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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.

| 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.
| 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 | rush to her,
her starriness, her electric pulses

that beckon, she widens:

| immerse myself in her thighs.
Her whiteness, her size.

I am her: the sea is a boat.
We ride until the dawn.
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ELIZA AND THE BEAR

| 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.

| did not know my lover was a bear.

| did not know he was on all fours all night
crawling the streets looking for the wilderness.

| did not know he wanted to go
back to woods and harsh brackish skies.

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

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

The night is a blue green ocean | 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.
| 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,
the smell of fresh blood
glimmers in your mind’s eye.
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| wait for you. | wait in our cave.
| wait in bed, coiled in sheets and red linen.

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

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 motion 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.

UNITED KINGDOM



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.
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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.

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

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 in 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.
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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.

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.
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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.

BLUE BLACK

‘...coming ashore in the wilds of the Wirral,
whose wayward people both God and good men
have quite given up on...’

Gawain and the Green Knight
trans. Simon Armitage

‘The Norsemen left them in their well-nailed ships,
The sad survivors of the darts, on Dingesmere
Over 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.
Yngo’r aud wrth yr angor
Lawlaw a mi, lili mor.

Llythr unwaith, llathr ei annwyd,
Lleian ym mrig llanw mor wyd.
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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.’

The Seagull
Dafydd ap Gwilym, trans. Hopwood

Before this | was a gull.

| flew from the city
over the blue-black estuary, along the shoreline
towards the abandoned lighthouse.
| flew through the wind-farm’s rotating blades.
| 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 | 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
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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.
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.

| 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.
| 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 | 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,
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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.

| 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,
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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NAKTIES UPE

IS ryty j vakarus, is vakary j rytus
drégnuma slenka

promenadine siena.
Zibalas ir chemikalai, druska ir degutas:

naktis mano gerklé;j.

AS suryju tolumas
stovédama upés pakrasty

trecig ryto, vienisa
lietingo dangaus draugijoje.

Véjo prisilietimas drasus.

Zvaigidés yra elniai,
jy ragai nukreipti j kiekvieng naujg kranta,

jareiviy atrandama
toli nuo Cia, saulétuos vandenuos.

Atsiveriu tarsi burna ir juntu jg Svytint
horizonte, tarsi Sis

bity briauna, ant kurios ji svyruoja,

sklesdama lekiu j jg,
jos Zvaigzdiska Sviesa, jos elektrinius pulsus,

kurie traukia savesp, ji plecias:

pasineriu tarp jos Slauny.
Jos baltuma, jos didumas.
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AS esu ji: jira — tai valtis. Regiu tave nuoga, kai klajoji —
Mes plaukom ligi ausros. akys nelyg telkiniai, Svieciantys j tankme, (j) dausas,
j spalvas, kurios sukas tavo sapnuos.
Kai isvysti lasisg,
ELIZA IR LOKYS SvieZio kraujo kvapas
smilkteli tau atminty.

1.
Laukiu taves. Laukiu masy urve.
NeZinojau, kad mano meiluzis lokys. Laukiu lovoje, susisupus j antklodes ir raudonus audeklus.
Maciau jj nuoga. Maciau jj iSsineriant i$ kailio. Mano ranka lyti erdves, kurias pravérei, pries iSkeliaudamas j kalvas.

Jis riaumoija. Pilkais kiaurai permerktais gaurais —
krato galva, ropsciasi lovon, KRAUJO VAIKAS
deda kruving leteng man ant kraties.
UZu namo — vienisas sustires medis,

Ryta randu letenos Zyme ant odos. vySnios vis dar prisirpusios, nors pats virdurziemis.

Ji dengia strazdanas, dengia mano spenel;. Pajuodusios uogos ant pliky Saky sunkias kaip kraujas i$ jpjauto nykscio,
kiekvienas lasas krenta sulétintai j kietg grunta.

NeZinojau, kad mano meiluzis lokys. Tylioj virtuvéj, ant metalinio stalo, obuoliai sukresi
ranky darbo dubeny; senos sgskaitos plva ant obliuotos pusies stalvirsio.

NezZinojau, kad jis visg naktj keturiom Sode, uz tvenkinio, medis pleciasi stiebdamasis

slankiojo gatvémis, ieSkodamas laukiniy tyry. kaip iSlietas rasalas, perauges, susilenkes,

stebédamas gelsva pusmeénulj, aptrauktg debesies.

Nezinojau, kad jis noréjo sugrjzti Juodas nakties stiklas atspindi taskg negyvo vyzdzio.

j miskus ir atSiaurias padanges.
Kraujas varva i$ namo burnos.
NeZinojau, kad noréjo grjzti. Jis niekad nesake, Kraujas uZlieja iSdZidvusias ménesio jaras.
brangioji, as lokys, dabar iSeinu. Keliauju namo.
Ant purvino lango tus¢iam prieSkambary

Naktis yra Zalsmelsvis vandenynas, kuriame plaukioju. krenta raudoni taskeliai ir suledéja lyg iskilmiy varpy garsai,
atsitrenke j pilkg cementa, ir lasantis kraujas jgauna pavidala:
Kai kuriomis naktimis jis ateina ir stebi mane, raudonledé mergaiteé, Svytinti lyg rubinas,
kitomis naktimis — klajoja miskais. stovinti tyliai priesais véjo pravertas duris.
Audros zvilgsnis tolumoj riistus tarsi tigro.
Ak, atsikask Sviesos, brangusis; atsikask jos briauny. Bik kaip lokys. Jis riaumoja, bet ji jo negirdi.

Tu Cia ne tam, kad jg uZgirstum.
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PrieSkambaris — tusc¢ia mélynuma. Knygos traska lentynoj.
Ji stovi lauke lyg mirtis. Jai pries akis uzsitrenkia durys.

Kraujas varva is namo burnos.

Kur tu? Miegi lovoje, antrame aukste, ar

bégi gatvémis, nesugaudydama kvapo?

Galbt tu ¢ia nebegyveni?

Gal kartais tlinai misko trobeléj

ar traukinio kupé juodai uztrauktu langu, pro kurj smelkias blyski Svieselé?
Ar esi po vandeniu, plauki panérus

Zemiau bangy? Ar stengies uZgirst vilkus,

staugiancius tavo mintyse? O gal tu ligoningj,

giliai po sterilaus sidabro sluoksniais ir slaugiy lidesiu?

Taip, kur tu?

Kraujas varva is namo burnos.

.....

Motina pradingo, prapuolé skradZiai Zeme,
AS giedu apleista miesto pakrasciuos.

Motina pradingo, prapuolé skradZiai Zeme,
AS giedu vilkams sélinant aplinkui.

Motina pradingo, prapuolé skradZiai Zeme,
As giedu asmenis, suspaustus rankoj.

Motina pradingo, prapuolé skradZiai Zeme,
AS giedu is visy plauciy podraug su viso krasto choru.

Taip, kur tu?

Sode medis krlpcioja, draskomas Ziurkiy,
audra pasipylé iS vandentakiy;
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nezymis raumeny judesiai slysta tamsos skydu.

Vysnios dingo, virto vaiku,

susiglzusiu prie slenkscio, raudonlede mergaite

kruvina it sumedziotas gyvulys, tylia it negirdéta daina.

Kai pasirodo sniegas, medis suosia ir islinksta,

stiebiasi darkart, susikQprines, tarsi mégdzioty kalvas, pasvyra.
Name vilnonis kilimas svetainéje ant grindy

virsta vandeniu, mazos valtelés plaukia j véjo ryjamus krantus.

Kraujas varva i$ namo burnos.
Kraujas liejas is iSdZidvusiy ménesio jiry.

Tu po Zeme, risyje ar dirvoj,

slepiesi mulciuj ir lapuose? Suleidai Saknis

j purva ar susiraitei puvesiuos,

|étai plakancia Sirdimi, uZzgesusiom akimis?

Ar gal esi po malky kriiva, suklupus po praeitamet kirsta pusim,
ir spygliais, sminganciais gruobléton odon, o gal

taves Cia jau neéra, gal pakilai aukstyn lyg laukiné Zasis,
skrendanti j pietus, tolyn nuo tamsos, apleisty sodziy,
neisakétos dirvos? Ar esi atstumta,

palikta nuoga guléti paskutinéj Ziemiskos saulés Sviesoj?

Kraujas varva is namo burnos.
Kraujas uZlieja iSdZiGvusias ménesio jiras.

Virtuvéje i$ Ciaupo létai iSkapsi raudonas lasas, krenta

ant nertdijancio plieno, apgaubto indy plovimo kankynés.
Balta Sviesa sunkias pro atdarg langa.

Uz sodo pakyla véjas, tarsi kas kvépuoty.

Skersgatviu lekia figiira, lyg vaikas ar lapé, tik paslaptingesne,
jos zZibantis raudonas veidas prispaustas prie stiklo.

Medis kapsto Zeme, tarsi arklys kanopom, Saka

iSsilenkia virs$ iSrausty Zemiy, sillbuodama, nitiniuodama,
pliekdama, traskédama, bet tik tiek, kiek Saknys leis.

Kokie kerai tad jas sulaiko?
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Kraujas varva is namo burnos.

.....

Tai tylos kerai, vaike,
namui ji lieka nebyli.

Tai tylos kerai, vaike,
jos kvépavimas sustoja speige.

Tai tylos kerai, vaike,
jos balsas neaidi gerkléj.

Tai tylos kerai, vaike,
gniauZiq praradimo kartélj.

Taip, kur tu?

Ziurkes bega prie upés, ir Sunes béga prie upes,

ir kaminai kibirks¢iuoja nelyg jZiebti prakurai.

Toli vakaruos blyk¢ioja degantis miestas,

suodZiai ir dimai, jaros plienas, lankstomas karscio,
plieski lavina, riedanti per apsSerksnijusius kraigus.
Raudonledé mergaité laukia prie slenkscio, ruoSdamasi
pasitikt Saizy klyksma, ateinantj i$ sodo, galingiausia

iS giesmiy. Medis smarkiai plaka tvorg,

ji negali pasprukt. Sakos susiglaudzia tankiai

ir tampa skydu. Ugnis artinasi.

Kraujas varva i$ namo burnos.

Namas pakelia galvg, iSlenkia kaklg atgalios.

PrieSkambary vaza krenta piety pusén, laivas, patekes j audra.

Virtuvés lentynose tuscios taurés sudauzo savo tylg.
Megztiné lélé ritas nutrintais mediniais laiptais.
Pamato miras sminga sméléton Zemén

lyg spaudziama svirtis, erkeris lenkiasi prie upés.

Eleanor Rees

Stogas nuskrieja, plevésuodamas it véliava, ir visas namas
réZias iSlydyton Zemen, Si prasiskiria lyg bangos,

suskaldo sodo sienas ir kelio asfaltg.

Viskam skylant, Saknys nukgra it garbanos.

Kraujas varva is namo burnos.
Kraujas uZlieja isdZitvusias ménesio jiras.

Purvo sienoje, virstant Zzemiy gniuzulams, isSryskéja
pailgas Zmogiskas veidas, Saukiantis Kur tu?

Ugnis horizonte sutrupina baznyciy bokstus,

kai raudonledé mergaité ima varvét ir garuot,
sniego senis, sniegui istirpus, Siluma rézia

jos mergaitisko pavidalo krastus ir tampa

versme, Saltiniu, upoksniu, tvinstancia upe,
nesancia purvg ir Saknis didziulén sangridon;

pro lapijg béga dvi figliros, mergaité ir moteris,
abi jos — rubiniski tvyksniai bazalto Zzalumoj.

Kraujas varva is namo burnos.
Kraujas uZlieja iSdZidvusias ménesio jaras.

Ir jy verdantis kraujas uzgesina ugn;.

Ant kalno keteros, didelés it saulé,

kai paslaitéj miesto Zibintai spingsi it Zarijos,
gatvéms garuojant, moteris, kuri buvo medis,
ramiai tiesia ranka, norédama sugaut pusmeénulj,
nupiestg ant jareiviskos véliavos, pakraipo jj pirmyn atgal,
tuomet pakelia savo vaikg, raudonlede mergaite,
ir iSlieja jg lyg lavg ant ménulio plutos, lipniai jg
iStepa, ir Sviesa uztvindo slénj kaip vynas,

o sode, uzu tuscio namo, stovi vienisa vysnia,
vaisiai vis dar prinoke, nors jau pats vidurZiemis.

Kraujas varva is namo burnos.
Kraujas uZlieja isdZitivusias ménesio jiras.
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BANGA

Uz gelezinkelio iSkasos

langai tebéra aklinai uztraukti.

Vétrungés ant naujai ¢erpémis dengty stogy

rodo j rytus: traukinys iS Mancesterio sustojes

rasciai Zvelgia j vakaruos nusidriekusias

namy sangridas, j gyvatvoriy

liekanas u? tilto, kur gyvena lapés,

sutemus kertancios kelig,

tipendamos j Paslaptj ir mokyklos masiny aikstele;

ir visa be perstogés juda link jaros,

iStesiancios kiekvieng judesj savo skliautuotais

linkiais lyg krastovaizdZziu, kurs supas ant jtempty virviy,
lyg pladuriuojanciu miestu, viska traukianciu j horizonta:
vanduo mums siekia kelius, ant pirmagalio tupia Zuvédros.

IRIANTIS

Kai jis plaukia luotu, supintu i karkly ir aptrauktu odomis,
jo paukscio akys atspindi ménulj, uzdengtg debesies.
Smarki srové nesa j vakarus, bet jis iriasi rytuosna.
Vanduo sunkiasi pro stagarus visai kaip kraujas.

Arnas pasilenkia, kai luotas ima silbuot akmeningoj vietoj,
maza valtelé atgyja, pagauta vilnies,

jam laukiant, kol kabliuku iskels savo daiktus i$ versmés:
indelj rasalo, gabalg ametisto ir audros piesin;j,

jrémintg auksu ir nutapyta is Sviesos.

Suvynioja juos audeklan ir sutvarsto raisciais nelyg
ornamentais, jis pajuda tolyn, debesys slenka j pietus,
lietaus Suorai skrieja maivydamies Velso pakalnémis,
kaukdami: ,Keliauk namolio. Susirask kokig daubg

ir iSsirausk urva zeméje.” Jis gieda véjyje,

irdamasis $éliojanciais vandenimis.

Ties upés ziotimis suskamba laivo varpas.

Eleanor Rees

Keltas i$ Airijos sulétina greitj prie$ jplaukdamas j nuolauzas
daikty, pladuriuojanciy upéj, belaukianciy audros:

Siferio atplaisy, negyvy Ziurkiy, sutraukyto nérinio,
veidrodzio Sukiy, minties apie ateitj aukso skrynelé;j,
praviroj, purslojancioj — aksomo vidus, permirkes siruma.
Saujelé raudony plauky plikauja nelyg mediiza

pirmyn ir atgal, pagauta putoto srauto.

JUrvarnis iSskecia savo juodus Svytincius sparnus,

kai jis iSlipa krantan, uZmindamas paukscio kaulus.

JUODMELSVE

,-..issilaipinome krantuos laukinio Viralo,
kurj pazaboti tiek Dievas, tiek Zmonés gerieji
jau visai vilties nustojo...”

Gaveinas ir Zaliasis riteris
i$ angliSko Saimono ArmitidZo vertimo

LVikingai nelieté jy, susédusiy j savo puikiai surestus laivus,

Nidrds iSgyvenusieji pro Dingesmera
Jara placia patrauké atgalios j Dubling.”

Brunanburgo muasis

,Daili Zuvédra keteroj bangos,
sniego ar pilnaties baltumo,

tavo groZis nesuteptas,

esi lyg saulés Suke, jaros pirstinaité.
Tu — Sviesa banguoto vandenyno,
miklus, iSdidus, plésrus pauksti.

O, kad skriet galétume tvirtai
vienas Salia kito, jaros lelija.”

Zuvédra
Daffydd ap Gwilym
i$ angliSko Hopvudo vertimo
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Seniau buvau Zuvédra.

AS skriejau nuo miesto

virs juodmelsviy Ziociy, palei pakrante
apleisto Svyturio link.

AS skriejau pro mallino besisukancius aSmenis.

Skriejau virs lietaus pliekiamo upés zvilgesio,

druskingos baltumos ruoZeliai nubraizé
pusiasalio krastus, atrakciony aikstelés

Sviesom Svytintys namai issidélioje pajaryje it Zibintai,

juodais turéklais jréminta promenada tiesés link
nidriy kalny tolumoj, pelkiy ir plyny lauky,
atsitraukusiy nuo jiros pylimo, glaudzianciy
besiganancius galvijus,
ilgas asfaltuotas takas vingiavo pro medzius
i paplidimj ir uzlieta girig, plytincig
toli nuo kranto, pustomg smiltim,

tviskantys, vaiskis, boluojantys miskai nelyg pranasai bangose,

ir savo zuvédriskom akim Zvalgiaus i$ aukStumos,
raita ant oro sroviy;
vaikai buvo du juodi taskeliai,
bégantys per zvirgzdg nuo tamsios nakties jiros
pas moterj, klGpincig

ant ménesienos uzlieto smélio, iSskétusig rankas,

tarsi laikyty ranksluostj vasaros dieng,
nors buvo gruodZio naktis. Ar ji — tai as?
Zvelgiu kiaurai jos akis, kad ai$kiau matyéiau vaikus.
Mergaité ir berniukas, nuogi, Seseriy ir trejy:
veidai iSpurte palei krastus,
akys ir plaukai neryskis,
jie tiesiog béga Slapiu Zvirgzdu,

Zvarbi jira jiems uz nugary, krovininio laivo kontirai horizonte.

Eleanor Rees

Meéginu skrist j krasto gilumg, link kalvagbrio,
bet oro srovés bloskia atgalios lig pusiasalio briauny.

AS klaupiuos, rankas iSskétusi, Zvairuodama tamson,
smulkas nublyske kinai lekia manesp.

Sklendziu virs pakrantés, virS upés ZioCiy,
vaikai skuodzia Slapiu sméliu, moteris klGpi,

tada pakyla, Zengia sausuma, jos batai pilni Zvirgzdo.
Seku jg grjztant j kopas, smiltys astrios it stiklas.

Jivairuoja, rankos tvirtai spaudzia vairg,
dvi galinés sédyneés tuscios,
Sesélis iSsitésSkes ant sudraskyto apmusalo,
dirzai trikcioja, blyksi Sviesoforas,
triakis vilkas stovi kelkrasty,
kelias priesaky drégnas ir smélétas,
duobétas po praeitos savaités audros.
Mane pagauna rytys ir atsiduriu uztvinusiuos laukuos,
pléveétos kojos jsminga j medienos puvésius,
kai masina iSrieda i$ akiracio
link sankryZos Salia greitkelio.

Mane bloskia Siaurén,
abu sparnai istiesti j tamsg,
sklendziant vir§ namo, kurio virSutiniam lange dega Sviesa,
ir Stai matau jg parkuojantis prie jvaziavimo,
uzdarant vartelius prie vienbucio kitoj gatvés puséj,
atveriant priekines duris, uzuolaidos aklinai uztrauktos
uZu Salto stiklo.

Matau, kaip ji iSkrauna maisg ant stalo, jsijungia
radijq, Zilri pro plysj
brokato audeklo tiesiai j mane,
besiblaskancia juodmelsvéjanciuos dangaus pakrasciuos,
jie tinka Siam lietui, kurs vis prapliumpa, Suorais
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smogdamas tai virSun, tai Sonan
uZ jos ir mano nugaros, tolyn j sausumos islankas,
mazdaug uz mylios nuo jos namy, masinos, tvoros,
o toliau virs jaros
banga verciasi — akmeniné siena iskyla
iS po zalio Sélstancio vandens — nuzenklina
uosto sieng, ilgai dusintg druskingy
vilniy, ten prisvartuotas stovi laivas,
iSkrautas, jo dugnas panires j vandenj, jo
iSlenktos gZuolo lentos puikiai sukaltos, drakono galva,
iSpjaustyta ant pirmagalio;
plati jira pereina j smélinga pakrante,
tada j pelkes, dirvg, iSvagotg purva
ir lenktyniy veZimy takus, o laivastiebiai uzgriozdina tolumas,
barza nusistovi tvinstancios juros srautuos.
Saulés Sviesa nutvieskia visg vaizdg varine emulsija.

Ji uztraukia gélétas uzuolaidas; bangos skalauja nuolauZzas.
Nuskende plastikiniai buteliai grimzta j rupy smélj.

Eleanor Rees
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