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Margo Berdeshevsky:   The Tsunami Notebook 

It was a Tuesday, June 7, a reading at the Village Voice Bookshop on Rue Princess, in Paris.  I went there for my own pleasure.  For the pleasure of meeting with dear friends, the pleasure of hearing this English language which I love – especially when it speaks in poetry.

But I had no idea of doing anything for Poezibao, as I knew that the texts which were going to be read were not translated into French, and that it was a work in progress: The Tsunami Notebook – What Has Not Fallen –  by Margo Berdeshevsky.

The title of the collection, The Tsunami Notebook,  had certainly awakened my memory of those images, those articles, those fearful scenarios which had already been inscribed in me...

And then Margo began to speak: of the circumstances and the context of her work, which she summarized in a brief introduction to her poems. But what I must explain above all is the shock provoked by this reading: the force of her words, as well as her images, as Margo Berdeshevsky is also a fine photographer – and she allowed the images which she had made over there to play on her portable computer, while she read. Overwhelming. 

Thus, I found it essential to make this work known to the readers of  Poezibao .To arrange for the translation of at least one or two poems from The Tsunami Notebook – with the help of qualified friends who were present. And to ask Margo to give me one of her photographs to accompany this article.

Margo In  Aceh

Margo has a very great friend – whom she  describes as a Filipina-Chinese-German-Irish dragon lady , which may be understood as a strong headed being. A friend whom she knew 25 years ago when she lived in Hawaii, and to whom she was called, one day, to announce, that her friend's little sister had just died.  On that day, Robin Lim threw herself into Margo's arms, weeping, and then she looked at her and said  "you are now my sister".

This friend is a midwife, who founded a private clinic in Bali, which practices natural childbirth.  Weeks after the tsunami, she was called to go to Aceh (in Sumatra) where she founded a clinic to try to look after, to help, and to bandage the physical and the psychic wounds. And she called Margo in Paris, asking her to come to help her  Arriving some four months after the devastating wave, Margo  then spent many weeks listening, massaging, caretaking, writing, and photographing: in order to bear witness.

The poems which she has written intimately merge the disaster and the renewal, death and life, the putrefaction and the flowering, the mourning and the song of the birds, the hope, but also the present threats of war. These poems are proof that poetry can (and should) account for  life such as it is, for the world, such as it is, for mourning, for destruction, for injustice;  that it alone, perhaps, may approach the unimaginable, the inconceivable – that which was endured, however,  by hundreds of thousands of beings who were touched by "what was uttered so softly....."

I offer today, a poem from The Tsunami  Notebook, translated by Béatrice Simon and myself, with the assistance of Margo Berdeshevsky.  The permanent anthology of  Poezibao  will offer another poem, a little later on.  Other texts, or perhaps the same ones, will be published in journals, awaiting the publication of a book;  and, I profoundly hope for this, its complete translation into French, along with the photographs of Margo Berdeshevsky. Photographs which in the same manner as the poems, probe the vastness of misfortune. avoiding the facile or disrespectful pitfalls of the sordid spectacular.
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Poet and photographer, Margo Berdeshevsky, was born in New York, lives in Paris and Hawaii.  Her texts have been published in the journals Chelsea, Nimrod, Poetry International, The Literary Review, Frank, Indiana Review, Van Gogh' S Ear, Runes, Rattapallax, ACM, Southern California Anthology, Many Mountains Moving, 100 Poets Against the War, Pharos, Short Fuse, Bamboo Ridge, Tears in the Fence, Upstairs At Duroc.  She was also a professor of poetry in the program, A Poet in the Schools, in Hawaii , for  many years

To be noted: three recent exhibitions of her graphic works have been seen at the  Pacific Center of Photography in Hawaii, at La Gallery Etienne de Causans in Paris, and in 2001 at the bookshop Gallery Racine, also in Paris. And, she has translated and interviewed the French hip-hop star,, MC Solaar .

Among her other publications, her photographs illustrate the book, Cuba Satisima, from Descartes and Co. Following a still new and as yet unpublished poetry  collection,  But A Passage In Wilderness,  she is presently at work on  The Tsunami Notebook, What Has Not Fallen , with her photographs and poems made following a humanitarian stay in Aceh in the spring of  2005.

She has received honors:  two nominations for the Pushcart Prize, the Chelsea Award, the Robert H.Winner Award from the Poetry Society of America, honorable mention in the Pablo Neruda Award, a place in the Ann Stanford Awards, and Border' s Books/Honolulu Magazine Grand Prize for Fiction.

Written by Florence Trocmé Friday, June 24, 2005 to 17:01

MERE ISLANDS 

Where water runs beneath the graves,

she washes stains of living. 

Where the green bird sings, who knew

the time of orchids, opening.

Ask me about mouths of ginger. Ask

about night, that learned forgiving.

or

ugly to beautiful          changing.

We have no roost, mortal, and majestic.

Are mere islands  .   In our ears, the blood of dawn.

There are cock screams    ,     competing.

The sound of stitches     in the cloths of flesh.

What can be learned from angels  ?   Ask me.

There are skeletal hands  ,   that want to write.

There is a truth of what has happened. There are

helpers. Are small dragons, baby-voiced in the trees

that are left.    There is heat     turning to rain.

The sands of sorrows, cursing the religions of

surrender.

There is another child, being born, anyway, tearing

another

tide.  Another grey and golden cloud. Another bag of rice,

hunger's softening.

Does peace have as much blood as a body ?  Ask.

Ask how long will it take    ,    for a field? 
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