YOUR ECHO COMES BACK IN GREEK

Pl ™ "]

L |

als B

S —

"

a Fefischrgﬁ ¥ 3

.F




Contents

ROSANNA WARREN

TRANSLATIONS

Rachel Dewoskin & Zayd Ayers Dohrn
Mother of Arts
Orphic Hymn to Athena

Dawid Ferry
from Pervigilium Veneris

Konrad Weeda/Giacomo Leopardi
Discourse on the Life and Works of
Marcus Cornelius Fronto

(Winter and Spring, 1816)

Julia Mueller/Maurice de Guérin
Selections from Le Cahier vert

Karl Kirchwey/Giorgio Vigolo
Scongluro

Susan Barba/Eghishe Charents
Work

Rika Lesser/Géran Sonnevi
I morkret v roster

Vil

54

40




S
spacetime

Ssan labatabg;

Echo

Silently
ESSAYS

A -
Abriana Jetté
Of Rosanna

Joseph Simmons

Prophecies of

Lindsay Ainip

T] Lt b s :
ne Reality of “Beautiful Unrealness”:
Laura Riding and Poetic Truth

1n “Lucrece and Nara”
POEMS

Yo\ . Q

Dana Senechal

The Book-Gift

Karl Kirchwey

The Composer Handel Is
Twenty-Three Years Old
Phillis Levin

Daffodil After a Storm

Micnaei Auirey
Wooded Isle Sequence

David Yezzi

The Ssvimmer

War in Owen and Yeats

66

70

95

100

102

103

100

Frederick Speers
Grotesguery

Richie Hofmann

COn Rosanna Warren
Tiberius

fosquitoes

Kirun Kapur
To the Grackle

Jeremiah Sears
Porirait of Flowers

Patrick Ryan Frank
Erklirungsnot

Miles Cayman

Folio 1/Folder 27, 1972

Poem

Megan Fernandes
Note
Companion

Michael Rutherglen
Elders

jondml Zandi
Chamber Music

Noah Warren
Talk

CONTRIBUTORS
ACKN OWLEDGEMENTS

111

113

115

Bad Acid Tilp, After Formulation: Articulation,

117
117

119
120

123

125

128

130
135




Diana Senechal
b he Book-Gilt

Once I was almost given a book.
At other times I might have rejoiced
in that very “almost,” that deedless sliver,

as book-gifts, no matter the intent,
~ tend to get shelved away by my dread
that [ won't get around to reading them

- and that my shame will burgeon while
they parch up and I pray to stay unasked,
- “So, what did you think of it?”

‘Thaven’t yet. Soon, I promise!”
But this book I wanted. This book I would
let quaff me like 2 monastery ale.

Penned by the offerer’s uncle—a judge
:ﬂth Mmystical leanings, who sat up late at night
lllnkmg Oh tea and attar, until, like Ishmael,

of 3 gﬁlden age
i* Thmugh the pe

€ring, the gold became present.

long gone. It peered into the ore.

95



I didn’t know this yet, though; I only knew
[ wanted to read it. He offered it twice,
then asked me to remind him, which I did.

When we next met, I asked if he had brought it.

He winced, if I remember. “I'm sorry,
it turns out both copies I have are signed

and dedicated, and it wouldn’t be right

to give you a book inscribed to someone else.
I’ll look around for a clean one for you,”

It might have been more decorous to wait,
but I was on a roll. I went online
and ordered the book. It arrived in three days.

I read it, dazzled, as its disciplines,
eras, thoughts thundered together
in simple sentences, sparse pages,

then read it again, sinking into its secrets.
It had something to say about loss.
More about that later. But first:

I wrote an essay (or rather, a dialogue,
letter, diary) about the book, and sent
it to him, welcoming him to share it

(if he saw fit) with his uncle. “I look forward

to reading your thoughts,” he messaged me.
Weeks went by. I touched it up a little,
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texted, waited,
d it yet. “Sorry,
'!:1.” More slow weeks.

!, y messages later,
naybe I had taken

u. soft demands
ard besides,
lished lightly.

11 1s blank,
roes match?
ance holds?

our nulls,

Tl --.
T -:i

-'ﬂ.:

trusted

ly eager t
S words trem

a1s impending reading:

1 been his wont
drop the matter
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t, seizing

leaping over 1 _
~ then leap .+ had whisked m

. d writing about

.. I’'m on that topic:

by no means means

- jts being no morec
| Though gone now;

that it never was.

,.
}
g

f'in the soul, which wend
' by letting itself take par
-'bthat had their day

s its way to Joy
t even In marvels

AT
ATE

ry book he never quite gave me

L
| me marvel at the loss itself:

‘he rock-ribbed rebellion,

acking of crust, dow
ckoning, the drift of night, the sleep.
e stayed friends, but at a new remove:.

_'_stake was now unmakeable,
ipped. Yet even the tear

it, our fallible swift

' ing a deep-set bulb,

pull out of the shelf

you gave me years ago,
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e to my loss.

.nd cannot be brought back.

n to the I-and-thou,




. 11 1 have long been meaning to reread.
1

't like tossing bread / in a stream,
i+ comfort. A session so bright

wh

nd slow that it put brooding in its place.
1f 1 could steal into the garth of worTies,

| uproot the better qUCStiOHS freesia,

trumpet 11y, gladiolus, chionodoxa,
.4 what of the rose? that too)—and rebed

n here, where tending is of the essence,

cof all the gifts I'd read at last.
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