Leevi Lehto: Reading at Kelly Writers' House, February 23, 2005 

A Palindrom Poem From 1991 (in Finnish) 

Sa pois ota, ah! naamiosi - siksi ne teit!
Emmeet hylättyys' ennätte, syksyn.
Nähtes' koet tavata siskosi, itsesi, yhteystien:
takaan et' tänne, L., sinua, kaunis, lennätte,
naakat, neitsyet, hyisesti isoksi satavat
teokset (hännyskysettänne syyttä 
lyhteemme tieten iskisi...) soimaan! haa! tosi opas!

The Ingredients Of the Fall (You Can Call Me L.)

A translation of a Finnish palindrom poem by the Author

O strip off your masks – that's what you made them for!

The ingredients hasting to get to your Left-Alone One, that of the Fall.

Seen by yourself, you struggle to meet your Sister, your Self, and the Way:

I swear it is here (and for you, Mr. L., the Fair One) that you all – 

Jackdaws and virgins, you works that icily rain to be big (and whose 

Tailmost question, knowingly enough, may be hit, without cause, by our

Sheaves) –  are to fly: to sing and to sound you! Ha-ha! Real Guide!

News From Otava

From Ääninen (Lake Onega 1997), translated by the Author

Mother is a poet, Father just for fun 
a pseudonym to a well-known writer.
Loosing peace of work is a place to grow
as a woman lingers in this room's twilight.

Defoe makes believe to reader: 
the fissure in his mind no other is than Paris!
Luckily, the well-known fixed-points – the Paris, 
neighbourhoods of Kamppi, Punavuori, where 

that woman tosses in this twilight –
will all be connected, to form a pattern, where
somone also grows to reach his proper size,

realizing being androgyny.
One misty morning then the prisoner
escapes, and the story unfolds like a nut.

Exactly. Absolutely

"The words won't take away the crash,
the singers aren't no moonheads off the hook,
aloof of objects. The screaming goat in book...
the rich and plumy voice of Elfland Jazz..."

That's all she wrote. The wisecrack and the gag
went down in flames, the silver necklaces –
themselves used in wiring the absent aces,
in sensible silence – still in the shopping-bag

along with her clothes, and shooting rod, the sky
of justice like a pink bowl painted on the fly:
to escape the project to elude the jive above.

Languishing is the word. Soon the ebullient blood
was filling the glove compartment. Period. "Dot,"
spoketh her own twofold Tongue of Jove.

A Fantasy

From Kielletyt leikit (1994), translated by Tommi Nuopponen and the Author

in a story now. The car came out of the drizzle with full lights and tires on, breaked, then slided sideways – yet whoever he she once forced time on this its arbitrarily narrow line lit by occassional fireworks only. The city in that night: endlessly tall doors that kept opening. There is a stain of blood on the man’s raincoat. Was. A woman looks out of a window, inside and out at the same time. That woman is you. The window is a mirror from which the woman ascends wearing high black heels from the passenger door in a newspaper ad, walks into a room with the name of the bedroom, and there is no difference in reality. Signifying made-up countenance seen in profile. Thinking of the Southern beaches with their sunshine. Unnecessarily. Namely, I see under her skirt. And the shot cracked in silence like a blow of whip. The houses themselves suddenly stood straight in attention like trees, or doors. Doormen. Thinking of their counters. By now he has forgotten their cover names even, each one of them. Whereas I have not lost my Dick Tracy hat: now you all know what it is the question of. The network of the agents representing the requiremensts of high style, all their underground contacts up to the overground, unwordly beauty: codes o codes! he thinks, wiping sweat, taking a step to grap the phone. The cigar left in the ashtray would soon start smoldering. Had there been others beside them in this scene? There had been this moment back then like in the works of a certain School of Painting the woman inclining her reddened head her painted lips a bit apart being an idiom, being her way of whispering and with this abstaining from saying a word about that in the silken embroideries of her panties you'd find patterned the eyelashes of Helen of Troy at this arbitrarily short moment of time to incline one’s head is senselessness orgasm orchid blooming in its glory in the darkness deep inside the shot. Death. Afterwards they smoked. From this you'll see there had in reality been two shots. The other one of them is still to come. In the next screen there had been dandruff on the man’s upturned collar. He went through the room with steady, silent steps, and wrenched open the toilet door. On the surface of the mirror there was some soot, and a hair, glued up. Behind it he was encountered by a terrifying sight

From Päivä (2004)

Translated by the Author

He does not want to reveal the exact plans at this phase, but confirms the company has started building the special-shop chain. He has not, however, thought about competing in two sports. He does not want to be a pessimist regarding the passive grown-up population, either. 

– He sure didn't jump 240 in every game, neither did he smoke or drink all the time, as the myth born about him maintains, Mr. Holm says.

He expresses his deepest condolences to the loved ones and relatives of those killed in the bomb attach, and tells having conveyed on Wednesday his condolences also directly to Kofi Annan, the UN Secretary General. He wanted to bring forth the case, revealed last week, in order to prevent the spreading of the regrettable habit to get a sick or tired animal to its feet. He wanted to do the evil without explaining it. He practices in a small-group consisting of two young javelin throwers, and young athletes. 

	Leevi Lehto: Sanat tulevat yöllä

Olen sanonut tästä jo monta kertaa.
Talon jokaisessa veeseessä on valo.

Sillat virtaavat itään.

Sanat tulevat yöllä koputtamatta.

Tämä tapahtui kaukaisessa maassa tässä lähellä.

Olen sanonut tästä jo monta kertaa.
Talon jokaisessa veeseessä on valo.

Sillat virtaavat itään.

Maaseudulla puut eivät vielä olleet lähteneet juoksuun.

Tämä tapahtui kaukaisessa maassa tässä lähellä.

Olen sanonut tästä jo monta kertaa.
Talon jokaisessa veeseessä on valo.

Presidentti itse oli täysin lamaantunut.

Maaseudulla puut eivät vielä olleet lähteneet juoksuun.

Tämä tapahtui kaukaisessa maassa tässä lähellä.

Olen sanonut tästä jo monta kertaa:

talon jokaisessa veeseessä on valo,

sillat virtaavat itään ja

sanat tulevat yöllä koputtamatta.


	Charles Bernstein: Sane As Tugged Vat, Your Love

O when sanity tasted of muffled curtsy.
Talon – Jokasta's vivisected valour.
Silly virtual item.
Sane as tugged vat, your love, kaput.

Tamed tapestry's caressed master's tasseled luaus.
O when sanity tasted of muffled curtsy.
Talon – Jokasta's vivisected valour.
Silly virtual item.

Medusa pouts as vat's veil's oldest lament jokes.
Tamed tapestry's caressed master's tasseled luaus.
O when sanity tasted of muffled curtsy.
Talon – Jokasta's vivisected valour.

President -- he itsy, oily, tainted, laminated.
Medusa pouts as vat's veil's oldest lament jokes.
Tamed tapestry's caressed master's tasseled luaus.
O when sanity tasted of muffled curtsy.

talon – Jokasta's vivisected valour.
silly virtual item, yah!
sane as tugged vat, your love, kaput.




