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MERCEDES ROFFÉ 

 

PART 1 : REVISITING EKPHRASIS 

 

 

 
 

 

 

Ekphrasis, 1 

 

 

looking isn’t enough 

 

sinking in is just a beginning 

 

 

later on forgetting later 

 

being reborn within straightening up later 

 

becoming  again    looking 
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around 

 

leaving 

 

looking 

 

perhaps 

 

 

perhaps then 

 

 

 

Ekphrasis, II 

 

 

as it is with music 

 

perhaps 

 

or perhaps not 

 

there’s no looking there 

there’s a breaking apart 

 

there’s          seeing 

 

with the eyes of the soul 

the eyes of the wind 

 

the music keeps on announcing that 

which is (not) seen 

 

that which is drawn instead that 

which appears and 

fades before 

 

being 
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be-ing-perceived. 

 

 

 

Translated from the Spanish by Rebekah Smith 

 

                              

 

 

                                         PART II: from FLOATING LANTERNS 

                                              (Bristol, UK: Shearsman Books, 2016) 

 

 

   

                             
 

 

There is no distance  

the distance is fire  

No distance 

it is smoke and ashes  

it is reflection 

it is the earth you step 

this distance is my face in the mirror  

your steps on your steps 
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her ashes on your ashes 

 

 

There is no distance 

I am she 

I am the insomniac 

the one found again persecuted in the desert 

I am her eyes  

her mirror 

her distance from me and from herself 

 

 

There is no distance, there is blindness 

There is no distance, there is reunion 

There is no distance, there are different desert colors  

seas of different colors 

grass sky night  

of the distant color of time 

 

 

There is no distance, there are colors  

and deserts 

There are houses and rubble  

houses raided and demolished  

tents, igloos, teepees 

lofts bunkers palaces 

there ranches huts there ramallahs  

venom      puppets        snitches 

there are the seven cities of gold and the Incan gold  

gold dust black gold God 
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bless us and those who are not us  

let us pray 

let us speak the prayer, the missing word 

the cipher the number the key  

let us inhabit the night in the pure presence 

 

 

 

because to feel is more than seeing but even more so is to merge 

 

 

We have to return  

we have to go back 

we have to go back forward  

unwind the skein of time  

return to the future 

we have to return  

to the blue mass starry night  

where we were light 

miniscule particles of light dispersed  

in the bosom of night 

we have to go back 

unwind the weft of this night 

 

Let us dissolve the night 

Let us breathe 

One breath 

Let us infuse the night with light          with air 

 

Le tus infuse the night with true night 



MANA 

 

CAESURAE:  POETICS OF CULTURAL TRANSLATION VOL2: 2 (ISSN 

2454 -9495) 

 JANUARY 2018 
 (UGC APPROVED E-JOURNAL, SL NO 118; JOURNAL NO 41668) 

 
 

18 
 

 

They will no pass 

This night will not pass 

This night will not pass through the needle’s eye 

They will not pass 

the puppets       the embalmers        the spitters 

spit      sharpnel 

of rottenness 

They will nos pass  

scab and sweat 

   armed 

to the teeth 

 

 

jaws  

rats 

spoils carriers of spoil  

infection carriers of infection 

 

 

Cuzco Tibet  Baghdad 

 

 

And this too will pass.  

Not evil. Not evil. 

Just the names. 

 

 

Translated from the Spanish by Anna Deeny Morales 
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………………………………… 

 

Mercedes Roffe (Buenos Aires, 1954)  is one of Argentina’s leading poets. Widely 

published in Latin American and Spain, some of her books have been published in translation 

in Italy, Quebec, Romania, and England. She is the founding editor and director of Ediciones 

Pen Press, a small press specialized in contemporary world poetry. Roffé was awarded a John 

Guggenheim and a Civitella Ranieri fellowship. She lives in New York City. 

 

 

Rebekah Smith  is a translator, editor, educator, and printer. She co-edits the Señal series 

for contemporary Latin American poetry and the Eastern European Poets Series at Ugly 

Duckling Presse, where she is also the Production Manager. Her co-translation (with 

Victoria Cóccaro) of Pablo Katchadjian’s the rou of alch was published in 2016 (UDP). 

She teaches in the Education and Language Acquisition Department at LaGuardia 

Community College.  

 

 

Anna  Deeny Morales  has translated poetry by Raúl Zurita, Mercedes Roffé, Alejandra 

Pizarnik, Amanda Berenguer, Nicanor Parra, Gabriela Mistral, Idea Vilariño, Marosa di Giorgio 

and Malú Urriola. She worked as a dramatist with the contemporary dance and theater 

company, Il Balletto di Spoleto and her plays, La straniera and Tela di ragno, have been 

performed in Italy and Spain. Deeny is the editor and translator of Sky Below, a volume of 

selected works by Zurita, forthcoming from Northwestern University Press. She has a PhD 

from the University of California, Berkeley, and teaches at the Center for Latin American 

Studies at Georgetown University. Deeny is currently writing a book about sound, poetry 

and translation. 

 


