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In Lieu of an Intro
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Like other contemporary poets, the challenge for
Astrid Alben is to bring a new perspective in
seeing things, whether tangible or imaginary.
Her poetry offers a unique take on language - a
subject that is her primary focus for creative
expression and an essential part of her career
and worldview. Indeed, language has become
an alter ego for her - a constant companion with
whom she converses, shares contemplations,
and even creates new realities. In this way,
language is both the cause and the effect, the
path and the destination.

However, Alben's artistic project is not merely to
invent a new language but to create an entirely
new realm from and for language. This realm is
shaped by the intricacies of the linguistic
lexicon, which reflects our understanding of the
real, physical world. From its texts and footnotes,
our perceptions are shaped, much like worldly
things are created from their pure forms in the
realm of ideals.

Not withstanding its formalist appearance,
Alben's aesthetic tendency manifests an
exceptional sensitivity to the tangible aspects of
life-both individual and collective, expressed
with remarkable attention to detail. Alben's
poetic voice resonates with a spirited, reflective
tone that exudes intimacy and empathy. Her
poetic discourse is captivating, celebrating the
human spirit's epic journey with great
enthusiasm and appreciation.

Ghassan Alkhunaizi

| am pleased to present this translated selection
of Astrid Alben's poems, aiming to give Arabic
readers a glimpse into her captivating literary
world.
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Ai! Ai! Pianissimo

Trees are loose pages
Shadows a signal failure
Your legs are a tuning fork
The corner is a question mark
The moon a bouncing ball
Ail All

Night has long tassels
Hope is a constellation
The trees are turning

The wind in your pocket
Desire is a piece of string
Your fingers are shingle
Ail Ail There you go

In your favourite frock
Parakeets pianissimo
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The Saddest Tree at Kew

There are words that twist the
fingers raw

like only once, and yet again
once more.

King Kong, when asked, is a film
about immigration

and if you have ever examined
an MRI scan you will know

that the spine does not resemble
the great ape’s

but has everything to do with
long telephone calls.

Paranoids are the only ones to
make sense of anything,
connecting everything, and
although that may not be
flowers, it will be something, just
like a sigh

Is another way of holding one’s
breath.



dle gjlii b

ljle deain 38 GiI4 lalg
gl:ng
JJoQioy p.@JIL_QJ_QLLUQ
Lk}JQJ-S?—Q-’Q
dio Jundl Jawd Bji 66
sl

"o a" @Jlnmgbp}iéjlopudl
cL@JlgluagJJlejga_o_udu.LJ

. . ddJladll
Jnd yul ol sljgl ule Haollg
ul

dolidl dpndlls JJQLLU 93D 1059
op_l_uJIoomu.o

Sl 13 (nog layle Ahslag 4l

loil -poooom-

Lﬂ99.LJ|uQ.03JIU.DCUJJJJJJJUID
l_Q.Js.CLLLU_\.”g;LLJb(_LQDQ
d.ulp_ouﬂ_ce.ua.l.l ombgd_m.]_m.o
Flio 3gagll o) (iiwiyg il

There are burnt words in a battled
silence

and if you have ever listened to
goodbyes

you will know that they shout and
gape

a mouth that slides down a mountain
like snow.

The saddest tree at Kew cannot
speak

or hang up

and rain on its leaves longs for the
spring.

The female species of the tree has
apparently

not been preserved and in context
hmmmmm is

a string of DNA for putting on hold
and all things

broken and struggling to mansize
and beingthere.
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Poem for Breakfast

It’s raining outside.
The stubborn forever kind
like a door just slammed.

After all you can’t tell the rain
to slow down or speed up any
more than you can command

someone to inhale the space
between the streaming drops
or the no wind to ebb it along.

Meanwhile you boil two eggs
for three and a half minutes.
Precisely.
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The Tent

When you press your fingertips
together your hands are a tent
and in this sunlight glow orange.

You can almost not see the bricks
shifting the light like barges
chugging along the canal

or pigeons swooping through the air
into your hands now open
above the plum stains on

the plate remembering the fruit.
Again you press your fingertips
together.

You have a cigarette tucked
behind your ear.
You burst out laughing.
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The Other Country

Dreamt B spoke to me
telling me he sees
clouds drift in a carton of milk.

Evening light he says
is a flock of birds
skimming the rooftops westerly.

*

The sky disappeared that night
and in its stead a permanent cloudbank
squats on rooftops.

In this cloudbank small luminescent
baubles hover which | guess
B continues used to be streetlights.

The light sprains his shadow
dispersing me B says
running clear out from underneath me.

*
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Across the border the river flows
through the rain

yellow comes after mustard seed
every leaf is a slipper thlupping on
summer.

Across the border telephone wires
are caught in the antlers of the open
road. It is where

why did you leave means why did you
come back.

Across the border one foot easily
forgets the other but that’s neither
here nor there.

It isn’t one thing or the other.

Remember
B says
the borderisjustaline.

*
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But what he really wants to tell
me

is that across the border

| want to speak to everybody

and most of all yes
most of all | want to speak to you.
Because everywhere

B persists
picking up the carton of milk
and raising it to his lips

everywhere he went that night
| watched babies being born
their fists tightly balled

but in death B says
wiping the corners of his mouth
our hands are open.
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Plainspeak

Just before dawn stars pause
above us. Space is
picturesque. Oxygen uranium
& gold Poet is what we

are made of. One life is not
enough to run breathe run
run Poet run across the

autobahn orbiting Earth no

need for pausing for cameras
blaze a trail grinning

from me to yours burst open
speak plainspeak

Oh Poet | love you Poet if no
one else will love you Poet
without you | am shadowless
the naked part of canvas.
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Poet Seeks Travelling Companion

Poet at bus stop too has a monkey
on my shoulder

doesn’t have a monkey exactly how
| imagined

the bus driver says two passengers.
Poet sees only one

getting off the other getting on.
Poet asks always driver

says longing & family fare. Poet
asks how you tell which is

which driver says not my circus not
my monkey.

Poet gets on. No.
Longing gets on.
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Herky Jerky

Elevator up & down the
generations rocks a dinosaur
shifts mountain lakes iron ore its
weight from left to right

I’'m a sudden coolness in the air
I’'m coming down

rain —the kind the eye can see
like Poet playing air guitar

love home envy kitchen table a
complex of occasions —

my mother playing solitaire. She
listens to the radio.

She’s not there she’s up she’s
down shifts her chair

will crash into Earth thirty billion
years from now.
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Poet in Need of a Wife

When a door opens or closes
Poet can tell if that astronaut

Is in orbit wears a paperclip in
his thinning hair

when he talks to the philatelist
he weighs his misery in Kafkas
when to blabbermouth his
livestock is counted in copyright

when he talks to Camille Claudel
it’s in Bahia de bahia

with his feather boa constrictor
& punctuation crumbs

to the Kronos Quartet Poet will
sing about jazz in sexiness
while the crowd applauds &
applauds.
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Fugue for Wittgenstein

The sound of someone who left
the room as people

pass each other in Moscow
corridors muttering

Da, but who’s shadow? A planet
orbiting without a universe
the astronaut who never makes
it through the atmosphere

loneliness deliberate and slow
love & desire that never
happened the hardest to let go
— like Marlon Brando

mumbling through the best film
ever made when

there are no questions left this
itself is the answer.
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Emily Dickinson Disease

With loneliness too daily to
relate Poet postpones absence
into words is taken off to a
planet for his recovery signs

up to the Amateur Resistance
Society instructs Poet how to
bloom through the Milky Way.

After lunch Poet sets off fades in
a small lit up raft

laid to on an ocean of stars so
weightless & vast

I’'m left without you Poet with
manoeuvres in auf wiedersehen
Poet with how come nothing
means without you nothing
Poet.
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Every Material

When you're finished reading
can you turn off

the light? Poet lies puzzled
up against my back

sleeping the light is out.
Funny. Poet slips between
the cracks of the city behind
the skyline of a flat

field disappears in the folds
of the sheets between

the cracks of my fingers Poet
requires a blind

woman’s skill like the letter S
smells of earth smells

of clay of long wires through
short histories.
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That line is a dot

that went for a walk

it walk & walk

{walk walk walk walk walk
walk walk walk

walk walk walk}
walk & walk

it drag
its feet
like road marks
divvying
up the street
This is my travelbeat

heartbeats
rain feet

Look, a rabbit

dead in the cold on its ownsome
peaceful & traumatic like a
dozing child

its scut limp by its belly
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a comma

breaks the line with
atear
beat

no ifs & buts or.

LOOK! No hands
no ifs & buts or.

Look! No hands
all death is under
suspicious circumstance

little rabbit

hang its head

little line of mine,
chain-chewing mutt must
have got it

shift

wOOOOFF

Hm-hm. All right.

Rubbed its bleary eyes

little rabbit a whole other world
ran rings around its dangly
sleepy neck

Night is the sun gone cold.
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Like the voice of aloved one
who has died
that speaks to us in inaudible
consonants
like a freight train rumbling on
the tracks
& little rabbit
running alongside
manoeuvres
in goodbye whimpering

D R EAM O N

stretched itself to a scream
long

overshoots

a small efficient everything
always is not from here

a question mark examining its
periphery

its doppelgéanger,
shadowboxer,

hero, lover

torturer, butcherer, other

pat pat little rabbit
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The line pats itself down.
| pat myself down
I'm fine. It’s fine.

Sleepy sleepy little dead
rabbit

Night has grown arms

spill past dumb parakeets

& unoccupied park benches
their bioluminescent tendrils
bloom

BLOOM

little paws clenched in
prayer no longer cold

Streetlights suffer in the
darks

the line speedsup asifina
nature film

& sped up clouds float like
eggs

and drown

you stand in for why
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through the sky

like Asta Nielsen in the silent
movies

to mark sadness when
summer dies

& voices sshhhhhhhhed their
light

| draw figures with my
finger through the
sky
& voices sshhhhhhhhed
their light

hors de combat

lapis lazuli
lionfish
shimmering
carp

insect noises
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little little rabbit in the moon
all drained of shape & colour

all all all in time’s

overflow
nolens volens aline

not mine

NOT MINE

fear never stops walking

but

but fear never stops walking

fear is a faithful shadow
hoppa

hophop
hophop
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Witwl Ay —EU Edd | said noifs & buts or hands
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LOOK! no hands

Headlights big as the cross-
eyed moon

loop little rabbit

through the air like a finger
putting

you there

little rabbit

| Headlights big as the cross-

eyed moon

FLY FLY

& LOOP

land on the grass little rabbit
drops of blood bleeding in
the grass

ol Arh & Weh!

stiff & panting -

quelle surprise
round and round
must we go why
and
why&why
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turns the corner through the
prehistory

of you & me
one partislonely &
happiness too

) softly

soft
SO softly
--- can you

the final panting huh huh
huh huh huh huh huh huh
heart-jolts

hush
now little rabbit
what angels would have
heard it cry out

above the traffic

little dead rabbit

drift now

to the periphery of all space

shapes
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stars & patterns
piercing the billowing night

so slowly ------- - - - - -
slower - - - -
sway - - - -

cities

glow forgiving from afar
little rabbit

HOP HOP HOP on over

its only a line little rabbit
with a start & ajolt

in a few more shadows gone
a dot that went for a walk
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Astrid Alben

A poet, editor and translator. She is the author of
Ai! Ail Pianissimo (2011), Plainspeak (2019),
Klein dood konijn (2021, in Dutch) and Little
Dead Rabbit (2022). Her translation of Anne
Vegter's Eiland berg gletsjer/Island mountain
glacier received an English PEN Translates award
(2022).

She has been described as ‘a new and original
voice in English poetry, serious and
uncompromising’ (R. V. Bailey). Her poems have
been translated into many languages including
Chinese, Maltese, Slovenian and Romanian and
she has appeared at Literary Festivals
throughout Europe.

Astrid is the co-founder and artistic director of
the arts and sciences initiative PARS. She has
curated and edited the Findings on... series
published by Lars Miiller Publishers and curated
site-specific events that are a mixture of theatre,
artinstallation and scientific experiment.

Astrid has been awarded a Wellcome Trust
Fellowship, Rijksakademie Fellowship, Hosking
Houses Fellowship, Arts Council Grant and is a
FRSA.

Astrid Alben was elected as the Chair of Poetry
London and Commissioning Editor for Literature
in Translation for Prototype Publishing.
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Ghassan Alkhunaizi

Saudi poet and translator. Published two poetry
books: “Little Illusions” 1995 & "Testing the
Senses” 2014.

Translated to Arabic: “Self-Portrait in a Convex
Mirror and Other Poems” by John Ashbery;
2018, and “"Save the Cat;" a script writing
manual by screenwriter Blake Snyder. 2019.

His poems and translations have been published
in many local and pan-Arab newspapers and
periodicals. Some of his poems have also been
translated to English, Spanish and Hindi, and a
French translation of a selection of his poems
titled "Nuages dans les nuages" was published
in France in 2021 by Les Presses du Reel Aldante
Collection, where he was described as ‘a poet of
delicacy and rigor.

He was awarded the pan-Arab "Sargon Boulus
Award for Poetry and Translation" for the year
2021



