Finland - JARKKO TONTTI

WHEN JACASSER WAS OLD

When Jacasser was old he cast his skin and renewed it like a viper, wrapped
himself up as a delicate parchment, a white sheet embroidered with lace. Under his
new skin Jacasser was strong and alone. In the evenings he recalled restless African
states he didn’t have the courage to visit, houses whose doorbells he’d avoided in
fear of an electric shock. Now he’d have time for it all, he’d and he’d. Old and in
his skin Jacasser often returned to the water’s edge, sorrowed over the
disappearance of the water plants and clear lake water. In the old days it would
have been unheard of, the turbidity of an algae lake is the farmer’s gift to future
generations. Jacasser also thought about the bottom, the new skin would keep the
moisture out, all through that journey.

Herbert Lomas

OTAN O ZAKAZEP HTAN NrEPOZ

Otav 0 Zakdoep ATV YEPOG AAAAEE TO dEPUA TOU KAl TO AVAVEWOE oAV 0XId,
TTEPITUNIXTNKE OAV AETTTETTIAETTTN TTEPYAMNVH, AEUKO OEVTOVI KEVTNUEVO UE
davtéAa. Katw atr’ To Kaivouplo Tou OEpua, o Zakadoep ATav duvaTtog Kal
MOvog. Ta ammoBpada BupdTav agIKivnTEG APPIKAVIKES TTONITEIEG TTOU eV €iXE TO
KOUPAYIO va ETTIOKEPTEI, OTTITIA TTOU TA KOUBOUVIA TOUG EiXE ATTOPUYEI ATTO
@OBo yia nAekTpoTTAnéia. Twpa Ba gixe xpodvo yia OAa, Ba kai Ba. MEpog Kal
MEoa O0TO OEpua Tou, 0 ZOKAOEP ETTECTPEPE OUXVA OTNV OXON TWV VEPWYV,
Mapalwuévog yia TNV £Ea@AvIon TwV UdPORIWV QUTWYV Kal TwV KaBdapiwv
vepwv TNG Aipvng. Tig TTaAIEG nuUEpeS Ba Tav avAkouaoTo, n BoAoupa piag
Aipvng pe @UKIa gival To dwpPOo Tou Yewpyou oTIC ETTOUEVEG YeVIES. O Zakdoep
OUAAOYIOTNKE aKOuQ ToV TTUBUEVA, TO Kalvouplo déppa Ba kpaTtoUoe Pakpid
TNV uypaaia, yia 0An Tn didpkeia Tou Tagidiou.
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BECAUSE EVERYONE NEEDS A ROOMY PLACE

Because everyone needs a roomy place, walls
for support, a home
rising from them.

Even Jacasser is the master there,

urbane, offering

a glass to a friend with open arms,

unafraid of treachery,

a whole bottle if it comes to that
and it does.

In the small hours the friend

hangs nailed to the wall

Jacasser awakes and remembers,

a yurt would make a lighter home,

the only real friends are in the wilderness,
every house a prison,

a stone house code for death.

The winds of the steppes were all his forefathers had to lean on,
the empty of space.

Lola Rogers
EMEIAH OAOI XPEIAZONTAI ENA EYPYXQPO MEPOZ

Etreidn 6Aol xpeiadovral Eva eupUXwPo PEPOG, TOIXOUG
Yl UTTOOTRPIEN, €va OTTITI
VO UYWVETAI JEOT aTT’ QUTOUG.

AkOuN Kal 0 ZakAoep KAVEI KOUPAVTO €EKE,
aBpPOG, TTPOCPEPOVTAG
£Eva TTOTRNPI O QIAO PE AVOIXTEG AYKAAEGS,
aTPOUNTOG TNG TTPOdOUTIAC,
OAOKANPO PTTOUKAAI OV QTACEI WG EKEI

Kal OVTWG PTAVEL.

TIG MIKPEG WPES O PiINOG

KPEMETAI KOPPWUEVOS OTOV TOIXO

O Zakaoep Eutrva kai Buudral,

éva avtioknvo Ba ATav Mo avaAa@po oTTiTI,
ol uévol @ihol aAnBivoi gival oTnv gpnuid,
KGO OTTITI KAl QUAGKN),

TTETPIVO OTTITI O KWAIKAG TOU XAPOU.

Agv gixav TITTOTE OI TTPOYOVOI TOU YIA V' OKOUUTIAOOUV TTaPd TOV AVENO OTIG
OTETTEG
TNV adgioouvn Tou TOTTOU.
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