acque blu scuro. La loro bellezza seducente é illusoria-la
corrente ti inghiottira intero.

Skellig Michael é 'ermita dell'Irlanda, ma c’¢ vita al suo in-
terno. I monaci di Skellig chiamano questo desolato terreno la
loro patria. Dodici rifugi di pietra, a forma di alveare, bloccano
I'umidita e gli spifferi dell’'aria di mare.

In questa solitudine, i monaci curano gli semplici orti con ver-
dure rustiche come le patate. Pasti semplici, compiti semplici, e
una vita di solitudine. Pregavano e scrivevano i libri di fede, in
alto e vicino al cielo.

La sera, raggomitolati intorno ai falo che portano il calore alla
terra ostile, gli uomini fissano lo sguardo attraverso le acque
nere. Dal loro punto di vista, possono vedere la vita che hanno
lasciato per adorare Dio. Le macchioline delle nuvole toccano
il paesaggio, i rifugi dei pastori costellano la costa, i piccoli
fuochi scoppiettanti dentro e fuori dalla vista, le zolle di pietra
dai borghi lontani che ospitano le persone care e i segni unici
dell'umanita fuori Skellig.
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Mentre i fuochi bruciano bassi, le lingue diventano calde. Si
respirano inni dentro 'aria umida, vagando come i gabbiani
sopra il mare. Storie del christianesimo, di fanciulezza, dell’al-
larme, filtrano nelle orecchie degli ascoltatori e nella terra sotto
i loro piedi.

E oggi, quando i viaggiatori sforzano scendere quei gradini pre-
cari freschi dal traghetto, quando fissano lo sguardo sulle onde
turchesi, quando appoggiano ai rifugi cadenti, strascicando i
loro piedi nei resti pili piccoli di cenere, sembrano come gli unici
nel mondo. Vicino a qualcosa di pit grande di loro stessi.
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LETTER TO AN ASTRONAUT

Josephine Geiger-Lee

does space buzz with life
or is it silent?

and from up there you cannot watch
the waves crash

the land move

and the people crash and move

but from up there

you can watch your stars twinkle
and you can see it all

all of earth stretched out below

you could hold the earth in your hand

you live between constellations now

i memorized the stories of kings and gods and men
once i thought the dead become stars

for if a myth could do it

why not me?

now i know no one can be with the stars

with the gods and men and kings

you changed the world

you made history

there are a million things to say
and a million things to ask
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EPISTOLA AD ASTRONAUTA

Charlotte Hagen

fecit spatio stridore cum vita
aut est silet?

et ex altis non vigilas

fluctus fragores

terra movet

et homines fluctus et movent

sed ex altis

potes vigilas stellas fulgidas

et potes vidum omnes

omnes terra extenda subter

tu potes tendum terra in tua manu

tu vivis inter constellatio

ego memoriae fabulas regum et deum et hominum
quondam mortum assimilantur stellam scio

si fabula posset facium

quid ni meum?

nunc scio nulli posset esse cum stellam

cum regum et deum et hominum

mutas terram

facis historium

sunt multa milia rerum dicere

et sunt multa milia rerum rogare
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sed quod audeo non rogare

et audeo non vociferare

quia spatium deglutiat verba

et in terra

homines deglutiat verba mea

ab deorsum

rogo ut nemo audit usquam

(quia ego sum trepidus si audiverunt)
(quia ego sum trepidus si sciverunt)
(quia ego sum trepidus)

“Paeniteo ego numquam factus es.”
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| LOVE YOU,
| SCREAM ACROSS THE STARS

Aishani Kundu

if that will make God
orchestrate the orbits of the celestial
bodies

so that our paths keep
colliding over and over again

as a sign from the

angels above
that we’re meant to be together

in this lifetime

and the ones to come
no weightlessness can ever make us
float away from another.
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TE AMO,
ULULO TRANS SIDERA

Charlotte Hagen

si forte efficiam ut Deus

ut viae nostrae

sicut signum ex
angelis alte

in hac vita atque
in vitis insequentibus,

ambitus caelestes conducat
inter se confligant iterum atque
iterum,

non solum nos debere una esse

sed etiam nullam levitatem posse
umquam efficere ut
ego a te volitem aut tu a me volites.




MARY'S BOY

Amritha Selvarajaguru

plays with the new lamb and laughs
when it licks his face,
both their curly black heads bent low
like twins huddled together
across the way.

his mother calls him yeshua,
my darling, little lemon, little bug.
she pulls straw from his hair
and kisses his nose.
she is so young.

mary loves her boy
when he is naughty, when he spills his milk, when

he lays asleep in yossef’s lap,
dark lashes against his cheek,
butterfly kisses.

he is prophesied to die someday.
mary knows this.

still, the first depiction of him

will not be at the cross, pained and humiliated
and hurt. it will be
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PVER-MARIAE

Sonja Cutts

CVM-NOVO-AGNO-LVDIT-ET-RIDET
CVM-EIVS-FACIEM LAMBAT
GEMINIS-CRISPIS-ATRIS-CAPITIBVS-INFLECTENTIBVS
TAMQVAM GEMINI-CONFERTI
TRANS-VIAM

MATER-EIVS-EVM'IESVM-VOCAT
MEVM-MEL-POMVMVLVM:-CIMICEMVLVS
AVENAM-AB-CAPILLIS-EIVS-EXTRAHIT
ET-NASVM-EIVS-BASIAT
TAM-IVVENIS-EA-EST

MARIA-SVVM-PVERVM-AMAT
CVM-NON-OBOEDIENS-SIT-CVM-LAC-EFFVNDAT-CVM

IN-FEMORIBVS-IOSEPHI-CVBET
ATRIS-PALPEBRIS CONTRA-GENAM-PALPANTIBVS
SICVT-OSCVLA-PAPILIONIS

ALIQVANDO-PROPHETATVR-MORI
MARIAID' INTELLIGIT

TAMEN-PRIMA-IMAGO-EIVS

EVM-AD-CRVCEM-NON-DEPINGET-SAVCIATVM-ET-HVMILIATVM
ET-LAESVM-DEPINGET
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EVM-QVIESCENTEM-MOLLITER
IN-BRACCHIIS-PATRIS-DELINEATA
AMANTERIN-HARENA

AD-PEDES-MARIAE
MODO-ADHVC-PVER-EST ORBISTERRARVM-NON-AGNOSCIT
NOMEN-EIVS

GRATVS-PVPVLVS-MARIAE-EST




BLUE INTERIOR
WITH TWO GIRLS

Zoe Friedline

“I remember when we were young”
‘What do you remember?”

“I remember nice nights like this where we would just hang
around”

“Look, it’s our first ballet class”

“You were always better”

“And when we learned to ride our bikes”
“I scrapped up both my knees”

“Look it’s your 16th birthday”

“I got everything I wanted”

“I remember I gave you a book”

“Now that we’re old I wonder”

“Wonder what?”

“I don’t know I just do...

All T know is I like talking on these long quiet nights with you”
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INTERIOR AZUL
CON DOS NINAS

Eleanor MacKellar

-Recuerdo cuando éramos jovenes.

-;Qué recuerdas?

—Recuerdo noches agradables como esta donde simplemente
pasabamos tiempo juntas.

—-Mira, es nuestra primera clase de ballet.

—-Eras siempre mejor.

-Y cuando aprendimos a montar nuestras bicicletas.

—-Me raspé las dos rodillas.

—-Mira, es tu 16° cumpleafios.

-Me dieron todo lo que queria.

-Recuerdo que te regalé un libro.

—-Ahora que somos mas mayores me pongo a pensar.

-;Qué piensas?

-No sé, solamente lo hago...

Todo lo que sé es que me gusta hablar en estas tranquilas y lar-

gas noches contigo.
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THE ALLURE

Kristian Marchland

It’s funny
How fickle gender is
Mine peels away from the masses
With my lipstick,
a question in their eyes
Becomes a certainty.
It couldn’t be ‘they’:
Sure he dresses well and doesn’t like football
And has always loved the allure of a costume,
But look at him.
I've begun to realize,
I need their uncertainty, their questioning:
“Are their lips naturally like that, or is it effort?”
It is always an effort.
Shaving until my face is spotless,
My lipstick’s color undeniable
As I purse my lips.
All to appeal. Appease.
To wave away
their confusion, their anger, their hatred
With aplomb.
And as they say:
The show goes on,
doesn't it?
Originally published in Ink Lit Magazine.
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L'ATTRAZIONE

Angélica Toro Torres

E divertente

Come il genere sia capriccioso

11 mio si stacca delle masse

Con il mio rossetto,

una domanda nei loro occhi

Diventa una certezza.

Non puo essere ‘loro’

Certo, si veste bene e non ama il calcio

E ha sempre amato il fascino di un abito,

Ma guardalo.

Ho cominciato a capire,

Ho bisogno della loro incertezza, de interrogarsi:
“Le sue labbra sono cosi, naturali, o e uno sforzo?”
E sempre uno sforzo.

Radendomi fino a quando il viso & immacolato,
11 colore del mio rossetto innegabile

Mentre stringo le labbra.

Tutto per essere attraente. Placare.

Per far passare

la loro confusione, la loro rabbia, il loro disprezzo
Con disinvoltura.

E come si dice:

Lo spettacolo continua,

Non é vero?
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TELAIO

Ava Walton

Le mie labbra come le voglio
Non sono naturali

Sono come voglio essere visto
Non é naturale

Oh, che & sembrare

Bella

Ci sono suoni vulcanici
Circondandomi

Chi pensavo che sarei stato?
Prima di eruttare?
Sanguinero prima di partire
Devo piangere prima di i semi
Siano piantati

Devo baciare via le erbacce

Prima che fioriscono

Prima fioriscono, e le mie labbra siano viste
E non cucio piu insieme

Come voglio essere:

Oh, come incombe

Dentro di me

Innaturale




(UN)KNOWABLE

Tessa Ramsden

I was feeling invisible

When a billy goat paused their bleating
To turn to me and say,

“Your outfit, fantastic, I love it,”
Someone had seen me after all.

I was feeling inaudible

When a cricket who came chirping past
Was sure to inform me,

“I know what your music taste is,”
Someone had heard me after all.

I was feeling unspeakable

When a pigeon flew down from their coop
To coo out to me,

“I appreciate how actively you participate,”
Someone can speak to me after all.

I was feeling untouchable

When a bear trundled out from their den
To announce to me,

“You can’t leave without giving me a hug,”
Someone can touch me after all.

I was feeling unknowable

The Translate Iowa Project
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DELICIAS DE LA TIERRA

B Self

My body—the ocean—dripped clean with each and every notion
New moons/ passing patterns/
a spinning of/ Chaotic motion
She knows
the ways fish twist
In tandem
Tides and curls—
and how you ripple/ rivers
Birthing seafoam amidst glaring pearls

Each tree must bare its age within

Deep wells of thicks & thins, peeling bark

forever

Mimicking the skins—

Fingerprinted echos/ swirling

Rings atop teal waters,

bleeding rivers—bloody nails

Pour out wide open mouths of daughters—

I see the center of the eye/ the rings/ the ax/ the storm
the wretched way a forest burned—can’t help but
Keep you warm

So thoughts like rain and, dribbled tears
Pass down cerebral-
Dripping-fears
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mossy souls to soon return—mycelium limbs/ connected,
Yearn.

Giants’ bodies, ancient/ true/ older than one but

Younger than two, as

roots cup the world and hold Her tight together

Bracing—always bracing—for

man’s unrelenting change in weather,

Outlived volcanos/ mountains/ seas
not here for Us, or made to please
Insaciable hungers/ destruction/ disease
Destruyendo las

Delicias de la tierra
Forever mourned—new Death of Hera
Tearing veins from sapling bebes/

Mind of webs, tremendous pressure
Caves—

No entrails, so no life conceived
—ignorance

the depths of all man’s greed

Delicias de la tierra—
/Born to be
Dead/

Break bodies now, and feast Her bread.
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DELICIAS DE LA TIERRA

Autumn Mayer

Mon corps—I'océan—se décape goutte a goutte avec toutes notions
De nouvelles lunes/ de modéles passants/
une rotation de/ mouvement Chaotique
Elle connait
les facons dont les poissons se tordent
Suivant le rythme du
Flux et reflux—
et comment vous ondulez/ les fleuves
Accouchant de 'écume parmi des perles éblouissantes

Chaque arbre doit dévoiler son age en

Puits profonds de vents et marées, pelant I'écorce
toujours

Imitant les peaux—

Les échos empreintés/ tourbillonnants

Les cernes sur les eaux bleu sarcelle,

les fleuves saignants—Ies ongles sanglants

Versent larges bouches ouvertes des filles—

Je vois le centre de I'eeil/ les cernes/ la hache/ 'orage
la maniére misérable dont une forét a brlilé—ne peut que
Vous garder au chaud

Alors les pensées comme la pluie et, les larmes coulantes

Transmettent les peurs-
Cérébrales-dégoulinantes
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ames moussues rentreront bientot—membres de mycélium/ liés,
Désirant.

Les corps de géants, anciens/ vrais/ plus 4gés qu'un mais

Plus jeunes que deux, comme

racines bercent le monde et La tiennent serré ensemble

Se redressant—toujours se préparant—pour

Le changement incessant de météo de 'homme,

Elle a survécu aux volcans/ montagnes/ mers
Pas 1a pour Nous, ni 13 pour plaire
Faim insaciable/ destruction/ maladie
Destruyendo las

Delicias de la tierra
Endeuillé toujours—nouvelle Mort d’Héra
Arrachant les veines de jeunes pousses d’arbres/

Lesprit de toiles, la pression incroyable

Les cavernes—

Pas d’entrailles, donc pas de vie congue
—ignorance

les profondeurs de toute I'avidité de 'homme

Delicias de la tierra—
/Naitre d’étre
Mort/

Cassez les corps maintenant, et festoyez Sa crofite.
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SCORPION GIRL

Jess Quintero

does not sting even when He shakes her
out of his shoe every morning.

Her body a smack on ceramic tile. Slow
from last night’s late shift & freshly cracked

from the shell of some sun-crushed dream.
Hand to her heart, she skitters often

off to a small corner of the room.
Not knowing why He fractures time & space

or why she finds solace in such reckoning.
This hiding game elevating

the spirit, the senses, the blood.
She could be a poet how she etherizes

this sadness. Someday she will learn
to write;

become more than a god’s name
falling short of a prophet’s lips.
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RAPARIGA ESCORPIAO

Maria Pereira

ndo pica nem quando Ele a sacode
do seu sapato todas as manh3s.
0 corpo dela é um estalo no chio de ceramica. Lento
do turno tardio de ontem a noite & recentemente quebrado
da casca de um sonho esmagado pelo sol.
Com a mao no coracao, ela foge para
um canto pequeno da sala.
Sem saber porque é que Ele quebra o tempo & espaco
ou porque € que ela se sente consolada por esse julgamento.
Este jogo de escondidas eleva
0 espirito, os sentidos, o sangue.
Ela poderia ser poeta por causa da maneira como ela anestesia
esta tristeza. Algum dia ela aprendera
a escrever;
tornar-se-a mais do que o nome de um deus
que ndo alcanca os labios de um profeta.

Boundless 9



The Translate Iowa Project 85




DIENTES DE LECHE DE DOLOR

Miya Swenson

colgando

de las encias de pérdida
los dientes de leche de dolor que no  quieres extraer
pero recuerda,
la esperanza como los dientes permanentes
encontrara una manera para
torcida o deformada o enganchada o recta
una promesa permanente

empotrada en tu piel  para siempre

crecer




FIREWOOD

Kristian Marchand

There’s a place in my mind
Where I go to find solace

It is dark and made of wood,
And helps me forget all that I should have done
And the fire is nice when it takes
my skin in the game

It burns, and boils me alive

In here, I think it would be nice
To dine or to die

I'm not alone here

Other souls gone cold with fear
And I can be a fire

I can warm their hearts

‘Stead of pulling them apart like
Meat

And release them into the wood
They frolic and fawn

Till their problems are gone

And all they can do is

Smile, as the fire

takes their skin in the game

It burns, and it boils

In here life toils away

Till you whisper to yourself

In here, I think it would be nice
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LEGNA DA ARDERE

Grace Pignolo

C’e un posto nella mente

Dove vado a trovare consolazione
E buio e fatto di legno,

E mi aiuta a dimenticare tutto quello che avrei dovuto fare
E il fuoco e bello quando prende
la mia pelle nel gioco

Brucia, e mi bolle vivo

Qui, penso che sarebbe bello

O cenare o morire

Non sono da solo qui

Altre anime infreddolite di paura
E io posso essere un fuoco

Posso scaldare i loro cuori

Invece di strapparli a pezzi come
La carne

E liberarli nel bosco

Si divertono e struggono

Finche’ i loro problemi svaniscono
E tutto cio che possono fare &
Sorridere, mentre il fuoco
prende la loro pelle nel gioco
Brucia, e bolle

Qui dentro la vita si fatica
Finché bisbigli a te stesso

Qui, penso che sarebbe bello
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Cenare o morire

E quando devo partire

La pelle carbonizzato a nulla
Rovinata da assenza di tregua
Fino a che, finalmente,

Si apre

E posso vedere una radura
Guardo nella fiamma

E vedo il dolore per quello che era
Sapendo che stavo bruciando
Brucia, e bolle

E fa il lavoro duro andare via
Ma cos’altro

Cos’altro

Vuoi che io faccia?

Cos’altro posso dirti

Tranne

Qui, penso che sarebbe bello
Cenare o morire




CENA FUERA DE LA CIUDAD

Krzyszyof Katkowski

Cena fuera de la ciudad,

a la que ya no puedo ir.

El canal se detiene. No me he movido

de aca desde ayer.
La paloma parisina esta mas limpia
que la barcelonesa. Ya no huele a

orina.

La barcaza que navega lleva

detras una antorcha.

Solo trozos de pan, esparcidos

en la superficie del agua atraen a las palomas,

mientras comes tofu, en una cena
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DINNER OUTSIDE THE CITY

Jessica Housour

Dinner outside the city,

which I can no longer attend.

The canal is stopped. I have not moved

from here since yesterday.
The Parisian dove is cleaner
than the Barcelonian one. It no longer smells of

urine.

The sailing barge carries

behind it a torch.

Only pieces of bread, scattered

on the surface of the water attract the doves,

while you eat tofu, in a dinner
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underneath the city. You walk towards the metro
alongside the colorful umbrellas.

The umbrellas that transcend meaning.

You could write a poem with these, even a book,
but not a man who stays awake at night and

gazes out of the window.

You could sleep at night, but not

after dinner, in a

padded bed.




20 DAYS UNTIL SUMMER

Aishani Kundu

My room smells like cardboard boxes and duct tape. Since the
candy apple wallflower got taken down, I have developed this
habit of halting at the threshold to double check that it is not
the wrong dorm room because I am not immediately greeted by
the familiar sweetness the moment I step in. I am going home
over the summer. I remember how eagerly I used to look for-
ward to summer, because of two reasons mainly: my birthday
and the endless bike rides, picking mangoes, swimming until
the moon had risen, and having all ears to the door in case the
ice-cream vendor passed by and we missed it. When the blades
of the ceiling fan blocked out all noise and the dead silence of
winter, that was my summer. I live in a part of the world, where
the Sun only ever comes out, but I have taught myself to embrace
the cold. I find beauty in snow falling, even after all that is left
of it is slush and black ice. I have learned to love the mercurial
Midwest, where I can never safely tuck my winter coat away:.
The talons of the windchill freeze my fingers in place, but I have
grown to hold its claws and keep walking. There is something
about going back to a place and finding out in utter disappoint-
ment how everything has changed, and how much time you had
spent away from your hometown that you don’t even remember
anything from before you left because it is all different now. But
there is also a disappointment in going back to your hometown
and knowing that nothing has changed. The only thing that
has changed is you. You no longer see joy in the things that once
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20 DIAS HASTA EL VERANO

Angélica Toro Torres

Mi dormitorio huele a cajas de cartén y cinta adhesiva. Desde
que se retir6 el ambientador de manzana de caramelo, he desar-
rollado el habito de pararme en la puerta para comprobar que no
estoy en el dormitorio equivocado, porque la dulzura familiar no
me abraza en cuanto entro. Vuelvo a casa para pasar el verano.
Recuerdo cuanto solia anhelar el verano, principalmente por dos
razones: mi cumpleafios y las bicicletadas sin fin, recogiendo
mangos, nadando hasta que la luna saliese y pegando el oido
a la puerta en caso de que el heladero pasara y lo perdiéramos.
Cuando las aspas del abanico bloqueaban todo el ruido y el silen-
cio del invierno, ese era mi verano. Vivo en una parte del mundo
donde el sol sale raramente, pero me he ensefiado a abrazar el
frio. Encuentro belleza en la nieve cayendo, aun cuando todo lo
que queda es aguanieve e hielo negro. He aprendido a amar el
Medio Oeste volatil, donde nunca puedo guardar mi abrigo de
invierno. Los talones de la sensacion térmica congelan mis de-
dos, pero he aprendido sacarle sus garras y seguir caminando.
Hay algo acerca de regresar a un lugar y encontrar con gran
decepcién que todo ha cambiado, y descubrir cuanto tiempo has
pasado fuera de tu pueblo natal, tanto que ni siquiera te acuer-
das de nada antes de que te fueras porque todo es diferente. Pero
también existe la decepcidn de regresar a tu pueblo natal y saber
que nada ha cambiado. Lo tinico que ha cambiado eres tu. Ya no
ves alegria en las cosas que una vez te la producian sin limite.
Para ti, simplemente existen. Ni siquiera es porque las hayas
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olvidado, o porque no tengan consecuencias para ti o porque te
hayan empezado a disgustar con el paso del tiempo. Ya no tienes
el mismo par de ojos que buscaban la felicidad en los destellos
del verano. Tus ojos estan aprendiendo a ver el mundo y estan
constantemente adaptandose a las alegrias que encuentras en
el camino.




XIN ZHUI

Amritha Selvarajaguru

summertime, and the melons were ripe, and you must have died
/ with their sweet, tacky juice /

still on your lips. i wonder if you lay down / smiling. / humanity
only preserves that which it

loves the most, and the world today marvels / at how deeply you
were loved. / your lashes. your

smile lines. your fingerprints, memories from the womb, / ev-
erlasting. you remind us so dearly /

of ourselves. if someone were to stroke your cheek today, / it
would feel the same / as how your

mother stroked it when she held you the very first time, / all
those many eons ago.
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Diana Zhang
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JUNCOS QUE SUSURRAN

Miya Swenson

Mira fijamente al valle

Con flores y juncos que susurran

Mira fijamente al sol hasta que oscurezca
Mira fijamente mi figura

Usando blanco

Bailando en los juncos que susurran
Intenta ignorar los cortes

Las manchas rojas de mi vestido

Quizas si pasa un tiempo suficiente

Me odiaré menos
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LE DESIR A L'AUBE

Hannah Siefken

je pulse dans les mriers ;
ceux derriére ma maison,
deux, trois baies dans une bonne année,
tenues charnues dans les mains de moi et ma sceur.
en ce temps-1a,
I'été.
notre sang s’écoule, nos pieds s’envolent
les chaussures tiennent en silhouette prés du soleil couchant
les génisses a noél, le marécage dans nos cheveux
le sommeil peu attirant,
du jus de la mire était toujours la
tachant nos mentons
assez doux
pour le lever du soleil.
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AVRORA-DESIDERARE

Sonja Cutts

IN-RVBIS-PVLSO
ILLIS-POST-MEAM-DOMVM
DVAETRES-BACAE-IN-BONO-ANNO
MATVRAETENEBANTVR.IN-MANIBVS-MEIS-ET-SORORIS
ILLIS-DIEBVS
AESTATE
NOSTRI'SANGVINES-DECVRRENTES-NOSTRI-PEDES-SVBLIMANTES
CALCEAMENTA-CONVERSVM-'IN-ATRIS-FIGVRAS-OCCASO-SOLE
BVCVLAE'IN-NATIVITATE-PALVS-IN-NOSTRIS-CRINIBVS
SOMNVS- INAMABILIS-DONVM-SEMPER-ERAT
SVCVS-RVBORVM'IMBVENS-NOSTRA-MENTA
DVLCIS-SATIS
AD-AVRORAM
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MANGOES

Aishani Kundu

Summer used to be my favorite season owing to mangoes. The
sheer joy of hearing ripe, yellow-green mangoes plop to the
ground. Now, all I think about before eating them is the juice
dripping down my chin, my sleeves soaked with the repulsive
yellow of it, the pith snarled in the narrow crevices between
my teeth, and the pervasive sticky sweetness that lingers even
when [ don’t want it. 'm a wary eater now, picking apart every
consumption, leaving nothing to relish.
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LOS MANGOS

Jessica Housour

El verano solia ser mi estacion favorita debido a los mangos. La
pura alegria de oir los mangos - maduros y verdes amarillentos
- caer al suelo. Ahora, todo lo que pienso antes de comerlos es
el jugo goteando por mi barbilla, mis mangas remojadas con su
amarillo repulsivo, la piel blanca enredada entre mis dientes y la
dulzora - pegajosa y penetrante — que persiste aun cuando no la
quiero. Yo como con recelo ahora, desmantelando cada consumo,
sin dejar nada para saborear.
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MANGAS

Maria Pereira

A minha estacio preferida costumava ser o verdo por causa das
mangas. A alegria pura que acompanhava o som das mangas
maduras a cairem no chio. Agora, quando as como, s6 consigo
pensar no sumo a escorrer-me pelo queixo abaixo, nas minhas
mangas encharcadas de amarelo repugnante, no carogo presos
nos espacos entre os meus dentes e na dogura pegajosa que per-
manece mesmo quando eu ndo a quero. Agora sou cuidadosa
com o0 que como, esmitco tudo o que consumo, sem saborear
nada.

Boundless 9



The Translate Iowa Project 115




116 Boundless 9




COMPOSTURA

Eleanor MacKellar

Carmesi, canela, crisantemo, con frio
Letra amarilla, letra roja, piedra zafiro

Haga sus maletas
Busque sus origenes

Vea la pistola
Que nunca dispara

Retuerza el tallo
Mire como sangra

Arranque las raices
Siembre la semilla

Coloree sus pensamientos
Tifia el hilo

Vacie sus pensamientos
Vacie su mente

Alcance la piedra que se desmorona
Rece para que sus dedos se agarren
Que no caiga solo




La caida sera suave
Mientras el viento revuelve su pelo

Los oidos rugen con azules
Lagrimas frias y punzantes

Pero sus dedos no fallan
Se agarran en la roca

El tiempo continda
Encuentra su sitio

Para clavar sus uiias
Para calmarse

Asi que mantenga su mirada
En caso contrario, resbalara




EL POLACO LEYENDO
AUTORES DE CHILE

Krzysztof Katkowski

para Bruno Montané Krebs, con amistad

1.
supongo q’eso
tiene bastante sentido.

estamos sentados en la terraza. es
mi ultima noche en esta ciudad.

estuve enamorado aqui
varias veces. cada vez
te lo dije, o

lo viste.

es porque tienes una terraza muy grande
y la misericordia baila en la copa del arbol.

2.
pasamos, paso a paso, por el antiguo
piso de Roberto en la calle Tallers.

“en otra parte

vive su hermana, pero
no la conoceras, aunque
todos te gustarian
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caleta”.

un montdn de paginas garabateadas, todas
cuentan la misma historia, porque ti también
huiste de una dictadura, igual que

mi abuelo huyo de las masacres en el este,
durante una guerra que no os afecto.

él era como yo, weon, y no entendia nada de eso.

sumando nuestros afos, los dos somos

casi cien afios y probablemente

entiendas mas que yo. lo q sé hacer es
traducir poemas del espafiol

al castellano. la lengua del rey de Aragén

se mezcla con lo que dicen los viejos amigos
de mi patio antiguo, en carrer d’en Grassot 44.

3.

nunca he estado en Santiago, maldita sea,

estoy a punto de hacerlo, tal vez me guste también,
tal vez

eso también tendra alglin sentido.
Raval/Gracia, 30.07.2024

OO0

el ataud, el atun.

es lo mismo.

como no hablo castellano
en ninguin modo,

a veces me doy cuenta de que
olvido alguna distincion

entre los dos palabras.

un atin no reconozco el
sabor del atiin.

Boundless 9



A POLISH READING
CHILEAN AUTHORS

Sophia Franco Esparza

For Bruno Montand Krebs, with friendship

1.
s’pose that
makes a lot of sense

we’re sitting on the terrace. it’s
my last night in this city.

several times i've been in love
i've told you about them
or you've seen me fall here.

because of your large terrace
where mercy dances on top of trees.

2.

we walked, foot by foot, past Roberto’s
old flat on Tallers St.

“his sister lives

in a different area, but

you won't meet her, although

you would like everyone,

caleta.”
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a stack of scribbled pages, all

tell the same story, because you also

ran from a dictatorship, just like

my grandfather ran from the slaughter in the east
during a war that affected us.

he was like me, wedn, and i didn’t understand any of it.

amounted we are almost a hundred

and you probably understand more

than i. what i do know

is to translate poems from spanish

to castillian. the language of the King of Aragon
mixes with what old friends

from my old patio say, on Carrer d’en Grassot 44.

3.

i've never gone to Santiago, damn it,
i'm about to, maybe 1’1l like it as well,
maybe

that will also make some sense
Raval/Gracia, 30.07.2024

OO0

el ataud, el atun.

it’s the same.

since i don’t speak castillian
either way,

somtimes i realize that
i forget some distinction

between two words.

the tuna I don’t recognize the
flavor of the tomb.
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SAM'’S BIKE

Immi Mohamed

The guys tell me, “Sam’s bike is fucked”.

Wheels like acrobats trying to impress cotton candy kids,
Handlebars bent over, finding its inner 50’s housewife,

a deer in headlights

pacing through the sky;

The becoming of graveyard spare parts.

Bet your bare bones mine fell apart,
on shitty tax payer’s concrete.

My skin cutting its way through this damned earth,
all in search of Hades.

He who told me to give in,

to a bird’s eye view of the south coast
and far side sirens of the salt sea.
My thoughts set on the aftertaste;
Soil, blood, sweat and steel,

Camping on brain edges

and bodily cul de sacs.

Somewhere in-between,

The worry that eats at your mind

turns a tiresome slipstream,

but do not ink it on billboard or frat boy foreheads
for the backstreets will prove you wrong;

The Translate Iowa Project 123



for fierce forest fires will be born out of nothing, growing toes
to torso,

for you will find the ocean at home depot picking out a new look,
for you will spend your days calling Ares

just to have it go straight to voicemail,

for you will find yourself having to learn how to walk all over
again.

But if you must strike me down,

Strike me down after a few.

I've got lasagna in the oven,

weeks worth of laundry,

And things I have to do and say

And things I have to think about doing and saying
But not really doing or saying any of them.

and Fuck, I owe Sam a bike,

That’s a place to start.
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LE VELO DE SAM

Lauren Downs

Les gars me le disent, “Le vélo de Sam est foutu.”

Des roues comme des acrobates essayer d'impressionner barbe
a papa enfants

Guidon plié, trouve ta femme au foyer 50’s intérieure

un lapin pris dans les phares

arpentant dans le ciel;

Le devenir des pieces détachées de cimetiére.

Parie vos os nus le mien s’est effondré,

sur du béton de merde du contribuable.

Ma peau se coupe a sa maniere a travers cette terre maudite,
tous a la recherche d’Hadeés.

Lui qui m’a dit de céder,

a I'eeil d’'oiseau vue de la cote sud

et loin coté les sirénes de la mer salée.

Mes pensées se portent sur l'arriére-gotit
de la terre, du sang, de la sueur et de l'acier,
Camping sur les bords du cerveau

et corporelles de cul de sacs.

Quelque part entre les deux,

I'inquiétude qui tu ronges l'esprit

transforme un fatigant sillage

mais ne I'encre pas sur les panneaux d’affichage ou les fronts
des gars de la fraternité
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car les ruelles tu prouveras que tu vas tort;

car les incendies de forét féroces naitra du néant, croissance des
orteils au torse,

car tu trouveras 'océan a Home Depot choisir un nouveau style,
car tu passeras vos journées a appeler Arés

car qu'il tombe directement sur la boite vocale,

car tu te retrouveras a devoir réapprendre a marcher.

Mais si tu doit m’abattre,

M’abattre aprés quelques.

J'ai des lasagnes dans le four,

semaines valeur de lessive,

Et les choses que je dois faire et dire

Et des choses que je dois penser a faire et a dire
Mais sans vraiment faire ou dire quoi que ce soit.
Et putain, je dois un vélo a Sam

C’est un bon point de départ.
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GO TO HELL

D will

Mom, I can’t wait to see you in hell.

I followed all your instructions for the funeral: All-you-can-
drink 40-ouncers and just about every hooker in Dearborn. Full
of libations and merriment, as you would say. Bob Seger never
responded to the invitation for some reason, but Steven Tyler
did. We burnt your ass, smoked your ashes, and learned you
can’t smoke someone’s ashes. Thanks for that.

I told my friends about your requests. They called me insane.
We don’t actually care about—believe in—that stuff, I said.
Besides, they were her requests! I think of it as some Dia de los
Muertos type of mourning. Yeah, I'm sad, but you're in a better
place now and I know I'll see you again. At some point.

I hope you can kick back in hell. Warm my seat up for me until
I get there. My friends don’t understand why I'm so excited. But
why would anyone want to go to heaven? Hang with a bunch
of nerds for the rest of eternity? All the cool guys go to hell—
wait, no. I take that back. Because people like Hitler, Epstein, and
your dad are there. My friends told me about how you're subject
to eternal torture and all that wack shit, but I bet you’re more
worried about having to meet your father. I just thought about
that—but you probably saw Aunt Rose again, at least. Think
about how long she’s been stuck with your dad—that is, if she
even recognizes him.

How about we go by the Dante definition? We can say each of
you went to different layers of hell and she’s never had to put up
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with him. Wait, what am I saying? I guarantee he’s relieved he’s
never had to put up with her. Relieved he’s never had to answer
for actions. Relieved he’s never had to live up to his mistakes.
He couldn’t put up with her almost 40 years ago, why should he
have to in the afterlife?

I looked it up: Aunt Rose would be in layer seven, second ring,
so I know where to find her. It doesn’t sound so bad. Grandpa is
in layer nine, first ring. I don’t know where you're going. If we
go by this whack-ass version Dante made up, there’s no room for
you in hell. Where’s the layer they send all the real-ass gangs-
tas? Not heaven, right? It’s ok, we have our signal; we’ll find each
other. I think it’ll be fun.

I'm sure you’re making it in hell. You've done it before. You've
made it through much worse.

I know it doesn’t compare, but I remember visits to Grandma’s,
being there for just an afternoon. I don’t know how you did it.

Sometimes I contemplate if it’s worth the wait. Well, no, I
mean—I mean I contemplate if it’s worth sticking it out or not.
Why don’t I just jump to the fun part?

Because I have a lot to prove. Like you did. You made it to hell
and back and I can’t get two feet out the door. I tell people all the
time about how much of a gangster you were. How you've been
working since 14, how you bought your first car at 19, how you
were the only one of nine siblings to go to college, how you fi-
nally escaped hell, and how you gave me the life you never had.

Anyways, I'm wasting time. I'll see you soon, Mom.
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VETE AL DIABLO

Sophia Franco Esparza

Mama, me muero por reencontrarnos en el infierno.

Segui todas tus instrucciones para el funeral: una barra libre
de ‘guamas y casi todas las prostitutas de Dearborn asistieron.
Aunque por alguna razon Bob Seger nunca respondid a tu in-
vitacidn, pero Steven Tyler si. Quemamos tu trasero, fuma-
mos tus cenizas y aprendimos por las malas que no se pueden
fumar. Te lo agradezco. Como dirias estuvo: Llena de elixir y
regocijo.

Les conté a mis amigos sobre cada requisito. Me dijeron que
estaba loco. “De hecho, no nos importa, ni creemos, esas cosas,”
dije. Ademas, “jEran sus peticiones!” Estar de luto es como una
especie de celebracién, como el Dia de los Muertos. Si, estoy
triste, pero sé que estas en un lugar mejor y que te volveré a ver,
en algan momento.

Espero que te puedas relajar en el infierno. Apartame un
asiento hasta que llegue alld. Mis amigos no entienden por qué
estaria tan emocionado. Pero ;por qué alguien querra ir al cielo?
sEstar con un grupo de nerds por el resto de la eternidad? Todos
los chicos geniales se van al infierno... espera, no. Me retracto.
Porque hay gente como Hitler, Epstein y tu padre. Mis amigos
me contaron que estarias sujeta a torturas eternas y toda esa
mierda, pero apuesto a que estas mas preocupada por tener que
encontrarte con tu padre. Acabo de pensar en eso... pero quiza
volviste a ver a la tia Rosie. Piensa en cuanto tiempo ha estado
atrapada con tu padre, es decir, si es que lo reconoce.
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;Qué tal si nos guiamos con la definicién de Dante? Podemos
decir que cada uno de ustedes fue a diferentes niveles del infi-
erno y ella nunca tuvo que aguantarlo. Espera, ;qué estoy dic-
iendo? Te garantizo que se siente aliviado ya que €l no la tuvo
que aguantar. Estaria aliviado de que nunca haya tenido que
responder por acciones, aliviado de no estar a la altura de sus
errores. No pudo soportarla hace casi 40 afios, spor qué tendria
que hacerlo en el mas alla?

Lo busqué: tia Rosie estaria en la séptima capa, segundo an-
illo; asi que sé dénde encontrarla. No suena tan mal. Abuelo esta
en la novena capa, primer anillo. No sé adénde vas. Si nos gui-
amos por esta locura que inventé Dante, no hay lugar para ti en
el infierno. ;Donde esta la capa que envian todos los gansteres
reales? No seria el cielo, sverdad? Como sea, tenemos nuestra
sefial; nos encontraremos. Creo que sera divertido.

Estoy seguro de que lo estas logrando en el infierno. Lo has
hecho antes, has pasado por peor.

Sé que no se compara, pero recuerdo las visitas a la abuela.
Duraban toda la tarde. No sé como lo hiciste.

A veces me planteo si vale la pena esperar. Bueno, no, quiero
decir... Quiero decir, si vale la pena aguantar o no. jPor qué no
puedo pasar a la parte divertida?

Porque tengo mucho que demostrar como lo hiciste tu. Fuiste
y regresaste al infierno. Y yo no puedo sacar ni dos pies de la
puerta. Le cuento a la gente todo el tiempo lo ganster que eras.
Cémo trabajaste desde los 14, como compraste tu primer auto
a los 19, cdmo fuiste la Unica de tus nueve hermanos en ir a la
universidad, como finalmente escapaste del infierno y como me
diste la vida que nunca tuviste.

Bueno, estoy perdiendo tiempo. Nos vemos pronto mama.
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VICTORY, WINGED

Charlotte Hagen

They called me Goddess once.

I was given their pride, their joy, and their sanctuary, wel-
coming them with open arms into a sacred place. I would award
soldiers their successes in battle, and I would rally the people
together in the wake of failure.

It did not matter if my cold body remained rooted to its stone
ship, deaf to the cries of men an arm’s length away from death.
It did not matter if I could hear them at all. My presence alone
was enough to instill faith, and faith was enough.

Faith would help them persevere, and in turn I would remain.
And that was enough. Though I never answered their prayers,
though I was only a vessel to their beloved victory, I was poised
on my ship’s bow throughout the ages.

My head was thrown back and held high, regal and defiant.
Invisible wind whipped through my chiton, and blew through
a set of powerful wings, seemingly ready to take flight at any
moment.

I remained, and yet, piece by piece, time began to wear me
down.

Was it my head to go first, or my arms? When did the roof of

the temple give way, and did it shatter my wing? As the peoples’
memory of me faded, my own began to fail me. The secrets and
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rituals kept close to the complex had been forgotten, and I along
with it. I did not mourn. I did not despair. I simply remained.

Suddenly, sunlight. A strange voice. My memory began to as-
semble itself like patchwork, as I, too, was brought back together
in an unfamiliar place. I felt more and more eyes on me as I was
marched from hall to hall. It was an eternity before I was joined
once again to my ship, both of us irreversibly changed but still
warmly familiar.

Every day I hear tongues so different from the worshippers of
my homeland, public crowds gathered to witness me when once
I shielded the practitioners of mysteries. I am exposed here. I am
adored here.

Now I part the overwhelming crowds as if they were the sea,
set high upon my ship with my chest thrown back all the same.
I do not need eyes to see or ears to hear. My remaining wing
catches the invisible wind, my chiton still in disarray.

After all these years, I remain.

I preside, victorious.
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LA VICTOIRE AILEE

Hannah Siefken

Ils m’appelaient jadis « déesse ».

Jétais donnée leur fierté, leur joie, et leur sanctuaire en les
accueillant a bras ouverts dans un lieu sacré. Je décernais les
succes aux soldats de bataille, et je mobilisais les gens ensemble
a la suite d’'un échec.

Ca ne faisait rien si mon corps froid restait enraciné dans son
bateau de pierre, sourd aux cris des hommes a courte distance de
la mort. Ca ne faisait rien du tout si je pouvais les entendre. Ma
présence toute seule était suffisante pour inspirer la conviction,
et la conviction était suffisante.

La conviction les aidait a persévérer, et a tour de role je restais.
Et c’était suffisant. Bien que je n'aie jamais répondu a leurs
priéres, bien que je ne fusse qu'un vaisseau a leur victoire adorée,
j’étais posée sur la proue de mon bateau au fil des ans.

Ma téte était fiere, royale et rebelle. Le vent invisible fouettait
a travers mon chiton et soufflait via une paire d’ailes puissantes,
apparemment prétes a s'envoler a tout instant.

Je restais, et cependant, petit a petit, le temps commenca a
m'user.

Est-ce que c’est ma téte qui partit la premiére, ou mes bras?
Quand céda-t-il, le toit du temple, et fracassa-t-il mon aile ? Alors
que la mémoire des gens de moi diminuait, la mienne com-
menca a me décevoir. Les secrets et les rituels qui étaient gardés
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proches du complexe étaient oubliés, et moi ainsi qu’eux. Je ne
pleurai pas. Je n'ai pas désespéré. Je suis simplement restée.

Soudain, la lumiére de soleil. Une voix étrange. Ma mémoire
commenca a se raccommoder, alors que j'étais aussi raccom-
modée au lieu inconnu. Je me suis sentie de plus en plus de yeux
sur moi comme jétais dirigée de hall & hall. C’était une éter-
nité avant je me suis encore une fois joint a mon bateau, tous
les deux changés irréversiblement mais connus encore bien et
chaleureusement.

Tous les jours jentends les langues tellement différentes des
fideles de mon patrie, les foules publiques qui se sont rassem-
blées pour me témoigner alors que je protégeais une fois les pra-
tiguants des mysteres. Je suis exposée ici. Je suis adorée ici.

Maintenant je sépare les foules accablantes comme si elles
étaient la mer, posée haute sur mon bateau avec ma poitrine
fiere malgré tout. Je n’ai pas besoin d’ceil pour voir ou d’oreille
pour entendre. Les vestiges de mon aile attrape le vent invisible,
mon chiton toujours en bataille.

Apres toutes ces années, je reste.

Je préside, victorieuse.
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CONTRIBUTORS

Ahmed Ahmoudi is a translator hailing from Sudan with over
a decade of experience in translation. He worked in Saudi Arabia
for about 15 years practicing translation in his free time. Fluent in
both Arabic and English, Ahmed has translated a diverse range of
texts, from technical manuals to literary works. Currently based
in Iowa, Ahmed dedicates his skills to helping new Sudanese im-
migrants navigate their new lives through language.

Thomas Brown is a translation and language major at the
University of Iowa. Thomas would like to thank Professor
Nakagawara for translating the titles of his two texts.

Sonja Cutts is a third-year Ethics and Public Policy major
from Portland, Oregon. She’s double minoring in Geographic
Information Science and Environmental Policy & Planning, as
well as pursuing two certificates: one in Social Science Analytics
and another in Writing. When not busy with school, she likes to
read, jog, and practice yoga. Her translation language is Latin.

Lauren Downs is a third year studying English and Creative
Writing on the Publishing track with a minor in Translation.
Once she finishes her degree, Lauren plans to work in a pub-
lishing house as a literary agent or novel editor! She is currently
reading Middlesex by Jeffery Eugenides.
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Sophia Franco Esparza is a writer and translator from Mexico
studying English and Creative Writing and Translation at the
University of Iowa. She likes listening to diverse genres of music
and loves to care for her plants.

Noelle Franzone is a senior studying English and Creative
Writing and Linguistics. Although she does not speak another
language, her abilities of interpretive dance are unparralleled.

Zoe Friedline is a third-year creative writing major. Zoe lives
in Michigan and has three cats. She loves reading, watching
movies, and playing board games with her friends. She gets her
inspiration from taking long walks in nature and listening to
music. Her favorite author is Tolkien, and she loves to travel.

Josephine Geiger-Lee (she/her) is a senior (WHAT) majoring in
English and creative writing and journalism and mass commu-
nication. A professor recently told her to “brush up on her Latin,”
and she does fear she never had any Latin to begin with.

Charlotte Hagen is a second-year double-majoring in English &
Creative Writing and Ancient Civilizations on the Museum Studies
certificate. She learned Latin in high school, studies Attic Greek
at Iowa, and is learning French on their own time. Her favorite
video game is Hades, and her favorite book is Fredrik Backman’s
Beartown (translated from Swedish).

Jessica Housour is a third-year student double-majoring in
English and Spanish, with a minor in Translation. This is her
second year working with the Translate Iowa Project. She is also
an Honors TA, an Acquisitions Editor for Catharsis, and a volun-
teer at the Women’s Resource and Action Center. In her free time,
she likes reading, rewatching her favorite movies (like Pride and
Prejudice!), and starting all sorts of new hobbies.

Sayedeh Iravani was born and raised in Tehran, Iran. She is a
third-year undergraduate student pursuing a BA in Psychology
while following a Pre-PA track. She plans to become an inter-
preter and translate nonfiction books to allow/access/expand
readers across the world.
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Jodi Jin is a freshman majoring in biomedical sciences. She
has spoken Chinese as a second language for as long as she can
remember, and she loves to read, write, and sing in multiple
languages. She has also been learning French since she was 12.
In her free time, Jodi likes to write novels and play the piano.

Krzysztof Katkowski es un poeta, socidlogo, traductor y peri-
odista polaco que también escribe en espaiiol. Esta preparando
una antologia de poesia polaca contemporanea en esta lengua.

Aishani Kundu is a sophomore double majoring in Psychology
and English and Creative Writing. In her free time, she loves ex-
perimenting with different forms of writing, reading surrealist
and magical realism novels, and making to-do lists to keep her
anxiety at bay. Her works have previously appeared in Horizon,
Ink Lit, and Fools Magazine.

Eleanor MacKellar is a Psychology major and Spanish minor.
She joined TIP as a way to practice her Spanish skills and loves
the puzzle of it. She works in a sleep lab on campus, is a TA for
Honors, and is secretary for Cross-stitch and Embroidery Club.
In her free time she likes to read fantasy and sci-fi books and
watch sub-par adventure movies.

Kristian Marchand (they/them) is a proud theatre nerd and hu-
man storage unit for the work of many stand-up comedians.
They hope that their work becomes a stepping stone for more
disabled, queer writers; in the meantime, they’re majoring in
creative writing and Italian.

Autumn Mayer is a third-year studying French, translation,
and English and creative writing on the publishing track. When
she’s not busy coordinating and translating for TIP, copyediting
for Wilder Things, or being an Honors Writing Fellow, she can
be found making her way through an endless stack of books,
writing novels, or rock climbing at the Rec.

Immi Mohamed born and raised in Maldives/Srilanka, Immi’s

writing revolves around people, places and experiences. She
is a Chef and writer, out on the open road writing about just
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anything that intrigues her, from Panama’s local drunk to the
guy with hulk-like legs selling peanuts butter on a bicycle.

Maria Pereira is a second-year English and Creative Writing
Major and French minor at the University of lowa. She’s lived
her whole life in Lisbon, Portugal, and she definitely misses it
the most when it starts to snow in Iowa City. In her spare time,
she watches movies, attempts (unsuccessfully) to teach her-
self Korean, and runs a relatively unknown gluten-free baking
Instagram account.

Grace Pignolo is a fourth year English and Creative Writing
student with minors in Italian, International Relations, and
Theater Arts. She loves playing the piano, brushing up on her
Latin, going to the movies, and talking with family friends over
the phone to practice her Italian.

Jess Quintero is a poet and student at the University of lowa.
They draw inspiration for their works from memory and the
seemingly mundane. Their favorite poets (in the loosest sense
of the word) are Richard Siken, Mitski, and the entire Tumblr
userbase. Jess thinks about love a normal amount.

Tessa Ramsden (she/her) is a senior undergraduate student ma-
joring in Creative Writing and Chinese with a minor in Theatre.
She is originally from Minnetonka, MN, and has been involved
with TIP as a Chinese translator in the past. She is currently on
the executive board for A Moment of Magic non-profit at lowa
and the VP for the Doily Allergen satirical student newspaper.
She wrote (Un)Knowable after being inspired by a series of up-
lifting comments and conversations from those around her, who
she is eternally grateful for.

Lucinda Riebe is a third-year English and Creative Writing
student at the University of lowa with a double major in
Screenwriting. She has a love for genre fiction and likes to find
ways to make the mundane fantastical. Lucinda enjoys her
workshop classes, playing Dungeons and Dragons, and spending
time with her friends.
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Terra Richardson is a second year student studying French,
International Studies, and Translation, with minors in Arabic
and Spanish. She has always loved the challenge of taking on
new languages and now loves the challenge of translating from
one to the other. When she’s not traveling back and forth from
her double-life in France, she enjoys playing the bass and read-
ing Stephen King.

B Self is a queer poet and mixed-media artist, currently major-
ing in Creative Writing at the University of lowa. They take great
inspiration from nature, the beautifully passionate community
of lowa writers, and the unrelenting evolution that comes with
queerness and trans becoming. Fascinated by the shape and
rhythm of writing, B is constantly pushing their work to break
away from the confines of form, embracing the inherent poetry
of creation.

Amritha Selvarajaguru is a senior studying English and Creative
Writing and Secondary English Education at the University of
Iowa, who aspires to be an English teacher one day. She admires
the works of writers such as Ada Limon, Louise Gliick, and Ocean
vuong, is terrified of cockroaches, and always eats M&Ms in
rainbow order from red to brown.

Hannah Siefken is a second-year undergraduate at lowa who is
double-majoring in Theatre Arts (Acting, Directing, and Musical
Theatre) and Translation. They have been studying French for
nearly a decade, and they have a particular interest in trans-
lating French drama and literary fiction. Hannah has studied
throughout Western Europe, including in France, and earned
their Seal of Biliteracy in 2023. Outside of school, they enjoy prac-
ticing yoga, writing poetry, and playing with their dog, Cleo.

Ava Steiner is a second-year double major in English and
Creative Writing and Screenwriting. When she isn’t chasing plot
bunnies or watching campy movies, she can be found shopping
for vintage clothes or playing an indie visual novel.

Miya Swenson is double-majoring in Chinese and Translation.
She enjoys listening to music, reading, writing, and dancing.
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Her current song obsession is “scenic route” by sundial. It would
be an absolute dream of hers to have a library with a bunch of
hidden tunnels and secrets.

Jobin Terranova is a junior at the University of Iowa, major-
ing in English and Creative Writing and also studying Korean.
Originally from Maine, he enjoys listening to music as well as
watching tv and writing. With a love for Korean media, he also
has an interest in translation and being able to use both English
and Korean languages.

MJ Thierry is the Social Media Coordinator and translator for
TIP. After living abroad in Taiwan and Spain, language learn-
ing and translation has become as major passion for them. MJ
can mostly likely be found drinking mochas, reading cheesy
romance books, or attending concerts around IC.

Atsary Tiem is a second-year majoring in Creative Writing and
Economics. She enjoys playing piano, microwave-harmonizing,
and inflicting suffering (...on her characters).

Angélica Toro Torres, now in her senior year, is a cinema major
translating stories from English to Spanish and/or Italian one
more time. Her plans after graduation are to either go to grad
school or find work in the film industry, maybe leaning towards
grad school. But when she’s not preparing for her future after
Iowa, she’s watching horror movies on Prime Video, her recent
favorite being Francis Ford Coppola’s Dracula (1992).

Solenn Vincent is a second-year studying English and Creative
Writing. She is bilingual in French and English, and enjoys writ-
ing prose, poetry, and nonfiction. She is published in multiple
on-campus publications.

Elana Walters is a fourth-year studying English and Creative
Writing. Her work has appeared in Litro Magazine, OFIC
Magazine, and NYU’s, Caustic Frolic. You can find her on

Instagram @elanawalters5.

Ava Walton is currently a translator of Italian who has also
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worked in Latin and Greek. Her interest in translation stemmed
from classics which stemmed from an interest in death and
dying. She uses the tools and philosophies of translation to make
sense of--or peace with--love and loss. Translation across time,
as an act of preservation, and why we choose to preserve is one
of her primary interests in this work.

D Will is a third-year undergraduate student of English &
Creative Writing and Screenwriting Arts at the University of
Iowa. They are originally from Detroit, Michigan. They are a
winner of the lowa Chapbook Prize and they have had numerous
pieces previously published in FOOLS and snapshots. In their free
time, D Will enjoys thinking about their feelings and beaming
ideas into their melon at night.

Diana Zhang is a senior double majoring in English and Creative
Writing and Translation. Her translation languages are Chinese
and Korean. In her spare time, she likes to play video games
with her boyfriend.
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SPECIAL THANKS TO

Our Translation Advisors

Thank you to Dr. Justin Vorhis, Andrea Chiu,
Sayed M. Iravani, Maria José Areias, Becky
Gonzalez, Ida Hattemer-Higgins, Assistant
Professor of Instruction Sohair Abul-Haija,

Yasmine Ramadan Ph.D., Xiaoyan Kang,
Assistant Professor Of Instruction Spanish and
Portuguese Department Ana-Ester Fernandez
Bravo, Dr. Marcia Lindgren, Dr. Diana Thow, Erik
Scaltriti Ph.D., Violeta Vaca Delgado, Jassivee
Escobar, 2f MM Professor Haru Nakagawara,
and Professor Rosemarie Scullion.

Supporters of the Translate lowa
Project

The staff and space of the Universirty of lowa
Center for Language and Culture Learning and
Daniel Khalastch, Director of the Magid Center,

for his consistent patience and continuous guid-
ance to developing undergraduate students.

And Our Sponser

The Magid Center for Writing






