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FROM THE PRESIDENTS

Language is an incessant buzz. It dominates a world of
communication. It dominates the world within our-
selves. Extending into image, feeling, memory, signs,
symbols, gestures, and-of course-words, language is a
vessel of understanding the complex happenings of our
world. With this perspective, what then is translation?
What does the act of transformation-moving from one
language to another-do?

It adds another hum. It creates a swarm—

A soft buzz comes from the desert, the barren land
of interpretation, imperceptible to most, except those who
know to listen. Translators always listen for it: the direc-
tion, the words, the salvation in the landscape of lan-
guage. In a way, translation is the constant searching for
an oasis amidst desolation, a diamond in the rough. It is
hearing a voice echoing past borders, having no bounds—

Translation is an act that creates polyphony,
crafting voices that resonate somewhere between har-
mony and dissonance, as it carries one voice from a hive
of language to another. There is an attempt of interac-
tion between seemingly separate linguistic realities—a point
of contact through the stable and consistent voice that exists
within the lines of literature—

Away from the hive and into nature, thoughts
travel. The wind blows sand and scatters ideas. Translation
is a cross-pollination of cultures, languages, and creativ-
ity; a painstaking process that ensures the propagation



of seeds, so that one day those seeds may bloom. It is a
delicate balance of research, artistry, and betting on one’s
understanding of a piece—

Translation is the passing of the baton-the mon-
arch and moniker of an original text giving away its power
and singularity to be recreated-reborn.

That is what we do here at the Translate lowa
Project; we pass the baton, and every year we are reborn
with a new yet similar vision. We fly forth, our precision
on creating a multiplicity of understanding and reality
possible the paramount objective of our journey—

For that reason, year after year, we wander back
into the desert. Annually, we are transformed by the jour-
ney of translating submissions—

We utilize the submissions from you-students,
community members, international voices-humans that
breathe and think and write and use language in a way
that allows you to join the swarm of existence.

For a brief moment, we are going to ask you to
pause. Let the constant whir slow and your mind grow
silent. Let your body grow still. Let your eyes, your ears,
your mind all close themselves to the hectic reality lying
beyond these pages, opening instead the voices of our
authors and translators lying within them—

Use these bounded pages as your oasis, so you can
be boundless—

Enjoy a rest from the chaos. We hope you can
take something in here with you as a souvenir. A re-
membrance. A translation of something inscribed on
these pages and left imprinted on the grooves of your
mind-something to take with you when you return to
the swarm—

Sincerely,
Kyler Johnson & Sophie Perez
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CHARM FOR A SWARM OF BEES

Anonymous

Wid ymbe nim eorpan, oferweorp mid pinre swipran
handa under pinum swipran fet, and cwet:

Fo ic under fot, funde ic hit.

Hweet, eorde maeg wid ealra wihta gehwilce
and wid andan and wid eeminde

and wid pa micelan mannes tungan.

And widdon forweorp ofer greot,
ponne hi swirman, and cwed:

Sitte ge, sigewif, sigad to eorpan!

Neefre ge wilde to wuda fleogan.

Beo ge swa gemindige mines godes,

swa bid manna gehwilc metes and epeles.

The Translate Iowa Project 13



CHARM FOR A SWARM OF BEES

Kyler Johnson

Grasp hold of some earth with your right hand,
casting it beneath your right foot against a swarm, and call out:

I throw this underfoot! I declare

the earth shall prevail against all:
against malice, against ignorance,
and against the great deceit of men.

Against all of that they swarm, they lay hold on the land;
cast the earthen treasure upon their bodies, and call:

Halt swarm, you women of victory, and
descend upon the earth!

Do not flee wildly to the woods

Be mindful of my well-being,

as each man is of homestead and daily bread
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GINGKO LEAVES

Madalyn Lovejoy

Gingko leaves are falling,
Little half-moons waning and waxing
Through the pitfalls and triumphs of humanity

Nuts and fruit smeared underfoot,
Stumbled over to watch the verdant crescents
Fall and phase through the seasons on the wind
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IRATAT

Tessa Ramsden

IREMERET,
AARREL
BE ARSI

FRIKTEAREMT
REEIT EFIFNER AT
EAFETERH
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The Unprecedented Now

Cameron Barnett

At times when I'm about to go insane
Telling a stranger that I love them
Or thinking about funerals for the very first time

It helps me to remember

That this has never been done before
Living in this instant as it comes

Every second is a new beginning, every moment

Cleans the blank slate unscathed by any future

When anything can happen, any day’s perplexity
Or doubtful possibility

Or wonder

Because now has never happened before.
No one knows what anything has in store.

I take some solace in the fact
Our lives are futures from the past
And all those heroes that we read about in school
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All the soldiers and the sorcerers
Who chose to dream instead of pray

Once also clenched their fists against the sun
To keep the world at bay.
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Le Présent Imprévu

Rain Hurst

Parfois quand je suis au bord de la folie
En disant a un étranger que je 'aime
Ou en pensant aux funérailles pour la premiére fois

Cela m’aide a me souvenir

Que cela n’a jamais été fait auparavant
Vivre cet instant comme cela arrive

Chaque seconde est un nouveau départ, chaque moment

Nettoie I'ardoise vierge qui n’est pas touchée par aucun futur

Quand tout peut arriver, la perplexité d'un jour quelconque
Ou d’une possibilité douteuse

Ou bien se demander

Car, auparavant ce présent n’est jamais arrive.
Personne ne sait ce qui nous attend.

Cela me soulage le fait
que nos vies sont des avenirs du passé
Et que tous ces héros dont on lit a I'école
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Tous les soldats et sorciers
Qui ont décidé de réver au lieu de prier

Ont aussi une fois clenché leurs poings
Contre le soleil pour tenir le monde a distance.
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Tu Me Manques

milo

When the beat of my heart is I miss you, I miss you
The weight of the world is I miss you, I miss you
Clouds rolling over say I miss you, I miss you

A crack of thunder; I miss you, I miss you

Sunlight illuminates I miss you, I miss you

And wind reveals that I miss you, I miss you.

Everything screams I miss you, [ miss you

I shout back I love you, I love you.

I send the storm to remind you I love you

You are divine in the sun, I remind you I love you
My breath is the wind, I say I love you

I want the whole world to remind you I love you.

22 Boundless VII



Tu Me Manques

Abigail Kloha

Cuando el latido de mi corazon es te extrafio, te extrafio
El peso del mundo es te extrano, te extrario

Las nubes dan vueltas, diciendo te extrario, te extrario
Un chasquido de trueno; te extrafio, te extrano

Un rayo de luz ilumina te extrafio, te extrafio

Y el viento revela que te extrafio, te extrafio

Todo grita te extrano, te extrano

Contesto chillando te amo, te amo

Envio la tormenta para recordarte que te amo

Eres divino bajo el sol, te recuerdo que te amo

Mi aliento es el viento, digo te amo

Quiero que el mundo entero te recuerde que te amo
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Du Fehlst Mir

Sophia Wagner

Wenn das Klopfen meines Herzens ist du fehlst mir, du fehist mir
Das Gewicht der Welt ist du fehlst mir, du fehlst mir

Wolken die Uiber uns ziehen, sagen, du fehlst mir, du fehlst mir
Ein Donnerschlag; du fehlst mir, du fehlst mir

Sonnenlicht leuchted du fehlst mir, du fehlst mir

Ein Wind, der zeigt, du fehlst mir, du fehlst mir

Alles schreit du fehlst mir, du fehlst mir

Ich rufe zurick ich liebe dich, ich liebe dich

Ich schicke den Sturm, um dich zu erinnern ich liebe dich

Du bist gottlich in der Sonne, ich erinnere sich ich liebe dich
Mein Atem ist der Wind, ich sage, ich liebe dich

Ich machte, dass die ganze welt dich daran erinnert ich liebe dich
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Is Love Enough?

Manasi Kinikar

quick peeks during rush hour

gazes slowly rolling towards each other
love bloomed between us without a single touch
shameless and innocent

doesn’t it know?

can't it see?

poets cannot love fighters

so, come in my dreams and stay the night
I have built us a home inside me

a soft place to raise our shame

please,

be mine until light

26 Boundless VII



BrEFTTR?

Courtney Cooke
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Things | Have Learned

Josephine Geiger-Lee

my skin protects my muscles
and my muscles protect my ribs
and my ribs protect my heart
and my heart bleeds and bleeds and bleeds
and my ribs peel back, one by one
and my muscles strain and contort
and my skin splits open
because today is the last day
and i do not know how to place my heart
upon my sleeve
so i bear this burden
alone.
there are things i wish to unlearn.
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Dinge, Die Ich Gelernt Habe

Sophia Wagner

meine Haut schiitzt meine Muskeln
und meine Muskeln schiitzen meine Rippen
und meine Rippen schiitzen mein Herz
und mein Herz blutet und blutet und blutet
und meine Rippen schélen sich zurtick, eine nach der anderen
und meine Muskeln spannen sich an und verzerren sich
und meine Haut spaltet sich auf
weil heute der letzte Tag ist
und ich weiff nicht wie ich mein Herz
auf meinem Armel
so trage ich diese Last
allein
es gibt Dinge, die ich gerne verlernen wirde
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Changement

Suzan van den Broek

J'y passai toute ma vie.

Le rythme confortable de la monotonie me suivait partout.
Or, par une force intérieure, je dus partir.

Je vis, jappris, je me mépris.

Pour finir par changer.

J'y passai toute ma vie.

Pourtant, je n’y vécus jamais.
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Change

Jacqueline Wahl

I'd spend my whole life there.

The comfortable rhythm of monotony followed me everywhere.
Yet, by an internal pull, I had to leave.

I live, I learn, I despise myself.

To eventually change.

I'd spend my whole life there.

Yet, I never lived there.
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Perfeicao

Luana Santos

Quis ser idealizagdo

Do que é impossivel concretizar
Até matar e deixar

As fantasias impostas

De como ser e sentir
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Perfection

Kendyl Green & Kyler Johnson

Desired to be the ideal

of what could never be real,
till I finally killed and set
free the imposed fantasies
of how to be and breathe
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Superlative

L.A. Felleman

This Sacred Landslide
under a platinum sky
flecked with brilliant crystals
the most incredible
so spectacular

This Sacred Lute Tune
after a smart prelude
composed in two-four time
the most enticing
SO amazing

This Sacred Line Dance
by ostrich-skin boot taps
shined with rhino-hide buff
the most endangered
so tremendous
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This Sacred Loose Screw
in a pearlescent goop
plumped with the best palm oil
the most exotic
so terrific

Jan. 6, 2021 — After Trump complained about (despite all
evidence to the contrary) the loss of his “sacred landslide”
victory, a mob of his supporters attacked the U.S. Capitol to
prevent Congress from certifying the Electoral College vote.
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Superlativo

James Transue

Esta Victoria Aplastante Sagrada
bajo el cielo platino
moteado con brillantes
lo mas increible
tan espectacular

Esta Tonada del Latd Sagrada
después de un preludio astuto
compuesto en tempo de dos por cuatro
lo mas tentador
tan asombroso

Esta Danza en Linea Sagrada
botas de piel de avestruz zapateando
brufiido con un pellejo de rinoceronte
los mas en peligro
tan tremendos
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Este Tornillo Suelto Sagrado
en un pringue nacarado
engordado con lo mejor aceite de palma
lo mas exoético
tan fantdstico

El 6 de enero de 2021 — Después de Trump se quejo de (a
pesar de toda la evidencia) la pérdida de su “sagrada victo-
ria electoral aplastante,” una multitud de sus simpatizantes
asalto el Capitolio de los EE.UU. para evitar que el Congreso
certifique el voto del Colegio Electoral.
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Superlativ

Jake Boudreau

Dieser helige Durchmarsch
unter einem platingrauen Himmel,
gesprenkelt mit hellen Kristallen
das Wunderbarste
so spektakular

Dieses helige Lautenlied
nach einem klugen Auftakt
komponiert im Zweivierteltakt
das Verlockendste
so unglaublich

Dieser helige Linientanz
mit StrauBhautstiefeln mit Klapsen
mit Nashornhauttuch poliert
das Gefahrdeteste
so gewaltig
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Diese helige lockere Schraube
in einem perlmuttartigen Schleim
geplumpst mit dem besten Palmol
das Exotischste
so hervorragend
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Es dificil sobre viver

Antoineta Carpenter-Cosand

Ahogada en mal salarios explotativos y entre multiples traba-
jos que no bastan... Que por mas que te rompas la espalda no
dan las cuentas y en vez de progresar y sentir que vas pagan-
do todo lo debido, sPor qué les debes tanto? Porque existir es
deuda, nada sale.

Llega un punto cada semana donde incluso entre no-
sotros donde hay abrazos y caricias de buenas noches colap-
say la tension llega porque nos estan comiendo vivos. Mien-
tras crezco la vida en mi. La vitalidad es resistencia. Pero esto
es un desgarre moral, porque hay una ola acalorada de no
valgo lo suficiente para vivir. Ni siquiera para sobrevivir. Y
por mas que te den apoyo, manos, comida, aliento, palabras,
ninguna parece suficer. No tenemos tiempo para amarnos
plenamente, cada mes el lujo es darnos una cena fuera, para
pretender, salvar y olvidar que estamos encadenados a ser
una aspiradora estilo Kirby.

Pero ya no solo es un juego y pantallas divertidas de
una infancia descuidada. No se siente bien saber que dreno
las fuentes de apoyo y no suficer. Y esto me ahoga tanto, me
llena de impotencia y coraje, porque fueron mis elecciones,
lamentable saber, que creer en la humanidad, no es digno
de ser. Porque aqui somos productos y lo que yo comercio, a
nadie le importa una puritita verga.
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Asi, porque las transacciones aplastantes tienen que
venir de una mentalidad de falo. Cuidar no vale nada. En-
sefiar carifio, palabras, conexidon y comunicacion no vale
nada. Embellecer la vida, entregar la voz del alma al aire. No
es nada. Competir lo es todo. Ahora solo pido ante el altar de
la oficina, entre mis notas amarillas, recordatorios frus-
trantes, al santo Biden, personificacion de un lanzar migajas
a los pobres, al estilo fechoroso de Marie Antoinette y los
cakes, que perdone algo para poder salir de mi estado-Kirby y
lloré. Sentirme Sor Juana, En perseguirme, mundo, ;Qué in-
teresas? Se prosigue, se olvida y se acomoda el traje de oficina.

Competir. Ser solo uno, pretender ser solo logros,
enseflar todas tus estrellas del uniforme en un mal escrito CV
para que te den un chance de tan siquiera poder arrastrarte
en esta escala extrafia y los demas viejos te dicen que asi se
empieza, que romperte la espalda es normal y llegar a viejo
desgarrado es la pureza, recompensada en un retiro comodo,
prometen pero mientras nos estan quitando todos los pisos
y no se dan cuenta que probablemente nunca lleguemos a
nada de eso.

Pero dentro de mi hay manotazos y patadas, exigien-
do el derecho de existir y yo me lleno de esperanza, reafir-
mante naturaleza, pero me siguen comiendo viva, no sé qué
decir. Como puedo tener cabeza para defender mis ideas, si
no sé como dar un respiro y regresar a sus abrazos y decir que
podemos. Cada semana. Cada grieta.

The Translate Iowa Project
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Es dificil sobre viver

Jake Boudreau

Suffocated in poor, exploitative wages and between multiple
jobs that aren’t enough... No matter how much you break
your back, you never receive compensation, and instead of
improving and feeling as though you'’re paying your dues—
why do you owe them so much? Because existing is debt,
nothing comes out of it.

A point arrives each week where even when there
are hugs and the sweet caresses of good nights between us,
it crumbles—and tension arises because we’re being eaten
alive. While I grow life in me. Vitality is resistance. But this is
a moral tear because there’s an all-consuming, hectic wave
of heat and pressure where I'm not worth enough to live. Not
even to survive. And no matter how much they would give
you for support, a helping hand, food, spirit in breath, sweet
promises—nothing seems to suffice. We don’t have the time
to love ourselves to the fullest, each and every month the
luxury is treating ourselves to dinner, to pretend, save and
forget that we’re bound to be a vacuum like Kirby.

But it’s no longer just a game and fun screens from
a neglected childhood. I don'’t feel fine knowing that I drink
from the fountains of support, and the thirst can never be
satiated. And this feeling chokes me so much as it fills me
with helplessness and rage—for those were my only choic-
es—lamentable to know that believing in humanity is not
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worthy enough for being. Because here we are products, and
nobody gives the slightest of a fuck about what I trade.

For this reason, because the crushing transactions
have what comes of a phallic mentality. Care is good for
nothing. Teaching care, compassion, connection, and com-
munication is completely worthless. Embellishing life, de-
livering the voice of the soul to the sky. That isn’t anything.
Competition is all there is. Now I just plead before the altar
of the office—among my little yellow notes and frustrating
memories, to the saint Biden, the personification of throwing
scraps to the poor in the felonious fashion of Marie Antoi-
nette and the cakes—hoping that I might forgive something
for being able to take leave of my Kirby-state and cry. Feeling
like Sor Juana, In pursuit of me,

world, what interests you? It goes on, it’s
forgotten and it settles into its office suit.

To compete. To be only one, to claim to be just
achievements, to teach all your estrellas del uniforme in a
poorly written résumé, to be given a chance of such ability
to drag yourself up this strange ladder, and the rest of what
old timers tell you—that it starts like this, that breaking your
back is normal and to reach old age completely torn is purity,
rewarded in a comfortable retirement—they promise these
things but meanwhile they are stripping us of all our layers,
and they don’t realize that we’ll probably never get near any
of that.

But before me are slaps and kicks, demanding the
right to exist, and I fill myself with hope, reaffirming nature.
But they follow me, devouring life, and I don’t know what to
say. How can I have a head for defending my ideas if I don’t
know how to give a breath, and return to their hugs and say
that we can. Each week. Each crack.
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A Free India

Manasi Kinikar

A free India

An August to remember

Your vacant eyes look at the strange machine Fearful and questioning
A moment abducted

The sun rising in the nation

And setting on my life

I remember the oak tree I climbed

To watch you a final time

A solemn married woman

Did you forget the summer we had?

The protests and celebrations

Where we promised ourselves to love Freedom at a cost
Our laughter sacrificed to the British rain Banished to
silence

I watch your quiet again and again

Stuck in sepia tones

Trying to escape this tattered photograph

A tragedy only of two

I breathe into your stillness

Hoping you come to life

To my life
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And free us once more

My dreams are frozen in August 1947
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Un India libre

Abigail Kloha

Un India libre

Un agosto para recordar

Tus ojos vacios miran la maquina extrafia Miedosos y perplejos
Un momento raptado

El sol amanece en la nacién

Y atardece en mi vida

Recuerdo el roble que subi

Para mirarte una ultima vez

Una mujer solemne y casada

sOlvidaste el verano que pasamos juntos?

Las protestas y las celebraciones

Donde nos prometimos amar la Libertad a un coste
Sacrificamos nuestra risa a la tormenta britanica,
donde fue Desterrada al silencio

Miro tu silencio una y otra vez

Atrapada en colores sepias

Intentando escaparme de esta foto andrajosa

Una desgracia de solo dos

Respiro dentro de tu quietud

Esperando que vuelvas a la vida

A mi vida
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Y que nos liberes de nuevo

Mis suefios estan congelados en agosto de 1947
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sleep tight

Lolo Lasswell

the cheese was dripping off the side of the school bus we sat
in. the brown mittens flew in a synchronized motion repre-
senting the unity i desired. i could inhale the greenery that
outlined the streets. his hands wrapped around me i felt so
nice i felt terriffied

he disappeared

my sister and i stopped at the gas station on her road trip.
she wanted alcoholic pizza. i thought that would be cool.
reminds me of the cannabis cake given to me during that
government program party. it was green. i wasn't supposed
to have it but i did. it was a party. the pizza was just regular
pizza. disappointing.

Running

for my life, everyone i had come to know.
violence was expected. familiar. ready to fight.
kill. hide. run.
the old man. old friend. old mother.
cowboy boots weighing down my steps
Empty
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old friends.
i made a mistake. Not again. vague. old friend. it was an
accident. where am i? here? Why? Again. I said it wouldnt
happen.

again

Rise
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The Grindstone of Life

Madalyn Lovejoy

A thousand, tiny deaths inconsequential
Enough to not think about

To mend the small slices and burns -
Common cuts from the grindstone of life

Living is pain, oh — how it hurts
We revel in each slight injury,
Attributing the pains of existence
To a newly-visible foe

Living is love, constant and bright

We find motivation to move on,

To handle our tiny hurts and harms until
Injuries inevitably are too great to heal
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The Odd One Out

Suzan van de Broek

It is a mantra of sorts,
Spoken about me at times.
A reality that contorts,
My perception of "crimes.”

I am not normal, they say,
Always something to change.
I keep the weirdness at bay,
But even then I am strange.

I accepted it but then,
I realized some things.
That common men,
get treated like kings.
I have to accept,

The pain they cause.
But when I "overstep,”
They change the laws.
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Pine Needles Underfoot

milo

We cannot hear the silence here
When all is close and all is near.
When love feels like the end of summer
A way to light the woods on fire.
We, my love, walk hand in hand
Together in undying land.

Our feet will carry us to home

And night will leave us well alone.
This land is green, this land is hard
And to us cannot bring much harm.
That love like twilight in our hearts
We draw this map, part by part.

So let us linger at this door

Let me stay a moment more.
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Pinochas bajo el pie

Sophie Perez

Aqui no podemos oir la silencia

Cuando todo esta proximo y todo esta cerca.
Cuando el amor se siento como el fin del verano
Una manera de prender fuego al bosque.

De la mano, mi amor, caminamos

En la tierra imperecedera, juntos.

Nuestros pies nos llevarén a casa

Y la noche, en paz, nos dejara.

Esta tierra es verde, esta tierra es dura

Y no puede traernos mucho dafio.

Ese amor como la penumbra en nuestros corazones
Dibujamos este mapa, parte por parte.
Quedémonos en esta puerta

Déjame quedarme un momento mas.
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Caixa d'agua de Imbituba

Kyler Johnson

Cotton swirls
onto reservoir
ripples
and the sun
beats down
drying droplets
on my skin
in your eyes
and fog falling from treetops

casts the illusion of perpetual storm

I'm left dizzy swimming in this pool
the water cold, your grass warm
my silhouette carved into your bed—
a ghost of dreams and nightly lament
(when will I come home
when will I come home)
And everyone tells me it’s cold here
because it’s winter.
And everyone tells me it’s hot there
because it is.
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And everyone tells me I'm here because I should be.
(the cotton knits itself around me)
And everyone tells you I'm here and that it’s painful.
(in this fog we forget ourselves)
And everyone tells everyone dreams they’ve sold themselves,

forgetting
(ignoring)
the price they've paid
to let the sun fall on their skin

and for the peace
of listening to the water
trickling down mountains
eating at the rock
whispering,
waiting,
to burst
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Caixa d'agua de Imbituba
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The Only One

Zoe Friedline

No thoughts of love
Crossed my mind
When at first, I saw her

Her eyes were dim
Her smile thin
Her arms hung limp beside her

If I had not been made
To spend time with her every day
We would be happy strangers

But here we are

My love and I

Somehow, she’s the only one for me
Even I don’t understand why
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L'unica

Elisa Torres

Nessun pensiero d’amore
M’ha attraversato la mente
Quando per la prima volta, I'ho vista

I suoi occhi erano fiochi
Il suo sorriso era magro
Le sue braccia pendevano flosce ai fianchi

Se io non fossi stato costretto a
Passare il tempo con lei ogni giorno
Saremmo estranei felici

Ma eccoci qui

Il mio amore e io

In qualche modo lei e I'unica per me
Non capisco perché
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natural feelings

Lolo Lasswell

it is longed,

as black birds fly,

the fire burns- rising with the sun,
the senses loose, setting all the same.
it is certain.

as the coffee colored roots

dig their paths

into the earth.

The maroon membranes

of the organic being

they ooze, they exude the treasure...
Imaginaries- such as a fairy

flying through the willow
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Sentimientos Innatos

Jacqueline Wahl

Se deseaq,

como vuelan los pajaros negros,

el fuego quema, saliendo con el sol,

los sentidos francos, el sol se pone igual.
es cierto.

como las raices color café

cavar sus caminos

en la tierra

Las membranas granate

del ser organico

ellos rezuman, ellos exudan el tesoro...
Imaginarios, como un hada.

volando a través del sauce
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Elegy to Icarus

Josephine Geiger-Lee

honey high
sugar sweet
hot hot hot

to you
wings will
never melt

to me
you will
always fall

you need

you want

“it tastes like life”
hot

sweet

high

it was your death
no

good

byes
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hot hot hot
sugar sweet
honey high

I'm sorry I never told on you to Daedalus.
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Elégie a Icare

Autumn Mayer

le miel haut
le sucre doux
chaud chaud chaud

pour toi
les ailes
ne fondront jamais

pour moi
tu tomberas
toujours

tu as besoin de

tu as envie de

“cela a le gotit de la vie”
chaud

doux

haut

C’était ta mort

pas

d’au

revoir
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chaud chaud chaud
le sucre doux
le miel haut

Je suis désolé que je ne t’ai jamais rapporté a Dédale.
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The edge

milo

I reached for my pen; my hand came away bleeding)

I dipped the tip in red; my heart spilled on the pages)

I reached out to stop it from beating; my arms shook and were heavy)
I let myself go; my body was breaking)

I screamed myself hoarse; my smile was bloody)

I reached for my pen; my hand came away bleeding)

I made my hands write; my eyes refused to see)

I was blind when I stumbled; my feet stuttered over glass)
I sank to my knees; my stomach was aching)

I threw up red flowers; my body created)

I reached for my pen; my hand came away bleeding)

I was writing when it happened; my mind was a crystal)
I couldn’t think without pain; my inside was raw)

I was cut to ribbons; my own nails were the culprits)

I cut my nails with cobwebs; my fingers were rotting)

I reached for my pen; my hand came away bleeding)

I found my reflection; my eyes were an abyss)

I caught eyelashes on my fingers; my body was naked)

I shivered in the wind; my spine was barbed-wire)

I couldn’t stand; my legs refused to support me)

I reached for my pen; my hand came away bleeding)

My hand came away bleeding)

(
(
(
(
(
(
(
(
(
(
(
(
(
(
(
(
(
(
(
(
(
(

70 Boundless VII



(My hand came away)
(My hand)
(My)
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El borde

Kendyl Green & Sophie Perez

(Tomé mi boligrafo; mi mano salid sangrando)

(Meti la punta en rojo; mi corazon se derramo en las paginas)
(Extendi 1a mano para que dejara de latir; mis brazos temblaban y estaban pesados)
(Me dejo llevar; mi cuerpo se estaba rompiendo)

(Yo mismo grité hasta quedar ronco; mi sonrisa estaba ensangrentada)
(Tomé mi boligrafo; mi mano salid sangrando)

(Hice que mis manos escribieran; mis ojos se negaron a ver)
(Estaba ciego cuando tropecé; mis pies tartamudearon sobre el vidrio)
(Cai de rodillas; me dolia el estdémago)

(Yo vomité flores rojas; mi cuerpo cred)

Tomé mi boligrafo; mi mano salié sangrando)

Estaba escribiendo cuando sucedié; mi mente era un cristal)

No podia pensar sin dolor; mi interior estaba en carne viva)

Me cortaron en pedazos; mis propias ufias fueron las culpables)
Me corté las uiias con telarafias; mis dedos se estaban pudriendo)
Tomé mi boligrafo; mi mano sali6é sangrando)

Encontré mi reflejo; mis ojos eran un abismo)

Cogi pestafias en mis dedos; mi cuerpo estaba desnudo)

Me estremeci con el viento; mi columna vertebral era alambre de pdas)
No podia pararme; mis piernas se negaban a sostenerme)

Tomé mi boligrafo; mi mano sali6é sangrando)

Mi mano sali6 sangrando)

(
(
(
(
(
(
(
(
(
(
(
(
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(Mi mano se aparto)
(Mi mano)
(M)
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Catullus 7

Catullus

“0di et amo, quare id faciam, fortasse nescio,

sed fieri sentio et excricor”
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Catullus 7

Shelby Darnell

I hate and I love. How, perhaps you ask, can that be?

I do not know, but I feel it happen and it is great torture.
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Obsoleto

Vinicius Figueiredo

Minha inseguranca sobre ti vai e vem, dura além do tempo
que acredito te amar e que de fato te amei. Eu fico preocupa-
do em precisar de ti, da maneira que precisei dele; preocu-
pado por vocé ndo me conhecer de verdade e talvez nunca
tentar. Eu sou alguém diferente quando sou sozinho, quando
me sinto em casa, quando me sinto eu; e ndo sei se me sinto
assim contigo. Basta amar alguém e ter a certeza de que
nunca serd reciproco? Ndo o amor, ou a paixdo, mas a admi-
racdo. Fico preocupado de vocé ndo me conhecer e ndo tentar.
Quanto da vontade de me ter vem da soliddo de ser vocé e
quanto vem de gostar de mim? Eu invadi seu mundo e ele fez
sentido, mas quanto do meu vocé esta disposto a conhecer?

E lindo a ideia de ser teu, mas agora que sou fico preso me
perguntando até quando vai durar. Até eu errar? Eu evito isso
a0 maximo; até tu cansar de me amar? E quanto tempo isso
vai demorar? Até tu descobrir toda parte minha e eu nao ter
nada mais a oferecer. Eu mudei e mudo constantemente,
mas a busca por ser algo novo chegara ao fim, como tudo
chega. Quanto de mim voceé vai querer quando meus toques
se tornarem comuns, e minha visdo de mundo n&o passar de
memorias dentro de um brinquedo vazio? Quanto de mim eu
terei a oferecer depois que vocé me descobrir inteiro?

E quanto de vocé ird me amar quando a magia passar e eu vol-
tar a ser obsoleto?
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Obsoletion

Kyler Johnson

My doubts about you come and go, lasting longer than the
time that I believe to have loved you and the time I actually
loved you. I'm worried about needing you, like the way that
I needed him; worried by the fact you don’t know me tru-

ly, and perhaps never will try to. I am a different me when
I'm alone, when I feel at home, when I feel my own—I don’t
know if I feel that way with you. Is it enough to love some-
one and be certain that it’ll never be reciprocated? Not love,
not passion, but rather, admiration. I am worried you will
never know me, will never try. How much of passion comes
from the solitude of being stuck in your own skin and how
much of it comes from actually liking me? I invaded your
world, and it made sense, but how much of mine are you
willing to know? It’s beautiful, the notion of being yours, but
now that I am, I am trapped, asking myself how long it’ll
last. Until I mess up? I avoid this as best I can. Until you grow
tired of loving me? But how much time will this take? Until
you discover every piece of me, and I have nothing left to
offer. I changed and continue to change, but the search to be
something new will arrive in the end, as everything arrives
eventually. How much of me will you desire when my caress
becomes customary, and my vision of the world is nothing
more than memories encased like an empty toy? How much
of me will I have left to give once you've discovered everything?

And how much of you will love me once the magic has passed and I
regress, obsolete?
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forever, i love you

Lolo Lasswell

forever, i love you

oh darling,

i don’t mind waiting a bit.

i’'ll welcome you!

i have the tea ready for you...

(chamomile, lavender, and a bit of foxglove to keep you here)
i have everything all set up for you

a chair 1'll tie your limbs to with braided rope!

shhh, darling- it’s okay.

i'm here to wipe your delicious tears away.

i’ll feed you your favorite meal everyday.

flavors that are sure to make your brain slowly decay...
and you’ll appear so delicate- so pure in your bedstead
covered with these fresh white linens i bought for you
i'll make sure to check in on you every night.

i’'ll smile because i know you’ll forever be sleeping tight.

oh darling- i could never let you go- oh no.
i bought you this handkerchief to muffle your screams.
and how beautiful it will be
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when you accept you belong
to me.

)

you can’t fight me darling, my love is far too strong.
everything will be easier if you just go along

i have red blush, suits and gowns, pearly beads too!
i’ll dress you preciously, your fair hues set just right
i have a polaroid camera to keep your still

like the one you always played with in front of your windowsill...

i can’t wait for the eternity you’ll be-
the eternity you’ll belong
to me.
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pour toujours, je t'aime

Rain Hurst

pour toujours, je taime

oh mon cher,

ca ne me dérange pas du tout de t'attendre un peu,

tu seras le bienvenu !

j’ai du thé tout prét pour toi

(camomille, lavande, et un peu de digitale pourpre pour te garder ici)
j’ai tout mis en place pour toi

une chaise a laquelle fattacherai tes mains et tes pieds avec une corde tressée !

shhh, mon cher, ¢a va aller.

je suis 1a pour essuyer tes larmes délicieuses.

je te donnerai ton repas préféré tous les jours.

des saveurs qui vont faire dépérir lentement ton cerveau...

et tu sembleras si délicat- si pur dans ton lit

couvert sous ces draps blancs propres que j’ai achetés pour toi.
je serai certain de veiller sur toi tous les soirs

je sourirai car je saurai que tu dormiras bien pour toujours.

oh chéri- je ne pourrais jamais te laisser m’échapper- oh non.
j’ai acheté pour toi ce mouchoir pour étouffer tes cris.
et comment ce sera beau
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quand tu accepteras que
tu es a moi.

)

tu peux pas me résister chéri, mon amour est trop fort.
tout sera plus facile si tu te laisse aller

jai du rouge, des costumes et des robes rouges, des perles nacrées
aussi !

je t'habillerai précieusement, ta peau blanchéatre bien teinte
j’ai un appareil photo polaroid pour garder ton image fixe
comme celui avec qui tu jouais toujours devant la fenétre...

je ne peux pas attendre l'éternité oli tu sera-
l'éternité ou tu sera
a moi.
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Responding to My Odd Talking

Caleb Delos-Santos

Occasionally,
I speak loopily,
screaming nonsense things,
like “Bleebloo” or “Splings.”

Psychologically,
this insanity
answers to my feelings:
Sad = “Bromble.” Mad = “Crings!”

Now, some think these noisy mechanisms may be
ridiculous
or even dangerous.
But, I disagree.

These wacky “words” always seem
to soothe me.
“Smapple Snoople Snob” offers relief.
“Smee Smoo Deeb Doo” produces peace.
“Romble Bomble Lomble Oppolus” is just funny.

Despite their emotional
and notably “loco” variety,
each and every nutty term and phrase
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strangely and amazingly
makes and keeps me
astoundingly happy.

So, please, shut up.

Or, join me.
Who knows? You might like saying,
“Smlebly,” “Brebbily,” or “Rebdizzy.”

When your daily word-registry
doesn’t meet your emotionally aching needs,
try wildly shouting out whatever sound you do need.

And maybe,
hopefully,
odd talking
will eventually lead to me
and you
feeling equally
and astoundingly
happy,
lively,
and free.
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Responder a Mi Habla Rara

James Transue

A veces
hablo con vueltas,
gritando tonterias
como “Biblu” o “Gandrias.”

Psicolégicamente,
esta disonancia
contesta a mis sentimientos:
Triste es “Tibém.” Enojado es “jDintos!”

Bueno, algunos crean que estos mecanismos ruidosos
pueden ser absurdos
o hasta peligrosos.
Pero yo discrepo.

Estas letras locas siempre me parecen
calmante.
“Saba Suba Sob” ofrece alivio.
“Dipo Dipo Du” produce paz.
“Rombel Bombel Lombel Opelus” sélo es gracioso.

A pesar de su emocional
y particularmente loca variedad,
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todos y cada uno de los términos y frases chiflados
extrafiamente y asombrosamente
me hacen y mantienen
extraordinariamente feliz.

Asi que callate, por favor.

0, Unate conmigo.
;Quién sabe? Quizas te gustaria decir
“Mezbly,” “Bibid,” o “Rebdice.”

Cuando tu registro-de-palabras diario
no alcanza tus necesidades emocionales dolorosas,
intenta gritar salvajemente cualquier sonido que necesites.

Y quizas,
espero que
hablar rara

finalmente nos llevara
para mi y para ti
sintiéndonos igualmente
y asombrosamente

felices,

alegres,

y libres.
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Freshmen Year

Josephine Geiger-Lee

felt like a star burning itself out
it was brilliant
it stretched ever outwards
look

it seemed to breathe as it chased away the shadows
this is who i was meant to be
this is who i wanted to be
this is who i am
i am finally here

finally finally finally

it was bright
the path ahead of me lit up
the light came from me
and i was burning
and i kept reaching

reaching
reaching

Lights out.
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La Premiére Année de U'Ecole

Autumn Mayer

sentait comme une étoile se consumant
C’était brillante
elle s’étirait a jamais vers I'extérieur
regarde
elle sembilait respirer pendant qu’elle chassait les ombres

c’est qui j'étais censé étre
c’est qui je voulais étre
C’est qui je suis
je suis 13, enfin

enfin enfin enfin
C’était eclatante
le chemin devant moi s’allumait
la lumiére venait de moi
et je briilais
et je continuais d’aspirer

aspirer
aspirer

Fondu au noir.
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Resettle Me

Madalyn Lovejoy

I want someone to lift my shell and shake it a bit
To resettle me back into my bones

Dropping me into a body more present than before,
The extra weight of me felt in the seams of my toes

I want the rumble to realign my spine,

To erase the ache, ease the pain

A collection of pins and plugs finding their slots
In the stilted, never-ending game of my frame
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ILRESE

Tessa Ramsden
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(Des)encontro

Luana Santos

Quando duas almas

Dois corpos
Se veem
Se encontram
Se reconhecem afins
Em sua(s) luz(es)
E sombra(s)
Talvez sejam as estrelas
0 céu
E universo
Que expressam, também no desencontro
A forca para seguir
Daqueles que se viram reflexo, enfim
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(Mis)match

Kyler Johnson

When two souls
Two bodies
Regard one another
Encounter one another
Recognize one another in
their light(s)
and shadow(s)
Perhaps it is the stars
the sky
and the universe
that voice themselves, even for those mismatched,
providing the strength to move on
from those that have turned into echos—at last
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Herel am

Caleb Delos-Santos

Trying to write something breath-taking
And revolutionary.
But, that never seems to work for me.
Sometimes, while striving to cobble quality words from nothing,
I try to visualize this pretty and wild kind of Poetry I only see in my

dreams.
It is NOT:

Cliché and Form-forgetting
Moronic and Shitty
Fearful and Repressive
Alarming and Pretentious

Most of all,
It takes a faithful yet incredibly compelling stance on something
And Exquisitely illustrates
the Ilustrious,
Troubling,
Inviting,
Terrifying,
Complex,
Depressing,
Soulful,
And Hopeful
Nature
Of All Poetry,
Humanity
And

Itis:

Clean and Form-respecting
Clever and Witty

Clear and Comprehensive
Calming and Infectious
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Me.

And,
Most importantly,
It does something.

Now, you might be thinking or even screaming,
“Isn’t that a lot to ask from something so tiny?
Why not try book writing?

Most folks only connect to stories these days,
And most writers favor fiction anyways.

So, Why not do the same?”

Naturally, I wish I could reply to these ponderings
by quipping and countering snarkily.
But honestly,
Those are quality questions that I can never seem to answer properly.

All T know

Is that, on one January day,
Poetry saved me

From jumping off a building.

And, I have been struggling to detail that memory.

The:
Lazy yet Grumpy Winter fumes breezing,
Puny yet Allusive bottom-story-floor concrete creaking

My:

Once-comedy-laden eyes and face
satanically vibrating and tear-bleeding
Rhythmic and swelling suicidal thoughts
strobe-lightly brainwashingly Blinking

But, Poetry helps me remember and process slightly.

I know this poem is not life-changing
Or even relatably thought and feeling provoking
However, I hope it is foreshadowing something.
Hopefully, some qualities
Or even memories
Seen in this poetry
Will lead to something lovely
Or even
My
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Dream:
The very same kind of Poetry
That Incredibly
And Exquisitely
Saved me
And still does

Daily.
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The Unchosen

Cameron Barnett

We weren’t found when we were lost

By anyone with working hearts, by minds
Inclined to mind themselves, or selected
To be loved.

Buried under ugly fear

Below deep scars of snarls and shrieks and burning stomachs
Pumping gas into the atmosphere,

We weren’t beautiful enough to earn compassion

Through our enduring lives.

Or live like other hearts could live
In our own fashion.

Beneath their eyes, beneath the dirt,

We slept with rats and drank from gutters
Oozing the unwanted waste

Of what everybody else’s bad life sputters
From these impurer mouths.

The Translate Iowa Project 99



Praying to the looming stars

We crouch by shadows in the dark, dreaming
About clocks whose spin devours

These endless days with their unstable hours
And cry until the evening overtakes us

By the night behind the moon.
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Die Unauserwahlten

Jake Boudreau

Wir wurden nicht gefunden als wir verloren waren
von jedem mit werktatigem Herzen, von Verstande
an sich selbst denken oder ausgewahlt

geliebt sein.

Erdeverlegt unter hasslicher Angst

unterhalb der tiefen Narben von dem Knurren
und dem Gekreisch

und brennend Méagen,

pumpen das Benzin in die Atmosphare,

wir waren nicht schon genug um das Mitgefiihl
durch unsere dauerhafte Leben

zu verdienen.

Oder leben wie andere Herzen leben konnen
auf unsere eigene Art und Weise.

Unterhalb ihren Augen, unterhalb der Erde

wir schliefen mit den Ratten und tranken aus den Rinnsteinen,
sickern den unerwiinschten Abfall

von dem, was die bose Leben von allen anderen sputtert

aus diesen unreineren Mundern.
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Beten zu den vollen Sterne

wir kaueren uns bei den Schatten in der Dunkelheit,

traiumen von Uhren deren Zifferblattes diese unendlichen Tagen
mit ihren unstabilen Stunden verschlingen, wir weinen

bis der Abend uns tiberholt

durch den Nacht hinter dem Mond.
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L'inchoisi

Rain Hurst

On n’a pas été trouvés quand on était perdus

Par quelgu’un avec un coeur battant, par des esprits
Incliné a s’occuper d’eux-mémes, ou selectionné
D’étre aimé.

Enterré sous une peur dégotitante

Sous de profondes cicatrices de grognements

et de cris et d’estomacs briilants

Pompant du gaz a 'atmosphere

On n’était pas assez beau pour meériter la compassion
A travers la durée de nos vies.

Ou pour vivre comme d’autres cceurs pourraient vivre,
Mais a notre maniere.

Sous leurs yeux, sous le sol,

On a dormi avec des rats et on a bu I'eau des gouttieres
Suintant les déchets non-désirés

Crachée par la mauvaise vie de tous les autres

De ces bouches encore plus impures.
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Priant aux étoiles qui se profilent

On s’accroupit pres des ombres dans le noirceau, en révant
Des horloges dont la rotation dévore

Ces jours sans fin avec leurs heures instables

Et on pleure jusqu’au moment ot le soir nous attrape

Par la nuit derriére la lune.
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Santa Fe Springs Library (1985)

Cammie Hardouin

I was a kid, about 10 years old, and I needed to read a novel
from an award-winning list for a school assignment. I wait-
ed a few days too late and every book at our school library on
the list was checked out, as well as the local public libraries.
I called more distant libraries in the telephone book. I called
libraries in Bellflower, Cerritos, Downey, Santa Fe Springs,
Lakewood, and Cypress. Nobody had any of the books on the
list. Then, a librarian at the Santa Fe Springs Branch Library
said a copy of A Wrinkle in Time was being returned as we
spoke, and she would put it on hold for me!

I begged my mother to take me. We had 30 minutes
before the library closed. The night air was 70 degrees, just
perfect and comfy from inside her cool Black 1974 Stingray
Corvette. The air outside our condo plex smelled like straw-
berries from the surrounding fields. The orange
California sunset crushed down behind us as we rode toward
the elevated freeway. Strawberry fields, freeways on stilts.
My mom looked like the Lynda Carter version of Wonder
Woman in her superhero sports car as she dashed me there
as safe as she could in Los Angeles evening traffic.

My mom pulled into the library parking lot, and I
threw open the car’s huge and heavy steel door to be kissed
by the cool night air. Jasmine-scented oxygen saturated
my lungs as I ran so worried and full of dread to the library
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entrance. What if I was too late? Once inside the library, I
slowed to a speed walk toward the reference desk.

“Hello, I need a library card and A Wrinkle in Time.
It’s on hold for Cammie with a C, like Cat.“ I breathed deeply,
smiling. My ponytail swung like a pendulum and the end hit
the backs of my knees.

The librarian quietly expedited my request. I had the
library card application partially filled out and the book I
needed in my hand before my mom got to the reference desk.
An announcement began from other parts of the building
that the library was closing.

“Mom, what’s your birth year and our zip code? I
know everything else,” I asked, form in hand. Her dark brown
hair was full and bouncy around her huge, amber, bugeye
glasses. She gracefully approached, looked over my form
and added the missing information. Her natural highlights
twinkled in the sun rays coming closer down the horizon.

In those everyday moments, I would think about her beauty.
She walked so heavenly, so gracefully. Light, thin wristed,
narrow shoulders. Pretty feet. Not like me. I look like my dad
if he were a girl.

Before I knew it, my mom was showing the librarian
her ID and I headed to a new part of the library that I hadn’t
seen before. My mom watched me like a hawk, and I stared
at the wood tables that all had rows of small stained-glass
lamps. A few people began to switch off the lamps as they
gathered their things to leave. The glass walls of the library
became lit with a bright sunray. The sun was now setting
and beaming in our eyes. The rays sparkled and shooted
from every which way, like lasers. The library at closing time
smelled like the coldest oxygen.

My heart rate began to settle. “It’s too bad they are
closing,” I said. I finally caught my break and told myself I
could catch up on this assignment. Read this book! Write a
report! When we got outside, I told my mom I was so grateful
for the librarian who found that book for me. I thanked my
mom for driving, and asked what she thought of the librari-
an’s clothes.

“I think it’'s way too hot for tights, a skirt, and a tur-
tleneck! Don’t you?” I asked.
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“She works in air-conditioning all day. It’s probably
freezing,” my mom replied.

I thought the library was perfect with its fishbowl
glass walls, wood furniture, and stained glass lamps. We saw
her cross the parking lot and get into a VW Bug.

We drove home. I read half of the book that night. The
next day was Monday, and I went to my dad’s house for the
week after school. At his house I finished the book. I wrote
out the paper but needed to type it. I didn't know how to type,
so my stepmom typed my paper on the electric typewriter we
had in the office.

I got the report done, read a bunch of fucked up
books, then went back to my mom’s condo for a week. After
school one day, my mom got an entire flat of strawberries
from the roadside stand. She made me wash them and
rub off their seeds the best I could. We chopped them and
mashed some. We added a little sugar. Not too much. We had
to let it sit overnight in the refrigerator because we didn’t
have angel food cake. On another day, we got angel food
cake and whipped cream. We ate strawberry shortcakes for
dessert three nights in a row, and I licked the sweet straw-
berry juice and little seeds off my plate when I thought mom
couldn’t see me.
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Uwawnuw $E Uthphtaqu punuph
qpurpupuip (1985)

Ani Jilavyan

Bu tpkjuw Eh, tnnnwynpuwbu 10 mwpkljwd b nypngh mawihah
Auwdwp wtwnp E jupnwih dpguawlwlhp yiytph gwalhg
th ybwy: Bu dh phy mp npnptigh ululiy b wwipqylig, np wyn
guilhg dbp gpunupwinid Enws jnipupwasinip ghppe wpnka
ytngyws k, mbinh Awapwiha qpunwpwatbphg anyawbu: tu
Abnwhnuwqgnpny quaquhwnptgh wytih AEnnt gpunwpwaatn:
bu quaquiwnkgh qpunupwadbkp FEj$unibpny,
Utpphwnnunuy, fwniahnud, Uwawnw $E Uyphaqund,
Ljiyninnid b Uwgwypbuunad: Ns dh nbn sfwn wyn qualhg nplik
ghpp: 2Enn Uwawnw $& Uthphaquh gpunupwh dwutdwdmninh
qpunupuwiwjuwpnihht wuwg, np dbp unubne papwugpnid
«dwdwawlh dnpnuin-h dh ophtwl yepunwnapk) & n aw
haé Awdwp yudpwugph wy:

bu uanptgh duyphyht, np htd mwdh wianbn: Spunupuah
thwlybnia 30 pnwt kp duwghy: Shobpwihe onp 70 wunhéwa
Ep puin Swnpkufwipeh, pbwpuuwa nt Awpdwpuybn apw
1974 Pywlwuh ul, Anjwluy Uphtigpty enpykpph dkpuhg:
Utp pawljlijh Awdwihphg nnipu gunignn onp ypgwwjwnnn
nuwowntinhg utnwgh) Ep Gpuljh Ann: Uwih$nnuhwih awpaowgnija
duypuinunp &unpynid Ep dbp Anlinud, Epp dkap gupdynid
Ehtip niwgh Jepkplpjw dwypnin h: Brulh nuignbp, dwipmnhabnp
nunawgniwbtinh Ypw: Vwipu wubu «2puwgp Yhiaps habkp Lhanw
Luippbph junwpdwdp mwppbpulyp: bp untybphbpnup
uynpuwihd dhpbawing dw upuwinud Ep’ thnpabny 1huky
Auwpuwynphiiu wwwAiny Lnu Uagkjkuywd bpklynih juguwindwi dho:
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Uuwjpu dinwy gpunupwah wynnijuijwawnbnh b bu
wianpka pugbgh dkpktwih Auluwpulwa b swian ynnuwwink
nunp’ qny ghpipyw onh Ynnuhg Awdpnipylni: @npbpu
Awqbgun] Awudhljwpnip EEYwsdtny, tpp ku uhpinu thnpu
palws Juqbigh ntwh gpuupuih dnunpp. has G wpnba
owwn bU nipwgh): Upnkta gpunwpuah akpunud bu ugpu.
thnjubigh wpwg puyih ne updytigh ntuh nknklunne:

-Punlt kg, hd qpunupwah pupun b wyhnp nt «dudwawlh
Stnpnuy-n: Uys wdpuwgnduéd  ukdhh Auwdwp U-ny, haswybu
Jwwnni punnid,- Gu pusnid bh unpp, dwyunwny: b wynship
opnpynid kp dndwwh adwa U npu abpplith Awnguwép puthnud Ep
sdulabphu Akwinlthi:

Fpuwnupuwiwdupnihht wpwg nt nn uwnwpnid kp hd
Aungnidp: bu wpnba dwuwdp jpugnby Eh gpunwpwah
pwpuh nhunudp b dhnpnudu pnaby had wahpwdbon ghppn,
Enpp dwinhyn Awuwy nbnblwwnniht: Chaph wy Aunfuwsdabphg
Auuguupuupmifog uytig, np guuurpuuin yuulpgnud E:

-Uwd, pn §utnjwa phyp Yuwubu ne dbp thnunwihes hanbkpun:
Utwguwé wdkd hasp ghunbid,- Awnpgptgh tu nhinudp dknphu:
Unw Uniq ywquiwlugny@ dwqbkpp uhin nt wnwédqujud Eha
apw Auljuipwlwa, uwpiw, wia oppwawlabpny wlhangabph
onipg: Dw Juikisnpht dninbiguiy, wsph waglwgntg nhunuip

b wybjugnbkg wwlwu nbnbynipmian: Upw bpbuh pawlwa
thwjn onnonnug wplth fwnwquipabkpnud, npnap dninkunud
Eht Anphqntha: Udwa wnopjw wwAbpht bu dinwubnid Eh apw
gtinkgynipEiwa dwuht: Yw pwinud Ep wjapwa Epliawha,
wiapwd uybpsnpka: OLRpL, pwpwl nwuwmwlabp, abn niubn:
Gtintghy nunplip: Puhtth adwi sk: Gu hd Awgphyht Bl adwd, Gpb
tw wnohl thabp:

Uhts bu nupwunpnipiniau Ak phpkgh, dwiphliu
qnunupwawjunpniinit gniyg kp tnwhu hp anyawljutwgdwa
pwpup: bu qawgh nbwh gpunuwpwah anp Awnydwén, npunkn
dhas wyn Epplk skh nbp: Uwgpu Ainlinud Ep htd wubu
pwgk b bu Awjugpu Aunbgh thwpnk ubnuaabpha, npnap
prnpl k| thnpp yhinpudwihn jundwbip makha: Uh pwah Angh
wagwinbkighti hpktg uudwbpp dhas Awdwpnid Eht hpkug hpknp,
nn Abnwawt: dpunupuih wwywljw wwinbkpp yunytght
wuwdwn wpliwynnny: Uplip Ahdw duyp Ep dinénud b thwypthned
En dbp wspbipnud: s wnwquypatpp gnnonnnud bk Swlsynid Eha
wuibkd nunnnipywdp, jwqbkpabph adwa: Fpunupuip hwlybihu
wjiwhuh Anun niabp, wubu wdkbwuwnp PEYwShap:
bd upinh wpuwnwapp Awanwpnykg:

-Lwy sh, np thwlynid &4,- wuwgh:
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bd pwhunp Yepowwbu phipky kp b Gu htpu httd wuwgh, np
JAwugubd wak) Auidbwpwpniniin: Uwpnw wiu ghppp,
qnhp qtniyg: Bpp dklp nipu Elwip, dwiphiha wuwgh, np
Epwuinnwwwpn BY wja gpunupuawdwunpniAnia, npp gy
qhnpt htd Awdwn: bu punpAwljuniPnid Awpnakgh dwyphlht
htué dhpbawiny phpbne Awdwn b Awpgpbgh, ph hts Yunpshp
nLuh gpunuwpwiwydupniAnt Awgniunibph dwuh:

-Oniquigniwwatiph, jhuwypgwqqtunh b iplwipuighq pnigh
Audwp, sunhhg pwwn onq sh,-Awnpgnbgh:

- wdpnno ont onnpwlhsh mwly wouwnbng widkiwa
Aujuwawluan pyudp Upunid b-yuwinwupwabkg dwiphlu:

bu tnwstkgh, np gpunupuip juwnwpyw Ep hp
wlijuphniiwadwd wywliw wywinbpny, thwpnjw Juhnipny
U ubnuah Jhinpwdwiht judybpny: Uktp inbuwap, pt haswybu
qpunupuwiwjupnihht dnwy wnnlujuawinbnh b Guinkg
Snlujuqki-Fhpp:

Uktp Swtwupwnh paljubp nnit: Ugn ghobp bu upnwgh
qneh Yeup: 2wonpn opp kpynipwph Ep b ku qwgh Awypplhu
nnilt nuypnghg AEnn wquin gwpwEa wjawnkn wagluwgubn:
Upw nwap tu Juppwgntigh ghppp: bu gpigh qliljniygp, puyg
wyt whwnp Ep dkphwqgnty: Gu sghnth haswbu nw wak), npw
Awdwn hd junpe dwinpt hd gpusp dkpktwqplg qpuubayulnid
dbp niabgud EElunpuljwd gpudbpbawny:

tu wjwpinkgh Awddbwnwpnipniau, jupnugh whwgha
waljuwy qppebp, Ahnn dh pwpwpny Yepwnupdw dwiphh nni:
Uh op, nwpnghg A, dwyphljp dh undpnng nniy b Ep ik
Swawuwphh dnin juiqué yuwwnnnhg: Yw htd wuwg, np
Mwawd Gulabpp b Aawpuwynphau Awabd npwag ukpdbpp:
Uttip Yunpunbightip npwitip nu &qukghtip npnatpp: Uh phy
qwpwn wybpugphtp: N pwwn: Uktip pnnkghtip wa ghpbpp duw
uwntwpwanud, npnyfnle sniakhap Eugp phjp phuljyhpught
wnnnp: Uh wy) op dklp qutightip Lug) phjp b Awpwé ubpnigp:
Uttip bpbip ghpbp hpwp Aknlihg Yepuip Gruljt iinpp npuytu
wnwinbp b bu wdkd waqud yuinnid b Bpuih pungn
Aynipp b thnpp ubpdbpp hd wihubh Ypuighg wid wwhbpht, Gpp
Yunpénid kh, np duwyphla had sh inbuand:
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A Fragment of the Moon

Sappho

A£SuKe pév G oeAavva
kai MAniadecg, péoat 6¢
VUKTEC, napa &' €pxet’ wpa,
€yw &£ pdva kateldw.
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A Fragment of the Moon

Sophie Perez

The moon has set,
and the Pleiades; it is the middle of the
night; and the hour goes by,
but I sleep alone.

112 Boundless VII



The Translate Iowa Project 113



OUR CONTRIBUTORS

Josephine Geiger-Lee (she/her) is a second-year student
studying English and creative writing at the University of
Iowa. You'll know her when you see her because she is per-
petually inside the EPB, either frantically writing a novel or
something that will get her to slam her laptop shut if you're
peeking.

milo is a second year student at the University of lowa.
When not procrastinating on homework, she can usually be
found thinking too much about fictional characters.

LA Felleman is a financial analyst at the University of lowa.
Before that, she was a seminary professor. Prior to that, she
was a pastor. She credits the Free Generative Writing Work-
shops, the Midwest Writing Center, and workshops offered
through Iowa City Poetry with her growth as a poet. To give
back to the writing community, she organizes a writers open
mic at the public library (or via Zoom during pandemics) and
serves on the advisory council of Iowa City Poetry. She is the
author of the chapbook, The Length of a Clenched Fist, from
Finishing Line Press.
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Manasi Kinikar is a senior at the University of Iowa. She
hopes to use her words to bring the deepest emotions to life
and express the inexpressible.

Cammie Hardouin is a Californian in Minnesota. She writes
about the libraries and landscapes that occupy her day-
dreams on snowy winter days.

Zoe Friedline is majoring in English and creative writing. Zoe
is from Michigan and enjoys reading and going to the beach.
She is very passionate about writing and enjoys traveling.

Caleb Delos-Santos is a double major in Acting for the Stage
and Screen and English at Azusa Pacific University, has eight
published poems and one nonfiction with West wind Mag-
azine, Outrageous Fortune, GoldScriptCo, Bluepepper, and
Spectrum, won the APU Esselstrom Prize for writing, and
dreams of successful writing and acting careers.

Lolo Lasswell is a creative writing major who loves to write
poetry. Her poetry contains all sorts of themes, from nature,
to daily life, to dreams, to people in her life, and whatever
topic feels important to her that day. She never limits her
ideas, as she feels compelled to write about every experience.

Antonieta Carpenter-Cosand naci6 en El Paso, Texas, Esta-
dos Unidos y crecid en Ciudad Juarez, Chihuahua, México.
Nomada entre sus desiertos, su linaje se traza entre el desi-
erto de Sonora y el desierto de Chihuahua. Carpenter-Cosand
obtuvo dos licenciaturas de la universidad estatal de Arizona
en 2017 en artes visuales con enfoque en pintura y en litera-
tura hispana. Completd su maestria en literatura en el 2020
y actualmente esta trabajando en su doctorado en la misma
institucion. Sus intereses académicos incluyen arte contem-
poraneo latinoamericano, ecocritica, feminismo.

Suzan van den Broek is an M.A. student in French and
Francophone World Studies at the University of lowa. Besides
learning languages, Suzan hopes to create meaningful writ-
ings about life experiences that people can relate to.
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Cameron Barnett is a third-year student at the University

of lowa, majoring in English and creative writing. He enjoys
reading, writing, going on walks, and professionally antagonizing
Antoinette Goodrich.

Madalyn Lovejoy (she/they) is a third year at the University
of Iowa, double majoring in Psychology and Gender, Wom-
en’s, and Sexuality Studies. When she isn’t in class or her
research lab, Madalyn spends time advocating for sexual
assault awareness and reproductive rights on campus. They
enjoy reading books that make them question humanity, writ-
ing poetry, and being out in nature.

Luana Santos is a Brazilian English & Portuguese language
teacher who had the chance to visit a friend in Ulowa in April
2021 as a Fulbrighter. Her interest in writing poetry came
spontaneously, as she faced the isolation of the pandemic
years and its consequences: a lot of reflective moments. The
results are the externalization of her feelings in poems she
publishes in Portuguese in her Poetizer profile: https://poetiz-
er.com/author/355488.

Vinicius Figueiredo é Estudante de Cinema apaixonado por
musica, poemas, pintura e escrita. Morador de Floriandpolis,
perdido em meio a palavras sem rima para aliviar o senti-
mento de ser um autor de obras incompletas e amores pouco
fartos de finais felizes.
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OUR TRANSLATORS

Ryann Hubbart is in her fourth and final year at the Univer-
sity of ITowa and will graduate with degrees in economics and
international studies this spring with minors in Arabic and
history. She started learning Arabic her first year at lowa and
is applying her long-worked-for skills to translation for the
first time with TIP this year. She loves Arabic grammar and
the variety of types and registers of Arabic and has enjoyed
the challenge of adding all the Trab to one of her translations
and making the other in colloquial Arabic!

Tessa Ramsden has been learning Chinese since she was
five years old. She is really proud that this is a part of her
life, and is excited to put her bilingual skills to good use! As a
freshman, her favorite part of being on campus is all of the
different people she has met, some of them through TIP. 4
BHR LT BNERAI S 1E! Thank you for letting me translate
your writing!

Courtney Cooke is a second-year studying English and cre-
ative writing. She is interested in translating to and from
Japanese because it is part of her lineage and the challenges
of the language are what make it beautiful. Some of Court-
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ney’s favorite things are dogs, the color pink, and the Baby-
Star ramen snacks.

Kendyl Green is a fourth-year student at the University of
Iowa. She is fluent in Spanish, and a lover of all things myth-
ological. When she isn’t writing, she can be found watching
movies, hanging out with her friends, and listening to every-
thing from Megan Thee Stallion to Meghan Markle’s Arche-
types podcast.

Elisa Torres is a second-year majoring in Cinema with a
minor in International Studies. She recalls that her first story
was The Little Headbox, story that she wrote on her father’s
office when she was 7. Twelve years later, she strives to write
her own literary work, whether it be a novel or a poem. She
loves chocolate, especially Nutella, and her lucky number is 1981.

Brett McCartt is a third-year student double majoring in Po-
litical Science and Translation and minoring in Arabic. Grow-
ing up in a small Iowa town, Brett wasn’t exposed to many
languages outside his own, but grew more interested in them
after coming to the University Iowa. He joined Translate lowa
to get involved with some student organizations, as well as to
learn more about the world of translation and language.

Sophia Wagner is a first-year at the University studying En-

glish and Creative Writing on a Publishing track, Screenwrit-
ing, and German. Sophia translates German, but she loves to
read translated works from any language. When she has the
time, Sophia enjoys exploring new places, rock climbing, and

playing with her dogs.

Kyler Johnson has the goal to bridge the world together
through the power of language. For the Translate Iowa Proj-
ect, his language of translation will be Portuguese, although
he is also a student of Mandarin, German, and French. A
writer, a linguist, and a hopeful future educator, he seeks
bursts of adventure in a life of continuous reflection and learning,
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Sophie Perez is a Screenwriting Arts major but is also minor-
ing in Cinema, Spanish, and Translation. She mainly studies
Spanish, but she was also exposed to Portuguese growing up
as well. Translation is important to Sophie because she feels
it unifies us and is how cultural, social, and language barri-
ers can be addressed and crossed. She loves to write screen-
plays, plays, and poetry. In her writing, she is most inspired by
nature, her life experiences, and music.

Rain Hurst is in their final year at the University of lowa.
They study English and Creative Writing as well as French,
with a minor in Translation. She enjoys writing horror and
playing with her cat, Stormy.

Jacob Boudreau is a second-year student majoring in En-
glish and Creative Writing and Linguistics. His languages of
translation are German and Spanish. In his free time, he has
been dipping his toes into learning Arabic and plans to start
taking classes with the University in the next academic year.
He can occasionally be found in the fourth floor of the Main
Library reading Linguistics textbooks while procrastinating
his homework, reading Dickens or Hesse on the Pentacrest, or
enjoying a coffee or sunset on the 0ld Capitol steps.

James Transue is a third-year double major in English and
creative writing and Spanish. His translation language is
also Spanish: he was inspired by two excellent high school
teachers to continue speaking and writing in Spanish, and to
continue seeking fluency, beyond graduation. James believes
translation is one of the most fascinating and valuable skills
writers have and that it is an art in and of itself. When he’s
not developing his translation skills, he’s at home in central IL
playing with his dog, Phoebe and Pippa.

Tony Santi is a second-year student studying English and
Creative Writing with a minor in Translation. He is a trans-
fer student from the Defense Language Institute where he
studied Levantine Arabic. He worked as an Arabic linguist
with the U.S. Army for three years and found a real passion
for the Arabic language and a strong disliking of the military
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industrial complex. So, when his contract was up, it was a bit
of a no-brainer to hit the road. He just spent a year backpack-
ing around the Middle East and North Africa to build a new
relationship with the language.

Shelby Darnell is a freshman majoring in English and Cre-
ative Writing who enjoys reading, writing, and hanging out
with friends in her free time.

Jacqueline Wahl is currently studying English with minors
in cinema, philosophy, and gender, women, and sexuality
studies at the University of Iowa. When she’s not translating
French, she’s either tucked away in the library reading or at
Film Scene watching a movie.

Abby Kloha is a first year student from Michigan double
majoring in Spanish and English and creative writing. She
believes that translation is a vital tool that helps everyone
become a responsible and educated global citizen, and is also
a beautiful art form to bring people happiness. She especially
believes that translated stories allow people across the globe
to connect, creating mutual respect for their differences and
similarities. That’s why she’s thrilled to improve her Spanish
and Japanese so she can help show that humanity’s similari-
ties run too deep to be ignored by linguistic differences.

Autumn Mayer is a first-year English and creative writing
major on the publishing track. She is pursuing a minor in
French and hopes to gain more experience with the language
through the Translate lowa Project, while also getting a
chance to work for a campus publication.

Ani Jilavyan is a translator from Armenia. In 2020, she grad-
uated from the American University of Armenia (AUA) with a
Bachelor of Arts in English and Communications. In 2021, she
graduated with the AUA’s Graduate Certificate in Translation.
In the scope of the program, she, with the group, translat-

ed “A Call for Lasting Peace in Nagorno-Karabakh: Western
Intellectuals Begin to Speak Up” and Dr. Cornel West’s “Words
in Solidarity” from English to Armenian. Currently she is
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pursuing her Master of Fine Arts in Literary Translation at
the University of lowa. She wants to specialize in translating
the genre of comedy.
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Project

The staff and spacee of the University of lowa Center for Lan-
guage and Culture Learning and Daniel Khalastchi, Director
of the Magid Center for his consistent patience and continu-
ous guidance to developing undergradute students.
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