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NOCNA RIEKA

Mirom promenady sa

z vychodu na zapad, zo zapadu na vychod

plazi vlhkost.

Ropa a chemikalia, sol a decht:
v hrdle mi viazne noc.
Pozieram vzdialenosti

sama na brehu rieky, st tri hodiny rano,

podopiera ma iba dazd a obloha.
Dotyka sa ma drzy vietor.
Hviezdy st koliky,

tykadla nastavené na vietky

eSte nezname pobrezia,

namornici ich daleko odtialto objavujt
v akychsi vodach zaliatych slnkom.
Pootvorim sa smerom k nim ako tsta

a precitujem ich jas,

vypinam sa na horizonte v celej svojej vyske,

horizont je dokom, kde balansuje riecka, nahlim sa k nej
neistym krokom, bezim do jej trbletu, elektrizujicemu pulzu

v miestach, na ktorych mohutnie:

vnorim sa jej do lona,

do jej beloby, do jej rozmeru.

Ona — to som ja: more je lod.

Plavime sa az k briezdeniu.
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NIGHT RIVER

East to west, west to east,

wetness crawls

the promenade wall.

Oil and chemical, salt and tar:
the night is in my throat.

I consume distances

at the edge of the river,

three am, solitary

held only by the rain and the sky.
The wind’s touch is courageous.
The stars are stags,

antlers pointed at each new shore

sailors discover
far from here, in some sunny waters.
I open to it like a mouth and sense her shining

full height on the horizon,
as if the horizon is a ledge she balances upon,

and hovering I rush to her,

her starriness, her electric pulses
that beckon, she widens:

I immerse myself in her thighs.

Her whiteness, her size.

I am her: the sea is a boat.

We ride until the dawn.



ELIZA A MEDVED

L.

Netusila som, ze moj milenec je medved.

Videla som ho obnazeného. Videla som, ako si zvlieka kozuch.

Reve. Medvedo-uslintane, grizly —
potriasa tlamou, vlieza do postele,

na prsnik mi kladie svoju krvila¢nt labu.

Rano mam na pokozke krvavy odtlacok.

Prekryva mi pehy, prekryva bradavku.

Netusila som, ze m6j milenec je medved.

Netusila som, Ze sa celd noc na Styroch zakrada ulicami
hladajic divocinu.

Netusila som, ze tGzi po navrate do

hor, pod drsné papradie neba.

Netusila som, ze jeho jedinou tazbou bolo odist. Nikdy nepovedal:

Milacik, ja som medved, odchadzam. Vraciam sa domov.
Plavam v modrozelenom oceane noci.

V urcité noci prichadza ku mne na navstevu,

iné travi potulkami po horach.

O, poobhryzaj svetlo, drahy; obhryz hrany. Bud medvedi.
Vidim, ako sa nahy potulujes —

Oci ako studne blcia na vsetky strany, na podmienky pocasia,
na faby, ktoré ta mataja v snoch.

Ked zbadas lososa,

vo vnutornom oku

sa ti zablysne pach cerstvej krvi.

HONV I SH1Y

Cakam ta. Cakam v tvojej nore.
Cakam v posteli schilend v plachtach, v krvavocervenych oblieckach.
Rukou $matram v medzerach, ktoré si tu zanechal predtym, nez si mi

zmizol do vrchov.



ELIZA AND THE BEAR

1.

I did not know my lover was a bear.

I’'ve seen him bare. I've seen him leave his skin.
He roars. Bear-wet, grizzly —

shakes his head, crawls into bed,

places a bloody paw on my breast.

In the morning a paw mark on my skin.

It masks freckles, masks my nipple.
I did not know my lover was a bear.

I did not know he was on all fours all night

crawling the streets looking for the wilderness.

I did not know he wanted to go

back to woods and harsh brackish skies.

I did not know he wished to go. He never said,

Sweetheart, I am a bear, I am leaving now. I am going home.

The night is a blue green ocean I swim in.
He comes and sees me on certain nights,

other nights he wanders the woods.

O bite the light sweetheart; bite the edges. Be bear like.

I can see you being bare as you wander —
eyes like reservoirs gleaming at trees, at weather,
at colours that spin in your dreams.

When you see salmon,
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the smell of fresh blood

glimmers in your mind’s eye.

I wait for you. I wait in our cave.

I wait in bed, coiled in sheets and red linen.

My hand touches the spaces you made before you left for the hills.



KRVAVE DIETA

Za domom stoji bezlisty strom,

naprieck tomu, ze je uprostred zimy, visia na nom zrelé ceresne.

Z obnazenych haltzok visi zmrznuté ovocie ako odrezané palce,

v spomalenych zaberoch po jednom kvapka na stvrdnutt podu.

Vnutri, v tichej kuchyni, sa na kovovom stoliku v ru¢ne vyrezavanej

miske chulia jablkd; makna a hnijt v rozpadavajicom sa borovicovom dreve.
V zéahrade za jazierkom sa ako rozliaty atrament

tyCi strom, privysoky, poohybany

ziza na zIty kosak v zahybe oblaku.

Sklo ciernej noci odraza mftve ohnisko zrenice.

Z ust domu kvapka krv.

Vysusené moria luny zaplavuje krv.

Na flakaté okenné sklo v prazdnej predsieni

padaju cervené vlocky, zmrznt, pravouhlo sa zhlukuja

na sivej kamienkovej doske a kvapkajuca krv sformuje:

cerveno ladovy prizrak dietata, ligoce sa ako rubin,

mlcky postava vo dverach, ktoré rozrazil prievan.

Za obzorom buraca btrka ako tigrica.

Reve, ale ona ju nepocuje.

Ty tam nie s1, a preto ju nepocujes.

Chodba ziva modrastou prazdnotou. Knihy suchoct v obaloch.

Stoji vonku ako smrt. Dvere sa jej zabuchnt pred nosom.

Z Gst domu kvapka krv.

Vysusené moria luny zaplavuje krv.
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Kde si? Spis v posteli na poschodi

alebo cela zadychana uhanas ulicou?

Co ak tu uz vobec nebjvas?

Nie si nahodou v chatke daleko v lesoch

alebo v rozbehnutom vlaku, okno ¢ierne ako smola so zltymi flakmi?
Si pod vodou, plavis sa

poslednou mohutnou vlnou prilivu? Nactavas vlkom

vo svojom podvedomi? Nie si v nemocnici

ponorena pod sterilnym stricbrom a sestrickovskou modrou?

Takze, kde si1?

Z ust domu kvapka krv.
Vysu$ené moria luny zaplavuje krv

s

O, stratila sa matka, klesla na dno

opustena spievam, tam, kde kon¢i mesto.

O, stratila sa matka, klesla na dno

spievam a samé vlky strichnia okolo.

O, stratila sa matka, klesla na dno

spievam v ruke s blystiacim sa nozom.

O, stratila sa matka, klesla na dno

spievam na plné hrdlo s dedinskym zborom.

Takze, kde si?



V zahrade sa pohne strom doskrabany potkanmi,
btrka sa vzopla z vodnej hladiny;

sotva badatelné zachvevy svalov pod zastitou temnoty.
Cereine zmizli, premenili sa na dieta,

na cerveno ladovy burkovy prizrak

schileny na prvom schodiku

skrvaveny ako korist, tichy ako neznama piesen.

Ked sa rozsnezi, strom vzdychne, ohne sa, prinizky,

a znova vystrie, zohyba sa obkreslujic kopec.

V dome na dlazke obyvacky sa vlneny koberec

premeni na vodu, drobné ¢lny sa plavia k vetristym brehom.

Z Gst domu kvapka krv.

Vysusené moria luny zaplavuje krv.

Siv podzemi, v pivnici alebo v zemi

skryty pod suchou korou a listami? Korenis

v $pine alebo skritena v hnilobe,

srdce pomaly bije, v oc¢iach stratené svetlo?

Alebo si v kope dreva, klacis pod vlanajsim borovicovym
ithlicim, ktoré ta picha do vraskavej pokozky, alebo si
odtialto odisla, odvial ta vietor ako div( hus

odlietajicu na juh z temnoty, poda v zahrade
neobrobena, role nezorané? Si nie-si

nahd vystavena napospas poslednému lacu zimného slnka?

Z Gst domu kvapka krv.

Vysusené moria luny zaplavuje krv.
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V kuchyni z kohutika kvapka pomald cervena kvapka

na nehrdzavejicu ocel zahmlent zvyskami po umyvani riadu.

Cez otvorené okno presvita biele svetlo.
Vonku sa zahrada vzpina vo vetre; jediny nadych.

Po aleji bezi postava, dieta ¢i liska

potom zblizka, jasna Cerven, jej usmiata tvar na skle.

Strom rozdupava podu ako kon, konar
sa $vihom skrtca k prehrabnej zemi, tder, prask,
Strbina, ale len potial, pokial mu dovolia korene.

Aké zaklinadlo ich drzi na mieste?

Z ust domu kvapka krv.

Vysusené moria luny zaplavuje krv.

Je to zaklinadlo ticha,

Dieta moje, ona sa nezhovara s domom.

Je to zaklinadlo ticha,

dieta moje, ona nedycha na mraz.

Je to zaklinadlo ticha,

dieta moje, ona uz nevyda z hrdla ani hlaska.

Je to zaklinadlo ticha,

dieta moje, zaklina, aby necitila, Ze o teba prisla.

Takze, kde si?



A potkany bezia k rieke a psy

bezia k ricke a kominy iskria ako ivery.

Od vzdialeného zapadu sa mestom zenie burka,
sadze a dym, v dialke sa vzdiva more,

hortca lavina ponad zasrienené strechy.

Na prahu cakd krvavocerveny Iadovy prizrak,
poctva prenikavy narek zo zahrady;

mohutn piesen. Strom tvrdo plieska

proti ohrade, nemoze utiect. Vetvy

navrstvené jedna na druht tvoria $tit. Ohen sa blizi.

Z ust domu kvapka krv.

Vysusené moria luny zaplavuje krv.

Dom zodvihne hlavu, $iju nakloni dozadu.

V predsieni spadne juznym smerom vaza, lod vo vichricl.

Prazdne pohare v kredenci rozbiju ticho.

Strikované béabika sa skottla dolu drevenymi schodmi.
A pod domom z murovanych zakladov sa

vyvratia tehly do piesocnatej zeme ako vesla

a sip domu sa pootoci k rieke.

Strechu odveje ako zastavu a cely dom

sa zoSmykne po mazlavej pode, ktora sa rozostupi

ako vlny, prerazi zahradny murik, asfaltova cestu.

Vnutri schizma, korene stromov ovisaju ako kadere.

Z ust domu kvapka krv.

Vysusené moria luny zaplavuje krv.
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V mure bahna, obracia sa kazda hruda, vyformuje

oval udskej tvare, ktora skrikne: Kde si?

Ohen na horizonte pokrkve kostolné veze,
krvavocerveny Iadovy prizrak sa topi a rozpadne,
snehuliak po tom, ako sa sneh davno rozpustil, hortacava
nahlodava obrysy jej dievcenskej postavicky a meni sa
na pramen, na prad vody, na potok, na privalovu rieku,

ktora prestiva nanosy bahna a korenov, z ktorych sa stava roklina

so zalesnenymi zrazmi; listim bezia dve Cervené postavy, dievcatko a zena,

dva rubinovocervené body na bazaltovozelenom pozadi.

Z ust domu kvapka krv.

Vysusené moria luny zaplavuje krv.

A ich roztapajica sa krv uhladza ohen.

Na rozhrani trhliny, sirokanske ako slnko,

ako vysoka rozpalena pec ziari poulicnymi lampami osvetlené mesto,
para v uliciach teraz mlci a je vychladnuta ako ta Zena,

ktora bola tym stromom a vystiera ruku, aby sa dotkla kosaka
namalovan¢ho na lodnej plachte, ohyba ju hore-dolu,

potom schmatne svoje dieta, ten krvavocerveny ladovy prizrak

a vleje ho do kory luny ako rozzeravent lavu,

a zanechdva na nej lepkavé flaky a ziara sa rozlieva udolim ako vino,
a osamela ceresna v zahrade za prazdnym domom,

na ktorej visi zrelé ovocie, hoci je uprostred zimy.

Z Gst domu kvapka krv.

Vysusené moria luny zaplavuje krv



BLOOD CHILD

Behind the house a single stark tree,

cherries still ripe though it is mid-winter.

Bletched fruit on bare branches ooze like a cut thumb,
each drop in slow motiona falling onto hard soil.

Inside in a silent kitchen, on a metal table, apples curdle

in a handmade bowl; mulched bills ferment on varnished pine.

In the garden, past the pond, the tree stretches
like spilt ink, over-tall, bent back,
to eye a yellow crescent crisp in a fold of cloud.

Black night glass reflects back the dead centre of a pupil.

Blood drips from the mouth of the house.
Blood floods the dry seas of the moon.

On the stained-glass window of the empty hall

red flecks fall, become ice as hail chimes angular

to grey pebble-dash and dripping blood begins to take a form:
of a red-ice-child-creature, gleaming like a ruby

standing silent at the wind-opened door.

The storm glowers behind the outline like a tiger.

It roars but she cannot hear him.

You are not there to listen for her.

The hallway is an empty blue. Books rattle in their case.
Outside she stands like death. The door closes in her face.

Blood drips from the mouth of the house.
Blood floods the dry seas of the moon.
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Where are you? Are you asleep in bed upstairs

or running breathless down the street?

Maybe you don’t live here anymore?

Are you away in a cottage in the woods

or on a moving train, window patch-black smacked with yellow?
Are you underwater, swimming through

the last swathe of the tide? Are you listening for wolves

at the back of your mind? Are you in a hospital

deep under sterile silver and nurses’ blue?

Yes, where are you?

Blood drips from the mouth of the house.
Blood floods the dry seas of the moon.

O Mother has gone missing, she has gone to ground

I sing abandoned at the outskirts of the town.

O Mother has gone missing, she has gone to ground

I sing as wolves’ prowl around.

O Mother has gone missing, she has gone to ground

I sing a shining knife in hand.

O Mother has gone missing, she has gone to ground
I sing full-voiced with the choir of the land.

Yes, where are you?



In the garden, the tree flinches, scratched by rats,

the storm sifted from the watercourse;

small muscular movements smatter on a shield of dark.

Cherries gone, turned to child,

who crouches on the front step, red-ice-storm-creature

as bloodied as prey, silent as an unknown song.

As the snow comes along, the tree sighs and bows

and stretches again, under-tall, copying the hill, bends down.

In the house, on the living room floor, a wool rug

turns to water, small boats sail to wind-fed shores.

Blood drips from the mouth of the house.

Blood floods from the dry seas of the moon.

Are you underground, in the cellar or soil
hiding in the mulch and leaves? Are you rooted
in the dirt or rolled up in the rot,

heart beating slow, lost light in your eye?

Or are you in the wood pile, kneeling under last year’s pine

needles sticking into folded skin, or are you

gone from here, aloof in the wind like a wild goose
journeying south from darkness, garden soil
untended, land unturned? Are you un-become,

laid bare in the last light of winter sun?

Blood drips from the mouth of the house.
Blood floods the dry seas of the moon.
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In the kitchen the tap drips a slow red drop

onto stainless steel clouded with washing-up sods.
White light filters in through an open window.
Outside the garden heaves in wind; one breath.

A figure runs along the alley, a child or fox

but closer, starry red, her bright face at the glass.
The tree paws the soil like a horse, a branch
turning over loose earth with a sway, a lilt, a whip,
a crack but only as far as its roots will allow.

What is the spell that holds them still?

Blood drips from the mouth of the house.
Blood floods the dry seas of the moon.

It is the spell of silence,
child, she doesn’t speak to the house.

It is the spell of silence,
child, she doesn’t breathe to the frost.

It is the spell of silence,

child, she doesn’t sound in her throat.

It is the spell of silence,
child, so she doesn’t feel the loss.

Yes, where are you?



And the rats run to the river and the dogs

run to the river and the chimneys spark like kindling.
From far west flickers a firestorm through the town,
soot and smoke, sea buckling in distance,

a hot avalanche across frost-crested rooftops.

The red-ice-blood-creature waits on the doorstep,
listens for a high pitched wail from the garden;

fat of a song. The tree is whipping hard

against the fence, it cannot run. Branches

stacked one on one form a shield. The fire comes.

Blood drips from the mouth of the house.
Blood floods the dry seas of the moon.

The house raises its head, tips back its neck.

In the hall a vase falls south, a ship in a storm.

Empty glasses smash their silence inside the kitchen cabinets.

A knitted doll tumbles down stripped wood stairs.
And underneath in foundations bricks

plough down into sandy earth like a rudder

and the bow of the building turns for the river.
The roof flips like a flag and the whole house
dredges through the molten earth which parts
like waves, splitting the garden wall, tarmac road.

Inside the schism, tree roots hang like curls.

Blood drips from the mouth of the house.
Blood floods the dry seas of the moon.
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In the wall of mud, each frond turn, forms

a human face, oval-shaped, which calls out, Where are you?

Fire on the horizon crumples church-towers

as the red-ice-blood-creature starts to drip and ooze,
a snowman after snow has gone, warmth

scythes the sides of her small girl shape and becomes
a spring, a stream, a brook, a tidal river shifting mud
and roots to form a gorge with wooded sides;
through leaves two red figures run, girl and woman,

each a ruby mark amongst a basalt green.

Blood drips from the mouth of the house.
Blood floods the dry seas of the moon.

And their melting blood flattens the fire.

At the crest of the ridge, as large as the sun,

lamp-lit town below like embers in the hearth,

steam 1n the street now quiet as cold the woman

who was a tree reaches out a hand to catch a crescent
painted onto navy cloth, tilts it back and forth,

then picks up her child, the red-ice-blood-creature

and pours her like lava onto the crust of the moon,

staining it sticky and the light spills like wine over the valley,

and a single cherry tree, in a garden, behind an empty house,

the fruit still ripe though it is mid-winter.

Blood drips from the mouth of the house.
Blood floods the dry seas of the moon.



PRILIV

Za zelezni¢nymi kolajnicami

sa jasne Crtaja okna so zatiahnutymi zavesmi.

Na strechach oblozenych novymi skridlami mieria
na vychod antény na prijem signalu: vlak z Manchestru
sa Zenie smerom na zapad rovno

do zamkov domov, cez most

k chumacom zivych plotov, kde zijt lisky
prekracujace hranicu

usvitu Mystéria a $kolského parkoviska;

a stale dalej smerom k moru,

ktoré si pritahuje vietok pohyb svojim

ohnutym chrbtom, krajina na lanach,

mesto zaplavené, derie sa k horizontu:

voda nam siaha po kolend, cajky v zatoke.
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TIDE

Behind the railway cutting

curtained windows are still drawn tight.
Aerial masts on newly-tiled roofs

point east: a train from Manchester
scowls west further into

the lock of houses, over the bridge

to the scraps of hedges where the foxes
live border-crossing the line

at dusk to the Mystery and the school car park;
and always down towards the sea

that is pulling all movement out with its
back arched, the landscape on ropes,

the city afloat, dragging all to the horizon:

water at our knees, gulls on the bow.



PRECHOD

Ked sa plavi hastinou vib a kozi,

jeho vtaci zrak odraza mesiac za oblakom.

Jarny priliv sa derie na zapad, on vesluje smerom na vychod.
Voda presakuje $vikmi trochu ako krv.

Arne vyvazuje svoju hmotnost ponad ohyb rieky,

malé plavidlo oziva na hrebeni viny

a on ¢aka na korist, ktortt mu vylovi hacik:

flasticku atramentu, hrudku ametystu, kresbu

burky zaramovant v zlate, sformovant svetlom.

Zabali si ich do zrebného platna, zaplava ornamentoyv,
potiahne vlascom, ked sa oblaky pohnt na juh,
sponad vrchov Walesu sa rozprsi,

ozyva sa: ,,Uz aj sa vrat domov. N4jdi si tkryt

v zemi a zahrab sa don.” Spieva

vetru, zaberd spenenymi vodami,

ponad ustie rieky sa rozozvuci lodna siréna.

Trajekt z Irska spomali svoj prichod pomedzi neusporiadané
predmety na rieke ocakavajucej barku:

ulomky skal, zdochnuty potkan, rozparana cipka, zrkadlo,
myslienka na buddcnost v pootvorenom zlatom puzdre
pripravenom vypustit ju, zamatova vystelka za$pinena solou,
chumac cervenych vlasov sa vznasa ako medutza

lapena v tu a teraz, neschopna odolavat pradom.

Kormoran rozprestiera svoje ligotavé ¢ierne perie

a prechadza sa na brehu po kosti z kridla.
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CROSSING OVER

As he sails the coracle of willow and skins,

his bird eyes mirror the moon behind cloud.
Spring tide drags west but he paddles east.

Water seeps through the stitching a little like blood.
Arne buckles his weight over the hump of the river,
the small craft alive on the back of the wave

as he waits for the hook to reveal his possessions:
pot of ink, hunk of amethyst, a drawing

of a storm framed in gold and made of light.

He wraps these in hessian, a swaddle of ornament,
pulls up a line as the clouds move south,

rain simpers along the Welsh mountains,

calling ‘Go home now. Find a dent

in the earth and burrow in’. He sings

to the wind, rows the harrying waters.

Across the estuary a ship bell starts to ring

An Irish ferry slows its entry into the detritus

of objects on the river awaiting the storm:

a broken slate, rat’s corpse, torn lace, a mirror,
the thought of the future in a golden case

open to spray, velvet inlay sodden with salt.

A handful of red hair floats like a jelly fish
caught in the to and fro, in the froth of the drag.
A cormorant extends its shining black feathers

as he walks ashore on the bone of the wing,



MODRA CERN

»--- priplavajuc na breh v divoc¢inach Wirralu,
ktorych davny narod Bozicha dobrych muzov to v podstate vzdal...*

Gawain a Zeleny rytier preklad Simona Armitagea

,»Severania ich nechali v napevno zaklincovanych lodiach.
Tych smutych, ktori prezili strelyna Dingesmere
HIbokymi vodami sa plavili naspit do Dublinu.*

Bitka pri Brunanburhu

‘Yr wylan deg ar lanw, dioer
Unlliw ag eiry neu wenlloer,
Dilwch yw dy degwch di,

Darn fel haul, dyrnfol heli.
Ysgafn ar don eigion wyd,
Esgudfalch edn bysgodfwyd.
Yngo’r aud wrth yr angor
Lawlaw 4 mi, lili mér.

Llythr unwaith, llathr ei annwyd,

Lleian ym mrig llanw mér wyd.

Skutocne, biela ¢ajka nad prilivom
farby snehu alebo bielej luny,
tvoja krasa je bez poskvrny,
ako kasok slnka, ako krystal soli.
Si svetlom na vine oceanu,
stihly, pysny vtak ziviaci sa rybami.
Ruka v ruke kotvime
na hladine, morské lalie.
C’ajka
Dafydd ap Gwilym, preklad Hopwood
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Pred tymto som bola ¢ajkou

Odletela som z mesta

ponad modrociernu deltu, pozdii pobrezia

smerom k opustenému majaku.

Preletela som rotormi veternych mlynov.

Letela som ponad breh rieky obmyvany dazdom,
stopy soli na nnom vytvarali vzorku

rohu polostrova osvetleného majakom,

domy roztrusené po pobrezi ako pouli¢né lampy,
molo s ¢lernym zabradlim tréi smerom k vzdialenym
mohutnym horam, mokrade a polia rovné ako doska
clvaja valu mora, pasuci sa dobytok,

dlhy asfaltovy lesny chodnik

vedie na plaz a smerom od pobrezia

stromy ponorené hlboko v piesku,

ligotavé biele priesvitné histiny s korenmi ponorenymi do vin

a svojim ¢aj¢im zrakom sa z vysky pozeram,

odtialto zo vzdusnych pradov;

vidim deti ako dve ¢ierne bodky,

ako bezia po piesku smerom od temného no¢ného mora
k zene klaciacej na kolenach

v piesku osvetlenom svitom luny, ma roztvorenti naruc
akoby bol jasny letny den a ona drzala uterak

lenze je decembrova noc. Ta Zena, to som ja?

Pozeram sa jej oCami a zameriam sa na deti.

Nahé¢ dievcatko a chlapcek, mézu mat tak Sest a tri roky:
vidim ich rozmazane,

vnimam len ocka a vlasky, ale nie vyrazy tvari,



pobehuji po mokrom piesku,

za nimi burlivé more, na horizonte obrys nakladnej lode.

Pokasam sa letiet do vnutrozemia k skalam,

ale vzdusné prady ma zatlacia naspat k pobreziu.

Klacim s vystretymi rukami, zizam do tmy,

v Gstrety mi bezia dve drobné bledé tel4.

Vznasam sa ponad pobrezie, ponad ustie rieky,

deti pobehujt po mokrom piesku, zena klaci,

potom v topankach plnych piesku zamieri na pevninu.

Sledujem, ako sa vracia smerom k dunam, ostrym ako sklo.

Sadne do auta, Soféruje, ruky pevne zvieraju volant,

na zadnom sedadle dve prazdne detské sedacky

vrhajua tien na vrabkované ¢alinenie,

bezpecnostné pasy sa hojdaja otocené k svetlam,

trojoky vlk na krajnici,

pred autom vlhka, pieskom zasypana cesta,

poznacena minulotyzdnovou buarkou.

Zaduje od vychodu a ja sa som medzi zatopenymi poliami,
nohy sa mi vbaraji do kusov hnijiceho dreva,

auto sa mi straca z dohladu,

uhana ku krizovatke na dialnicu.
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Unésa ma smerom na sever,

kazdé kridlo vystieram do tmy

ponad dom, svetlo v jedinom okne na najvy$som poschodi,
vidim ju, ako zaparkuje na prijazdovej ceste,

zelezna brana od ulice sa zabuchne,

otvara vchodové dvere, na studenom skle zatiahnuté zavesy.

Vidim ju, ako na stole vybaluje tasku, zapina
radio, vyzera von cez medzeru

v brokate, ziza rovno na mna

sem do modrociernych §irav oblohy,
prijimajucich dazd, pretoze sa

znova rozprsalo

a pri a prsi,

za nou, za mnou, v ohybe krajiny

asi milu od jej domova, auta, plota

a este dalej vonku na mori

prichadza priliv, vzdava sa skalna vlna

z hibok zeleného vinobitia, oznacuje
pristavny mur, vrabeny

solou, tam, kde je ukotvena lod,

naklad nevylozeny, kotva nizko plytkej vode,
pevne zaklincovany, parou poohybany dub a koly,
na prove vyrezavana dracia hlava;

objemné more sa uhyba piesku

potom mokradiam, potom zemi, hnedo zvrasnenému bahnu



BLUE BLACK

a stopam po kolesach voza, vrcholy staziov prerusuju vzdialenosti, ‘...coming ashore in the wilds of the Wirral,
na prilivovej vlne pevne uchopené plavidla. whose wayward people both God and good men
Slnec¢ny svit zalieva tento vyjav medenou polevou. have quite given up on...’

Gawain and the Green Knight
trans. Simon Armitage

Zena zatahuje kvietkované zavesy; viny cedia neéistoty.

Vyplavené plastové flase sa zabaraj do piesku. “The Norsemen left them in their well-nailed ships,
The sad survivors of the darts, on Dingesmere
Opver the deep sea back they went to Dublin.’

The Battle of Brunanburh

‘Yr wylan deg ar lanw, dioer
Unlliw ag eiry neu wenlloer,
Dilwch yw dy degwch di,
Darn fel haul, dyrnfol heli.
Ysgafn ar don eigion wyd,
Esgudfalch edn bysgodfwyd.
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Yngo’r aud wrth yr angor
Lawlaw 4 mi, lili mor.
Llythr unwaith, llathr ei annwyd,

Lleian ym mrig llanw mér wyd.

Truly, fair seagull on the tide,
the colour of snow or the white moon,
your beauty is without blemish,
fragment like the sun, gauntlet of the salt.
You are light on the ocean wave,
swift, proud, fish-eating bird.
There you'd go by the anchor
hand in hand with me, sea lily. 9’
The Seagull

Dafydd ap Gwilym, trans. Hopwood
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Before this I was a gull.

I flew from the city

over the blue-black estuary, along the shoreline
towards the abandoned lighthouse.

I flew through the wind-farm’s rotating blades.
I flew over the river’s rain-battered sheen,
sodium spots lined up into a pattern

of a peninsula’s edge, fairground-lit,
houses strung along the coast like lanterns,

a black-railed prom stretching to distant
heavy mountains, marshland and flat fields
backing away from the sea wall, grazing cattle,
a long tarmacked path through trees
to the beach and submerged forest
off shore, deep in sand,

shimmering white transparent woods vatic in the waves

and with my gull’s eyes I watch from above,
from up here, on the air currents;
the children are two black dots
running over the shingle from the dark night’s sea
towards a woman on her knees
in the moonlit sand, wide-opened arms
as if she is holding a towel on a summer’s day
though it is a December’s night. Is she me?

I'look through her eyes to focus on the children.
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A girl, a boy, naked, about six and three:
faces fuzzy around the edges,
with hair and eyes but no definition,

they just keep running over the wet sand,

sea rough behind, outline of a container ship on the horizon.

I try to fly inland towards the ridge

but air currents push me back towards the edge.

I am kneeling, arms outstretched, squinting into darkness,

small pale bodies running towards me.

I am hovering over the shoreline, over the estuary,

children running over wet sand, a woman on her knees,

then she’s walking to dry land, shingle in her boots.

I follow her return towards glass-sharp dunes.

And she drives, her hands fixed on the wheel,

two empty seats in the back of the car,

shadow splashed on ripped upholstery,

seat-belts swinging, turning to the lights,

a three-eyed wolf at the edge of the track,

and the road ahead wet and sandy,

pitted with last week’s storm.

An easterly catches and I am among flooded fields,
webbed feet tacked onto moulding wood

as the vehicle rolls out of view

to the cross-roads by the motorway.



I'm flung north,

each wing stretched into darkness

above a house with one light in the top floor window,

and there she is parking in the driveway,

closing metal gates on the semis across the street,

opening the front door, curtains full on cold glass.

I can see her unpacking a bag on a table, turning

on a radio, staring out of the gap

in brocade straight at me

here in the blue-blackening edges of the sky,

suited to this rain that starts again

and up and away

behind her, behind me into the curve of the land

about a mile beyond her home, car, fence,

and further out at sea

tide turns, a stone wall rises

from beneath green swell, marks out

a harbour wall, long smothered

by salt, where a ship is moored,

unloaded, a clinker low on fine water, well-nailed
steam-bent oak and pegs, a carved

dragon’s head on its prow;

voluminous sea subsides to sand

then marsh, then earth, brown-furrowed mud

and chariot-tracks, mastheads clutter distance,
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a barge steadies on the tidal flow.

Sunlight blasts the scene with coppery emulsion.

She closes floral curtains; waves filter detritus.

Drowned plastic bottles sink into coarse sand.
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