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Hotelska soba

On mnogo putuje.

I svaki put mu se ¢ini
daiznajmljena soba
uporno nudi

svih sedam staza.

Makar, u njoj su tek
minibar i Biblija.

Dvanacina kako da se dohvati
sutradan.



Bulevar slobode

U starom dijelu grada, u zgradi
u kojoj je izmedu ratova zivjela
mojabakairodio se otac,

pod tavanom gdje su gladovali,
otvoren je pomodni restoran

na ¢ijem sam otvaranju,
s rasko$nom hranom u ustima
i tudnim osjeéajem krivnje u trbuhu.

Samo me strop dijeli od prostora
u kojem je ostavila svoje pisamce.

Rukom punom prstenja podizem ¢asu k usnama
islavim zivot
zanas oboje.



Uvid

Ima dana kada uzeti gutljaj —
tako je tezak, uzaludan posao.

Dana kada nemam snage opijati se harmonijom mirisa
cvijeca Sto se prema meni naginje.

Sve postoji stoga da bi se dogodili trenuci,
poput onoga u kojem proleti pcela i upozori te:
jedan, dva, tri — otvaraj oci!

I ti ugledas napetu,
sjajnu zicu postojanja,

te jedva svjetlucave, prozirne niti
sto se protezu negdje u visine
iz svakog gibajuéeg bica.

Potom ce opet sti¢i dugi,
jos duzi dani...

(Neki su pokloni naprosto preveliki
daih se elegantno zapakira.)



Angkor Wat

Hramska plesacica
s metkom
u svom kamenom trbuhu

Idalje vrtiseivrti,
savija bokove i zapes¢éa,
ponavljajuéi vjecne

Pokrete obozZavanja
upucene nemilosrdnim bogovima
na popucalim freskama

A njihove preprodane glave
udobno su smjestene
u interijerima imuénih ovoga svijeta.



Gladnog casa, vucje godine

Gladnog casa,
odlomio si komadié¢ krune
inahranio me

ponekad bi mi medu zubima
zaostajale mrvice dragulja
sjekuéi me

Ivise nije trebalo vina

vucjeg Casa
hladnog tjedna
tjedna krhotina
vrazje godine
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Usred neprohodne Sume

Isklesao si za mene kameno prijestolje
ipodvrnuo ga krznom tisine,

naokolo si prosuo krhotine
da me $umske zvijeri ne bi rastrgale



Na koncu su ispraznjeni player
iprocitane knjige
skliznuli s utrnulih koljena

A dvorana mojih usta zalijecila se
iS¢ekujuci ostre ostatke krune
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Lena

Lena, kuharica u kafi¢u odmaralista
pusi naslonjena na stok ulaznih vrata.

Kroz zavjesu kise, u more zabada pogled ostar kao noz
Sto reze ribu jo$ neulovljenu.

Dzepovi potpuno prokisle pregace na tockice prazni su —
Upravo je zauvijek vratila kljuc.

Ostrozuba riba krasi ulaz u kafi¢ —
Specijalitet kuce ovdje je “Uha”1

Iz kuhinje stize zvuk odsjecanja stucjih glava:
Cap, cap cap...

Vlasnikova ljubavnica brise ruke o traperice —
mlada cinkarosica kose boje sunca.

U Leninoj torbici s raspalim cifer§lusom
hlade se tri maznuta kotleta —

vecera za nju i kéerke.

Zadnji autobus u pravcu kuce kreée za dva sata.

1 Tradicionalna ruskariblja juha (nap. prev.). 11



Ljustura

Otkad sam se iselila iz tebe

gmizem kao puz,

na ¢ijem ljepljivom tijelu jos uvijek su zaglavljeni
ostri komadi polomljene ljusture

Bezosjecajan trag vuce se iza mene.

Milijuni hotela u svijetu — od leda, slonovace, kamene soli —
ispirani morima nepoznatih jezika, lica, obic¢aja —
sakrili bi me, otvorili bi svoja vrata

Vratila bih se tamo gdje sam prije dvadeset godina gnjecila
mrtvu meduzu —

proziran oblak boje vode.

U vrijeme kad na plazi jos nisam morala nositi gornji dio
kupaceg kostima.

Moji su prsti guzvali njeno bezobli¢no tijelo.
Plastelin.

To se zove “poceti ispocetka”,

oblikovati sebe od prvih rijeci,
od vrsaka noznih prstiju.
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Mjesto gdje bijase moje srce — oStar komad stakla,
Vremenom ce zacijeliti, ispunit ¢e ga latice misi¢nog tkiva:

sa svakim otkucajem sve ¢e manje bosti,
sve Ce rjede podsjecati na krivnju, porijeklo, materinji jezik.
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Kupacica

Zena je ustala sa zelenkaste prostirke i usla u more

(do gleznjeva
do koljena
do struka

do grudi

do ramena
do vrata)

sve dok se sitna figura nije rastopila
pod baldahinima valova ukrasenim ¢ipkom vodene prasine.

Polako prevréudi stranice,
vjetar je ¢itao knjigu koju je ostavila na obali.

Kad se spustio sumrak, pohaban je primjerak poklonio
knjiznici dina,
zasipajudi zrncima pijeska usta likova,

usta jo$ uvijek ziva, $to hropéu
od reCenica napisanih nepoznatim jezikom.

Bila je strankinja, bila joj je trideset i koja.

Nitko ju nije poznavao.
Ljetovala je sama.
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Kijev (soljenka)

Tornjevi drvenih crkava probadaju maglu.
Prvije rujna u predgradu Kijeva.

Uz cestu kratko se zabijeli u pletenici masna,
duplo veca od glave prvasice.

Ciganke prose s posudenom djecom
pod zakrpljenim suknjama blijeste ruzicaste Carape,

lak se na noktima prodavacica ljusti
Kolica za sladoled s izblijedjelim bijelim medvjedima u reklami,
cisternica kvasa, okrugla kao pijani nilski konj.

Tine prestajes fotografirati.
Putujemo u vremenu.

Uz obalu rijeke, od gluhog rezbara kupujem drveno prase.
Kroz rupice u njegovoj njuski sipam sol
u svoj danasnji rucak.

Samo od pomisli na tebe, sada tako dalekog —
podize se divizija dlacica na vitkom zglobu.
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Cetverogodi$nja kraljica

Imala sam Cetiri godine kad sam postala kraljica.
Kraljevala sam kuc¢om i dvoristem,
dok je zbor vrana pjevao na antenama.

Na mom dlanu tek je par linija:
slave i zivota.
U kutu usana — tragovi cokolade.

Bojim se samo tame,

kad sumrak rasiri svoje noge preda mnom,

pogledom uokvirim hijeroglif na tapetama i ne trepcem,
dok oni ne dodu.

Vladam i placem

na tamnocrvenom kauéu
dugo i glasno,

ispred neupaljenog televizora,
bezrazloga.

Rombovi na svuc¢enim frotirnim ¢arapama,
Na majici zmaj

zapetljan —ne leti.

A kruna blijesti —za rubalj i Cetrdeset.

16



Bioloski sat

Prenosen iz generacije u generaciju. Antikvitet.
Ali ne mogu ga odnijeti u zalagaonicu jer
preduboko je usaden u mene.

Moj bioloski sat kuca
kao eksploziv u $aci terorista.

Jednog dana ¢u roditi.
Jednog dana bacit ¢u ribicu u akvarij s morskim psima.

Bit ¢u svom sinu prvi spavaci vagon zatamnjenih stakala.
Iskrecat ¢u ga na stanici svjetla, ali

sve je vise i viSe novinskih vijesti
o poplavama i samoubojstvima,

olujama, prometnim nesre¢ama i drugim kaznama.

A moj bioloski sat kuca
Kao eksploziv u $aci terorista.
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Vjerojatno ¢u biti mrsava starica

Trgajuéi svoje poljupce i strahove
Ona se budi u noéi

Da se divi svemu sto ju je promijenilo.
PAUL ELUARD

Tamo neke 2055. vjerojatno ¢u biti mrsava starica
inecu zauzimati previSe mjesta u autobusima i redovima.

Za pola ce stolje¢a moje tijelo
promatrati samo zrcalo u kupaonici i lije¢nici.

Dodirivat ¢e me
samo oznojena spavacica
razderana pod pazuhom.

Tada ¢u se, prije nego zaspim,
sjetiti jezika voljenog i okusa njegove sline
i svih ostalih muskaraca koji su neko¢ zudjeli za mnom.

Kao i $kripanja kreveta

ukojeg se lijeze
udvoje.
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Krizié

Krizi¢ iznad kreveta mojih roditelja

Krizi¢ iznad kreveta roditelja mojih roditelja.

Krizi¢ medu mojim malim brezuljcima
na dan Prve pricesti.

Napamet sam naucila zapovijedi,

ali ipak nisam mogla prestati zavidjeti
Lini D. na ljepsoj haljini.

Ispovjedila sam sve svoje grijehe,
recitirala sam molitve kao pjesmice,

ibila sigurna da grijesiti viSe necu.

Bilo mi je jedanaest.

19



Betlehem

Ovce Betlehema su vjecne
kaoisam bog.

Postojano ih prebrojavam.
Niti jedna nije razbijena.

Imam 4, 14, 24.

I svake godine zastanem

kraj ugodne kompozicije jaslica.
Nakon blagdana, ¢istacica savjesno
sakuplja keramicke figurice,

s postovanjem slaze svete lutke u kutiju.

S njima i stajske Zivotinjice, mahovinu,
zvijezdu izrezanu iz folije, lani kupljenu elektri¢nu fontanu...

Nas bog, svake godine iznova rodeno djetesce,
nikako ne stigne odrasti —

I opet je stigao trenutak da zauzme mjesto novorodenog
u kartonskim jaslicama.

Tako je krhak svemoguci.
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Ubacim kovanicu i upalim svije¢u
za bivseg zarucnika koji se rodio
istog dana kad i bog.

Cijeli zivot za Bozi¢ dobivao je

samo jedan poklon, namjesto oba.

On prvasié, na izblijedjeloj slici
jos uvijek je u mom novcéaniku.

Majka, koja nikada nije radala.
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Neka je slava teletu

Neka je slava teletu
od Cije su koze napravljene
moje cipele.

Blagoslovljen neka je njegov krvnik,
kozar i postolar,

imale ruke one trgovkinje,

koja je stikle stavila u tamnozelenu kutiju,

u ducanu, u uskoj ulic¢ici, u starom dijelu grada.
Neka je slava teletu,

od ¢ije su koze napravljene

moje cipele,

§to sume dovele ravno tebi.

II

Prokleto neka je.
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Viesbucio kambarys

Jis daug keliauja.

Kiekviengkart jam rodos,
kad iSnuomotas kambarys
primygtinai siilo

visus septynis kelius.

Nors jame téra
mini baras ir Biblija.

Du badai
jsitverti rytojaus.
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Laisvés aléja

Senamiestyje, name,
kuriame tarpukariu gyveno
mano mociuté ir gimé tévas,

po palépe, kurioje jie badavo,
jrengtas madingas restoranas,

kurio atidaryme as,
su jmantriausiu maistu burnoje
ir keistos kaltés jausmu pilve,

tik lubomis teatskirta nuo erdvés,
kurioje ji paliko rastelj,

zieduota ranka keliu taure prie lipy

ir Svenciu gyvenima
uz mus abi.
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Regéjimas

Biina dieny, kai nuryti gurksnj —
toks sunkus, bergzias darbas.

Dieny, kai svaigintis j tave linkstancéio
ziedo kvapy derme néra jégu.

Visa tai tam, kad istikty akimirkos,
kai praskrendanti bité perspéja:
viens, du, trys — atsimerk!

Ir pamatai jtempta,
svytinéig bities styga.

Tuos vos virpancius, perregimus sitlus,
besidriekiancius aukstyn nuo kiekvienos
krutancios gyvasties.

Paskui vél buna ilgos
ilgos dienos...

(Juk esti dovany, per dideliu,
kad biity dailiai jpakuotos.)
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Angkor Wat

Sventyklos $okéja
su kulka
akmeniniame pilve

Vis sukasi ir sukasi
raitydama klubus ir riesus
kartoja amzinus

Nepermaldaujamy dievy
garbinimo judesius
iStrupéjusiose freskose

Kol jy perparduotos galvos
patogiai jsitaisiusios
Sio pasaulio turtingyjy interjeruose
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Alkio valanda, vilko metais

Alkio valandg
atlauzei man gabalélj kartinos

kartais brangakmenio trupiniai
papuldavo
jpjaudavo

ir nebereikéjo né vyno

vilko valandg

SalCio savaite

Sukiy ménesj

velnio metais

II

Vidur nejzengiamos girios
ISskaptavai man akmens sostg

tylos kailiais apkamsei
aplink Sukiy pabérei

idant misko zvérys rade nesudraskyty
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Galiausiai i$sikroves grotuvélis
ir perskaitytos knygos
nuslydo nuo nutirpusiy keliy

Burnos mené sugijo belaukiant
astriy kartinos likuéiy
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Lena

Kurorto kavinukés viréja Lena
ritkydama atsilosia j lauko dury stakta.

Per lietaus portjera j jira sminga zvilgsnis it peilis,
iSskrosdamas dar nepagautas zuvis.

Kiaurai permerkto ziurstelio su Zirniukais kiSenés tus¢ios —
jika tik su visam atidavé rakta.

Kurorto kavinukeés iskaboj astriadanté zuvis —
¢ia firminis patiekalas “Ucha”.

Virtuvéje girdéti kapojamos lydeky galvos:
cak cak cak...

Savininko meiluzé nusivalo rankas j dzinsus —
jaunuté skundiké saulés spalvos plaukais.

Lenos rankinéje sugedusiu uztrauktuku
Sala trys nugvelbti kotletai —

vakariené dukroms ir sau.

Paskutinis autobusas j namus po dviejy valandu.
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Kiautas

Nuo tada, kai i$ taves iSsikrausciau,
sliauziu lyg sraigg,

prie kurios glitaus kiino vis dar prilipe
astras sultizusio kiauto likuciai.

Bejausmeé sliazé driekiasi is paskos.

Milijonai pasaulio viesbuc¢iy — i$ ledo, dramblio kaulo,
akmens druskos —

skalaujamy nezinomy kalbuy, veiduy, papro¢iy jary —

pasléptuy mane, atverty savo duris.

Grjzc¢iau ten, kur pries dvidesimt mety maigiau negyva
mediiza —

vandens spalvos skaidry debes;j.

Papludimyje dar nedévéjau virSutinés maudymuko dalies.

Mano pirstai smigo j beformj jos kiing.
Plastilinas.

Tai vadintysi “viskq pradéti i$ naujo”,

sulipdyti save nuo pirmuyjy zodziy,
nuo koju pir§ty nagu.
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Ten, kur bita mano Sirdies — astri stiklo Suke,
ilgainiui apaugs raumens audinio ziedlapiais:

sulig kiekvienu tvinkteléjimu vis maziau gels,
vis reciau primins kalte, kilme, gimtaja kalba.
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Mauduolé

Moteris pakilo nuo zalsvo patiesalo
ir jsibrido j jurg

(iki kulksniy
iki keliy
ikiliemens
iki kraty

iki peciy

iki kaklo),

kol smulki figarélé istirpo
po bangy baldakimais su pursly nériniais.

IS 1éto versdamas lapus
véjas skaité jos palikta knyga.

Sutemus apsitrynusj tomelj atidavé smélynuy bibliotekai,
uzpildamas smiltimis veikéjy burnas,

vis dar gyvas ir springstancias
neatpazjstama kalba parasytais sakiniais.

Jibuvo svetimsalé, kokiy trisdeSimties metuy.

Niekas jos nepazinojo.
Atostogavo viena.
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Kijevas (druskiné)

Riuka perveria mediniy cerkviy bokstai.
Rugséjo pirmoji Kijevo priemiesciuose.

Palei kelia suboluoja bantas,
Dvigubai didesnis nei pirmokés galva.

Su pasiskolintais vaikais prasansios iSmaldos
¢igoneés i po sulopyty sijony $vyscioja roziném kojinaitém,

apsilupinéjusiu laku padengti pardavéjy nagai,

ledy vezimélis su isblukusiomis baltomis meskomis
reklamoje,

apvalainas it girtas begemotas giros vagonélis.

Tu nesiliauji fotografuoti.
Keliaujame laike.

Paupy perku i$ kuréio drozéjo medinj parselj.
Pro skylutes $nipe pabyra druska

j mano Siandieninj maista.

Vien pagalvojus apie tave, dabar tokj tolimg —
pastirusiy gyvaplaukiy armija ant liauno rieso.
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Karaliené ketveriy

Man buvo ketveri, kai tapau karaliene.
AS po namus, po kiemus,
Varny chorui giedant ant antenu.

Delne tik kelios linijos:
Sloves ir gyvybeés.
Lipy kampe — Sokolado démeé.

Bijau tik tamsos,

Kai prietema iSskecia kojas pries mane,

Iréminu tapeto hieroglifg zZvilgsniu ir nemirksiu,
Kol nepareina jie.

Karaliauju ir verkiu

ant tamsiai raudono fotelio
ilgai ir garsiai,

pries nejjungts televizoriu.
Be priezasties.

Nusmukusiy frotiniy kojiniy rombai,
Aitvaras ant marskinéliy,

Istriges — neskrenda.

O kariina blizga — uz rublj keturiasdesimt.
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Biologinis laikrodis

Paveldétas i$ kartos j karts. Antikvarinis.
Tik uzstatyt jo lombarde negaliu —
Per giliai many jmontuotas.

Mano biologinis laikrodis tiksi
kaip sprogmuo teroristo letenoj.

Kada nors as pagimdysiu.
Kada nors a$ jmesiu zuvele j rykliy akvariuma.

Busiu siinui pirmoji kupé uztamsintais langais,
iSlaipinsiu jj $viesos stoteléje, bet

vis daugiau zinu¢iy laikrasc¢iuose
apie potvynius ir savizudybes,
audras, avarijas ir kitas bausmes.

O mano biologinis laikrodis tiksi
Kaip sprogmuo teroristo letenoj.
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Greiciausiai busiu liesa sené

Praplésdama savo bucinius ir baimes
Ji atsibunda naktj,

Kad stebétysi viskuo, kas jq pakeité.
PAUL ELUARD

Kokiais 2055 greiciausiai biisiu liesa sené
ir uzimsiu mazai vietos autobusuose ir eileése.

Uz pusés amziaus j mano kiing
Tezitrés vonios veidrodis ir daktarai.

Prie manes liesis
tik prakaituoti naktiniai marskiniai
praplysSusia pazastim.

Tada pries uzmigdama prisiminsiu
mylimojo liezuvj ir jo seiliy skonj.
Ir visus kitus vyrus,

kurie manes kadaise geidé.

Ir dar — kaip girgzda lova

T kurig sugulama
po du.
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Kryzelis

Kryzelis vir§ mano tévy lovos,
Kryzelis virs mano tévy tévy lovos.

Kryzelis tarp mano mazuciy kauburéliy
Pirmosios Komunijos diena.

ISmokau jsakymus atmintinai,
bet negaléjau liautis pavydét
grazesnés suknelés Linai D.

Deklamavau maldas kaip eilérascius,
iSpazinau visas nuodémes,

ir buvau tikra, kad naujy nebedarysiu.

Tada man buvo vienuolika.

41



Betliejus

Betliejaus avys amzinos
kaip ir pats Dievas.

Visad jas perskaiciuoju.
Né viena nesuduzusi.

Man 4, 14, 24.

Kasmet pastoviniuoju

prie jaukios prakartélés kompozicijos.
Po $venciy valytoja skrupulingai
surenka keramines statuléles.

Pagarbiai Sventgsias léles supakuoja j déze.

Taip pat ir tvarto gyvuliukus, samanas,
i§ folijos iskirptg zZvaigzde, pernai jsigyta elektrinj fontanélj...

Kasmet kiidikiu gimstantis miisy Dievas
niekaip nespéja uzaugti —

ir vél laikas uzimti naujagimio vietg
kartoninése édziose.

Toks trapus visagalis.
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Imetu monets, uzdegu zvakele
uz tg pacia dieng su Dievu uzgimusj
buvusj suzadétinj.

Visg gyvenima per Kalédas gaunantj
tik vieng dovana vietoj dvieju.

ISblukusi pirmaklasio nuotrauka
vis dar mano piniginéje.

Né karto negimdziusi motina.

43



Tebus paslovintas teliukas

Tebus paslovintas teliukas,
i$ kurio odos pagaminti
mano batai.

Tebus palaimintas jo skerdikas,
odininkas ir batsiuvys,

tos pardavéjos rankelés,

suguldziusios aukstakulnius j tamsiai zalig dézute,
siauros senamiescio gatvelés parduotuvéje.

Tebus paslovintas teliukas,

i$ kurio odos pagaminti

mano batai,

atvedé tiesiai pas tave.

II

Tebus prakeiktas.

44









n
bl
=

<
G
=
g

<
E







Hotel room

He travels a lot.

Every night it seems
that the rented room
urges him to take

all seven roads.

There is, though,

a Bible and a mini bar:

Two ways to grasp at
tomorrow.
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Freedom boulevard

In the Old Town house where
my grandmother lived between
the wars and my father was born —

under the loft in which they starved,
atrendy restaurant has set up shop.

I attend the opening, standing with
pretentiously prepared food in my mouth
and a strange feeling of guilt in my belly.

for only the ceiling separates this space
from the one in which she left her note.

Lifting a glass with a banded hand,

I celebrate life
for both of us.
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Sight

There are days when it’s so hard —
so vain — to swallow even a gulp,

Days when I lack the strength to be dazzled

by the fragrance of flowers leaning towards you.

All of it exists for a moment to remain,
as when a bee flies by with advice:
one, two, three — open your eyes!

And you see the taut, shining
strings of being —

quivering, diaphanous threads
stretching up high from every
animate thing.

Later, there will be more
long days...

(But some gifts are too large
to be nicely wrapped.)
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Angkor Wat

The dancer of the shrine
with a bullet
in her belly of stone

Turns and turns and
twists her hips and wrists
repeating eternal

Movements of veneration
for implacable gods
in crumbling frescos

While their resold heads
are comfortably ensconced
in the wealthy interiors of this world
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Hour of hunger, year of the wolf

In the hour of hunger
you fed me a piece of crown

while the crumbs of precious stones
fell to me, at times,
cut me

Ididn’t need any wine

the hour of the wolf
the week of cold

the month of shards
the year of the devil

II

In the impassable forest

You carved for me a throne of stone
and covered me with furs of silence

scattering shards all around
to keep the beasts away

Translation by RIMAS UZGIRIS
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When my music player died
and all the books were read,
they slid off these benumbed legs

And the hall of my mouth healed up
waiting for the sharp remnants of a crown
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Lena

The resort cafe’s cook Lena
leans smoking against the doorjamb.

Through the curtain of rain, alook sharp as a knife
pierces the sea

Cutting fish not yet caught.

The pockets of her soaking wet apron are empty —
She just returned the key.

A fish with sharp teeth adorns the café’s sign —
The signature dish here “‘ucha’. Fish soup.

The sound from the kitchen of fish heads being severed:
Chop, chop, chop...

The owner’s lover wipes her hands on her jeans —
young snitch with hair the color of the sun.

Lena’s handbag with the broken zipper
holds three lukewarm cutlets —

Dinner for her two daughters and herself.

The last bus home leaves in two hours.
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Shell

From the time I moved out of you,

I slithered like a snail,

with sharp shards of its broken shell
stuck to its slimy body.

An unfeeling trail left behind.

Millions of the world’s hotels — made of ice, ivory, stone,
salt —

awash in unknown languages, faces, customs, seas —

would hide me, would open their doors.

Iwould return to where, twenty years ago, I mangled a
dead jellyfish —

atransparent cloud the color of water.

At atime when I didn’t have to wear my bathing suit top.

My fingers poked its formless body.
Plasticine.

This would be called “starting over”,

molding yourself from the very first words,
from the tips of your toes.
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Where my heart once was — a sharp shard of glass,
In time it will grow over with petals of woven muscle

with each heartbeat it won’t sting so much
it will remind me less of fault, provenance, native language.

o7



Swimmer

A woman rose up from a greenish blanket
And waded into the sea

(up to her ankles
up to her knees

up to her waist

up to her chest

up to her shoulders
up to her neck)

until the tiny figure melted
under a canopy of waves with sprays of lace.

The wind slowly turned the pages,
reading the book she left on the shore.

At dusk, it gave the tattered tome to the library of the dunes
And filled the mouths of the characters with sand,

still living and choking
the sentences written in an unknown language.

She was a stranger, about thirty years old.

No one knew who she was.
She traveled alone.
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Kiev (salt shaker)

Spires of wooden orthodox churches pierce the fog.
The first of September in the suburbs of Kiev.

A braid shines white beside the road
twice as large as a first grader’s head.

Begging gypsies with borrowed children
flash pink socks from under patched skirts,

hawkers with peeling nail varnish,
Anice cream cart’s advertisements with faded white bears,
A kvass wagon, round as a drunken hippopotamus.

You keep taking photographs.
We travel in time.

By the river, I buy a wooden piglet from a deaf woodcarver.
Salt pours from holes in its snout

on to today’s meal.

Thinking of you, so distant now —
An army of stiff hairs on a slender wrist.
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Four-year-old queen

I was four when I became a queen.
At home and in the yard,
while a choir of crows sang on the antenna.

Only a few lines on my palm:
Glory and life.
A stain of chocolate in the corner of my lips.

I only fear the dark,

When dusk spreads its legs before me,

I frame the hieroglyphics on the wallpaper with a glance,
and I don’t blink until they come home.

IreignandIcry

on a dark red armchair

long and loud

in front of the blank television screen. For no reason.

Drooping diamond-patterned flannel socks,
AKkite on a shirt,

Stuck — It will not fly.

And the crown — one ruble forty — glitters.
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Biological clock

Passed down from generation to generation. An antique.
But I cannot take it to the pawnshop —
It’s embedded too deeply within me.

My biological clock is ticking
like an explosive in a terrorist’s hand.

One day I will give birth.
One day I will throw a small fish into a shark aquarium.

I will be my son’s first compartment, with darkened
windows,
Iwill let him off at a station of light, but

there are more and more articles in newspapers
about floods and suicides,
storms, accidents, and other punishments.

And my biological clock is ticking
like an explosive in a terrorist’s hand.
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I’ll probably be a skinny old woman

Ripping open her kisses and her fears

She awakes at night

To be astonished by everything that has changed her.
PAUL ELUARD

In 2055, I'll probably be a skinny old woman
and I won’t take up much space on buses and in queues.

In half a century, only the bathroom mirror and doctors
will look at my body.

T'll only be touched
by sweaty night gowns,
torn at the underarm.

Then, before I fall asleep,
I will remember the taste of my lover’s tongue and saliva

and all the men who wanted me long ago.

And —how the bead creaks
when two lie upon it.
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A cross

A cross above my parent’s bed,
A cross above my parent’s parent’s bed.

A cross between my tiny mounds
On First Communion Day.

Ilearned the Commandments by heart,
but couldn’t curb my jealousy
of Lina D’s prettier dress.

Irecited the prayers like poems,
confessed all my sins,

and was certain I wouldn’t sin again.

I was eleven then.



Nativity scene

The Nativity scene sheep are eternal
like God.

I count them all.
Not one is broken.

I am 4, 14, 24.

Each year I pause

before the quaint composition of the Nativity.
After the holiday, the cleaning woman
scrupulously gathers the plaster statues

and packs the sacred dolls reverentially into a box.

So too, the barn animals, the moss,
the foil star, the electric fountain which was bought last year...

Our God is born an infant ever year,
and has no time to grow up —

He arrives again as anewborn
in the cardboard manger.

How fragile is the almighty.
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I drop a coin into the box and light a candle
For my former fiancé

born on the same day as God.

Each Christmas he got only one gift
instead of two.

His faded first grade photo
is still in my wallet.

A mother who has never given birth.
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Blessed be the calf

Blessed be the calf
from whose hide
my shoes were made.

Blessed be the butcher,
the tanner and the shoemaker,

the salesgirl’s little hands

that placed the high heels into a dark green box
in a shop on a narrow street in the old town.
Blessed be the calf

from whose hide

my shoes were made.

Shoes that brought me to you.

11

Accursed be.
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