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CONTEMPORARY BRAZILIAN POETRY, IN THE SINGULAR: GIVING VOICE TO A FEW TONGUES, SILENCING HUNDREDS (IN THE BEST BRAZILIAN STYLE)
 On April 18, 2014 by admin
 We shall eat your dead father, the Maï repeated and repeated.
 They shall cook me in a stone pot, the Maï said.
 They shall eat me once again in the inside-out sky, they said.”
 “Song of the blossoming chestnut tree”, as sung by Kãñïpaye-ro, poet-shaman of the Araweté,
 recorded by Eduardo Viveiros de Castro. My version, from Castro´s Portuguese translation.
 The Maï are the divinities among the Araweté
 Articles of this nature often begin with a series of disclaimers, attempts at justifying its act of
 selection, which is always violent. When working with the past, one can find refuge in the
 canonical choices of previous generations, but dealing with the practice of your contemporaries
 means you must tread shifting grounds, balancing yourself between tectonic plates.
 One of the huge problems in such a task is that Brazil, a country of continental proportions,
 tends to be seen by ourselves and others as “unified”. One language, one culture, much in the
 way we look at other continental-sized countries such as Russia or China, forgetting the myriad
 of “minor” languages spoken in the countries, unprotected by oficialdom, hiding “traditions-
 other”, if you allow me the strange construct.
 This seems particularly forbidding for my present task when I think of Brazil, a territory where
 nothing is more efficient than the agents of the status quo. A Nation-State unified in its territory
 after the independence from Portugal, unlike Hispanic America which broke into several
 republics, because every single rebellion and every single revolution was crushed by a
 centralized Government without mercy. When asked why Brazil enjoys such an image of peace
 when discussed abroad, if I myself constantly talk of its violence, I usually say that this
 phenomenon takes place because at every instance of rebellion, nobody is left alive to tell the
 story.
 I once wrote on the same matter saying that one must escape the danger of discussing
 “contemporary Brazilian poetry” as if “contemporary”, “Brazilian” and “poetry” possessed some
 sort of quidditas, a given essence agreed upon by all. Just to mention this fictive “Brazilianness”,
 Mário de Andrade, an important Modernist poet and theoretician from São Paulo, in the south of
 Brazil, once wrote in a poem about a man, living in the North and having just come home from
 work, ending the poem, called “Discovery”, with the line: “This man is as Brazilian as I am.” But
 are all experiences in the territory as Brazilian as the next one? Carlos Drummond de Andrade
 (1902 – 1987) had already questioned this in a poem apropriately titled “National Anthem”, from
 his first book, saying in its last lines:
 ”Our Brazil is in another world. This is not Brazil.
 No Brazil exists. Would Brazilians however exist?”
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And if they do exist, when have they begun to? Take any school manual for Brazilian Literature
 and the answer will be: 1500, with the “arrival” of the Portuguese, which I will ask your
 permission to rewrite here as the Invasion of the Portuguese. Their choice is political and clear:
 Brazil and Brazilians, and therefore Brazilian poetry, produce and express themselves in
 Portuguese.
 But that lands us right back on the problem of some voices in the midst of much silence. Either
 we consider Brazilian Literary Tradition as beginning in 1822, when the country became
 independent of Portugal, or we must consider the production of signs in that territory from its
 very beginning. After all, German Poetry does not begin in 1871. Again, we are faced with a
 decision which is not only literary, but political.
 Megalomaniac, maybe – but a political choice
 “This is not literary criticism, Ricardo. This is anthropology.”
 a Brazilian poet and friend, reacting to the first draft of this article.
 What Jerome Rothenberg has called Ethnopoetics in his critical work in the United States, has
 only found practitioners in Brazil in the past couple of decades. In anthologies like “Technicians
 of the Sacred” (1968) and “Shaking the Pumpikin: Traditional Poetry of the Indian North
 Americas” (1972), Rothenberg collected poetry from ancient cultures such as the Maya and
 Egyptian, along with poetry from the early 20th century indigenous cultures, creating parallels
 between their language art practices and those of our historical avantgarde which showed us
 the true meaning of what tradition could be, beyond our romantic notions of the “national”, and
 displaying what true historical synchrony could mean to our literary studies.
 This is important to note because when I start discussing a few poets and poetic practices in
 Brazil today, conducted in Portuguese, it must be clear that several traditions are still active in
 Brazil today, in indigenous languages, striving to survive, and this article will have silenced all of
 them.
 Signs on the land
 “La nature est un temple où de vivants piliers
 Laissent parfois sortir de confuses paroles
 L’homme y passe à travers des forêts de symboles
 Qui l’observent avec des regards familiers.”
 Charles Baudelaire, “Correspondances”
 The territory now known as Brazil has been inhabited for at least 10.000 years. The oldest
 human remains found in the country belonged to a woman, nicknamed Luzia, dated roughly
 11.000 years old.
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Cave paintings at Serra da Capivara, Piauí State, Brazil
 These early and primeval inhabitants left us the first “signs” inscribed in the territory. A personal
 favorite of mine, from these early signs, is a painting at Serra da Capivara which other
 romantics like myself have called “The Kiss”.
 Cave painting, “The Kiss”, Serra da Capivara, Piauí, Brazil
 In the Island of Marajó, the Marajoara Civilization developed sometime between the years 800
 and 1200, leaving sophisticated artifacts behind, before disappearing. We know very little about
 them.
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Burian urn from the Marajoara civilization, 1000-1250 AD, American Museum of Natural History.
 In the 1980s, due to the rapid deforestation in the Amazon, hundreds of geoglyphs emerged
 and became visible, after being hidden for centuries under the trees. Thinking of Baudelaire´s
 quotes, one could speak not of a “forest of symbols”, but “symbols under the forest”. Some have
 been dated to 2000 years ago and nobody has been able to ascertain which culture produced
 them, and what purpose they served.
 Geoglyph in the Brazilian state of Acre, in the Amazon
 These geoglyphs are not only apt images for the hidden past traditions in the Brazilian territory,
 but also for the hidden traditions in our times.
 At the time of the Portuguese invasion in 1500, hundreds of languages were spoken in the
 territory, each with its poetry and cosmogony. Today, around 250 of these languages have
 survived, though they are among the most endagered on the planet, some of them spoken by a
 handful of survivors.
 But these traditions, hidden in the autochthonous languages of the country, are hidden even
 from us, mainly for our historical lack of interest and respect for those cultures.
 Some fragments from the ruins we wrought them
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Only recently have we had more access to the poetic tradition of a few autocthonous cultures. If
 I begin my discussion of contemporary Brazilian poems with these texts, it is not because I want
 to present them as “pre-Columbian” art, “before-now”. These poems and songs were collected
 in the past 30 years, sung by poets who are our contemporaries.
 Neither do I wish to work within the dangerous assimilationist mentality which has been so
 disastrous to the autochtonous people in the territory, an official approach which believes Native
 Brazilians should be assimilated into the “general” Brazilian culture, heretofore disappearing. My
 attempt is to show some of the multiplicity of a country so entrenched in its divisions.
 And here all I can do is pay tribute to some translations which have brought a few of these
 traditions closer to us. One importan text to me is the song from which I took my epigraph for
 this article, sung by Kãñïpaye-ro, a poet of the Araweté people, recorded by Eduardo Viveiros
 de Castro in the 1980s. Viveiros de Castro discusses the language and cosmogony of the
 Araweté in his book “From the Enemy’s Point of View: Humanity and Divinity in an Amazonian
 Society”. Brazilian poet Antônio Risério, an important figure for Brazilian ethnopoetics,
 discussed the poeticity of the song at length in an article called “Cannibal words”: especially its
 poliphony, which could be perceived as providing a foothold for our poetics in the polyphonic
 work of some avantgarde writers. There is a constant shifting of voice, at times enunciated by
 the poet, at times by the Gods, at times by dead members of the poet´s family.
 Charles Bicalho has worked and translated songs from the Maxakali, such as the “Sacred Song
 of the Leaf”, composed with an extreme economy of means. The poem-song, which the
 Maxakali call yãmîy in their language, fuses its rhythms with the very movements of nature, in a
 cycle of constant renewal and repetition. The movements of the leaf and the poem as
 interconnected:
 hu yu yux
 hu yu yux
 leaf comes
 flying with
 yãmîy comes
 falling with
 leaf comes
 flying with
 yãmîy comes
 falling with
 hu yu yux
 hu yu yux
 Other invaluable efforts include the work of Pedro Cesarino, who has recently published a
 translation of the “Yawa shõka”, or “Song to attract wild pigs” from the Marubo people.
 Bruna Franchetto is currently working on the translation of female songs from the Kuikuru, and
 Douglas Diegues, an important Brazilian poet living close to the border of Brazil and Paraguay –
 where the Guarani language is still spoken by a significant part of the population, has recently
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published his translation of the “Ayvu Rapyta”, a long and powerful poem from the Mbya
 Guarani.
 Brazilian poetry hasn´t been totally impervious to these traditions. The most important Brazilian
 poet in the XIX century, Joaquim de Sousândrade (1832 – 1902), delved into the Amerindian
 cosmogonies to write his epic “O Guesa” (1884), of which the most famous canto is the highly
 experimental “Wall Street Inferno”, with its babelic poliphony of languages.
 he Wall Street Inferno (1884) – excerpts
 Joaquim de Sousândrade, translated by Odile Cisneros.
 1.
 (Guesa, having traversed the West Indies, believes himself rid
 of the Xeques and penetrates the New-York-Stock-Exchange;
 the Voice, from the wilderness:)
 – Orpheus, Dante, Aeneas, to hell
 Descended; the Inca shall ascend
 = Ogni sp’ranza lasciate,
 Che entrate…
 – Swedenborg, does fate new worlds portend?
 2.
 (Smiling Xeques appear disguised as Railroad-managers,
 Stockjobbers, Pimpbrokers, etc., etc., crying out:)
 – Harlem! Erie! Central! Pennsylvania!
 = Million! Hundred million!! Billions!! Pelf!!!
 – Young is Grant! Jackson,
 Atkinson!
 Vanderbilts, Jay Goulds like elves!
 109.
 (At the roar of Jericho, Hendrick Hudson runs aground; the
 Indians sell the haunted island of Manhattan
 to the Dutch:)
 - The Half-Moon, prow toward China
 Is careening in Tappan-Zee…
 Hoogh moghende Heeren…
 Take then
 For sixty guilders … Yeah! Yeah!
 110.
 (Photophone-stylographs  sacred right to self-defense:)
 – In the light the humanitarian voice:
 Not hate; rather conscience, intellection;
 Not pornography
 Isaiah’s prophecy
 In Biblical vivisection!
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118.
 (Apocalyptic visions… slanderous ones:)
 – For, ‘the Beast having bear’s feet,’
 In God we trust is the Dragon
 And the false prophets
 Bennetts
 Tone, th’ Evolutionist and Theologian!
 175.
 (Practical swindlers doing their business; self-help Atta-Troll:)
 Let the foreigner fall helpless,
 As usury won’t pay, the pagan!
 = An ear to the bears a feast,
 Caressing beasts,
 Mahmmuhmmah, mahmmuhmmah, Mammon.
 This attempt at a dialogue also left a mark on the works of Raul Bopp (1898 – 1984) and
 Oswald de Andrade (1890 – 1954), two important Modernists from the Group of 1922. Among
 contemporary poets, apart from Douglas Diegues (b. 1965), Sérgio Medeiros (n. 1959) has also
 worked with these traditions in his own poetry, as in his book “Totens” (2012), and in his
 translation of the Mayan text of the “Popol Vuh”. The word “totem” has a powerful ring in
 Brazilian poetics, going back to Oswald de Andrade, who wrote in his “Anthropophagic
 Manifesto”:
 “The permanent transformation of tabus into totems”
 André Vallias seemed to have followed that lead in his recent “Totem”, a sound and visual poem
 which names the numerous tribes currently fighting for survival in Brazil, against the genocidal
 industrialization plans of the Brazilian Government.
  
 André Vallias, “Totem”
  The crimes being perpetrated by the Brazilian Government today against the indigenous
 peoples have awakened several intelectuals and writers to these traditions. In a recent
 anthology, for the first time a series of Amerindian Songs were also collected among other
 historical Brazilian poets, including texts from the Araweté, the Bororo, the Kashinawá, the
 Marubo, the Mbya Guarani and the Maxakali. But there certainly is still much to be done.
 Voices rise in the midst of genocides
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“Oriki Orixá”, translations by Antônio Risério of the “orikis”, Yorubá songs to invoke the Orixás
 (Yoruba divinities)
 While diligently continuing the genocide of the Amerindians begun by the Portuguese, Brazil
 embarked on its next genocidal enterprise, becoming the country which most kidnapped and
 enslaved Africans in the world. No country in the Americas had a larger slave population, with
 statistics speaking of numbers that range from 3 to 5 million men and women. The United
 States, for example, kidnapped and enslaved half a million. These African people, coming from
 various tribes, brought with them their languages, poetry, dance and Gods. Thanks to them,
 under the monotheistic surface of the country still bubbles the polytheism of their ancestors.
 In the midst of the horrors of slavery, they gave the country not only some of its most powerful
 folk traditions, but left their mark – already in the XIX century – in Literature, as in the poems of
 Cruz e Sousa (1861 – 1898), a son of slaves who became our most important symbolist poet
 and comparable only to Sousândrade in the period; and the great Machado de Assis (1839 –
 1908), to many the most important writer ever born in Brazil – a grandson of slaves.
 The sung poetry of Brazil is unthinkable without their contribution. Some of the cultural
 expressions most closely associated with the country today come from their experience – the
 religion of Candomblé, the various music forms such as samba and choro. And yet, most of
 these poetic and cosmogonic expressions were still forbidden by law in Brazil up to the 1930s.
 The samba poets, as we call them, gave us a modern oral tradition which still enlivens our
 poetics. I would have to mention three of them here: Noel Rosa (1910 – 1937, a white man),
 and the great Angenor de Oliveira (1908 – 1980), better known as Cartola; and Antonio Candeia
 (1935 – 1978), better known as Candeia, who were not only great musicians, but oral poets of
 subtlety, irony and sophistication.
 Cartola, “O Mundo é um Moinho/The World is a Mill”
 It is still early, love
 You have not yet begun to know life
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And you announce it´s departure time
 Not knowing what path will guide you
 Heed my words, darling
 Though I know you made up your mind
 In every corner falls a little of your life
 And soon you shall not be who you are
 Pay attention, dear
 The world is a grinding mill
 It will crush your petty dreams
 Reduce your illusions to smithereens
 Pay attention, my sweetheart
 From each love you shall inherit just cynicism
 Before you know it, you will face the abyss
 An abyss you carved with your own feet
 In contemporary practices, the heritage of the African poetic tradition can be felt in the work of
 three poets, among others: Ricardo Aleixo (b. 1960), Edimilson de Almeida Pereira (b. 1963)
 and Leo Gonçalves (b. 1975).
 Aleixo is one of the most important performance and sound poets in Brazil today, drawing both
 from the Concrete Poetry movement of the 1950s and the International Sound Poetry
 avantgarde, to which in the last years he has merged his sensibility with the Afro-Brazilian
 traditions of performance and vocal textualization. The result, to me, has been one of the most
 powerful examples of the synchrony moving through various traditions: through the body of
 poets. In his “Poemanto/Poemantle”, dressed in a mantle sewn by himself with words from his
 texts, he performs a ritual that reconnects Brazilian poetry both to the African traditions as to
 avangarde performance practices of the 1960s. This connects him as well to the great Brazilian
 artist Arthur Bispo do Rosário (1925 – 1989).
 Ricardo Aleixo, performance with the “Poemantle”.
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Ricardo Aleixo, visual poem
 Schlangenkopf
 Ricardo Aleixo
 die schlange verschlingt den eigenen schwanz. die schlange denkt, sie verschlinge den
 eigenen 
 schwanz. die schlange denkt ja nur, dass sie den eigenen schwanz verschlingt. die schlange 
 verschlingt den eigenen schwanz, der denkt. die schlange verschlingt den eigenen
 schwebenden 
 schwanz. die schlange denkt, der eigne schwanz schlingt. die schlange denkt mit dem eigenen
 kopf. 
 die schlange träumt, sie simuliere ihr eigenes zischeln. die schlange träumt, eine andre
 schlange zu 
 sein, die den eignen traum und das zischeln nur simuliert. die schlange denkt und zischelt
 hinein in 
 den dschungel. die schlange träumt, sie denke, und denke im traum, dass schlangen träumen.
 die 
 schlange denkt, sie träume und im traum denkt sie, dass schlangen denken. die schlange 
 verschlingt, ohne zu denken, das, was ihr gelingt. die schlange denkt, sie verschlingt ihre
 eigene ur
 sache. die schlange denkt und schlingt in eigener sache. die schlange verschlingt nur, was sie
 denkt. 
 die schlange denkt, dass sie denkt, und verschlingt, was sie denkt. die schlange verschlingt,
 was sie 
 denkt und verschlingt. die schlange denkt, was die schlange denkt. solange denkt sich die
 schlange 
 als schlange. die schlange denkt sich, solange sie ist, was sie denkt. die schlange denkt, was 
 schlangen denken. die schlange verschlingt, was die schlange denkt. die schlange verschlingt,
 was 
 schlangen verschlingen. die schlange verschlingt, was ihr gelingt. die schlange denkt, sich zu
 ver
 schlingen. die schlange schlingt ohne zu denken, was ihr gelingt. die schlange verschlingt ohne
 zu 
 denken, was sie verschlingt oder was ihr gelingt. die schlange verschlingt, was sie verschlingt.
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die 
 schlange schlingt, solang es ihr gelingt. die schlange denkt nur das wort schlange nicht. die
 schlange 
 schluckt das wort schlange nur nicht. der schlange gelingt, was ihr gelingt, ohne worte. die
 schlange 
 verschlingt, was ihr gelingt, ohne angemessene worte. die schlange misst von hinten bis vorn
 den 
 eigenen kopf. die schlange vollstreckt das eigene urteil. die schlange verschlingt den eigenen
 kopf.
 (Deutsche Fassung von Barbara Köhler. Die Übersetzung entstand im Rahmen des
 Übersetzungsworkshops Versschmuggel des Poesiefestivals Berlin 2012)
 §
 Edimilson de Almeida Pereira is one of the most important professors and researchers of the
 Afro-Brazilian poetic tradition, and his
 work is among the strongest in the country, drawing both from this tradition as from other
 melopea-based practices in 20th century poetry.
 Poems by Edimilson de Almeida Pereira:
 Visitation
 The horse of all questioning will bend my body
 to the ground. Perhaps your reason and sadness
 will comfort me. Once the sun burned; now
 it murmurs a lament of flame and cloud. Your life
 is no longer and forever settled on the beginning
 of the world. I am the horse and also its negation.
 Your peace leaves me apprehensive. Your head
 spins, your baggage of changeable mirrors: you
 didn’t even come out, O know one on speaking legs.
 §
 Destinations
 Time dealt the cards on the policemen’s ribs. No, there
 is no truth – only hypocrisy and violate clay. I turned
 myself into a dog in the red dawns. And there I felt
 the misery of the impossible forms. Demons are as
 impersonal as masks of ash. I will turn into mercy
 first, and then into reckless abandon. Destiny amuses
 me, my feather of sunflowers lacerates me.
 §
 Praying Mantis
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The hunter prays for the visceras’s innocence. Prays
 to me, creator of the world, bruising and adored prince.
 For whom sacrifices are little comfort. The piece of the
 last vegetable request your prayers – the last piece,
 remember. My thirst is the promise: O hunter! O hunter!
 Are you not my sacrifice? Give me your suffering. The
 lit bones of purification.
 §
 Circle of singers
 To hear in your whirling and return the force that speaks to us:
 only one was lost; this is how we came.
 Who else? The rhythm recovers us; the one which is the most
 behind will be the one least absent. Your other life rolls in
 this brief one. Your body over our soul dances until it bursts.
 §
 The dancer
 Time above the banners.
 What remains is the fire and shining,
 always a risk.
 The pain does not threaten the body.
 The sweat is old, and life
 advances toward the morning.
 Time and its heel
 are mysterious the way my steps
 are my body’s celebration.
 I recite the religion of calluses.
 §
 Leo Gonçalves, born in 1975 (all three poets were born in the state of Minas Gerais), continues
 this tradition within my generation, producing textual, performance and sound poetry, along with
 a steady work of translation into Portuguese of poets such as Aimé Césaire, Edouard Glissant,
 Birago Diop and Tchicaya U Tam´si.
  
 Language of Aruanda
 Leo Gonçalves
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my grandmother who was the daughter of a daughter
 my grandmother who was the grandma of a grandma
 stuttered and sang as a young girl
 a song lost in the farthest away
 a song that I myself still sing by heart
 not knowing what it means
 unsure if I sing it right
 I know that when I sing
 my body hums
 my blood flows
 and there isn’t an evil eye that survives
 this ancient song
 that my ancestors carved in the echo
 of my grandparents’ voices
  
  
 Performance: voice and body, presence and video
 As the performance roots of Brazilian poetry lie on the bosom of subjugated peoples, the
 Amerindians and Africans, it may not come as a surprise that it remains an underground force in
 contemporary practice. Joined by the Iberian troubadour tradition, it has created one of the
 healthiest oral traditions in the Americas, ranging from the repentista tradition in the Northeast to
 the samba poets of Rio de Janeiro, Belo Horizonte, Salvador and São Paulo. Debates on
 whether the sung poetry of the country should be considered “literature” still bore us to death to
 this day. But with the advent of the Internet, things are clearly changing. Ricardo Aleixo and Leo
 Gonçalves, mentioned in the previous section, work in that field. Marcelo Sahea (b. 1971) is
 another example of poet who has been operating in the textual field through sound and
 performance. Poets born in the 1980s slowly join forces with these other voices and mark a
 clear critical shift in poetic practice and perception. Brazilian video artists from the 1960s and
 1970s are rediscovered and become references to poets, as in the case of Letícia Parente
 (1930 – 1991) and Geraldo Anhaia Mello (1955 – 2010).
 Letícia Parente, “Registered Trademark” (1975)
 §
 Geraldo Anhaia Mello, “The situation” (1978). The text is simply the repetition of “The political,
 economic, cultural and social situation in Brazil”, while the artist gets drunk on cachaça.
 Poets like Marília Garcia (b. 1979), Érica Zíngano (b. 1978), Reuben da Cunha Rocha (b.
 1984), Tazio Zambi (b. 1985), Luca Argel (b. 1988) and Victor Heringer (b. 1988) have been
 producing oral poems with the support of video. Poetry as genre becomes quite indeterminate in
 some cases. Their practices range from the vocalization of what I like to call “analytical lyricism”,
 as in Garcia and Zíngano, to conceptual poems like “Ficção”, by Luca Argel.
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Luca Argel, “Ficção/Fiction” (2012)
  
 §
  
 Victor Heringer, “Mom used to read the future in sugar” (2012)
  
 [Caliban:]
 In the midst of a tempest, on the top of a mountain, Shakespeare created the word “dream.”
 Before him, men dedicated time to interpreting them, the dreams, not the word “dream.”
 Men also used to incubate dreams to foresee the future – men´s future, not of dreams nor of the
 word “dream.”
 Some say Shakespeare made things even more confusing by inventing the word “dream.”
 Some say the opposite.
 If men had foreseen the future of the word “dream,” they would have seen
 the lottery,
 the jackpot,
 the sweepstakes,
 the Hot Lotto,
 the MegaDollars,
 the gambling in Vegas: a probable tempest.
 And they would say: thus is the life of men, not the life of dreams nor of the word “dream.”
 The word “dream” when read in a specific frequency, sounds like this: [Sound of the word
 “dream” as interpreted by a program converting image into sound] (Pause) It is clear that the
 word “dream” (not the dreams or men) does not sound good. Nobody using the word “dream”
 nowadays goes unpunished. Some say it is kitsch. Books and poems with the word “dream” in
 their title sell badly. To survive, their authors try the lottery, the jackpot, the sweepstakes, the
 Hot Lotto, the MegaDollars, gambling in Vegas. The candy called Dream sells well because it is
 edible.
 [Choir]
 Mom used to read the future in sugar.
 Mom ate mud.
 How beautiful our mountain was!
 Caliban wants to know why men applaud the sunset
 and change the course of rivers.
 (…)
 §
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 Reuben da Cunha Rocha, “Nailbox”, performance in England (2012)
  
  
 “z de zero / z in zero” – Reuben da Cunha Rocha a.k.a. cavaloDADA + Tazio Zambi
 Text & video: Reuben da Cunha Rocha a.k.a. cavaloDADA / Sound: Tazio Zambi
  
 z) since the invention of trains things have been far ahead of words:
 no + use calling them by name <<< to grasp sm thng in the sea of
 transgenic gello of the real it would be necessary to give up vanity
 which is labeling stamping cardboard boxes in alphabetical order <<<
 instead look at what they are how they smell function these
 terrestrial bodies territories tumults in each rotation out of thmslvs
 <<< see thngs as they are: forever unknown <<< that christian marclay
 track made solely of vinyl crackling processed eletrnkll <<< in “more
 encores” he manipulates vinyls e.g. from strauss chopin john zorn
 louis armstrong jimi hendrix maria callas and overlays instigatingly
 2ways of hearing causing the listener to oscillate <<< fluctuations in
 perception´s tone <<< to hear how the bee´s thousand eyes see <<<
 octopus vibrations <<< to tell the truth, i spent years listening to
 alva noto (the german visual/sound artist) thinking it was japanese
 electronic music <<< 1day i heard him say he had run out of working
 material and decided to experiment with sounds: not a matter of music
 but to find 1new code to create 1 knows not what <<< what about the
 textualities of a wooden splinter a cutter a hairy cloud of 1 cunt?
 <<< inhuman doses of electronic music have kept me for years
 suspicious of any type of identitary proposals <<< for me it became a
 matter of discovering inscriptions and not sitting writing wanting to
 grasp too stable categories poet writer even artist <<< i prefer djs:
 who scratched the vinyl till they came up with turntablism, ethereal
 vinyl sculpture, 1art on the margins of hip-hop etc. <<< or e. e.
 cunnilingus cummings acrobat with typewriter and ink <<< alva noto
 sculpts the wave´s design directly into the computer (non musical
 mediation for his art of music making) sound sculpture / science <<<
 allen ginsberg made all of “the fall of america” on a taperecorder
 while traveling by car train plane through the 1970´s usa <<< exu of
 the seven crossroads <<< when josé agrippino de paula looked for jorge
 bodanzky to make “III world hitler” he (agrippino) said “i have 1
 movie in my mind but i know shit about technical apparatuses” <<<
 which means knowing nothing about cinema: and yet <<< the pixadores
 are the only contemporary artists (apart from hackers and skaters) who
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maintain their status as criminals but they could only gain from
 knowing who josé roberto aguilar is <<< transmedia pixo <<< archaic
 imagination´s futurism <<< bodanzky already worked with cinema every
 end of the month he would take agrippino filmroll leftovers <<< they
 would leave with pieces of film to improvise with actors <<< the codes
 of each art proliferate as in rabbits breeding, which makes me doubt
 the possibility to keep saying e.g. photography theater poetry <<<
 genre is a ghost as is the newspaper <<< many creators are far ahead
 of the categories in contemporary art <<< how would you like to define
 yourself in case you were björk oiticica dj spooky? to tell the truth
 i wouldn´t even like to have a name <<< z in zero
 §
  
  
 it’s a love story and it’s about an accident
 by Marília Garcia, as translated by Hilary Kaplan
 at first, a frozen scene
 a finger lands on the glass,
 the screen trills.
 do you remember
 what you said then? did you yell? did it hurt?
 do you remember what happened?
 the bend, the rain, bright bang.
 (then she ended,
 sent to belfast)
 do you remember what you said
 as the car skidded?
 three hours waiting in the rain,
 the bend, the blast, remember?
 you between the steel frames
 asking what happened.
 (but that was an accident
 about a love story.)
 love, you say, is a special effect
 you think you’ve seen it all
 but when the lights come on
 the blind spots spread:
 an ocean trench, a cloud
 away and a city called Glass
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or Vertex
 Volpi or Verdi
 love is someone getting into
 your hand’s geometry
 just then you cross the corridor
 this is no longer between us
 from where the labored timbre of your voice
 (inside the poem
 you feel the laboring effect
 and all the whys echo
 in a conch shell)
 that’s love, you say,
 not a crow but a red raincoat
 hanging on a window, come from another poem
 to play on your screen.
 it’s you eating the yellow left
 after the blast.
 love is a look that stains
 the retina in an emergency
 a grey eye that trembles
 when you cross hemispheres.
 “it’s hard to look
 directly at
 things” they are too
 bright or too dark.
 two-thirds of this country is made out of water
 every time you turn around, a
 drowning.
 just a dive,
 said the image. let’s see the desert,
 walk around the center of the universe?
 but this is a dictionary
 and it’s about a love story.
 -
 love story, a-z
 a finger lands on the glass
 a grey eye that trembles
 about a love story
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after the blast
 an ocean trench
 and all the whys
 and it’s about a love story
 as the car skidded
 asking what happened
 at first
 away
 bright
 but that was an accident
 but this is a dictionary
 but when the lights come on
 do you remember
 do you remember what happened
 do you remember what you said
 directly
 drowning
 every time you turn around
 from where the labored timbre of your voice
 hanging on a window
 in a conch shell
 inside the poem
 it’s hard to look
 it’s you eating
 just a dive
 just then you cross the corridor
 love, you say, is a special effect
 love is a look
 love is someone getting into
 not a crow but a red raincoat
 or vertex
 said the image
 sent to belfast
 that’s love, you say
 the bend, the blast, remember
 the bend, the rain, bright bang
 the blind spots spread
 the retina in an emergency
 the screen trills
 then she ended
 things
 this is no longer between us
 three hours waiting in the rain
 to play on your screen
 two-thirds of this country is made out of water
 volpi or verdi
 walk around the center of the universe
 what you said then
 when you cross hemispheres
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you between the steel frames
 you feel the laboring effect
 you think you’ve seen it all
 your hand’s geometry
  
 Second Part of Three
 One could say that Brazilian Poetry in Portuguese was born between the Sign of the Cross and songs of scorn. The Sign of the Cross was well represented by the priest and important writer Antonio Vieira, but our first great poet to write in Portuguese was Gregório de Matos (1636 – 1696), the amazing satirist, though he himself also produced much devotional work in religious sonnets. His work which seems most alive to us today, however, is his satyrical work. Today studied as part of our Baroque Literature, he is very interesting for our discussion of contemporary poetry for many reasons. Gregório de Matos, who was known as Hell´s Mouth because of his satyrical songs, paid for his sharp tongue with exile. His poems show us that our contemporary hypocrisy, Government corruption and violence have a long tradition, since Colonial times. One must note here, sadly, that even his work is at times stained by the racism of his times.As the forerunner of Brazilian Literature in Portuguese, Gregório de Matos´s satyrical works and his language experimentation in several other texts begin a strong lineage of Brazilian poetry and prose – the satirical and scathing political criticism in which some of our strongest writers have excelled, from Tomás Antonio Gonzaga in his “Cartas Chilenas” in the 18th century, to 19th century writers like the great novelist Machado de Assis (1939 – 1908), or the playright and nonsense poet Qorpo-Santo (1829 – 1883), a forerunner of the 20th century surrealist and absurd poets – a man who was deemed crazy by his family but went on writing texts that would have made him a great friend to Alfred Jarry & Co.. Or yet Luiz Gama (1830 – 1882), a son of slaves who became an important lawyer and abolitionist, and directed his sharp tongue against the racism and violence of the society of his days.
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Gregório de Matos´s experimentation at times with indigenous words in his poems also point later to Joaquim de Sousândrade and his “Wall Street Inferno” (see the first part of this article), though as Eduardo Sterzi has pointed out to me, there is a marked difference: the indigenous cultures are never presented as heroic in Gregório de Matos, the way they would be in Sousândrade and other poets of the 19th century.And last but not least, in his very Baroque practice of appropriating texts from other writers (especially Spanish authors like Luís de Gôngora and Francisco de Quevedo), Gregório de Matos also appears to us as a forerunner for many contemporary poetic practices and estrategies which deal with text appropriation today. This can be felt in contemporary Brazilian poetry in many ways, used by a myriad of very different poets.
 National Tradition and Identity
 Like in Germany, where the obsession of a “national tradition” begins with the Romantics, it was in the 19th century, after the Independence from Portugal, that the Brazilian Romantic movement strove to create a “Brazilian Literature”, as a closed system. This would have consequences in literary criticism in the country for a long time.But our first generation of modern writers, who came to maturity in the last two decades of the 19th century (and early 20th), would direct their eyes to Brazilian politics and society, creating some of our most powerful texts and the most scathing critiques the country had ever received. That was a first powerful generation to consistently create important works which could only have been written in Brazil, and yet had an undeniable international quality. In novels such as “The Posthumous Memoirs of Brás Cubas” (1881), by Machado de Assis; in the violent “The Atheneum” (1893), by Raul Pompeia; in the anti-epic “Os Sertões” (1902), by Euclides da Cunha – translated in the U.S. by Samuel Putnam as “Rebellion in the Backlands” and in Germany by Berthold Zilly as “Krieg im Sertão” – a report on the Canudos War, the bloodiest civil war in Brazil; in “The Sad Fate of Policarpo Quaresma” (1915), by Lima Barreto, in which a Brazilian nationalist who wishes the country would speak Tupy and have an independent and isolated culture, meets a sad end;
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or in poems by Joaquim de Sousândrade, Cruz e Sousa and Luiz Gama, Brazil is portrayed in its violence, racism and most enduring conflicts.In the work of the Group of 1922, who rebelled against the literary establishment of their day and began a body of work created in the language spoken by the people, without archaisms, steering away from European tradition, this drive for a National literature, though often critical of the Brazilian elite, seems to us today way too often celebratory. It is with these modernist writers and thinkers that the concept of a racial democracy and miscigenation as a value, superior to the European fictitious notions of purity, became the foundational myth of the country for decades to come.These writers were naturally also very critical towards the country, and here I must once again be thankful to Eduardo Sterzi for pointing out several instances in their work, such as Oswald de Andrade´s “Poems of the colonization” from the 1920s:LevantOswald de AndradeIt is said a bunch were hangedAnd the skulls in spikesOf the uninhabited farmMeowed at nightIn the wind from the bush
  
 And as Sterzi reminded me, Mário de Andrade ends his experimental novel “Macunaíma” (1928) with the massacre of the indians, only an parrot left alive to tell the story.This is not the place to discuss the extremely complex and controversial ideas surrounding the mixed-race origin of the country, which fostered some of the most brilliant works in Brazilian writing from the 1920s to the 1940s. A required reading here would be the monumental work by Gilberto Freyre, “Casa Grande & Senzala” (Manor House and Slave Quarter, 1933), published in the United States as “The Masters and The Slaves”.

Page 22
						

Gilberto Freyre, cover of one of the American editions of “The Masters and The Slaves”
 What seems problematic to me, personally, is their (apparent) belief in the possibility of a unified culture, a “foundational myth” which is at the heart of every national epic. But as Wars with the Other have often been at the center of the foundational epics of other cultures, in Brazil such texts have always had to draw from Wars Within: as in the anti-epic of Euclides da Cunha on the Brazilian civil war in Canudos (from 1895 to 1897), with the massacre of the rebels camped in the city of Canudos, or as Sterzi points out, in Mário de Andrade´s foundational myth in “Macunaíma”, with a massacre of indians. Because any foundational myth for a country like Brazil will have to be forged in fraternal violence, brothers against brothers, brothers against sisters. Brazil is one huge common grave.This is why the myth of a racial democracy, or Darcy Ribeiro´s belief in Brazil as a future Tropical Rome, has been an extremely conflicting notion in Brazilian culture since then, as the Government appropriates such ideas for propaganda and it is often presented as a peaceful process when it was engendered in the extremely violent relationship between the Indian, African and European peoples and their heritages, which undoubtedly form the country and its culture.But nevertheless Oswald de Andrade remains one of the most important and influential writers of that group, who in his “Anthropophagic Manifesto” (1928) would give as a recipe for the creation of a genuine Brazilian culture by “eating foreign influences and digesting it in artifacts of our own”, based on
 http://www.babelsprech.org/wp-content/uploads/2014/04/gilberto-freyre.jpg
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the ritual cannibalism of certain Brazilian tribes, as the Kaetés, who believed one could assimilate the best qualities of an enemy by eating them.Anthropophagic Manifesto (excerpts)Oswald de AndradeOnly anthropophagy unites us. Socially. Economically. Philosophically.The world’s one and only law. Masked expression of all individualisms, of all
 collectivisms. Of all religions. Of all peace treaties.
 Tupi, or not Tupi, that is the question.
 Against all catechizations. And against the mother of the Gracchi.I am only interested in what is not mine. Law of man. Law of the anthropophagus.We are tired of all the distrustful Catholic husbands put in drama. Freud finished off the woman-enigma and other dreads of printed psychology.The one thing that trampled over truth was clothing, the impermeable layer between the inner world and the outer world. Reaction against the clad man. American movies will tell.Children of the sun, mother of the living. Fiercely met and loved, with all the hypocrisy of longing, by immigrants, slaves and tourists. In the country of the great snake.That is because we never had grammars or collections of old plants. And we never knew what was urban, suburban, frontier and continental. Loafers on the world map of Brazil.A participating consciousness, a religious rhythmics.(…)Joy is the real proof.In the matriarchy of Pindorama.Against Memory as source of habit. The personal experience made anew.We are concretists. Ideas take hold, react, burn people in public squares. Let us suppress ideas and other paralyses. For routes. To believe in signs, to believe in instruments and stars.Against Goethe, the mother of the Gracchi, and the Court of Don John VI.But there came no crusaders. There came fugitives from a civilization we are eating up, because we are as strong and as vengeful as the Tortoise.
 Naturally this has been the way cultures formed since immemorial time, Portugal itself being a product of Roman
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and then Arab civilizations in the territory, which left their indelible marks in the culture – a mixed-race culture itself, like any European country. Our language itself, Portuguese, is a fruit of such process, with its Latin and Arab marks.But this has been extremely important as a program for the poets and artists of the post-war era in Brazil, who inherited these conflicts. The Concrete Poetry movement rescued the work of Oswald de Andrade from oblivion and was the first to accept some of his challenges, especially his idea that Brazilian artists should now export culture instead of importing it, and to create it in a critical way, digesting both national and foreign artifacts.
 Décio Pignatari, “beba coca cola”
 Some of the most brilliant responses to these questions were given by Brazilian artists in the 1960s, such as the ones who formed the Tropicalist Movement, and also artists like Hélio Oiticica and Lygia Clark.
 Caetano Veloso – “Tropicália”
 §
 “H.O.”, movie by Ivan Cardoso about Hélio Oiticica (English subtitles)
 Brazil, which had been developing an extremely strong body of work, at the same time Brazilian and international, as we see in the poetry of João Cabral de Melo Neto, in the architecture of Oscar Niemeyer, in the music of João Gilberto, in the art of Alfredo Volpi, in the Concrete Poetry movement, with the Tropicalists and other artists of the 1960s, would be engulfed by a bloody Military Dictatorship in 1964, which exiled many of these artists, killed thousands and cut short this period of intense creation and political debate, making other strategies necessary for the next two decades.Contemporary Brazilian poets and artists, who came to the scene after the end of the Dictatorship, would inherit these
 http://www.babelsprech.org/wp-content/uploads/2014/04/pignatari-coca-cola.jpg
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questions and dilemmas, and would have to find very particular ways to deal with these traditions and practices. For them, satire, conceptual theory and identity would have to be met head-on, but without dichotomies. In that sense, they are just as much inheritors of Oswald de Andrade. Today, however, I like to think of Mexican artist Pablo León de la Barra´s proposal of a slight twist in Oswald de Andrade´s program: Make your enemy eat you (and this stands here as a warn to you, dear reader). 
 The Satyrical I
 Contemporary poetry in Brazil has often drawn its strength from this satyrical tradition. As also from the Goliards, nonsense and DADA, some of the best contemporary Brazilian poets have joined forces with these practices. This can be seen in the works of many poets, with very different estrategies: Ricardo Aleixo (b. 1960), Pádua Fernandes (b. 1971), Veronica Stigger (b. 1973), Angélica Freitas (b. 1973), Marcus Fabiano Gonçalves (b. 1973), Eduardo Sterzi (b. 1973), Fabiano Calixto (b. 1973), Paulo Ferraz (b. 1974), Dirceu Villa (b. 1975), Érica Zíngano (b. 1980), Fabiana Faleiros (b. 1980), or Ismar Tirelli Neto (b. 1985), to mention a few.[MAKELLOSES GEBISS, hör mir gut zu:]Angélica FreitasMAKELLOSES GEBISS, hör mir gut zu:du bringst es nicht weit.tomaten sind es und zwiebeln, die uns stärkenund erbsen und möhren, du makelloses gebiss.ja, stimmt, shakespeare ist auch nicht schlechtaber was ist mit roter rübe, chicoree und kresse?mit reis, bohnen und kohl?strahlezähnchen, das rind das du isstgraste gestern auf feld & flur. und du am quengelndas fleisch sei zu zäh.zu zäh ist das leben, du makelloses gebiss.aber iss nur, iss alles was dir zwischen die zähne kommt,vergiss diesen schwatzund nix wie rein mit dem besteck.
 §

Page 26
						

was dem geiger durch den Kopf ging, bei dem der tod die blässe noch betonte als er mit seinem schwarzen haarschopf und seiner stradivari beim großen flugzeugunglück von gestern abstürzteAngélica Freitascedeeich denke an béla bártokich denke an rita leeich denke an die stradivariund was meine karriere michalles gekostet hatund jetzt versagt die turbineund jetzt bricht die kabine entzweiund jetzt fällt das ganze gerümpel aus den gepäckfächernund ich falle auchschön und bleich mit meinem schwarzen haarschopfmeine geige an die brust gedrücktder typ vor mir betetich denke nurcedeeich denke an stravinskian den bart von klaus kinskian die nase von karabtchevskyan ein gedicht von joseph brodskydas ich einst lasunversehrte damen lösen sie den gurtwas ist der boden so schön & und schon kommt er näheronetwothree
 §ich schlafe mit mir/ auf dem bauch liegend schlaf ich mit mir/ auf der rechtenseite liegend schlaf ich mit mir/ ich schlafe mit mir und umarme mich selbst/keine nacht ist so lang dass ich nicht mit mir schlafe/ wie ein troubadour der
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an die laute sich klammert schlaf ich mit mir/ ich schlafe mit mir untermsternenhimmel/ ich schlafe mit mir während andere geburtstag feiern/ ichschlafe mit mir manchmal mit brille/ und selbst im dunkeln weiß ich ich schlafemit mir/ und wer mit mir schlafen will muss neben mir schlafen(Poems by Angélica Freitas translated by Odile Kennel, in Rilke Shake und andere Gedichte, Luxbooks, 2011)
 §Ballade vom fliegenden HeilkräuterhändlerDirceu Villawarum vertäust du, fliegender Händleram Sonnenuntergang dein blaues Gebetvon Frühe und Federn, von Stroh und von Tauvon Buntglas und Glitzern in Dosen?und wie ein Traum beleben sich Blättersaugen an Furchen Fasern Adernein Sprießen, ein Knistern hallt widerflackert nicht, haftet Blüte um Blüte an der Struktur:dies hier befestigt sich wie ein Seil, atmetverschwindet im Innern, Flaniern ohne Füßenur Fließen, oh Wolkengewächs – Amulett aus Steintrifft auf Brust, auf olivgrünes Tattoodie rustikalen Räder der Dämmerung ratternwas für ein Lachen, sanftes Gelb durch die ScheibeHände wie rissige Erde, Fingernagelgalgantfliegende Heilkräutertiere pflanzt dupflückst im Grünen Insekten und Feuerniemand, nicht mal ein Mysterium bewahrtganze Kontinente in einem Rauchwolkenkörperin einem Hauch Spiralen aus flüssiger göttlicherGeometrie auf dem Grund der Tasse verdampfender Duftwarum erntest du, fliegender HändlerJahreszeiten, trocknest Knospengesammelte Falter auf Nadeln?(Translated by Odile Kennel, published in the Neuer Rundschau 124. Jahrgang 2013, Heft 3)
 §Auszug aus einer Kritik in einer SonntagsbeilagePaulo Ferraz
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I. (der Künstler: ein Porträt)Die Vernissage des 32-jährigenJ.G.C. am Donnerstag machtdeutlich, dass hier eingroßer, wahrhaft zeitgemäßerKünstler am Werk ist. Dieletzten 12 Jahre widmeteer sich Workshops, Kursen,Reisen und Ausstellungsbe-suchen, und so konntesein Werk reifen und hebtsich deshalb von der fürDuchamps Doppelgängerso typischen Naivität ab,beherrscht der Künstlerdoch Raum und Materiemeisterhaft, zeugt vongroßer suggestiver Kraftund ruft bei dem mit derabgebildeten Realitätkaum oder gar nicht ver-trauten Publikum in-existente Gefühle hervor.
 II. (der Künstler: Selbstdarstellung)Von 20 bis 30 habe ich in Europa
 studiert, eine intensive und
 lehrreiche Zeit, aber entscheidend
 für meinen Stil waren die zwei
 Jahre nach meiner Rückkehr,
 ich habe Monate auf der Straße
 und in Favelas verbracht, hatte
 mit Leuten in Sozialwohnungen,
 Hütten oder der Gosse zu tun,
 ich kenne sie und ihre Hunde
 beim Namen, am Ende habe ich mich
 sogar wie einer von ihnen gefühlt.
 III (das Werk: Konzept)Vor dem Hintergrund dieserbizarren Erfahrung schleppteer säckeweise Blechdosen in
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die Galerie, Stapel von Pappe(zum Anfassen für das Publikum)und zwei Leiterwagen, die jedernach Belieben herumschiebendarf. Die Szenerie ist auf ihreganz eigene Art vergnüglich:Es wird viel gelacht, zumal dieakademischen Muskeln dem kilo-schweren Müll allzu oft nichtgewachsen sind. Auch die übrigenExponate gewinnen in diesemUniversum der Ausgeschlossenennoch an Tiefe: Betonbänke(-betten), übersäht mit Ex-krementen, alte Stofffetzen,zum Trocknen in die Sonne ge-hängt (einem Flutlichtstrahler)– Fackeln in den Ritzen führendurch den Raum –, kerosin-getränkte Decken, die nur aufein Streichholz warten, und in derMitte eine authentische Baracke,in die zehn Besucher passen.Darin: alte Matratzen, Brettervor den Mauerritzen (wer auf-merksam hinschaut, bemerkt dieunterschiedliche Beschaffenheitder zahllosen Bretter), Töpfe,in denen Reste kleben, vor Schmutzstarrende Wäsche – alles ziemlichunhygienisch. Der Besuch dauerthöchstens zwei Minuten, und alleswirkt so echt, dass sich bei derVernissage einige übergeben mussten.Damit hatte J.G.C. gerechnet, wusstendoch die Besucher so wenig wie er,was unbewohnbar bedeutet.
 IV. (Schlussbemerkung)Die vormaligen Bewohnererhielten für die Barackeund ihren Inhalt ein-
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schließlich der Kleidungeinen fairen Preis, der esder Familie ermöglichte,aufs Land zurückzukehren,von wo die Bedauernswertennie hätten weggehen sollen.Sollten Sie neugieriggeworden sein, jedoch desDrecks wegen Bedenkenhaben: Mitarbeiter vor Ortsorgen bei Verlassendes Ausstellungsraumesfür sofortige Keimfreiheit.(ah, es gab exzellenten Jahrgangswein)
 §Figuren (excerpt)Eduardo Sterzi
 Eduardo Stenzibeging mit 18 Selbstmord.Er gab sich der „Leidenschaft“ hin.Das war damals en vogue.Eduardo Sturzi,
 Fürst der zahnlosen
 Dichter,
 ertrank in der Adria.
 Zwei, drei seiner Freunde
 ließen
 Öl ins Meer
 an seiner vermuteten Todesstelle
 und steckten
 es in Brand.
 Eduardo Spencer,der dank seines Fracksin der Klatschspalte landete,war nicht mal einen Monat verheiratet.Denise ließ ihn für einen Uruguayer sitzen.Eduardo Strazzistarb vor Traurigkeit.Dies zumindest vermutet seine Mutter,behält es aber für sich.
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Edoardo Stronzo,der Dorftrottel,der Narr ohne Hof,der Dorfpolizistensohn: Was haben wir für ihnvon unserer Reise mitgebracht?Eduardo Stelzilitt an extremer Kleinwüchsigkeit.Er probierte alle Gegenmittel aus.Gab schließlich auf.Erkranktean einer anderen Krankheit.Magerte ab.Heute macht er sich nichts mehr vor.Eduardo Stessowurde immer mit seinem Zwilling Robertoverwechselt.Er erwog Haarefärbenund plastische Chirurgie.Er sprach mit seinen Freunden darüber,doch die rieten ihm davon ab.Eduardo Esteves:So hieß der Trainerder Fußballmannschaftdes Flamengo Rio de Janeiro.Ein Pseudonym.Sein wirklicher Name: Mario Nikolaus.
 Eduardo Stern,angeblich verwandt mit H. Stern,“und zwar ziemlich eng”.Quälte jedesmal seine Enkel mit dieser fragwürdigen Information,wenn er an der Bijouteriein Copacabana vorbeikam.Eduardo Stereo,wie vorauszusehen, DJ.Eduardo Sterli,
 Finanzexperte, 53 Jahre,
 behauptet nicht zu wissen, was eine Krise ist.
 Als letztes Jahr an der Börse alle alles verloren,
 sahnte er ab. Sein Geheimnis?
 Verrät er nicht.
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Eduardo Stecher,
 begnadeter Redner,
 gebildet, sympathisch.
 Sein Nachname belastet ihn, er hat schon versucht, ihn zu ändern.
 Eduardo Stretto,
 Dirigent des Symphonieorchesters seiner Stadt,
 glaubt, dass Nomen Omen sind.
 Er schrieb ein Buch darüber, das jedoch keinen Verleger fand.
 Eduardo Strezzierhält regelmäßig Postan seinen Namenmit nur einem z,schlimmer noch, mit ss.Eduardo Estérilhat fünf Bastardkinder.Seine Frau weiß von zweien. Von zwei weiteren ahnt sie etwas. Vom letzten, nicht einmal das.Edoardo Stento,
 Ingenieur aus Mailand,
 besitzt ein Landhaus in der Toskana. Er vermietet esan einen norwegischen Schriftsteller,der seit zwei Jahrenkein Wort geschrieben hat, weil er es satt hat, Klischee zu sein,es aber nicht lassen kann.Eduardo Stenio,Schauspieler, spielte einen großartigen Prosperoin der Inszenierung am Theater Jedermann.Sein Name war für alle Preise im Gespräch.Er erhielt nicht einen.
 (Excerpt of “Personagens”, poem by Eduardo Sterzi, translated by Odile Kennel)
 §Fabiana Faleiros is a good example of a contemporary poet who draws from practices and estrategies which could in turn be called satyrical, conceptual, lyrical or performative. One of her only books published is her “Everything I Wrote in One Month”, which groups in one huge volume both the language and digital code of her production during that month, alligning her possibly to practices in the United States such as those of Kenneth Goldsmith or Vanessa Place. In her video “Reading
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Sings and the Like”, she simply reads the quotidian “visual / found textuality” that surrounds us on a daily basis.
  
 Fabiana Faleiros, “Reading Signs and the Like”As Dirceu Villa has said of her work, it´s poetry that questions itself as poetry, just as her music and performances question our notions of what music and performance can be. There is a break between genres which I find extremely healthy for contemporary practices.
 Fabiana Faleiros, “The woman goes, the woman thinks” (a satyrical text on the terrible lives many women lead in a country like Brazil, with this terrible violence against women and homosexuals).§Poem by Fabiana FaleirosThe face is the most expressive part of the bodydue to its close proximity to the brain..
 Launched in our furthest extremitiesone of the toes is called index on hands..Away from the brain and close to the groundare the soles of the feet.(my translation)
 One could also call both conceptual and satyrical the appropriation that Veronica Stigger makes of conversations heard in the street and then presented as poetry. One of her books, “Delírio de Damasco” (Damascus Delirium) works mostly with that practice. Some examples show us an X-ray of Brazilian mentality: the racism, the mysogny, the corruption. And also the way Brazilians use language:Poor Indians!They used to live in peace.Then human beings came and killed them all.:Here´s a good place.There are onlyrich men.:
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When I was young,I used to vomitbeautifully.:He dreamed of becoming a waiterin the United States.He left for France.
 But there was never a need to call these practices “conceptual” or “uncreative writing” in Brazil, since many of these estrategies already belonged to our satyrical tradition, as we can see on the famous page of Machado de Assis´s novel “The Posthumous Memoirs of Brás Cubas” (1881) or Oswald de Andrade´s found-text poetry from the 1920s.
 Page from Machado de Assis´s novel “The
 Posthumous Memoirs of Brás Cubas” (1881), the chapter titled “The Old Dialogue Between
 Adam and Eve”
 §Analytical LyricismThe debates on the death/need of assassination of the “I” (ich, je, eu, yo) in poetry raged in Brazil just as in many other countries. In Brazil specifically, the process was greatly influenced by one of the major poets of the post-war era, João Cabral de Melo Neto (1920 – 1999), and his distaste for anything too musical, subjective, emotional. Joined by the influence of the Noigandres Group (The São Paulo branch of the International Concrete Poetry Movement), such mistrust of anything too personal took hold of the Brazilian poetic debate and practice in the 1990s and early 2000s. In the past years, a few Brazilian poets seem to adopt the strategy of disarticulating the lyric voice from within, using several artifices, drawing from different sources: may they be the essays and poems of the L=A=N=G=U=A=G=E authors or
 http://www.babelsprech.org/wp-content/uploads/2014/04/machado-de-assis-page.jpg
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French poets from the 1970s through the 1990s, such as Emmanuel Hocquard, Jean-Michel Epistallier, Charles Pennequin or Nathalie Quintane.This could be felt in the 1990s in a poet like Marcos Siscar (b. 1964), who is an important reference for the discussion of these practices. This false dichotomy between subjectivity and objectivity was tackled by him in several poems, as in his “Ficção de começo”, translated below by German poet Jan Wagner.Fiktion des AnfangsMarcos Siscarinnen beginnen. im innern wo sie beginnen die dinge. ihre schwindelerregende  ellipse zu ende bringen. das innere ist das ende des aufbruchs. beginn der rückkehr. sich aufmachen als kehrte man zurück. zurückkehren als machte man sich auf. die fiktion reise.seiner eigenen sache nahe zu sein ist vom verlust nicht weit weg. sieh dort die hände des jugendlichen von kaltem schweiß bedeckt doch nicht in der lage die seiten eines buches umzublättern.das innere ist der ort des verlusts. an dem man nicht bleibt. was für ein ort ist ein ort an dem man nicht bleibt? wenn man an die grenze gelangt. die grenze das innere.das innere verläßt man. wie kleinstädte you know you have to leave. man bleibt nicht. im innern kommt man an. das innere verläßt man. man bleibt nicht dort wo man ankommt im innern. sand ziege stein und schrei. wo man jedoch nicht bleibt.das innere verrät man verwirklicht man. verwirklicht es indem man es verrät. das äußere der dinge ist wenn man das innere verrät. deshalb gibt es kein reines außen keine reine poesie. jenes das man nicht verrät.keine stille die nicht verraten würde.im innern klingen die dinge hohl. zu sehen ist nichts. so hört das ohr nur hohle dinge klingen. unterm maulbeerbaum erklingt ein umgedrehtes boot das der fluß zurückgab.die fiktion ursprung. die fiktion muß kultiviert die erinnerung gestutzt die lüge gestützt werden. der barmherzigkeit halber. alte geschichte lauer betrug der literatur.die fiktion inneres ist ganz und gar wirklich. ist die erde. ein boden auf den man fallen kann. einen ort zu haben an dem man sich fallen lassen kann ist grund genug zum aufbruch.das innere. wenn ich schon aufbreche will ich es nicht verlassen. hier beginnt alles mit einer art und weise den fall zu vermeiden. braucht
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einer der nie vom baum fiel sicherheit? kennt einer der sich vom baum geworfen hat den schmerz des falls?(stille) spricht die stilledu klagst nicht bittest nicht akzeptierst nicht bleibst nicht rührst dich nicht vom fleck. das innere verschließt sich bietet sich dar. klette borstiges erbarmen.
 §I have elsewhere called these poets “analytical lyricists”. One example is Marília Garcia and her “it´s a lovestory and it´s about an accident”, shown in the previous article (see last week´s installment), in which by reordering the lines of her own lyric poem in alphabetical order, questions the so-called necessity of the lyrical impulse in expression. Everything could simply be other-wise. Narrativity and structure.Another fantastic poet who should be mentioned here is Juliana Krapp (b. 1980). Unfortunately, her poems are very difficult to translate, as they are texts where the idea of subjective expression seems to be determined by language, grammar, context, etymology – these factors controlling and conditioning what is actually felt. As Brazilian novelist Clarice Lispector (1920 – 1977) once wrote: “I try to speak but not only do I not express what I feel as what I feel slowly becomes what I say.”For those who speak Portuguese, I give you one of her poems:LimiteJuliana KrappSebe é um acúmulo de varas entretecidas
 cerceando
 por vezes sim por vezes não
 eu sei
 do esforço para persuadir
 naturezas terríveis
 simultaneamente
 à graça dos perímetros
 que permanecem estanques
 (a dor de coabitar
 tanto as frinchas quanto os
 confinamentos)
 Quando rarefeitos, os movimentos
 aguardam mais do que a conclusão, preferem
 o desdém e o resguardo
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ou mesmo esse estalido
 (um arquejo)
 embalado
 pelo embaraço hipnótico
 das pequenas sombras
 Somente as ventanias são de fato enamoradas
 e apenas nelas alijam-se
 as imundícias mais profundas
 como somente os ramos
 estraçalham-se e engravidam-se
 num único carretel de músculos em escombros
 (um aparelho de tensões
 alimentado pelo ritmo
 dos sumidouros)
 §Érica Zíngano is one poet who has been working on the border of subjectivity and objectivism, generating in many cases a strong satyrical effect. Subjectivity in her work is often only allowed as self-deprecation.genre-theorieÉrica Zínganodieses gedicht ist, wie könnte es anders sein,meiner mutter gewidmet
 Lyrika® ist ein Medikament gegen Fibromyalgie, das meine Mutter jeden Abend (vor dem Einschlafen) nimmt, wenn sie einen Schub hat. Fibromyalgie ist eine Art Rheuma – nur, dass sie Muskeln, Sehnen und Bänder betrifft – und verursacht unter anderem Schmerzen, Müdigkeit, Unwohlsein. Neben der Einnahme von Lyrika® (jeden Abend) vor dem Einschlafen geht meine Mutter drei Mal pro Woche zur Physiotherapie, wodurch sie wesentlich weniger Schmerzen habe, berichtet sie überzeugt. Lyrika® wird von Pfizer™ hergestellt, einem Pharmaproduzenten, der in der Sparte Herzmedikamente den Markt dominiert: Norvasc® zum Beispiel, das meine Mutter auch nimmt (jeden Abend vor dem Einschlafen), ist mit Sicherheit das am meisten verkaufte Medikament gegen Bluthochdruck. Das nordamerikanische Unternehmen Pfizer™ wurde weltweit bekannt durch die Herstellung von Viagra®, das meine Mutter wegen geschlechtlicher Unverträglichkeit natürlich nicht nimmt.
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(dieses gedicht enthält daten aus Google Inc. die dichterin übernimmt im falle der weiterverbreitung dieser angaben keine haftung. leider scheint das gedicht für Pfizer™ werbung zu machen, dem anschein zum trotz garantiert sie, dass sie mit diesem gedicht ursprünglich nicht beabsichtigt hat, in irgendeiner form werbung zu machen, sondern eine schlichte würdigung der regelmäßigen medikamenteneinnahme ihrer mutter zu verfassen – wenn sie an dieser aufgabe gescheitert sein sollte, bittet sie um entschuldigung und weist darauf hin, dass sie es weiter versuchen wird)
 §Érica Zingano: die Konservativen sollten mal was Nützliches tunSeriengedicht, das durch die Sängerin Cláudia Leitte inspiriert wurde, die ins Guinness-Buch der Rekorde kam, weil sie eine nie dagewesene Welle an Simultanküssen auslöste: 8372 Paare (was 16744 Personen entspricht) küssten sich auf dem Musikfestival Axé Brasil in Belo Horizonte am 3.4.2009 zu dem Hit “Ich will noch mehr Küsse” auf den Mund. Dieses Gedicht ist meiner Zahnärtzin Dr. Laura gewidmet, die mir davon erzählte und mir auf diese Weise poetischen Stoff lieferte. Und da ich nicht möchte, dass ihre Zahnarzthelferin Meire sauer auf mich ist, widme ich dieses Gedicht auch ihr.1.Manche behauptendieHeutige Poesiesei am EndeDamals“im Goldenen Zeitalterder Poesie”seiendie Poetennach Art der Griechensportlicher gewesen(zum Verständnis des Verhältnissesvon Sport und Körperin der Klassischen Antikevgl. Ilias)schließlichhat unser GuterAlterLuís de C’mõesüber seinem Bad in der
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Griechisch-Lateinischen Traditiondie Sportliche Betätigungnicht vergessenIm GegenteilC’mões war Soldatund reichlich beeinflusstvon den Klassikernaus ihm wurde der Größte DichterPortugiesischer Spracheeigentlich aberder GrößteSchwimmendeDichter PortugiesischerSprache, denn als erauf dem offenen MeerSchiffbruch erlittrettete er sichund seine Unersetzlichen Verseschwimmendim Freistilhauptsächlich KraulAuf eine Art habendie Konservativen RechtC’mões istunschlagbarmit Ganzkörpereinsatzund viel Gutem Willenrettete erschwimmendDie LusiadenEpos in 10 Gesängenmit 1102 StrophenAchtzeiler im diesem Fallda aus je 8 Verszeilen bestehendmit je 10 Silbenwas also insgesamt8816 zehnsilbigeVerse macht – Faktendiedie Konservativennutzen solltenfür die längst
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fällige Kampagne“C’mões, ein Dichter,ein Schwimmer:vom Kanonzum Guinness-Buch”mit diesen Zahlenkäm er ganz sicherins Buch der Rekordeerst recht wenn wirbedenkendasser einäugig warer schwammund schrieb dies allesmit nur einem Augeunglaublich!Verlieren wir also keine ZeitGuinness-Buch Jetztfür den einäugigen C’mões!2.Zu den wenigenSchriftstellernim Guinness-Buchgehört dersüdbrasilianische DichterLuiz de Mirandaer ist der einzigLebende Dichterder Weltmit einer Büsteauf einemFußballfeld –was werden sie nur tunwenn er stirbtGanz sicherwird Luiz de Mirandader einzigeTote Dichterder Weltmit einer Büste aufeinem Fußballfeld sein(vorerst zumindest
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und wer weißwie lange)Der KlassischenTradition zufolgedie Sport und Kulturwertschätzthat Luiz de MirandaFußball gespielt in Uruguaianaaber denken Siebloß nichtder Sporthätte ihnvor der Bohème bewahrtden Titeldes Nachtprotokollantenüberreichte ihmLupicínio Rodrigues persönlichdarüber hinaus warLuiz de MirandaPate der Farra-Barin Recife(woan der WandPhotos von ihmprangen)und wurdevom Haus des Dichterszum Dichterfürstvon Rio Grandeernannteiner Tradition folgenddie 1916 ihren Anfang nahmals Olavo Bilacdiesen TitelZeferino BrasilverliehDeshalb und ausanderen Gründensollten die Konservativendie längst fälligeKampagneGuinness-Buch
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für den einäugigen C’mõesin Angriff nehmendenken Sie nicht? 
 3.Noch eine AngenehmeÜberraschung(um nicht zu sagenIllustre Anwesenheit)im Guinness-Buchist dasAkademiemitgliedPaulo Coelhoderzweimal ins Buchder Rekorde kam:zuerst 2003weil er auf derFrankfurter Buchmesseder MeistsignierendeAutor seines Buchesin unterschiedlichenEditionen warund erneut 2008weil Der Alchimistdas MeistübersetzteBuch der Welt ist(vorerst zumindestund wer weißwie langein 67 Sprachen)Und vorerstist es mit dem ZauberPaulo Coelhosnicht vorbeials er am 25. Juli 2002in die BrasilianischeAkademie der Spracheauf Platz 21zum Nachfolgerdes Wirtschaftswissenschaftlers
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Roberto Camposgewählt wurdeund die Wahlmit 22 Stimmenund 15 Gegenstimmen gewann(die der SoziologeHélio Jaguaribe erhielt)meinte er, nun sollten sichdie Literaturkritikerdie ihn für einen schlechtenSchriftstellerhieltenmit seinem Eintrittin die Weltder UnsterblichenauseinandersetzenSchenken wir dochden Wortenseiner Antrittsredeein wenigAufmerksamkeit“Und trotz allemmüssen wir singenmehr denn jemüssen wir singen.”Vinícius de Moraesist ein Meistersolcher Sätze.In Erinnerung anGertrude Steinund ihr Gedicht“A rose isa rose is a rose”sagt er einfach nurwir müssen singen.Keine Erklärungenkeine Rechtfertigungenkeine Metaphern.Als ich mich auf diesenPlatz bewarb undwie es das Ritual verlangtan die Mitglieder
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der Casa de Machadode Assis herantrathörte ich vonJosué Montelloähnliches. Er sagtezu mir:“Jeder Mensch mussder Straße folgendie durch sein Dorf führt.”Davon ausgehenddassDer Tejo schöner istals der Flussdurch mein Dorf,Aber der Tejoist nicht schönerals der Flussdurch mein DorfWeil der Tejo nichtdurch mein Dorffließtbin ich überzeugtdasses keiner weiterenplausiblen Argumentebedarfum die Konservativenzu überzeugendass sieetwas Nützliches tunund den Großen EinäugigenC’mõesvorschlagen solltenfürs Guinness-Buchder Rekorde
 As some of the women associated with the L=A=N=G=U=A=G=E movement (Lyn Hejinian, Susan Howe, Rae Armantrout, Rosmarie Waldrop), some these Brazilian poets constantly probe against the too easily given connections between Genre and Gender. 
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