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AKO CAKANIE NA DEDINSKY AUTOBUS

z rozhovoru s Jane Commaneovou na Twitteri

Pisanie poézie je nickedy

ako cakanie na autobus na koniec sveta.

Ni¢ neprichadza. Pozeras do hastin prazdna.
Hédas sa s vranami. Natahujes s

vyplutym ni¢ na ubitom asfalte.

Vyvrateny dazdnik odftiklo do ¢ierneho neba,

v ktorom nenajdes jediné okno. Tvare v mechanickych
autach sa smeju na tvojej ¢udnej poruche.

Do toho do teba dazd

nezmazatelne vtieravy jak olej.

Je ¢as vynajst sa, svetlo

ti uz dava len hodinu,

koktavy autobus sa zadrha do ticha,

z neho sa zrazu vylina neskutocna krajina

a hned pri tebe ¢iperna starenka,

¢o sa krivymi prstami nechce vzdat sedadla

a dostane ta anjelskym zmurknutim jediného oka,
stka cez zuby a vyjde z nej

absolutne vsetko,

co si ani netusil, ze by ta na svete mohlo zaujimat.
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LIKE WAITING FOR RURAL BUSES

from a conversation with Jane Commane on Twitter

Sometimes writing poems

1s like waiting for rural buses.

Nothing comes. You stare at hedgerows.
Argue with crows. A little more

nothingness on the pitted tarmac.

Blown out umbrella, the sky a black,
expectant lattice. People pass in cars,
laugh at your predicament.

Then rain, a persistent mizzle

that sticks like oil.

About to go home, the light
an hour away from failing,

a rackety bus crawls to a halt,
takes you on the scenic route

whilst a little old lady,

clinging determined to the seat in front,
fixes you with one angelic eye,

sucks her teeth and tells you

absolutely everything

you never thought you’d want to know.



VCERA V NOCI UVIDELA VELKU
MEDVEDICU

Stal pri skolskej brane
skréeny a rozochveny

ako ostra osika na prahu zimy.

Vzduch mi zrazu zhustol, a hoci sa snazim k nemu predrat
kazdy krok mi trva viac nez rok a mam ich len dvanast.

Vyzera zo$tverenejsie nez to lano, o sme vytiahli na Orknejach,

do siva zvetrané na utesoch Ronaldsay,
unaven¢ vlakna, ¢o sa tak dlho drzali v nadeji,

ze to eSte niekam dotiahnu.

Auto caka.
Ideme do Londyna, povedal.

Smrt uz je v aute, mlci.

Ani ja neviem najst slova. Krv
mi huci vysoko v usiach

ako nadpozemsky vichor.

Cestu si nepamétam.
Ubehla v jednom zablesku.

Tlacim cas ocami,
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nech som uz pri maminej smutnej posteli
tu na oddelent, kde sa len moje dve postavicky

zo Star Wars stavaju proti vpadu temna.

Pridlho som c¢akal, vahal v zatuchnutom tichu
fary, nevdacne vzdialeny do seba,

s utkvelou predstavou, aké to bude v Londyne.

Pridlho bez jedinej spravy, bez slova rozhovoru,
sny, ¢o som s nou zdielal ako dieta, mi

zrazu stipaju ponad pas ako priliv,

ktory ziaden mesiac nevrati spat.
V¢era v noci uvidela velkt medvedicu, opakuje,

ked vchadzame do nemocnice.
Spominam, ako sme spolu videli stopy v lese
na vzdialenom okraji tdolia, neskutocné kopy

vykalov, rozsiate prvosienky, podvecerny kal.

V¢era v noci uvidela velki medvedicu na kraji postele.



LAST NIGHT SHE SAW BADGERS

He stands at the school gate
hunched and trembling

like a tree at winter’s rise.

The air is glue. I wade to him, each step
taking all of my twelve years.

He is grey as the rope we found in Orkney,

coiled and faded on the cliffs of Ronaldsay,
worn out with hoping for the rescue

that would never come.

The car is waiting
We must go to London now, he says.

Death waits in the car, unspeaking.

I too am silent. The blood rushing
in my ears like howling trees

1s noise enough for me.

I do not grasp the journey:.
It is over in moments.

I am contracting time to reach my mother
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in her sad bed in the stale ward
where my two plastic Star Wars toys

stand against the coming dark.

Too long I have waited in the deathly quiet
of the Vicar’s house, unspeaking, ungrateful,

mapping out how I will run away to London.

Too long without news and contact,
the dreams I'd shared with her as a child

rising again like tides too urgent

for the moon to pull them back.
Last night she saw badgers, he tells me

as we walk into the hospital.
I remember walking with her to see a badger’s sett
on the other side of the valley, the orderly piles of dung,

the cowslips, the dusk.

Last night she saw badgers at the end of her bed.



ORFEUSV STIAHNUTOM
PODSVETI

Pracujeme na svojom miznuti kazdy den,
nepritomnost stelesnena nepritomnostou

v jantarovom zavoji listia a semiacok

Uzemie si vymedzujeme Sermovanim kridel,

hranice neznosti tajnym kukanim a jazykom vlajociek,
aby sme sa ¢o najlepsie obklopili hradbami knih
casopisov, stiahnuti, DVDciek,

a inych vielijakych srandiciek, ¢o kupujeme

ako krasne zivé figové listy na svoj stud.

Dom je odrazu prazdny,

jaskyna rezonujucich istot sa rozplynula,

len Persefona z granatového jablka vybera zrniecka,
pluje, tie, ¢o ma stale v zuboch, preklina.

Macky sa okolo nej vint a vrestia ako farie

na milé mysky, Gtrzky papiera,

na prach, ¢o zrazu vystapil z najhlbsicho ticha,

aby zvadzal vlacnymi pohybmi.

Bohyna nastoji, aby sme zostali vnutri.
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Istota ti isto pontka istd vznesenost, ak sa k nej prepomozes,
ale ja radsej vyrazim za nahlymi vybuchmi neznosti hviezd,
pocuvam v tme, ako sa stromy chystaju vyrasit,

ako si veselo lomozi rast,

ked lisky davaja zime dobrt noc

a sovy v inovati piSu stopami muadre pamaéti.

Krac¢am daleko od domu,

zarodok lasky nesiem v zovretej dlani.

Sledujte ma. Neobzriem sa ani raz.



ORPHEUS INTHE DOWNLOAD
UNDERWORLD

We make our disappearances day by day, There is majesty in certainty if you can stomach it
absence speaking for absence but I prefer the random melt of stars,

through a waxed veil of leaf and seed-pod. waiting in the darkness for trees to bud,
Territories are marked with a wing beat, listening for the metallic scrape of growth

the bounds of tenderness negotiated in magpie semaphore as foxes slice the winter with their tongues

as we are subsumed by books, and owls stamp prints of mice on frosty turf.

magazines, downloads, DVDs, I am walking the path away from home,

gewgaws, gizmos, all those pretty a love song balled foetal in my hand.

fig leaves bought to cover shame. Follow me. I’ll not look back.

The house is hollow,
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an echoing cave of certainties lost,

where Persephone picks pomegranate seeds

that catch in her teeth, spits them out and curses.
Cats howl around her like furies

after mice, scraps of paper,

the dust born of silence,

screwed into fists of guilt.

The goddess cries for us to stay indoors.



PRELUD VILY V STAROM CITY

Tika tu rucickami, presny, ako dopravny systém,
na prasknutie smutna noc¢na elektricka,

.....

do prazdna medzi lampami v uliciach.

Blikaju zradny trblet
ako moj prazdny vesmir kriglov
noc sudiciek a zabijackeho rytmu

vlakov do pekla

na zufalstvom rozpalenom kove
po zastavkach
Angel, Euston,

Camden Town.

City si ju berie,
hali do svojich tajnych cerni,
a rozmaznava Criepkami $tastia

a ¢repinami neotvorenych okien.

Z oci jej tec slzy maskary.
A v nich sa vylina nerozlastitelny znak,

s ktorym sa vysekava zo spleti priatelskych rak.

/ LINOHOH IWVAV

A nato zacina tanec
do temnych ténov smutku,
ktory ju ako duch city prenika

Stiepi deli a rozmnozZuje,

spolu s dokonale ladnym mesiacom
plynt a prerazaja cez vyklady
kym neény nepremenia jej slzy

na reflektory necakane rychlych aut.



INNER CITY DUENDE

Now she is clockwork in the bus lanes,
a bottled-up tock of sorrow.
All her straight lines are strung

through a maze of stuttering street lamps.

A slow build in the beer barrels
to this, the banshee hour
louder than trains

the rhythms of her misery

running on iron rods down
into the hot bright
hells of Angel, Euston,

Camden Town.

The city swallows her,
binds her in Tarmac,
trails pleasures behind her;

a constellation of fractured glass.

She weeps mascara.
Her eyes are ideograms, untranslatable,
as she slashes the brambling

arms of friends away.
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And then she is dancing

to the dark sounds of her sorrow,
the city’s breath rising through her
as she ripples, divided, multiplied,

like a water-bound moon slipping
through shop windows,
as street neon carves her tears

into the lights of cars.



ZIVOTNE PODMIENKY

Kedysi sme umierali na sen, utapali sa Zem miesto stromov zivi len tela

v mamivom rozpuku mladistvej vone, a vrha ich do divadla sveta, ktoré nenavidi vlastnych hercov,
zatial co nam kosti zacali zhltnat priamo pod kozou. tych, Co sa tvaria povysene a vyberavo akoby ani neboli,
Umierali sme postojacky, hrdo vzpriameni, len vydratou koZzou na hankach

do vysok podopreti vlastnou kopijou magmaticky zovretej skalnej paste.

sme necakane zavnimali, ako nas svet hali

do jemného zavoja piesku.

Utiahli sme sa do vnutra aj so svojimi stadami a plodmi
ked nas zima obklucila

ako kruhy tzkosti vo vidine svetla.

Dnes sme len a len na svetle
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ale tizkost sa drzi, neodchadza.
Svet zrychluje obratky. Vidime v mysli
tancovat atémy priamo pred ocami, odolavame starnutiu,

chraneni $titmi smartfénov

strazime svoje profily

v zrkadlovych labyrintoch webu.

Nespoznavame sa.

Instinkt ustrnul v telach davnoveku mnoho levelov pred nami

a tie zasa zostali stuhnuté v tepanom kove.



CONDITIONS OF LIVING

Once, we died dreaming and drowning
in the first flush of youth

our bones yellowing beneath our skins.
We died standing up,

propped on our spears

watching the world subsume us

in a winding cloth of sand.

We fell with our cattle and our crops
when winter swallowed us

like nightmares in a dream of sun.

Now, we are always in the light

but still we’re fearful.

The world spins faster. We see atoms
dancing in our minds and slow our ageing,

hide behind our mobile phones

check our profiles

in the darkened mirrors of the web.
We do not recognise ourselves.
Instinct is caged in ancient bodies

which in their turn are caged in metal.
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The land grows meat instead of trees

and all the world’s a stage that hates its players
who strut and forget

that they are only scuffed knuckles

on a fist of rock.



PRETIAHNUTA ZEM THE LONG EARTH

podl'a knihy Terryho Pratchetla a Stephena Baxtera alter the book by Terry Pratchett and Stephen Baxter
Ak by stacil len jediny krok do neznama, If all it took was just a sideways step
aby si sa odputal od tejto unavenej Zeme, to break your shackle to this tired earth,
uvolnil z véazieb kvantovej mechaniky untangle the strings of quantum physics
a slobodne si hvizdal svetmi paralelnych vztahov, and shimmer down the mirror parallel,
objavoval zakutia, o ktorych Darwin nemal ani zdanie, find worlds which Darwin could have barely dreamed,
dal by si to? Neutiekol by si sim pred sebou? would you not do it? Would you not run?
2
-
Vytrielil by som rychlejsie nez Startovaci vystrel, = I’d be off faster than the starting gun
aby som zastihol Pretiahnut Zem este pred ustalenim tvarov, < to seek the Long Earth flickering unreamed;
nové druhy a neskuto¢né mutacie rézne sa rodiace % new genera; and what mutations dwell
pod najréznejsimi slnkami. Hnala by ma tizba zachytit g under different suns. I'd hunt strange musics
prazvlastnu hudbu, podla ktorej sa dvihali hory, pobrezia, aj priliv. 5 courting river banks, mountains and the surf.
N

Ak by len stacil jediny krok do neznama. If all it took were but a sideways step.

No nakoniec z toho ni¢. Viac medziatomarny priesmyk nepusti. Yet here we stay. There is no interstitial strait,

Len sny a zapal vedy. Tym konci nase stvorenie. just dreams; the faith of science. All that we create.

20



MILOSTNA BASEN ZAKLIATA DO
ROZPRAVKY

na motivy rozpravky O Morskej panne od Madame D’ Aulnoy

V ociach ju bolo vidno ako rozkosné dievcatko, Moj lov sa skoncil. M6zem len ¢akat

ostro rezany zaslepeny naboj mladosti. No mala na koniec vsetkych jej premien, na koniec sil,
v nich Cosi naliehavé ako nahly skrek macky ¢o ju navlieckaji do cudzich kozi,

v dome, kde sa nedeje ni¢ len tporna snaha aby ma opat nasla svojim dievcenskym
vlhkého a mikveho tela ryby vystupit z Gdelu taniera. pohladom a dala mi nadej,

Teraz je z nej jelenica, celym telom, ale ocami nie. Ze ta krasna zenska bytost, na ktori sa meni

Tie vo mne tancuj(, snazia sa pred strelou uchranit. pod perim, srstou, ¢i Supinami, uvidi aj za
Kolko to len ma zivotow. ta drsnost, ktort som st sam bez nej vypestoval, ako splaseny zver.
Z hebkej dierocky jej jelenich ast

na mna slastne Sepka, ze kolko este musi stthnat.
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Milujem ju a vzdy som ju miloval. Az dodnes mi v podstate unikala.
Teraz sa vratim do svojho palaca knih

no s prazdnym bruchom, lebo nedokazem nic¢ ani jest, len myslim
na nu ako ladne bezi preslnenym lesom, s pohladom,

ktory v mihu prekona akikolvek hrozu,

este aj planky jej sladnt pri nohach.
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LOVE POEM DISGUISED AS
A FAIRY TALE

alter Madame D’Aulnoy’s The Girl-Fish

In her eyes, the girl she was; the hard
unthinking rifle-shot of youth. They are urgent
as a cat’s yowl in the dark rooms of home
where nothing matters but the way fish

lifts wet, unspeaking from the plate.

She 1s deer now, but for those eyes.
They dance through me, demanding to be spared.

Another life is on her.

She whispers from the soft purse

of her deer’s mouth that she still has much to do.
I'love her and I always have. I never saw her until now.
I will return to my palace of books

hungry though I cannot eat for thinking of her

as she runs through the bright wood, a spare
change of terror jangling in her girl’s eyes,

crab apples crunching like years beneath her feet.
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My hunt is over. All I can do is wait

for the changes to cease, for the drifting powers
that drive her to other skins to calm

their churning, for her to find me again

with her girl’s eyes and hope

that the woman she’s becoming under feather,
hide and scale can see beyond the way

I’'ve learned in her absence to stiffen, like a startled deer.



SLNOVRAT

Drevo rezom oziva a temnota razom dychne
fosforeskujtce svetlo,

zo vznetlivych klickov energie v hastinach tmy.
Do kazdého tbeznika vstapi ¢erstvo obnazena
hviezda a mesiac zhikne

ako najmudrejsi vyr

¢o pozdvihne more trbletu do vysky oci.

Privalu je od vrcholu zrazu do spevu,

jeho sila formuje aj brala, s citom pre najmensi detail,

akoby vody mali uz tesne pred premiérou
novcho obdobia, ked sa dokazu priblizit

k chapaniu Iudského jazyka.

Hmkam si napev vod, ten z ktorého dochadza
dych na cestickach, ktorymi sa pred nim snazis
uniknat, splaseny jelen,

aby st zachytil dych v dapneni kozuba,

ked nahlou iskrou odplasi des

zimy, a mihotavy prelud svetla

vyzenie prizrak nekonecnej noci a da mi pocit slobody,

chvilu, pokym opéat nezavladne lisci skrek.
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SOLSTICE

The wood is cut and darkness sighs

its needle shower of yew-green light,

of brown stems in the ragged hedge.
Stars pucker on the cusp of sight

and, startling from the woodland’s edge,

the moon is an owl; its cries

changing the track of the sea.
The stream sings out in reverse,

a song of solidness, of creak,

as if water needed to rehearse

the change of seasons, or to speak

a human tongue in sympathy.

I hum the water’s song, the shallow
breath that shatters on the path

in footsteps, startling a deer,

then slide indoors to wood the hearth
and spark an answer to the fear

of winter; a flickering hallow

that scatters the long night’s shadow up the wall

and frees me, briefly, from the vixen’s numbing call.



TITULKY

Nabiehaju titulky poskladané zo znicenej krajiny.
Zem rozkuskovana na ttrzky

pod zabermi titanského dunenia bombovych bitov,
ked sa tvar za tvarou vylina a meni

iba na obrie O st bezodného vykriku.

Nabiehaju titulky z krajiny, v ktorej sa uz rozpadli aj slova,
okrem tych, co presli viacstupnovou filtraciou

a remixnuté, s posunutymi vyskami aj basmi, Gtocia z reprakov
aby si deti mohli az do hibky kosti

uzit naozajstné¢ho trash metalu.

Vybiehaj hortce titulky z vysokych peci,

z predmesti, kde sa tavia dejiny a spravy dneska,
kam z lietadiel rozhadzuji smart bonbény

aby bolo pre vsetkych sladkosti do sytosti,

kym nevyvratia vojnu ako rakovinu.

Titulky z rozsvietenych vykladov,

titulky z temnych hibok pamat,

titulky exotickych zajazdov na slnecné
ostrovy snov spalenych na nuklearny prach.

Titulky? Nie. Koniec sprav.
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NEWS IN

News in from the damaged land.

The soil shakes itself thin

under a bomb-beat juggernaut as faces
fade in and out of recognition until only

a siren ‘O’ of mouths remains.

News in from the land of no words

but those that are carefully filtered,
remixed, distorted, blasted from speakers
whilst a thin rain of metal dances

in slivers under the skins of children.

News in from the furnace,

from the place of betrayal sealed

like a petri dish, where lies are dropped
from the bellies of planes,

where war grows cancerous on tongucs.

News in from the storefront,

from the ache of memory, from

the glittering parade-lands

of suffocated hope. News in. News in.

There isn’t any news.



HODINA PAMATNEHO TICHA

plamienok rozochveny ako mora no nakoniec aj tim najchrabrejsim vyvratilo brucho
Sepce Cosi z ticha v kuchyni z vydatnych hodov ostrelovacov a bomb,
komare vabi do letmého okna.
ked vsetci pekelni netvori
Zvucia jak dvojplosniky ¢o sa v tanci lasky zacali vyliezat spod bahna

a smrti ratia na okraj viditeIného sveta. na ocelovych vizoch rezicich do kosti.

Sledujem vyprskavanie ¢erveného vosku,
ako pada do prazdna mimo okraj svetla

a myslim na rodinu, na tych, ¢o davno odisli

tichi muzi na ohlusujucich frontoch

nechali doma aj ritudly svojej viery
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nabudeni inym,
propagandou, tzkostou, hladom,

pri pisani listov plnych lasky

ich v tme viedol iba jeden plamen,

rozochvena spomienka na daleky domow.

Ach, ako len snivali o rodine,
vzdavali vdaku bezmennému bohu aj za najmensie

pozehnanie v tyzdnovej poste, ak dorazila,

30



COMMEMORATION HOUR

A moth-cupped flame sputters
out of silence in my kitchen, draws insects

whining through the window’s crack.

They sing like distant bi-planes,
dogfight-dancing at the edge of sight.

I watch red wax spill
over the candle’s battered lip

and think of family, long dead,

the quiet men on unquiet fronts

who let the rituals of their religion

slide away, buoyed up
on propaganda, desperation, hunger,

as they wrote loving letters in the dark

succoured only by a single flame,

by the guttering distances of home.

Oh, how they dreamed of family,
gave thanks to G-d for the minuscule mercies

of the weekly post (when it got through)
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but even the gentlest man will break inside

when bombs and snipers dictate their diet,

when all the animals of hell
come crawling out from under mud

on sinews of metal clasping at the bone.
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