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LENI CAY is a Slovakian-born poet living in England and

Norway. Her award-winning first collection was published by
Parthian Books and her second poetry collection Love Algorithm
by Black Spring Press. Her first two pamphlets — Colours of the
Swan and Autumn Dedications — were published by Westbury
Arts Centre as part of her poetry residency and her third pamphlet
was published by Eyewear Press in 2017. Eleni’s most recent poems
have appeared in Acumen, Atticus Review, The Cardiff Review and
Poetry Ireland Review. She is known for her multimedia poetry,
which has been screened at international festivals and featured
on Button Poetry. Her selected poems have been translated into
German, French, Italian, Romanian and Slovakian.

Eleni Cay’s digital home is: www.eleni-cay.com.

‘Welcome Digital) ‘Circles’ and ‘Black-and-white QR Codes’
were written by the auhtor in Slovak and published in the
collection Zdchvevy motyla v digitdlnom ¢ase by Cakanka
(2013) in Slovakia. They were translated by John Minahane
in 2015 and published in English by Parthian Books in 2018
as A Butterfly’s Trembling in the Digital Age in the UK.

‘Royal Beauty’ was originally written in English by the
author and translated from English to Slovak by Maridn
Andri¢ik. The poem will be published by Global Slovakia
(2021) in the anthology Slovakia in Poems.

All other poems were written in English by the author and
will be published in her second collection Love Algorithm
by Black Spring Press in 2021. The author translated these
poems in May 2021 for this chapbook.



Vitaj, digitalno!

Pred par rokmi ceruzkami a papierikmi
rozpravali sa myslienky.

Dnes sta¢i im mald krabic¢ka.

Netreba listky, roby, ur¢it hodinu.

Z nekonec¢ného javiska do nekone¢ného hladiska

kedykolvek, kdekolvek

myslienky si lietaja.

A vsetko, vetko do digitdlneho sa zmesti.

Néhodné stretnutia, klamstvd, vyznania, cestovatelské zvesti.

Mozno je to fajn,

ze zapipa ti v tichom lese sprava.
Jedného potesi, druhy nadava.
Jeden odfoti, druhy napise.
Vidy hladalo ludstvo

pre pocity skryse.

Tak vitaj, digitalno!
Fantdzie mojej nové zriedlo.
Ako po vodnej hladine,
rovnej a vyhladenej
rozbieha sa lietadlo.

Vitam ho s tsmevom,
omédmend nadejou,

strdcam sa vnom.

Welcome, digital!

A few years ago thoughts spoke

with pen and paper.

Now a small box can be their medium.
No need for tickets, dressing, scheduling:
from stage to auditorium,

when and wherever endlessly,

thoughts wing.

The digital holds everything, all sorts.

Chance meetings, lies, creeds, travellers’ reports.
) ) ) P

Maybe it’s fine

that your message bleeps in the quiet of a wood.
One curses and the other thinks it good.

One photographs, the other writes some pages.
For their feelings people

always seek refuges.

So welcome, digital!

My fantasy’s new well and source.
As if it went on water,

level, smooth,

an aircraft runs its course.

I welcome it and then,

dazzled by the hopes,

lose myself therein.



Kruhy

Ked'sa kraj kresli ostrymi konturami

a vtak ramuje ho méitovym povetrim,

vtedy ti, BoZe, bezpodmieneéne verim.

Ako studni¢ka v chotari
nechdm sa tvojou vodou nalievat,

opijat jedom vo vlastnom pohari.

Pokym opit pridu.

Tie dni bezboznej véednosti
prehibia brazdu v rane.

Bez prehnanej citlivosti

vypla¢em im vtedy kusok dane.

Vratim pozicané,

nech maju ini za ¢o sadit a rubat nové lesy.

Nech mozes dalej posielat modry dézd na zelené adresy.

Tak plavam s tebou, Boze, vjednom kruhu

anehladdm uz piesen nova.

Zivot pod nami, nad nami,
¢ira hladina v nas.

Ni¢ uz neldka, ni¢ neboli ma.
Vsetko mam. Mala som.

Budem mat zas.

10

Circles

When the land is drawn in sharp contours,
framed by a bird in a mint breeze,

then, my God, I believe in you without question.

Like the sheepfold’s small well,
I let your water pour over me,
and get drunk on my own glass of poison.

Till they arrive again.

Those days of godless ordinariness
deepen the furrow in the wound.
Without overblown sensitivity

I'll pay some tax to them when they come round.

I shall return my loans;

let others have wherewithal to plant and fell new forests.

May you continue to send blue rain to green addresses.

Thus I sail with you, God, in one circle

and no longer seek a new song.

Life beneath us, above us,

entering us, the pure surface.
Nothing lures me now, nothing pains.
I'have all. T have had.

I shall have again.

11



Cierno-biele QR kédy

V tanci staci gesto,

aby pochopila Zena, ze to¢it sa mé.

Tak aj na pocity niekedy postaci ti ikona.
Ako unaveny spisovatel

diva$ sa na ndmestie,

este nedoznel tvoj ortiel,

uz zviera$ dlane v paste.

Prejedads sa, ¢lovek, lebo blizi sa ti doba spotreby?

Rychlo pise$ dodatky do zmluvy,

¢o privedie ta do zéhuby?

Na billboardoch svietia slova,
¢o este len Cas

rozbali v Zivotoch.

Sprachnivela cesta do kostola,
modlime sa v novych kédoch.

Akési ¢ierno-biele

to, ¢o z nds dnes vychadza.

Farebnu bielizen na dvore

hlasnd susicka nahradza.
Stréca sa basen v diktite novej médy.

Bezfarebn4d, bez Zivota —

ako tie QR kody.

12

Black-and-white QR Codes

A gesture tells the woman
she has to twirl, in a waltz or reel.

And an icon may suffice for what you feel.
Weary of writing,

you gaze out on the square,

your sentence still resounding,

your fists clenching on air.

Man, do you stuff yourself because
your expiry date is near?

And quickly scribble an extra clause

to a deal that leads to catastrophe?
Billboard words are tumbling,
and all that time will yet unwrap

for lives’ episodes.

The path to the church is crumbling.

We're praying in new codes.

A noisy drier substitutes

for colourful washing out the back.

Currently what we produce
is sort of white-and-black.

The poem’s lost in the dictate of new modes,

with no colour, no life —

like those QR codes.

13



Kralovska krasa
(napisané v reakcii na legendu o Bathory¢ke' na Cachtickom
zamku)

Tiekla krv. Vela krvi.

No krésy nikde.

Lebo krdsa nevznika z krvi,

vznika z ¢asu,

nemozno ju vynutit od jej nositelov,
spréva sa ako laska.

Zrtcaniny Cachtického hradu sa vnarajt do zeme,
jesenné listie rabi relikviu v zlatom rdme.
Hrdzavo-karminové ozdoby sa vzdavaju listia,
vlievaju svoje tizby do motylich kridel

a potom sa rozprasia do zdpadov slnka.

t+ Podlalegendy mala Bathorycka upirske sklony a kipavala sa vkrvi

panien, aby si udrzala mladost a krasu.
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Royal beauty
(written in response to the Bathory Legend* at the Cachtice Castle,
Slovakia )

There was blood. A lot of blood.

But no beauty.

Because beauty is not made of blood,
It is made of time,

it can’t be hustled from its bearers,

it behaves like love.

The Cachtice ruins sink into the soil,

autumn leaves enclose the relic in a golden frame.
Ginger-crimson glitters abandon the leaves,
infuse their aches into butterfly wings,

then powder themselves into sunsets.

# The legend goes that Bathory had vampire-like tendencies and bathed in
the blood of virgins to retain her youth and beauty.

15



Iktsuarpok

Julové slnko kréja oblaky na platky
citrénovej torty, vtaky lietaja vrstvu
cez vrstvu, stavaji sochu ndsho pribehu.

Inuiti majt jedno slovo na ten dlhy pocit
oc¢akévania Ze niekto pride ku dverdm.

Janemdm $pecidlne slovo, jalen ¢akdm.

Kazdy den vystieram kralovsky koberec

kde mozes§ jazdit na svojom holandskom bicykli,
$pliechajic kvety z tvojho pruteného kosika.
Taky isty bicykel vidim na stanici v Manchesteri,

v Sanghaji, bezim k nemu, bicyklujic nés spit
na to miesto, kde sme sa stretli.

Neskory letny vecer

Ked'zacalo préat,
vedela som presne kde budu mlaky.

Tancovali sme tango viackrat touto ulicou.

Silne ¢ervend jahoda sa prerezéva

vrstvami pudingu s citrénovou korou.

Tuzba po hodvébe tvojho tela stéle tazkd moju mysel.

Vsetky tie hlboké diery zivota.. ..
Kto ich zapléta?
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Iktsuarpok

The July sun cuts the clouds into slices

of alemony cake, the birds fly through
layer by layer, sculpting our story.

Inuits have a word for looking outside

in anticipation that someone might be coming.
I don’t have a special word, I'm just waiting.
Every day, I roll out a royal carpet

where you can ride your Dutch bike,

splash flowers from the wicker basket.

I see the same bike at stations in
Manchester, in Shanghai, run to it,

cycle it back to where we met.

Late summer evening

When it started raining, I knew exactly

where the puddles would be.
We have tangoed many times this street.

A bright red strawberry cuts through the thick

layers of a lemon posset pudding.
The desire for the silk of your body

still niggles my mind.
All these deep holes.. ..

17



Putovanie

Bol koniec leta. Otvoril si okno na aute,
vystréil hlavu ako labrador.

Ak laska nie je o krizovatkdch po znamych cestich,
tak potom neviem ako pomenovat zivot.

Pritla¢im pery na tvoj sveter, ldtka jemna ako tvoje lica, rukavy
dlhé ako tvoje ramena ¢o ma ¢akaju na autobusovej zastavke.

August ldme srdcia, aby sa zréstli a zosilneli.
Pero roluje tvoje pery v mojich basniach.

Ak laska nie je o krizovatkach po zndmych cestich,

tak potom neviem ako pomenovat zivot.

Znalost vsetkého

Dézdovniky obycajné spia, jedia, pdria sa a kfmia vo vzduchu.
Kosakmi chvostov podrezavajt nebo, ukladaja
oblaky na modré polia vo vrstvich bielej slonoviny.
Ty, ¢lovek, potrebujes pristresok. Znacené cesty.
Pastierov a stroje na ich dokonalé dokon¢enie.

A aj tak, na tvojich strechdch a cestdch

st neustéle diery, ktoré len prehliadnes.
Vedomost, ktord ta vyhostila z Edenu

je iba zdklad pre hranice duse.

Sily, ktoré riadia tvoje zavislosti

sa krizuji s Bohom, udomdcnenom

v medzerdch medzi tvojimi myslienkami.
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Journeyings

It was the end of summer.
You rolled down the car window

poked your head out like a labrador.

Iflove is not criss-crossing familiar paths,
then I don’t know how to remember life.

I press my lips on your jumper, the fabric soft
as your cheeks, the sleeves as long
as your arms waiting for me at the bus stop.

August breaks hearts so that they grow
more resilient. A pen rolls your lips into a poem.

Iflove is not criss-crossing familiar paths,
then I don’t know how to remember life.

The knowledge of everything

Swifts sleep, mate, eat and feed in the air.

They cut the sky with their scythe tails, lay

the clouds on blue fields in layers of ivory white.
You need a shelter. Marked roads. Shepherds
and machines to craft them to immaculate.
Still, there are holes in your roofs and paths —
and you can’t even see them. The knowledge
that cast you out of Eden is merely a foundation
for the boundaries of your soul. The forces

that steer your addictions cross

with the God you domesticated in

the gaps between your thoughts.
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Topole

Videla som ta v Moskve. Vymenili sme si ¢isla, obaja vediac
ze ich nikdy nevytoc¢ime. Povedal si mi, ako zije§ na kave

avskorumpovanom vztahu s ¢asom. Nepamitam si ¢o

som ti povedala o mne. Ci som vébec vypila moj ¢aj.

Odvtedy vidim tvoju tvar za oknami, na kazdej
obrazovke. Osvetlenie inych dut ma oslepuje,

hram sa s nimi s polomatnymi o¢ami, skladam

z nich trblietave prstene, nasu svadbu.

Nedokézem robit rozhodnutia, ako lan uprostred

cesty neviem, ¢i prejst alebo nie,

nikdy predtym som nevidela nieco také oslepujtce.
Trubiace auto ma prindti dosiroka otvorit o¢i.

Vidim juhovychodné vetry, ktoré pitnést rokov tlacili
na kondre topola, kazdu zimu vyvijali tlak na jeho korene,

az strom spadol na Zem.
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Poplars

I saw you in Moscow. We exchanged numbers we

knew we’d never dial. You told me how you live on coffee

and twisted relations with time. I can’t remember what

I told you about me. Or whether I even drank my tea.

Since then, I can see your face behind windows,
on every screen. The car lights blind me,
I play with them with my half-closed eyes,

make them into luminous rings, our wedding.

I can’t make decisions, like a doe in the middle
of the road, unsure whether to cross or not,
never seen anything that bright. Then a blaring horn

forces me to open my eyes wide.

I see the southeast winds that have been gestating
for fifteen years, applying pressure on the
poplar’s branches, every winter daring the roots,

until the tree fell down.
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Cena ¢loveka

Mali ste stresujutci den: Jenn vyliala kdvu na Vas pocitac.
Sok bol taky hlboky, ze ste sa museli znova nali¢it.

Asha dnes nemal stres: nikto neznésilnil jeho sestru. S prachom
na tvéri, ukladanym niekolko dni, vyzer4 starsie, takmer mftvy.

Kliknutim dostanete topanky, ktoré si Anne kupila minuly tyzden.
Vy a Vasi sledovatelia budu spajani iba s vysokymi hra¢mi.

Na webovej strinke sa zobrazi opit Ashova tvar. Amnesty International

zvestuje ze doloval kobalt od doj¢ata. Jeho miechové disky st rozbité.

Vy nikdy ni¢ nenesiete. Méte toho tolko na svojom ucte
ze potrebujete iba telefén. Hladédte online kasmirovy kabat,

ale opit je tu Asha. Ddma z Don Bosca hovori, Ze potrebuje
nové topanky a knihy. V jej pribehu sa Asha vola Ismail.

Blokujete reklamu a nahldsite zneuzitie dat. Ste jeden z bohov, jeden
z tych,

ktori sa umiestnia na najvyssich prieckach, a pdjdu opit vyssie —
také st pravidla.

Kde som ja v tejto hre? Asha nikdy nebude ¢itat, nikdy nepochopi,
tato baser. Ja si tu iba oistujem srdce od strieborno-$edej krvi.
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Human cost

You had a stressful day: Jenn spilled a coffee on your computer.

The shock was so profound, you had to re-apply your make-up.

Asha had no stress today: no one raped his sister. The dust on his face,

deposited over several days, makes him look older, almost dead.

You click away, get the shoes Anne bought last week. Rate
your followers, only be associated with the high players.

There’s Asha’s face again. Amnesty International says

he’s toiled cobalt since he could crawl. His spinal discs are shattered.

You never carry a thing. You've so much in your account
you only ever need your phone. You Google for a cashmere coat.

But there’s Asha’s face again. A Don Bosco lady says he needs

new shoes and books. In her story he is called Ismail.

You block the ad, report abuse. Youre one of the gods,
those who are ranked highly will go higher again, those are the rules.

Where am I in this game? Asha will never read, never understand,

this poem. I'm just cleansing my heart from the silver-grey blood.
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Rozsirené mozgy

Poévodne usadené v tele,

niektoré zamotané, niektoré pripravené na pucanie,

stkromné pozndmky sa rozvetvuju do digitdlneho neba.

Nie si si isty, kde st vlakna, kde sa krizia a kde za¢inaju.
Napriek tomu ich vystuzujes, chces ich urychlit, ur¢it
ako vyliec¢it svoju digitdlnu dusu.

Sablény st rovnaké: chce$ ovladat, urobit kazdy

kus materiality vyhladatelny, uniformny. Chces
rozéirit lasku, to nekoneéno v tebe, v Iudstve.

Mraky su prili§ tazké na to, aby to vsetko

zachytili bez buarky.
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Augmented brains

The known is finite, the unknown infinite; intellectually
we stand on an islet in the midst of an illimitable ocean
of inexplicability. T H Huxley 1887

Sedimented in flesh before,

some bedraggled, some ready to bud,
private notes expanded to the digital sky.
You are not sure where the filaments
cross, where they begin. Yet, you thicken
them, make them run faster, determine
how to curate your digital soul.

The templates are the same:

you want to control, make each

piece of materiality searchable, uniform.
You want to augment love, the infinity
within you, within humankind.

The clouds are too heavy to hold all

that stuff without a storm.
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Hroby vojakov

Miliardy malych ¢iernych striel
sedia vo vnutri nevinnych makovych hlav.

Ich neopitované bozky

zanechali prazdne miesta pomedzi divokd raz.

Nezalezi na tom, kolkych zranili v boji. Ved'aj
vecernd obloha je zranend kazdy vecer od zdpadu slnka.

To, ¢o nds spdja, je cervend krv,

vystrekujuca priamo zo srdca.

Soldiers’ graves

Inside the innocent poppy heads
there are billions of small black bullets.

Their unrequited kisses

leave empty spaces in between the wild rye.

It doesn’t matter how many you hurt in the combat.

The fleeting sunset does it every evening to the sky.

What unites us is the red blood,

setting out from the heart.
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