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INTRODUCTION

by Ernesto Livon Grosman

In 1994, I had the opportunity to organize a conference with poets from North
and South America, including Jorge Santiago Perednik, one of the editors of the
magazine XUL, David Huerta of Mexico and Charles Bernstein of the United
States. James Sherry, the editor of Roof Books, was interested in the discussion
presented at the conference and very generously offered to put together an
anthology of some of the XUL texts published in the last sixteen years.

One of my reasons for organizing this conference revolved around the idea that
a great deal of the poetry written and published by XUL during the military dic-
tatorship constituted a means of cultural resistance. Today, in writing the intro-
duction to this anthology, it seems important to briefly identify the different
aspects of this resistance.

In the beginning of the 1980s—and in the middle of the dictatorship that start-
ed in 1976 and ended in 1983, a small poetry magazine, XUL, published its first
issue. The name of the magazine alludes among other things to Xul Solar, the
experimental artist and poet who had a great influence on the writings of Jorge
Luis Borges.

As with other publications at the time, XUL formed part of what in retrospect
I refer to as a culture of resistance. This resistance had less to do with heroics
than with creative and intellectual survival. It was a resistance to the censorship
of millions and the extermination of thousands of people by the military govern-
ment as well as a questioning of the shortcomings of other sectors of the commu-
nity as a whole. Poetry constituted a practice which—because of its indepen-
dence with respect to commercial publishing houses and because of its more lim-
ited circulation in comparison with the novel and essay—received less attention
on the part of the censors and permitted a revision of the criteria around which
the community was organized.

In retrospect, it’s tempting to think of this resistance as a confrontation
between two opposites: victims and victimizers, but twenty years later it is hard
to accept binary explanations at face value. For the anthologist of this collection,
there is no analogy more inexact than that which assumes that there was a crimi-
nal military government on one side and a guerrilla movement on the other,
assuming there was no community functioning as a nexus in fact, actively sup-
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porting one or another sector and in some cases both. The cultural environment
was no exception and the challenge was to question not only the most obvious
enemy but also the ideology of those who were being annihilated. It is difficult to
imagine a community that did not participate, although certainly to a different
degree, in the perpetuation of a strategy of extermination, something which in
Argentine history was already an integral part of its institutions.

This resistance was closely associated with the discussion about the impossi-
bility of representation, as understood by many of XUL’s contributors.
Representation was rejected not only because of the violence of the repression,
but because many of the contributors had serious doubts about representation
itself—that eagerness to fill the gap between literature and its referent.
Exploring many of the social issues addressed by the novel of the 1970’s, XUL
also called for a discussion of poetry and writing in which politics and formal
experimentation were no longer conceived as mutually exclusive. Formal exper-
imentation made it possible for poetry to protest authoritarianism even during
times of repression and censorship; as was the case in 1993 when the newly
elected democratic government adopted the increasingly authoritarian attitude
which so resembled its military predecessor (see “Letter to the President” in the
editorial section).

Although the magazine never stopped its criticism of the dictatorship, it did not
conform to the general expectation of aligning itself with the cultural agenda of
the left. If the agenda of the Argentine left during the 1970’s can be best defined
as populist and content oriented, it is not because concerns with form were
absent from it but because colloquialism—as seen in much poetry from Spanish
America during that period—was believed to be the best manner in which to
express those concerns because it produced an effect of transparency. XUL’s
refusal to adopt a didactic point of view created space within the magazine for a
variety of theoretical approaches without allowing any single approach to repre-
sent the magazine as a whole. The desire to write about poetry, linguistics and
Argentine culture without relying on sociological explanations made it possible
to resist the strong tendency toward polarization characteristic of the times. As
XUL’s editor Jorge Perednik remarks in issue #4 (August 1982), “XUL’s
engagement with reality is found in its commitment to language: to again make
legible that which has been used for coercion and deception.”

This Reader is organized in such a way as to offer some of the background that
was an integral part of the magazine during the first years of its publication. The
genealogy presented in this selection does not represent a desire to establish an
identity but to create new connections which reflect the editors’ different inter-



ests. Family ties evident in this anthology are thus the result of a reorganization
of the past according to the needs of the present: they are not exhaustive but offer
an idea of some of the themes and issues which appeared consistently in the
magazine without creating an impression of homogeneity (as if the magazine had
a single editorial committee throughout its 16 year history). Other names could
be part of the precursors section—writers such as Jorge Luis Borges, Juan L.
Ortiz and Augusto De Campos were important points of reference among the
editors of XUL. But I decided to limit this section—as well as the whole antholo-
gy—to the material published within the magazine from 1981 to 1996 offering a
close up of the writing selected by the editors themselves.

At the end of the 19th century José Herndndez, author of “Martin Fierro,” the
epic poem that narrates the history of the gauchos, explored a landscape and a
style of life that has become a historical point of reference in Creole culture.
Almost a century later, XUL rereads gaucho poetry because of its insistent explo-
ration of the vernacular, but treats the vernacular as a literary device. Composed
by authors who were not gauchos, turn of the century gaucho poetry appears to
contain, for the contemporary reader of the 70’s, a subversive element of impos-
ture that appeals to an audience attracted to linguistics and semiotics. The gaucho
poetry of the end of this century, which some of the XUL contributors referred to
as “neobarroso” or “neomurkiness” cuts through censorship by invoking a
canonical genre with the liberty afforded by a gesture that by now has become
highly ironic. The censors overlooked parody, the magazine survived.

In many cases the poems adopted parataxis and metonymy, a strategy that
brought the reader closer to the texts while challenging the new-romanticism
explicitly present in other contemporary publications. Any of Jorge Lépore’s
poems or “Miss Murkiness” by Emeterio Cerro are a good example of how far
XUL went to avoid becoming entangled in the kind of language preponderant in
the literary section of the Sunday papers.

Devil Hound turkey chickens
ay! the crows of indians
ay! history
(tr. K.A. Kopple)

Gaucho poetry also reflects the Argentinean fascination with its own history,
which in itself is a comment about the intensity of the discussion around national
and personal identity—a fascination also shared by XUL. But the magazine
rejected any notion of historical determinism in contrast to the cultural populists
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who responded to the paramilitary groups of the right with demands for legibility
and transparency and whose ideological rigidity was indistinguishable from that
of their persecutors. XUL does not avoid historical discourse, but, problematizes
it as it is case with Néstor Perlongher’s “Tuyud”.

History, is it a language?
Does this language have to do with the language of history
or with the history of language?
where it stuttered/
Does it have to do with this verse?
living tongues licking dead tongues
tongues rotting like socks
tongues, lingering, fungous
this language of history/ which history?
if the long history of the tongue isn’t taken as story
(tr. Molly Weigel)

Similarly, in “Patrimonies 1981” by Susana Cerdd the poem refers to the
repression during the military dictatorship but history itself is put into question as
yet another type of writing.

I

And after: this war

we return to be goddesses

or perhaps gods.

I ask myself with any question

mark

responding

without any

answer mark

After: (the past provoked by the verb, linked with the proposition: the only
plural position that ends in preparing the place. Place of delight where one per-
sistently searches for: EXIT. Eruption, disruption, a tear, evacuation. We have.
We are being, have been thrown toward another. Place.)

(tr. Molly Weigel, Ernesto Livon Grosman)

In spite of the different poetics in XUL, this concern with history in associa-
tion with formal innovation has been one of the magazine’s consistent themes.
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Whether it concerned recent history, as in the case of the Falkland War, or the
civil war that took place during the last century, formal experimentation was
understood as political resistance. Experimentation refuted the alleged separation
between form and content and—because it created textual challenges which
demand the reader’s involvement—it provided an alternative to the didacticism
of the times.

Jorge Luis Borges: “Revenge does not alter what was done to you.
Neither does forgiveness. Revenge and forgiveness are irrelevant.”
Paul Theroux: “What can you do?”
Jorge Luis Borges: “Forget. That is all you can do. When something
bad is done to me, I pretend that it happened a long time ago, to some-
one else.
The Old Patagonian Express (p. 375)
Paul Theroux

Memory and forgiveness, as Borges’ answer shows, are inseparable. Together
they constitute the process by which we reconstruct the past within a present that
never ceases to change us, even if we pretend that it happened to someone else.

If XUL were refractory with respect to literary categories in general and to the
avantgarde as a paratextual theater in particular, it is also possible to perceive an
editorial interest to the Vanguards of the 1920’s and 1930’s and more recent
manifestations of the same concerns. Xul Solar, one of the most radical but hard-
ly the most recognized figures of the avant-garde, is one of the magazine’s pre-
cursors. He anticipated the magazine’s interest in the vernacular at a moment
when most writers were looking to and adapting European models. Xul Solar
created a precedent when he called for a “Neocriol” (neo-creole) language: a
deliberate mixture of natural and artificial languages as seen in the text included
in this anthology. But, in retrospect, he also fueled XUL’s deliberate attack on
language as handed down by the Spanish Royal Academy of Language in its
attempt to regulate language usage since colonial times. An attack that was also
directed against the appropriation of language that took place within the same
official discourse of the same military government that promoted a long advertis-
ing campaign under the slogan “Silence is Health.”

Oliverio Girondo is another of the magazine’s most important precursors.
Twenty years after his death, XUL dedicated an entire issue to him not simply
because he belonged to an increasingly recognized canon but because his work

Xiil



could be seen as unique and transgressive at a time when “avant-garde” had
already become a meaningless term. Girondo’s last book, En la masmédula
(1956), is one of Argentine poetry most challenging texts and XUL’s editors
regarded it as point of departure for a poetry in which the display of literary
devices becomes an integral part of their own writing practice. En la masmédula
had a similar influence on the editors as Gertrude Stein’s work had on some of
the American Language Poets. Both writers explore a poetics of exhaustion that
invites few imitators but cannot be easily dismissed. The editors’ interest in
Girondo was also linked to their dedication to visual poetry. Many of the maga-
zine’s contributors were convinced that Girondo’s work was a point of reference
in the debate over whether it is possible to write poetry without an awareness of
the linguistic and rhetorical devices which make writing possible. For many of
XUL’s readers, he is the poet who best represents the bridge to which the maga-
zine’s motto refers: “XUL, Old and new sign.”

The editorial section—which has remained constant throughout the magazine’s
history and which was written both collectively and individually — consists of a
running commentary on the community’s institutional life. While it is true for
many who published in XUL that formal experimentation could not be separated
from political practice or, better yet, that it was their political practice, this
activism did not exclude other kinds of commentary. Nor did XUL limit itself to
publishing only one kind of material. In retrospect, the editorial section provides
a frame for all the material published in the magazine. Many times the editorial
focus was a case in point for the poetics proposed by the magazine and they
actively embrace and work toward developing new cultural perspectives again
making a case for the disassembling of our most dearest habits: subordination
and authoritarism.

The translation of many of the poems in this anthology required a deconstruc-
tion of the mechanisms that made them possible in Spanish and the reconstruction
of these same mechanisms in English. For example Jorge Lépore’s “Ifulofnoforceps”
forces long chains of portmanteau words in Spanish whose literal meaning in
English is less interesting than the associative echoes they are capable of provok-
ing. Originally done with cut-ups of the text that are typed on white paper with
black ink and glued to black cardboard, these works want to function like a neon
sign of the political and affective subconscious. The English version is a truly
new poem, as though the original was but the instructions for a performance.

Other translations are the result of extensive correspondence or meetings with
one or more readers and, in some cases, with the authors themselves. Molly
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Weigel’s translation of Jorge Perednik’s poetry and K. A. Kopple’s work on the
editorials were done in close collaboration with the authors and editors. G. J.
Racz’s translation of Osvaldo Lamborghini’s poem produced a detailed corre-
spondence between the translator and myself. We talked extensively on the
phone discussing the poems word by word and the difficulties of having to trans-
late such an open body of work. The translator faced the challenge of not always
being able to transpose into English certain constructions or the order of certain
lines and having to translate the entire poem as a whole and not word by word.

Drawing attention to the different approaches to translation presented in this
anthology as well as offering a bilingual edition is motivated by the desire to
reveal the mechanisms of translation, a stance which is congruent with XUL’s
poetics.

For the editor who has tried to look at the same texts from two different cultur-
al points of view, this anthology is itself an act of translation, an invention, once
again, of what is Argentine and, to a certain extent, of what is American. The
possible connections between north and south become evident in the affinities
between XUL and L=a=n=g=u=a=g=e Magazine. To emphasize this connection,
it is more attractive to make explicit those similarities between the two in order
to create an encounter or to superimpose readings. This anthology was born as
the result of that view and these encounters between texts and people.
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The XUL Reader
AN ANTHOLOGY OF ARGENTINE POETRY
1980-1996

XUL: VARIATIONS ON THE NAME OF A MAGAZINE

by Jorge Santiago Perednik

tr. Molly Weigel

1980. What might the date signify? That year the first issue of the magazine
XUL appeared. So, suddenly, in Argentina, under exceptional historical circum-
stances—the country in the grips of a military dictatorship and a terrorist politics
that annhilated its subversive adversaries, that spread throughout the population,
and produced tens of thousands of victims—XUL. The word offers itself as a
curse or benediction, but applied to the name of a magazine it hoped to be an
incantation against the epoch. It’s hard to imagine what it means to live in terror;
it could be said that those who had to were able to do so only through some
kind—or various kinds—of conjuring, and that to live in terror with the constant
consciousness of terror is unbearable. Whatever the individual means of conjur-
ing these circumstances, including evading or denying them, the politics of terror
marked its contemporaries and decades later continues in part to explain
Argentine behavior.

Specifically, there was a generalized attitude after the end of the dictatorship:
because the memory of such intense terror had become unbearable, because to
relive it even in memory was to relive tragedy, a process began that might be
called “repression of the experience of terror”: the majority of Argentines,
including intellectuals, involuntarily forgot this problem, leaving a recent part of
history blank, and this particularly affected literature, criticism, and the teaching
of literature, including, of course, the reading of the poems produced during that
epoch (as well as the writing of those who came after).

Terror settles in people and affects them in unforeseen ways; in the case of
Argentine poets, whatever they wrote about, even if they didn’t intend to, they
wrote about terror. Without the information, then, that certain poems were written
during a regime of terror, a possible dimension of reading them is lost; if the fact
that this experience existed and intersected the writing of the poems is repressed,
access to multiple relations and a whole spectrum of interpretive paths is closed
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off to the reader. Removing terror from the terrorized is liberating, a relief; remov-
ing it from the history of a country that suffered it, not only avoiding thinking
about it but also “forgetting” its occurrence, is to affirm that its effects continue to
be felt and that the best kind of spell to place on them is denial.

The magazine carried the name of XUL for various reasons, among which
euphony was neither the first nor the last. XUL is a word or sound that is pleas-
ing to the ear—at least to this ear. And in this case the euphonic is also the for-
eign: xul is a grouping of sounds whose categorization as a word is doubtful, and
even if it is accepted as such, it certainly does not belong to the Spanish lan-
guage. It’s a foreign sound in principle to almost all Spanish speakers, something
that one doesn’t know what it is or what it means. Also a word whose exact pro-
nunciation is not self-evident: Csul, Sul, Zul, Shul? A street vendor of newspa-
pers and magazines pronounced it Kul (confusing the “x” with a “k”), which
might be taken as a compliment: a “cool” magazine.

In any case, as much for sound as for sense, it’s a hard word to situate, and
this is not foreign to a poetic proposition according to which the reader encoun-
ters the poem in a relationship of difficulty. In the first place, for the writer,
deciding to write a poem and not another kind of writing is to embrace difficulty
as one’s task. Second, for the reader, reading the poem must always be an
extremely difficult task, even when the poem presents itself as “simple,” or espe-
cially in those cases—because simplicity is an appearance of the poem that is as
complex as its opposite, or even more, especially when it manages, by hiding or
negating the difficulty, to avoid its being read. On the other hand, it’s a fact that
the difficulties of a poem can’t be established; they change even for a single
reader through successive readings. This characteristic, once recognized, was
deliberately used in poems, that is, incorporated as a feature of a poetics.

The design of the word XUL, written in capital letters, as in the magazine,
also holds a programmatic interest: the X is a cross and also an enigma to discov-
er; the U a line that returns on itself arriving at a new point, the L an abrupt
swerve. In this name the sole manifesto of the magazine is drawn. The motto Old
and new sign, for its part, expresses a way of looking at the sign that can
become co-extensive with the poem and with literature, considering it old and
new at the same time: supposing that in literature the new is always old and the
old may be always new; postulating that there are no novelties and on the other
hand that there never cease to be renovations. Inevitably everything was already
made, and inevitably everything remakes itself, and is something else: any poetic
return arrives at a new point, any repetition resists continuity, and any trajectory
is in itself a change of direction.
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To reclaim the old sign is also to reclaim tradition. The word “old” affirms
something that cannot be appropriated, that time has made irreducibly foreign.
The tradition itself cannot be appropriated, except partially, by means of a certain
falsehood: the tradition that names itself is not the tradition, but only a kind of
anthological edifice constructed with that which is continually under construc-
tion. And whether joining traditions or inventing their own, writers say to sustain
these fictions that they need a game of antecedents who authorize their writings
and allow them to be authority. This is a rhetorical task, which thus belongs in
the realm of the persuasive: authors want to convince their virtual readers that
their works are part of a certain legality: that they follow the norms—and even
aim to be the paradigm—of an aesthetic code, ancient or new, but one with histo-
ry, with antecedents of genius. What is certain, however, is that all these prede-
cessors are posterior to the contemporaries, since these latter are the ones who
invented them as predecessors. This is the paradox of literary tradition: for read-
ers it’s a game with history, with the fiction of a past that hides its fictitious char-
acter; for writers it’s a futuristic game whose text presents itself temporally
inverted.

There’s also the possibility of a slightly more complicated game, which con-
sists of considering that any poem, whatever its date of composition or publica-
tion, is contemporary. Girondo, Macedonio Ferndndez, Xul Solar, Borges, Juan
L. Ortiz, Lamborghini, as synecdoches of their writings, are contemporary as
long as they exist, because they are read and published and discussed in bars or
on public transportation or in magazine articles, in present time. This list may be
part of the tradition of XUL, of the framework of writings summarized and
resumed in a peculiar way in the names of its authors: making tradition solely of
contemporaneity, not fixing it in an institution or a monument, but rather unfas-
tening it, considering it as something changing and alive.

Borges is contemporary with Perednik, not for Borges or Perednik, who
encountered each other more than once in time and space, but for the others, who
make them contemporary through their reading. Moreover, Borges is much more
contemporary with Perednik for a single reader than Borges is with Borges for
two extemporaneous readers, as he himself suggested in a famous story.

And here it seems fitting to mention one of the many contributions of Borges
practiced by the poets who published in XUL: to show that everything, even the
most complicated philosophical or literary problems, even biographies or poli-
tics, natural or exact sciences, plastic arts, film, publicity, psychology, social sci-
ences, other texts, can, or better must, be treated literarily by writers. Everything
may become part of literature because it is not a recipient but an attitude to which
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in principle nothing can be foreign. This attitude allows the poet to reclaim the
rigorous use of reason, but also of passion. A reason that leans toward risks, pas-
sionate, and a passion that doesn’t lead one astray from reason.

XUL is also one of the months in the Mayan calendar, the month that signi-
fies the end of one era and the beginning of another. During this month the
Spaniards arrived, which marked the end of the world for native civilization.
Something ending and something beginning: in contrast to the aboriginal experi-
ence, living under the military dictatorship, XUL—understood as the end of one
epoch and the beginning of another—was welcome. There were also literary
desires for XUL during this epoch—for changing the poetic airs that people were
breathing. The dominant poetics of the 60s and the beginning of the 70s had a
simplified vision of reality—dual, with good and evil schematically localized—
and correspondingly they used poetic forms of alleged simplicity. They also pro-
posed a theoretical division between form and content, coherent in a way with
their vision of reality: form was ill-regarded, suspicious, and content “good”
insofar as it coincided with their political position. The poem was considered a
vehicle for communicating messages that had to bombard readers and “awaken”
them politically. For many poets who began to publish after 1976, forms that
affect simplicity—including the dual, manichean vision of the world, the forced
division between form and content, or the possibility of communicating mes-
sages that this offers—became insufficient and even dishonest. The complexity
of the poems’ artistic propositions was a response to a more complex vision of
the world. This refigures the role of the reader, who is no longer a receptor of
messages and of a truth emitted by the author, but rather a protagonist of the
poem through his reading. And the role of the author was reconceived, removing
his authority to guide or change the consciousness of others and even removing
his power to decide the truth of the poem.

Poetics can be explosive or implosive; the explosive, whose movement goes
out from the poem, in search of an author or the propagation of a meaning, and
the implosive, in which the outside is attracted by a centripetal force, where the
reader implodes toward the poem. An explosive poetics is in some way an
expansive, conquering poetics, and this is what dominated in the 60s and the
beginning of the 70s, when the desire was to use poetry for a political cause. And
a poetics that inserted itself in the play of the spectacle also attempted this.
Conquering the people, conquering the market, conquering the attention of the
critical establishment—these provoked the epigraph of an editorial in the maga-
zine: “Enough conquests, we’re tired of winning.” XUL is also the inversion of
LUX, and we affirmed ourselves supporters of light against the long and terrible
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night we were living in. The epigraph to the first editorial reads “Sirbenet ni xul,”
which is “Lux in tenebris” backwards, or Latin for light in darkness. In relation
to this it is also interesting to read the name XUL as a badly-written Roman
numeral (XVL). The badly-written cipher breaks with any hope of cracking a
code, a secure key for decipherment, and therefore discourages the hermetic
expectations that may be placed in the poem. There’s nothing farther from her-
meticism than the poetics published in the magazine, whose task or proposition is
not to establish secret meanings and hide them, but on the contrary to make sig-
nification possible by offering the reader work with signs, a work of reading.
That is, the task of writing for these poets is not focused on converting poems
into repositories of mystery, which is the property of the author and of a circle of
initiates, but rather in operating with signs, with language, believing that mean-
ings are not contained under lock and key within writings, nor instituted by the
author, but rather that they must be constructed by the reader from texts and from
language. On the other hand, the erroneous cipher, the badly written “sefer” (or
book), proposes a writing that in its moment presents itself as “bad,” of poor
design, in the sense of separating itself from a dominant literary morality that
likes to dictate what “the common good” is, or what is good. But there is no liter-
ary “good” or “bad.” The writers’ ethics are expressed in their writings and this
is what sustains literature; this attitude of palming off an ethics onto literature
itself, or onto poetry, of burying this text or that under “one can’t” or “one must-
n’t,” reveals the behavior of poetics that cannot sustain themselves from within.
The ethics of the writers who published in XUL was based in risk and responsi-
bility, separated from the institutionalized poetic “good,” from that which was
considered literarily “good,” which in reality is the security of that which is the
norm, to forge without restrictions and starting from whatever realm the adequate
hows of the poem.

If it is certain that some poets placed the question of form and language at the
center of their poetics, it is not because they wanted to, that is, a posteriori and by
consequence of a programmatic decision, but rather because it was what they
were able to do. One more time: the circumstances brought them to that point, to
attempt poetic means that resisted the epoch. To coincide not in style but in the
conviction that the means of resisting with art is through the how that the poems
say: that in art what is said passes through the way of saying it. The poem is a sig-
nificant form; in epochs of severe repression facility with the forms of saying per-
mits escape from the vigilant gaze of the censor; as for interested readers, they
become skilled: sharper, more critical. It can thus be concluded that the resistance
of these poets was not the gesture of heroes, although a certain history might want
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to present it that way, but rather that it was their response to being placed in an
impossible situation. If the expression “they walked the razor’s edge” is appropri-
ate, they created a poetry of boundaries, because they coudn’t do anything else—
not falling into the abyss on the one hand, and the abyss was the threat of dying at
the hands of the repression, which killed many thousands of opponents; and not
accepting, on the other hand, the security of firm ground, that is, poetic renuncia-
tion or temptation to the various forms of complacency.

During its existence the magazine went through an interesting experience: on
one side necessity and on the other the difficulty that others had in cataloging the
nature of the poetics found in its pages. The way these others found of resolving
this problem was to use known categories. XUL was considered an organ of
Russian formalism, of structuralism, of concrete poetry, of Tel Quel, of postmod-
ernism, etc. It was believed, to develop an interesting example, that the magazine
was the organ of an avant-garde poetic group, even when an editorial ridiculed the
idea of the vanguard, the possibility that in literature someone is ahead of the rest,
guiding them, or that a history of poetic progress may be conceived, so that the
latest expressions are superior to what preceded them. Moreover the distinctive
characteristics of an artistic vanguard were missing: there were no poetic mani-
festos, no name in common, and there wasn’t even a group; on the contrary, there
was a rejection of any idea of communal identification, and if there were concur-
rences in the writings of different poets, this was not owing to any agreement
prior or exterior to the poems themselves, nor to a submission to an instituted
poetic code; on the contrary, a common unity among poets was the cause of dif-
fering poetics, since writing is done by different individuals and since the poem
does not deserve to be restricted by boundaries or classifications.

In reality, the concept of a vanguard, like so many other concepts, is not a
stimulus or trigger but rather an imposition, because it is the fruit of a certain
critical desperation. Whenever phenomena occur in the terrain of art that escape
the predictability of a history of comfortable development, these all-encompass-
ing critical sophistries appear. Concepts like the vanguard, postmodernism, etc.,
must be strong in order to hide their poverty, their incapacity. Since they are ill-
adapted to explain that which is varied, complex, contradictory, and in no way a
unique occurrence, these concepts superimpose on it a unitary hypothesis, a
hypostasis that occupies its place with a generalized intention. The result goes
against art: it erases the individuality of each act and its differences from the rest.
For example, Bauhaus doesn’t have much to do with Dada, even though both are
grouped under the same explanatory category. What does this process accom-
plish? —To tranquilize critical thinking, making it think that with this concept it
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is becoming conscious of artistic reality. To tranquilize assuring that there’s
nothing more to think, that the thinkable has already been expressed.

What should have been first remains for the last: XUL, the name of the maga-
zine, was an homage to Xul Solar, a singularly complex individual, writer among
many other things, although he was known mainly as one of the principal plastic
artists of Argentina. Borges said of Solar:

A man well-versed in all the disciplines, seeker after arcana, father of
writings, of languages, of utopias, of mythologies, guest of hells and
heavens, pan-chessplayer and astrologer, perfecter of indulgent irony
and generous friendship, Xul Solar is, of our few events, one of the most
singular. Xul believed that humans too have a mission to recreate. . . . In
the face of silence or smiles, Xul embraced the destiny of proposing a
system of universal reforms. He wanted to recreate the religions, astrol-
ogy, math, society, numeration, writing, vocabulary, the arts, the musi-
cal instruments, and toys. He premeditated two languages. One, a cre-
ole, was American Spanish, quickened, exalted, and multiplied; the
other, a pan-language, whose words had their own definitions according
to the value of the letters, in the manner of the analytical language of
John Wilkins. A similar idea to a semicircular keyboard, reducing the
pianist’s labor, and that always inconclusive and ever more complicated
pan-game that, under the umbrella of chess, embraced many disciplines
and could be played on various planes. All this in Buenos Aires, land of
imitative innovators and reliable mirrors. Predictably the utopias of Xul
Solar failed, but the failure is ours, not his. We didn’t know how to
deserve him.

The magazine XUL, in the manner of an inverted LUX, existed to illuminate a
region of the stage that was there but that could not be seen. It published poetry,
scandalous during its time, that nobody dared to publish, and unknown authors
that would soon be considered the protagonists of their age. It believed that the
strongest and most interesting voice in poetry is that which speaks by operating,
and by being operated on, by, and with language. It discovered for its country’s
literature a new universe, and as with all discoveries, it invented it. To embody a
time and space in Argentine poetry a simple recourse was enough: to give room to
that chosen one that had no place.

This essay was written especially for this anthology.
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THE PREDECESSORS

Martin Fierro
(excerpt)

by José Herndndez

Now I shall begin to sing

to the rhythm of the guitar,
for a man who cannot rest
from pain so extraordinary,
like a bird so solitary
comforts himself with song.

I ask the saints in heaven

to assist me in my thinking,

I ask them at this moment

in which I am going to sing my story
to refreshen my memory,

and clarify my understanding.

Come saints, with your miracles,
come all of you to my aid,
because my tongue is twisting,
and my sight growing dim—

I beg my God to help me

at such a difficult time.

Martin Fierro by José Herndndez, XUL #4 p.4 (all issue references to XUL magazine)
Aqui me pongo a cantar\al compds de la vigiiela,\que al hombre que lo desvela\una pena

extraordinaria\como el ave solitaria\con el cantar se consuela.\\Pido a los santos del

cielo\que ayuden mi pensamiento\les pido en este momento\que voy a cantar mi

historia\me refresquen la memoria\ y aclaren mi entendimiento.\\Vengan Santos mila-

grosos\vengan todos en mi ayuda\que la lengua se me afiuda\y se me turba la vista\pido a

mi Dios que me asista\en una ocasion tan ruda.



I have seen many singers

whose fame was well won,

and after they’ve achieved it

they can’t keep it up—

it’s as if they’d tired in the trial runs
without ever starting the race.

But where another criollo goes
Martin Fierro will go to:
there’s nothing sets him back,
even ghosts don’t scare him,
and since everybody sings

I want to sing also.

Singing I'll die,

singing they’ll bury me,

and singing I'll arive

at the Eternal Father’s feet—

out of my mother’s womb I came
into this world to sing.

Yo he visto muchos cantores,\con famas bien obtenidas,\y que después de alquiridas\no las
quieren sustentar\parece que sin largar\se cansaron en partidas.\\Mas ande otro criollo
pasa\Martin Fierro ha de pasar\nada lo hace recular\ni los fantasmas lo espantan\y dende
que todos canten\yo también quiero cantar.\\Cantando me he de morir,\cantando me han de
enterrar,\y cantando he de llegar\al pie del Eterno Padre\dende el vientre de mi madre\vine
a este mundo a cantar.



Scarecrow
by Oliverio Girondo
tr. Molly Weigel

I know nothing
You know nothing
He knows nothing
She knows nothing
One knows nothing
They know nothing
We know nothing
The disorientation of my generation has its
explanation in the administration of our education,
whose idealization of action was—without question!—
a mystification, in contradiction
to our predilection for medi-
tation, contemplation, and
masturbation. (Guttural, as
gutturally as possible.)
I believe I believe in
what I believe I don’t
believe. And I believe
I don’t believe in
what I believe
I believe.
“Songofthefrogs”
And And Is Is And And

1 | it it I |
a de there? yon a de
scend scend It der? scend scend
up down s It up down
the the not Is the the
es es a not es es
ca ca round here ca ca
la la ! ! la la
tor!... tor!... tor!... tor!...

Espantapdjaros by Oliverio Girondo #6 p.31

Yo no sé nada\Ttd no sabes nada\Ud. no sabe nada\El no sabe nada\Ellos no saben
nada\Ellas no saben nada\Uds. no saben nada\Nosotros no sabemos nada\\La desori-
entacién de mi generacidn tiene su\explicacion en la direccion de nuestra educacién,\cuya
idealizacién de la accidn, era -jsin discusién!-\una mistificacién, en contradiccién\con
nuestra propension a la medi-\tacién, a la contemplacién y a la\masturbacién. (Gutural,lo
mds\guturalmente que se pueda.) \Creo que creo en lo que\creo que no creo. Y creo\que
no creo en lo\que creo que creo.\“Cantar de las ranas”\\jY ;Y (A (A ;Y jY\su ba llf
114 suba\bo jo es es bo jollas las td? t4a? las las\es es A A es es\ca ca qui cd
ca calle le no no le le\ras ras es es ras ras\arri aba td td arri aba\ba! jo! !.. ..
ba! jo!...



“This Hades is Fluid...”
Xul Solar
tr. Molly Weigel

This Hades is fluid, almist, no roof, no floor, redhaired, color in sun-
shut eyes, stirred in endotempest, whirlpools, waves, and boiling. In its
clots n foam dismultitumans float passivao, disparkle, therz also solos,
adults, kidoids, n they pergleam softao.

Transpenseen ghostliao, the houses n people n soil of a solid terri citi
have nothing to do withis Hell, which is nao thereal.

This whole dense redheaded region selfmountains roun big hollo or
bottomless valley of bluegray air, where it floes in dark winds, with
uproarians n other lone umans, avoid n globoid. Here it floes more oop.
N yon the solid city n its populas go on ghostliao.

Later I pass on to a better life, gray silver. Yere many groups lovefloat
loosao processioning or thinking reunited. Yere clouds row with gray
kiosks—of mother of pearl, metal, felt—with pensors circumseated.

Sloao I find myselfe in a slight kelestal sky. Its disposition is afternoon
summeri, cloudii.

Plants zigzag one by one biomove and hum. Ther color lovaries from
garnet to rosy. They r over floatislope of da same denser air, undspersing.
Here juxtafly boids like speck eggs, not with wings, but with many rib-
bons.

“En un Hades fluido...” by Xul Solar #1 p.21

Es un Hades fluido, casi vapor, sin cielo, sin suelo, rufo, color en ojos cérrados so el sol
agitado en endotempestd, vortices, ondas y hervor. En sus grumos i espumas dismultitd
omes flotan pasivue, disdestellan, hai también solos, mayores, péjoides, i perluzen
suavue.\\Se transpenvén fantasmue las casas i gente i suelo de una ciudd sélida terri, sin
ningln rapor con este Hades, ges aora 16 real.\\Toda esta regién rufa densa se montona
redor gran hueco ho valle sin fondo, de aire azul gris, do floto en vientos oscuros, con
polvareda gente, i otros omes solos avoides i globoides. Aqi se flota mds upa. I siga fantas-
mue la ciuda sélida yu i su pépulo.\\Paso luego a mejor vida, gris plata. Yi gierflotan flojue
muchos grupos, procesionan o pensan reunidos. Yi bogan nubes con qioscos grises —de
ndcar, metal, fieltro—con pénsores circunsiéntados.\\Lentue me hallo en cielo leve ciéleste.
Su dnimo es de tarde verani, niebli.\\Plantas de a un zigzag se biomuevan i canturrian. Xu
color giervarfa de granate a réseo. Estan sobrs loma floti del mismo aire mas denso, soes-
fuminse. Yi yuxtavuelan pdjaros como huevos pintos, no con alas, sino con muchas cintas.
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Nex therz many color columns, baseless, supporting cloud roof: is
temple floati in which many pray. When zey theocoexalt zey inflate, zer
auras vitaradiate, suchao zat zey raize ze cloud roof an circumseparate ze
columns, an everysing fervienlarges n saintgleams.

Nex therz wide obelisk or tower, that swéz from its floatifloppi base.
Its first floor, of stonebooks, mudbooks on top, woodbooks on top, cylin-
der books on top, the top, books. Almost lyk a house of cards, bristling
with paper ribbons n banderols, periflown with letterswarms flyao, juxta-
surrounded by perhaps wandermunching studenti. Inna lil bit of floor
floati, many dream, zer mersed.

I float I go yonderfarre. Deeping in a plurmutacolor fog I see ceety.
Thees biopalaces n biohovels, of framework n I theenk. They pertrans-
form, grow or shreenk; now they r pillars n archframes n cupolas, now
plain phosphiplastered walls, now they quake weeth pseudocrystal scaf-
folding. They shift, rise, seenk, interpenetrate, separate, n rejoicetera.

Houses ther r that burn, flame oop, but they don’t self-destruct, they
rather selfconstruct-um. Der fire is life, n da greater da boining, da more
palace senwidens n grows. Houses ther r that infect set fire to the nébors
that idem idem, n thus néborhoods expand. Ther people lykwise coflame
n coloom: this must be the cause burni, by pensiardor.

Houses ther r that ferviboil until they blow up lyk a bomb, a geyser, or
smoke; but they d’ont self-destruct-um, they circumreselfconstruct; ther

Otrur hai muchas columnas color, sin suelo, ge sostienen nube techo: es templo floti en ge
oran muchos. Cuando se teocoexaltan se hinchan, xus auras irradian vita, talue ge alzan la
nube techo i circunseparan las columnas, i todo se ferviagranda i sanluze.\\Otrur hai
obelisco ancho ho torre, bambolea por su base flotifloja. Su primer piso, de libros piedra,
encima libros barro, encima libros lefia, encima libros rollo, la cima libros. Casi como
torre naipes, erizada de cintas papel i banderolas, perivuélada de letrienjambres moscue,
yuxtarodeada de qizds mangente vaga estudi. En el poco suelo floti suefian muchos, yi
mérgidos.\\Floto voi allén lejos. Honduer en niebla plurcambicolor veo ciudd. Sas biopala-
cias y biochozas, de armazén i pienso. Se pertransforman, se agrandan o achican; ya son
de postes i cimbras i ctpulas, ya de muros lisos en parches fosfi, ya pululan en biocimu-
los, ya temblequean de andamios seudocristal. Se desplazan, suben, se hunden, se inter-
penetran, se sepa i réidem.\\Casas hai ge arden, flamean upa, pero no se destruyen, se fie
construyen mds. Xu fuego es vita, i a mayor incendio, mds palacio senancha i crece. Casas
hai ge contagian incendian a las vecinas ge idem idem, i asi sextiendan los barrios. Xu yi
gente también, coflamea i se coabulta: debe ser ella la causa fuegui, por pensiardor.\\Casas
hai qge fervihiervan hasta ge revientan como bomba ho geiser o humo; pero no se fie
destruyen, se circunreconstruyen; xas



bits n pieces fervigrow in faraway subsidiaries that finally growjoin,
dispile tower morrenmore, on circumbarrens lessenless.

Houses ther r that suigrow in evri direkshun, skewpi, horizily, juxto,
oop, fat; n they buzz, squeak, creak, dispeak.

Houses ther r that atrophy and shrink until they r seen no mor, when
ther people diehatch inna better life inna better sky.

Houses ther r of illusion on smokehills; they altervanish.

So I embrace the soil of this citi, that wichis a cloudgathering, wichis
several vague titans floatireclining.

Great sleeves or tubes circumset out-um for the vacuum: they might
be sewers or suckers, I do’nt know.

N over that ceety ther ees other ceety, backward, sullen, dark n slow
that lives n grows juxto, n its people too. The nadir is deep, sullen, dark,
foggi: maybe the hommeworld, some great wasteland.

I review the other city oop. Colonnades like centipedes travell in
distrides. They r rigid disciples, carrying dometeachers with wide roofly
robes. Tumbled in suihappy skyrabble, lovi-turvy in fog and sketches and
clots of thot: gelatine menti. They go farre, into the vacuum.

I see zerz several very pily pagodas of just bookes, zat zer many read-
ers incorpor-ate: they don’t read, but rather vitisuck science n sophy.

trozos fervicrecen en sucursales lejos ge alfin se crecijuntan, dismontén torre mahimds,
sobre circumbaldio menoimenos.\\Casas hai ge suicrecen en todo séntido, sesgiie, horizue,
yuso, upa, gordue; i zumban, chirrian, crujen, disparlan.\\Casas hai que se atrofian i encojen
hasta no verse mds, cuando xa gente muertinace a mejor vida en mejor cielo.\\Casas hai de
ilusion sobre cerros humo: se cambipierden.\\Entonces abarco el suelo desa ciudad, el ges
una stinnube, ges varios titanes vagos flotiacuéstados.\\Grandes mangas o tubos fie circun-
salgan a lo vacuo: serian cloacas o chipores, no sé.\\l so esa ciudd hai otra ciuda’l revés,
hosca, oscura i lenta ge vive i crece yuso, i sa gente también. El nadir es hondo, hosco,
oscuro, brimoso: qizds el manmundo, algin gran yermo.\\Reveo la otra ciudd upa.
Columnatas como cienpiés viajan a distrancos. Son discipulos tiesos, llevan maestros ctipu-
las, de répaje ancho techue. A tumbos sobre chusma cieli suifeliz, gierrevuelta en bruma i
cudgulos i bocetos de pienso: gelatina menti. Van a lejos, a 16 vacuo.\\Veo hai algunas mui
moles pagodas de solos libros, ge se incuerpan a xus tantos léctores—qe no leen, masbién
vitichupan ciencia i sofia.



Bawlings propagate, undulate in all linguages n many others possible.
N these letterswarms, n glyftangles, n disfonetix n copluracents, like a
bunch of lovesmokes, separate or join, countermove or subside, in order
or not, form n reform meaning n argu, always neo.

Stars, little suns, moons, moonlets, lightning bugs, lanterns, lites, lus-
ters; anywhere they get lifentangled in the city they constellate n discon-
stellate, burn themselves, go out, mixshine, rain, fly.

It’s a perflux n reflux of breeze n fluid n blast n sounds n smellsteam;
the lite perchanges, in splendor color, heat, chiaroscuros, in soul.

Already gonetired, I grow dazed n forget, dissee.

Everything pales, n erases itself. Already it seems I’m entering a
greater sky th’ats another nite, that later is more nite, that is more, deep
solid black theonite, that I manfear n mistilov; ther I would exdizolv.

But something vaguimmense comes between me n the theonite; like
plurcolored gas. It becomes more defined, n i’ts an indefinite godhombre,
skydiameter. Its head across me, its feet before me, in the counterhorizon,
n its hands over me, fiftinihookpointi, r orange; its clothing, indecisive
cambicolor in patches.

Above its head nao flowers a white flower lite. Its scarlet heart radi-
ates pink lite, its garnet pudenda’s onlylite.

I feel as if I'm entering the godhombre, which transports me yere.

But already the call of this Earth from yon oppresses my breast bodii;
n I return to myself quite perpenao.

Sexpandan, ondulan vocerios de todas las linguas i de muchas otras pésibles. I xas enjam-
bres letras, i marafias glifos, i disfonéticas i copluracentos, como muchos gierhumos, se
apartan o juntan, se contramueven o agietan, en orden o no, forman, reforman séntido i
argu siempre neo.\\Estrellas, sélcitos, lunas, linulas, luciérnagas, linternas, luces, lustres;
doqier se vidienredan a la ciudd se constelan i disconstelan, se geman, se apagan, cholucen,
Ilueven, vuelan.\\Es un perflujo i reflujo de brisa i fldido i rdfaga i sones i humos olor; la
luz percambia, en lampos color, calor, claroscuros, en dnimo.\\Yo ya veicdnsado me aturdo
i olvido, disveo.\\Todo palidece, i se borra. Ya parece gentro a mayor cielo ges otra noche,
ges luego mds noche, ges mds, teonoche honda sélida negra, ge mantemo i mistiamo; yo
me yi exdisolverio.\\Pero algo vago inmenso se interpone’ntre mi i lo teonoche; como gas
plurcolor. Se define mds, i es un mandivo indefinido, cielididmetro. Su testa tras mi, sus
pies ante mi, en el contrahorizonte, i sus manos sobre mi, ganchipuntitdginse, son oranje;
su répaje, cambicolor indeciso en parches.\\Sobre su testa florece aora flor luz blanca. Su
cuore punz6 irradia luz résea, su pudenda granate’s sélodeluz.\\Sento como gentro al man-
divo, ge me yi arrobo.\\Pero ya la lldmada desta Terra desde yu me oprime’l pecho cuerpi; i
vuelvo a mi mui perpenue.



The Most Amusing Song of the Devil (excerpt)
(a prose work half in verse, no joke...)
by Osvaldo Lamborghini

tr. G. J. Racz

Hamlet, that Creole pip,

and the Ghost of his dead Father:
I've been forced to make a slip.
Revenge...!

Oh chilly Song of the Garnett
On his Cross each variant word
And one and Soup and Sam
Still forward
al
b be nd me ov er
I re am me rov er
very deserted
be nd me ov er
I’ll sing it ov er and ov er
it’s the truth
though strongly asserted!
and forward!
Devil!
Oh Devils!
Song of the Devil!
The Amusing
IT’S MY LIFE!
Song of the Devil!

La Divertidisima Cancién Del Diantre
(obra en prosa y medio en verso, sin chanza...) by Osvaldo Lamborghini #11 p.20

Oh friolenta Cancion del Garnett\En su Cruz cada variante\Y una y Sopa y Sam\M4ds ade-

lante\jal\e éncu 1éme\a dngu léme\muy desierto\en cu le mé\yo can ta ré\;es verdad/\;jes
cierto!/\}y adelante!\;Diantre!\;Oh Diantres!\;Cancién del Diantre!\La Divertida\;ES MI

VIDA!\Cancién del Diantre



THE DEVIL YOU S

AY
7

don’t be so gutu

—1TI’1l write you up in my book—
if you’re here

—and not in the nook—

Unforgivable
the word sun glow
the word sunk low
unforgivable
but the silence is binding
—attention: the Aga Muffin is speaking—
AND SPACE
(why the capitals?)
devil on top of devil
and ass and devil and patience
(slow the pace)
and the sun glow sunk low
and before before in front of all
with clearsightedness
OF THE COLD
BIRTH OF TERROR
and still before
before!
before!
before!

nicho—\Sin perddn\la palabra un dia\la palabra hundia\sin perdén\pero el silencio ata\—
atencion: habla el Atha Philtrafa-\Y ESPACIO\(;por qué maytsculas?)\diantre sobre
diantre\y culo y diantre y paciencia\(mds despacio)\y un dia hundialy antes y antes y
delante\y en videncia\DEL FRIO\PARTO DEL TERROR\y todavia antes\;antes/\
jantes\;antes!



I despise

Mia

Moa my own price!

like the tele tells you tele the vision

I remember all too well!

crazy alarming clock!

with its tick-tock!
the devil!

I suffer amnesia in no wise

but did I pay my own price?

Moa Mia

Where to go? A ir France?

be frantic and go wing it?

and should I
should I sing it?
fine!
the devil take it!

: OH MOST AMUSING

SONG OF THE DEVIL
Argentina is done,
The Old Dead Mare!
They knock quickly my beloved
fatherland Moa
Mia
on our doors over here

Moa Mia please!

it’s the police!

it’s the police!

it’s the police!

jdesprecio\Mia\Moa mi precio!\como tele te lo dice el tele el vizor\ibien que me
acuerdo!\jloco y reloj!\jdespertador!\;diantre/\no me amnesio\ ;pero pagué mi
precio’\Moa Mia\;Addnde ir? ;A ir France?\;pero del ir ante?\;y que yo\yo la
cante?\jbueno/\;diantre: OH DIVERTIDISIMA\CANCION DEL DIANTRE\
jArgentina!\; Yegua Muerta!\Rdpido querida\patria Moa\Mia\llaman a la puerta\;Moa
Mial\jes la policial\;es la policial\jes la policia!
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Save your damn skin, if it’s not worth losing
(how amusing!)
it’s the police!
it’s the police!
And Ascasubi founded
the Teatro Colon
Call me already
(what for? don’t call me)
all ready
—CALL ME...!—
yoke the neck firmly
and there are no limbos
oh throat-slashers
now don’t you forget me
to Mia
Oh Amusing
Song of the Devil

There is flesh

and there is blood
and there is chocolate
thick as mud

sans gré

sans gré

And your two halves
are tremendous

iHay que salvar la puta vida!\(jdivertida!)\jes la policial\jes la policial\Y Ascasubi que
fundd\el Teatro Col6n.\Y ya me\(no llame ;para qué?)\ya me...\-jLLAME. . . !-\\yugan el
cogote\y no hay limbos\oh degolladores\pero no me olvides\td a Mia\Oh Divertida\Cancién
del Diantre\\Hay carne\y hay hueso\y hay chocolate\bien espeso\san gré\san gré\\Y son
tremendas
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Juana Blanco

so equal:

and now here lies you.
Lo Garnett
Mo Garnett
Bo Garnett

Garnetts: are there Garnetts?

The Devil!

What about the vultures?

And the tips of hairs?

And the green fields where they lay
(this has nothing to do with the tero)
the guliguli pic pic on the eggs?
And the amusing

song of the devil?

Now here lies you

This mate tastes really bad
down to (that will do!)

the bottom of the cup

(I no longer listen up)

its taste is rather bitter and

it’s the bitter end!

(calm: peace, it’s the bitter end)
oh amusing

song of the devil

how our lives seem

to end up in the trash

Juana Blanco\tus dos mitades\tan iguales:\ahora yaces.\Lo Garnett\Mo Garnett\Bo
Garnett\Garnetts: hay Garnetts?\jDiantre!\; Y los caranchos?\;Y la punta de los pelos?\; Y
los campitos donde ponen\(y nada que ver el tero)\la guliguli pic pic en los huevos?\; Y la
divertida\cancién del diantre?\Ahora yaces\\Qué mal sabe el mate\y hasta (jbasta!)\el
pucho\(ya no escucho)\tiene un gusto acre\-; Es lo mds acre?\jes la masacre!\(calma: paz, es

—1Is it the bitter end?

la masacre)\oh divertida\cancién del diantre\como caen las vidas\tan al pedo
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lightning flash
like wax letter-sealant

AND,

in the final poem, without excruciating pain
although, Neibis, what agony it was, what a finale...
So finally, here,

the bird

or the trees that dream and dream

like animals

or those two halves

here lies you:

which poem was that?

the bird, hum,

the flower

both up at the sun’s first ray
at dawn

they exh alae

they flutter on

Ann

And I am
and can explain it
without horror

AND,
Lord Garnett

al reldmpago\como lacre\\Y \\en el poema final, sin agonias\si bien, Neibis, qué agonia,
qué final...\Si final, aqui,\el pdjaro\o los drboles que suefian y suefian\como animales\o las
dos mitades\yaces:\;qué poema?\\el pdjaro, hum,\la flor\despiertos al primer rayo\al
amanecer\ex alan\aletean\Ann\\Y yo soy\y sin horror\puedo explicarlo\\Y,\Lord Garnett

13



Monsieur Garnett
Obispo
BispoShop Garnett,

congratulations

Thank you for the feast of meat
and all the free-flowing wine.
Ah, and

the devil! I almost forgot
thank you

thank you very much

now here lies you

on account of the Amusing
song: Song of the Devil

Now it’s time to sleep it off
to sleep off the void

and await one’s fate

Oh, devil!...

Mia Moa, the peon (I quote)

his childish mischief

ran off with the guitar
Inland
He rides
On his blossom horse
Again the Desert site
Do I wake
or write?

Monsieur Garnett\Obispo\BispoShop Garnett,\felicitaciones\\Gracias por la carneadaly el
abundante coperio. Ah, y\jdiantre! me olvidaba\gracias\muchas gracias\ahora yaces\por la

Divertida\ cancion: Cancién del Diantre\Ahora hay que dormir la monaly la nada\y esperar

la suerte\\;Oh, diantre!...\Mia Moa, el pedn (cifo)\su travesura de pibe\escapé con la guitar-

ra\Tierra adentro\Alld va\En el overo\Otra vez el Desierto\;Estoy escribiendo\o estoy

despierto?
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Forward, for words yearning
In these lonely spaces
Burning

In these discreet...silences...
Either fields of God

/or of the Foetus/

/Ogival/

/Water, now-here lies you/
/Wawalala...

Oh Living
Concluded

Oh amusing
Song of the Devil
Concluded

Adelante, va a delante\En esas soledades\Anhelantes\En esos silencios...discretos...\O
campos de Dios\/o del Feto/\/Ojival/\ /Agua, ahora yaces/\/Gualala...\\Oh
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THE POEMS

Four poems
by Leonardo Scolnick

1

Aviary ribcages

belly on breast

and genitals manifold

are entirely firmly
loaded
with projects and works

they’re used to moaning about hypertrophic mothers
like Leda

between the darkness and the legs

of linen tablecloths

ribcages their ribcages
fists that strike their own

but in the supreme moment

when what is attained so bizarrely
drops

along with flowered underpants
its tenacious fight

Cuatro poemas by Leonardo Scolnick #1 p.27

tr. G. J. Racz

I\Costillares de averia\con panza en pecho\y multiples genitales\\son totalmente dura-

mente\enteros\de proyectos y obras\\suelen gemir de madres hipertréficas\como Leda\entre

la oscuridad y las piernas\de los manteles de hilo\\costillares sus costillares\pufios que gol-

pean los suyos\\pero en el instante supremo\cuando lo conseguido tan bizarramente\baja

con sus calzoncillitos floreados\su tenaz lucha
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Ah how conscientious he looks
cleaning
so very clean

before him who is good
he who has affection aplenty
the clown on his own time

2
Heading home again:

The charnel houses flourish

a dignity never forgotten

is dispelled with the odor

gripping the small hand

the girl apple of our eyes suffocates

now they predominate
the instinct of preserving
the
accumulated
lives
of other

selves
our groping in the darkness
slipping away

more falls
on one side than the other
what is this party we are attending?!
Oh foul-smelling needle hairy womb

Ay qué esmerado se lo ve\limpiando\limpisimo\frente al que es bueno\el que tiene afecto a
raudales\el payaso sin horario\\2\La vuelta al hogar\\Florecen los osarios\dignidad que
nunca olvidada\se disipa con el olor\apretando la manita\la nifia de los ojos se sofoca\\es la
época en que priman\el instinto de conservacion\de la\vida\ de los\otros\acumulada\la nues-
tra tantea en la oscuridad\ escurrirse\mds cae\en un lado de los dos\j;qué es esta fiesta en
que participamos?!
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shiny bald head of Mussolini’s masseur who drinks wine
straight from your conch

blue is where they keep the pinhole

that cannot be seen when folded in upon itself

that presses the button on the doll

Iam

and it will say strange things monsters parents who appear
dreams where games mix in

there is a game one must not play

3

One succeeds through repetition

in placing the thingy within

where the sacred object lies

the world reduced at the urgings of height

we play at raising muscle and bone a ruminant beast
packs up its faded-blond lassitude

brightness of our age

photos of the baby girl’s smile

the concert in a minor key repeats when truly see