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THE MARE'S EYE

On the Hill of Saints we hang white sheets
against the sun. | raise them up, my mother
pegs the corners. To become a woman is to become
not unlike an animal, she says. As she braids
my hair into a river down along the centre

of my skull, some day you will be beautiful
We milk the goats. We wash the walls.

We feed all the infant mouths in all the cots.
One day the gods will offer you choices

My mother, who left the field of her father
for my father’s field, walks out sometimes

in the rain to stand on the edge of ferns

and look into the mare’s eye. Deep

in the attic there are sounds at night.

In the pine cupboard there is a rope.

But the mare’s eye is an orb that shines

as whole and undisturbed as any future

she might yet encounter. Perhaps

she sees within that iris a transformed
shadow of the many-chambered heart.

| am teaching you to know the earth, she says.

Look at my hands, they're already bone.




GHOSTGIRL

Was it winter2 Did she have a name?
Nobody said if she came from The Castle
where the girls in trouble ended up.

Nobody brought her here to this threshold.
Willowy like a flame, and yet cold.
She was fifteen-years-old — maybe. Wait.

Was it she who wore that pink dress
or was it | on the day my first lover left me
a decade laterg Memory is a curse

that keeps on flowering. If you enter a home
with a hawthorn sprig, death.
If you uproot a hawthorn tree, death.

Still the image remains: she is about to place
her infant in the arms of my mother.
My mother’s arms are a moon by half.

Nobody speaks now of the ghostgirl.
Nobody grieves and the infant is gone.
And the house is all sealed up

like a dead girl's mouth.

SOWTHISTLE

at St Joseph’s Industrial School, Dundalk,
County Louth (1881-1983)

Here, in the aftermath of the orphanage,

| watch the local schoolgirls gathering

along the street’s chipped, black railings

and, two-by two, link slender arms to troop
uptown against the sun, all high heads

and clear temples, all grit and burning,

all clean hair flashing ponies.

Who knows the earth more than a girl2

Who knows the auguries of stone2

We were often told, you are the lowest of the low,
we cupped our hands to the grass to see how low.
What cannot be written is rising up

through the cracks. | kneel to a sowthistle,
leaf-starred and gold between my fingers,

the stalk throbbing light. | encounter

it's living testimony, as closely as |

would encounter the expert findings

of any state report.



A VILLAGER SPEAKS OF EITHNE

How many men did it take to drag the girl
up into the island tower2

Did she spit2 Or kicke Did she try to bite

through woollen binds, lifting clumps of skinhairblood
beneath a fingernaile

Did she struggle2

Or was she simply lead, like a calf,
by hazel switch into a den2

An island daughter bears the rage of pirates in her bones.
An island daughter can empty tombs with a curse.

Here, in the aftermoon of all that followed —
marriage, infants, loss —

a badger lies wide open in The Poison Glen,
red fealeastram spilling out.

It is written here among the heather rock and electric eyes:

She was not her father’s animal.
She was not her husband’s prize.

THE DAUGHTER WHO WENT MISSING

If | was to tell you that a vigil was held —
candles lit, prayers said —

or that long beams of silver torchlight scanned
the village in search,

or that the river bailiff soaked by rain was forced
to plead with the villagers,
Somebody must know something

I would be lying.

Quietly, darkness fell

upon railway tracks, outhouses, derelict sheds,
upon an empty nest curled into a leafless oak,
upon a foothold trap shimmering in the forest
like a buried star,

as all night the river kept rising,
the mess at the end unstirred

and outside the house of the missing girl
a black raven cawed,
Traitors, traitors, traitors.



THE SCREAMING ROOM

at Castlepollard Mother and Baby Home,
County Westmeath (1935-1971)

Shoulder against the outhouse door,

I push until light gives way to half-light

and find on the other side a roof caved-in,

a mud floor tangled in bramble, an empty dresser
toppled over like a ship in the ocean’s gut.

It reeks in here of the secrets of the earth.

Did these walls conceal the sound an infant
made of the body as it travelled down

along darkness into the unholy strangeness

of its own new life2 Were the girls told to breathe
as they opened2 Were those breaths counted
with the same precision as other fortunes2

And later, when the birth cry hit the clean,
bleached air, did anyone declare beautye

| come from women who found themselves

in trouble, who turned to their pale reflections
and asked What can | do¢ What can | do2

All that fire, all that burning. In their honour

| can never again be silent.

YOUNG OFFENDER

He was the son of a lighthouse keeper.

So he knew, second-hand, a thing or two about
keeping watch. Two weeks on, two weeks off.
His father brought him down from Hell Street
to Poolbeg and he learned how to hold

the lantern. He could see the fog coming in.

He was let touch the siren. Some said the urge
to sit in darkness with a small band of men
was in the blood. But, at fifteen, the Royal Navy
would not have him. He was always up in court
for stealing milk, skipping school. Once he cut

a stack of hay bales loose and was fined five shillings.

He was sent off to the king’s county bogs
where the Brothers swore they’'d break him.
He saw a boy chomping on a woollen sock.
He saw his room-mate dig spuds like moons
out of the dirt and eat them raw. All the rest,
you can imagine—the reforming that went on
at night. When he came back he was more
than a thorn. He was a man rising up
through the ranks of an invisible ocean.



A CHARM TO PROTECT A GIRLCHILD

Be patient. Wait by a window.

You want a robin, but not inside

the house. It is enough to look

through glass. There he is. There he is.
Little bond-bird, guardian of news.
The robin unpicks earth’s prophecies,
thorn by thorn, feathers the world

in breath, heals the blood-path

with moss and leaf. Let him be

a sign of spheres to come. Rid yourself
of lock and key. Go closer to the flame.
Once, the elders carved out of this
tiny breast, the heart-stone and wore it
for luck. The robin knows death,

but is not death. In the omen tongue,
the girl who cannot be stolen

is named spideog. Speak the language
of the robin. Become apprentice

to snow. Chant life, greater

than crucifixion.
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A CHARM TO CALL A COW INTO YOUR DREAMS

Open the gate, and hold still on the cusp
of this field named after the sons of sons.

Here, grazing the earth buried with skulls,
you will find her waiting: the god-gift,

matron of planet and stars; she who knows
all the constellations of bone,

she who has endured the keening of her calf,
so that kings may be mourned,

she who keeps every stone tucked in tight
beneath the night throb of her auburn bellies

as we flicker like moths, briefly wild,
briefly courageous. Ask that she follows you:

suc-suc-suc. With your hand, make a bowl
spilling yellow corn-light. Swear to peer

into no house without invitation.
Say aloud, Never again will you be stolen.

"



A CHARM TO SOOTHE A LOVE-WOUND

Before sunlight of the next day you must
confess to the bees the name of The One

still-held in your breath. Then cover the hive
with a black shawl. Obey the saintly air.

This colony knows the bitter lamentations
of dandelion, the heather’s fury, the ivy

that crawls on earth like a lover on hands

and knees begging, Take me back, take me back.

Honey made sweet the mouth of Maedbh
who laid claim to the bull-prize but who

saw the heart of that bull torn open. Listen,
for proof only of life-after, wings humming

eternal. If it is to be so, the bees will gift you
wisdom, teach you how to bear this sting.

12

LUGH'S REVENGE

What to name the newborn son2 She and |
could not agree and, as for my brittle mood,
she sensed why. Shame is a nettle den,
and a child can sting. Turn and turn

again, you cannot escape the burning.
Weary, she reached up above a door
unhooked the leather sling and laid it

into my hands the way a cat might lay

a mouse at a foot. You think you know
love, but love knows you. Love is a stone
blade fixed to a handle of chiselled ash.
Love is the cold brute tip of a star.

Love is the look that says go settle the score.

I marched up out of that underworld,
like a man with horses in my head.

| owed it to my brothers. | was no longer
a boy who could be tossed, like a worm,
among fishes. Those who condemn war
are oblivious to suffering. Outside

the gates | kept wait until he appeared,
my grandfather pushing hazel rods.
Four men hoisted his eye-lid open

and there it was, his blue iris as blue

as the last glimpse of the island

before nightfall. Oh my king.

Tormentor of my mother.

Remember me
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KUMELES AKYS

Ant Sventujy kalvos saulékaitoje dZziauname
baltas paklodes. AS jas pakeliu, motina
prispaudzia kampus. Tapti moterimi kaip
tapti beveik gyvuliu, sako ji. Pindama
plaukus j upe, tekancig mano galvos
viduriu, kada nors tapsi graZi, sako.

Mes melziame ozkas. Mazgojame sienas.
Maitiname visus kudikius visose lovelése.
Kada nors dievai pasitlys tau pasirinkima.
Mano motina, kuri paliko savo tévo laukus
dél mano tévo lauky, kartais iSeina

j liety, pastovéti ties pamiskés paparciais,
pazvelgti kumelei j akis. Palépés

gelmeéje naktj aidi garsai.

PusSinéje spinteléje guli virve.

Bet kumelés akis yra Svytintis obuolys
vientisas ir nedrumsciamas jokios
ateities, su kuria jai galbit teks susidurti.
Galbut toje raineléje ji regi pakitusj
daugybés Sirdies ertmiy Sesél].

Mokau tave paZinti Zeme, sako ji.

Pazvelk j mano rankas, jos jau sukauléjo.




MERGINA VAIDUOKLIS

Ar buvo Ziemaz Ar ji turéjo varda?
Niekas nesaké, ar ji atéjo Cia i$ Pilies,
kur atsidurdavo bédon patekusios merginos.

Niekas neatvedeé jos Cia prie Sio slenkscio.
Laiba it liepsnelé, bet Salta.
Jai buvo penkiolika - galbat. Palaukit.

Ar ji vilkéjo tg rausva suknele, ar tai buvau
a8 tadien, po deSimtmecio, kai pirmas mylimasis
mane paliko2 Atmintis - vis Klestintis

prakeiksmas. Jei jZengsi j namus
su gudobelés Sakele, mirtis.
Jei iSrausi gudobelés medj, mirtis.

Bet vaizdas iSlieka: ji tuoj atiduos
savo kadikj mano motinai j rankas.
Mano motinos rankos kaip priespilnis.

Niekas nebekalba apie merging vaiduokilj.
Niekas jos negedi ir kGidikio nebéra.

Ir namas stovi aklinas

kaip mirusios merginos burna.
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KIAULPIENE

Sv. Juozapo pramonés mokykla, Dandolkas, Lauto grafysté (1881-1983)

Cia, po visy naglaic¢iy prieglaudos pasekmiy,

Stebiu, kaip vietinés mokinés renkasi

palei juodus apdauzytus gatves turéeklus

ir susikimba liaunomis rankomis po dvi

Zygiuoti jsaulin, ] miesto pakrastj, visy galvos

iSkeltos, smilkiniai skaistis, visos tvirtos,

gryna liepsna, Svarios Svytinc€ios plauky uodegos.

Kas geriau pazjsta Zeme nei mergaitése

Kas Zino akmeny prana8ystese

Mums nuolat sakydavo, jus prasciausios, néra Zzemiau jasy,
mes rieSkuciomis suimdavom Zole, paZiaréti, kaip Zemai.
Ko negalima aprasyti, kyla ir verZiasi

pro plySius. Priklaupiu prie kiaulpienés,

tarp mano pirsSty - lapy Zvaigzde ir auksas,

stiebelis pulsuoja Sviesa. AS susiduriu

Su gyvu jos liudijimu taip artimai, kaip

susidursiu su eksperty iSvadomis

kokioje nors valstybeés ataskaitoje.
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SODIETIS KALBA APIE ENIJA

Kiek vyry prireiké uztempti merging
j salos bokstge

Ar ji spjaudésie Spardésie Ar stengési

jkasti per vilnonius pancius, iSkabindama nagais
gumulus odoskraujoplaukyg

Ar ji prieSinosie

Ar ja tiesiog nuginé kaip telyCig
su lazdyno rykSte j gardae

Salos dukra nesSiojas savo kauluose piraty jsidtj.
Salos dukra gali iStustinti kapus prakeiksmu.

Cia, paménesiui, po visko, kas nutiko -
vestuviy, kadikiy, netekd&iy -

guli barsuko maita Nuodingame slény,
raudona krokosmija verZzias i$ viduriy.

Cia jra8yta tarp virzyny uoly ir blizgiy smigiy akiy:

Jinebuvo savo tévo gyvulys.
Ji nebuvo savo vyro laimikis.
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DUKRA, KURI PRADINGO

Jei pasakyciau tau, kad buvo suruostos budynés -
uzziebtos zvakes, kalbamos maldos -

ar kad ilgi sidabriniy Zibintuvéliy spinduliy pluostai
ieSkodami nar$é po kaima,

ar kad lietuje permirkes pakrantés pareigtinas
buvo priverstas maldauti kaimieciy,
juk kaZkas turi kg nors Zinoti,

meluodiau.

Tamsa tyliai leidosi

ant gelezZinkelio bégiy, iSviediy, apleisty pasiariy,
ant tuscio lizdo, susukto belapiame gzuole,

ant kojy spasty, mirguliuojanciy miske

it uzZkasta zvaigzde,

0 upée Kilo visg naktj,

taip ir nepajudinus i$ vietos maiSaties,

0 prie dingusios mergaités namo
juodas varnas kranké,
parsidavéliai, parsidavéliai.
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KAMBARYS RIKSMUI

Kaslpolardo motinos ir vaiko hamai,
Vestmido grafysté (1935-1971)

Petimi jsirémusi j pasitrés duris,

stumiu, kol Sviesa uZleidZia vietg prieblandai,

ir kitapus randu jgriuvusj stoga,

priraizgyta gervuogiy asla, tusCig spintele,
apvirtusig it laivas vandenyno gelméj.

Cia atsiduoda zemés paslaptimis.

Ar Sios sienos slépé garsus kadikio,

sutverto i$ kaino ir keliavusio Zemyn

tamsoje j savo naujo gyvenimo

nuodémingg keistybe2 Ar merginoms liepdavo
kvépuoti, veriantis js¢Ciomse Ar tuos kvapshius
skaiCiavo taip tiksliai kaip ir kitus turtuse

O veliau, kai gimusiojo riksmas suskardéjo skaidriame,
balsvame ore, ar kas nors paskelbé apie grozje
AS Kilusi iS motery, kurios paklitidavo j béda,
kurios atsigrezdavo j savo blySkius atspindZius
ir klausé: Kg man darytie Kg man darytie

Ta ugnis, tas svilinantis karstis. Jas pagerbdama
as niekada netylésiu.
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JAUNASIS NUSIKALTELIS

Jis buvo Svyturio priziGrétojo stnus.

Taigi, Zinojo iS antry lGpy §j tg apie

budéjima. Dvi savaités darbo, dvi laisvos.

Jo tévas atsigabeno jj iS Pragaro gatvés

j Pulbega ir jis iSmoko laikyti

Zibintg. Matydavo, kaip atslenka rokas.

Jam leisdavo paliesti sireng. Buvo kalbama,

kad potraukis sédéti tamsoje su gaujele

vyry - jo kraujyje. Bet jo, penkiolikmecio,
nepaeme j KaraliSkajj laivyna. Jis nuolat
atsidurdavo teisme: voge pieng, bégo i§ pamoku.
Kartg supjausté Sieno pakus, gavo penkiy Silingy
bauda. Jj iSsiunté j Karaliaus grafystés pelkynus,
kur Broliai prisieké jj palauSiantys.

Jis mate berniukag kramtantj vilnone kojine.

Jis maté, kaip kambario kaimynas kasé i$ dirvos
meénuliSkas bulves ir grauzé zalias. Kitkg

galite jsivaizduoti — naktj vykdavusj
peraukléjima. Grjizes namo jis buvo jau nebe
dieglys Sone. Buvo vyras, kylantis

aukstyn i$ nematomo vandenyno.
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KERAI MERGAITEI APSAUGOTI

Blk kantri. Lauk prie lango.

Tau reikia liepsnelés, bet ne
namuose. Pakanka pazvelgti

j ja per stiklg. Stai ji. Stai ji.
Paukstelis-rySininkas, naujieny
sargas. Liepsnelé iSnarsto Zemés
pranasystes, spyglys po spyglio,
apiplunksnuoja kvapsniu pasaulj,
uzgydo kraujo takg samana ir lapu.

TebUnie ji basimy Sviesuliy Zzenklas.

Atsikratyk spynos ir rakto. Slinkis
arCiau ugnies. Kadaise senoliai
iSpjaustydavo is jos kratinélés
talismang ir neSiodavo laimei.
Liepsnelé pazjsta mirtj, bet néra
mirtis. Kalbant pranaSingy Zenkly
kalba, mergina, kurios negalima
pagrobti, vadinama spideog.
Kalbéki liepsnelés kalba.

Tapk sniego mokine. Giedok
gyvenima, didingesn;j

nei nukryziavimas.
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KERAI KARVEI | SAPNUS PASISAUKTI

Atverki vartus ir laikyki ramiai ant ribos
Sio lauko, pavadinto stiny ir jy stiny vardu.

Cia, besiganangia kaukoliy prilaidotame lauke,
jair rasi laukiancia: dievo dovana,

Zvaigzdziy ir planety matrona; tg, kuri pazjsta
visus kauly zvaigzdynus,

ta, kuri iStvéré versiuko veriantj bliovima,
kad bty apraudoti karaliai,

ta, kuri kiekvieng akmenélj laiko priglobus
po naktj tvinksinciais savo kastoniniais pilvais,

kol mes Svystelim it drugiai, mirksnj paséle,

akimirkg drasus. Paprasyk, kad ji sekty iS paskos:

tpruke, tpruke. Ranka padaryki dubenj, liejantj
gelsvg javy Sviesa. Prisieki nekviesta

nespoksoti j niekieno namus.

IStarki garsiai: Niekada daugiau taves nepagrobs.
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KERAI MEILES ZAIZDAI NUMALDYTI

Pries Kkitos dienos saulétekj turi
iSpazinti bitéms Vienatinio varda,

kurj saugai sulaikius kvépavima. O tada apdengti
avilj juoda skara. Paklusti Sventam orui.

Si kolonija paZjsta graudzias pieniy
aimanas, virziy jnir§j, gebene,

SliauziancCig Zzeme kaip keturpéscias
maldaujantis mylimasis. Priimk mane, priimk.

Medus pasaldino burng Maedbhei,
kuri reiSké pretenzijas j veislinj buliy, bet

pamaté, kaip tam buliui perpléSia Sirdj. Klausyki
tik gyvenimo po jrodymy, duzgianciy

amzinyjy sparneliy. Jei taip ir darysi, bités

apdovanos tave iSmintimi, iSmokys iSkest §j geluoni.
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LUGO KERSTAS

Kokj varda duoti nhaujagimiui sinui¢ Mes su ja
niekaip negaléjom sutarti, buvau nervingas ir
jijuto kodél. Géda yra guolis i$ dilgéliu,

o vaikas gali jdalgyt. Vartykis nesivartes,

bet deginimo neiSvengsi. Nuvargus,

ji siekteléjo virs dury staktos,

nukabino odine svaidykle ir padéjo jg

j mano rankas, kaip katé kad padeda

savo grobj prie kojy. Tu manai Zings,

kas yra meilé, bet meilé Zino tave. Meilé -

akmens aSmenys, jstatyti j gludinto uosio kriaunas.

Meilé yra Ziaurus ir Saltas Zvaigzdeés spyglys.
Meilé yra 2vilgsnis, sakantis: atsiteisk uZ skriaudas.
Zygiavau i$ to pozemiy pasaulio,

kaip Zmogus su Zirgais galvoje.

Buvau skolingas broliams. Buvau jau nebe tas
berniukas, kurj jmeté kaip kirming Zuvims.
Smerkiantys karg nesuvokia kancios.

Uz varty budéjau, kol jis pasirodé,

mano senelis, ramstydamasis lazdyno lazdom.
Keturi vyrai pakélé jo akies voka,

ir Stai ji, jo zydra rainelé, Zydra kaip

sala, kuri Svysteli paskutinjkart

pries§ stojant nakciai. Ak, mano karaliau.

Mano motinos kankintojau.

Prisimeni maneg
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Europos poezijos
platforma Versopolis

Versopolis - tai 2014 m. pradéjusi veikti poezijos platforma, jungianti
trisdeSimt Europos literataros festivaliy jvairiose Salyse ir finansuojama
Europos Komisijos programos KtirybiSka Europa.

Tarp festivaliy - tokie Zinomi pasaulyje, jau daug mety rengiami
literathros festivaliai kaip Genujos tarptautinis poezijos festivalis Italijoje,
Strugos poezijos vakarai Siaurés Makedonijoje, Poezijos ir vyno dienos
Slovénijoje, Littfest Svedijoje ir kiti. Platformos poetai kviediami dalyvauti
kity Saliy literattros festivaliuose, jy poezija iSleidziama trikalbémis
knygomis (originalo, angly ir Salies - festivalio Seimininkés kalbomis), jie
dalyvauja renginiuose, turi galimybe susipaZzinti su kitos Salies literatros
bendruomene.

Platformos tikslas — populiarinti kylanCius poetus, dalytis jy poezija
originalo ir angly kalbomis svetainéje versopolis.com. Siuo metu joje -
381 poeto is 47 Saliy karyba, paraSyta net 42 kalbomis, tarp jy - ir lietuviy.
Lietuvai Versopolio platformoje atstovauja festivalis Poetinis Druskininky
ruduo, iSrenkantis jaunus lietuviy poetus ir kasmet nuo 2015-yjy pats
pasikviedgiantis jvairiy Saliy Versopolio autorius.

www.versopolis.com
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The European poetry
platform Versopolis

Versopolis came to life in 2014 as a European poetry platform that
creates new opportunities for emerging European poets. It is supported
by the European Commision’s Creative Europe programme.

As a European poetry platform, Versopolis creates hew opportunities
for emerging European poets. It supports translations of a selection of
emerging poets’ work into English and other Europeanlanguages. It enables
the publication of these works in printed booklets, in e-books and on
the Versopolis website alongside full profile descriptions. Versopolis also
supports poets’ mobility by organising a number of guest appearances at
different European literary festivals. This creates countless opportunities
for networking with foreign publishers, literary agents, the press and other
actors in the field of literature.

By the end of 2022, it had offered opportunities to 381 European poets
from 47 countries, writing in 42 languages.

During the first year of the platform project, there were 11 festivals that
promoted 55 poets. In the sixth year, namely 2019/2020, 23 European
festivals joined the platform project. Since the end of 2020, Versopolis is
involved in 30 festivals which makes it the largest poetry platform in the
world.

www.versopolis.com
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LT

Anamari Ny Kuiran — poeté i$ airiSkai kalbanc¢io Donegolo regiono.
Trijy knygy autoré: Bloodroot (Sangvinarija, 2017), Town (Miestelis,
2018) ir The Poisoned Glen (Poison Glen slénis, 2021). Pelné
Airijos meno tarybos Naujosios kartos menininko apdovanojima,
viena i§ Constance de Markievicz apdovanojimo (The Markievicz
Award) laureadiy. Jacko Kerouaco namy (Florida), Airijos

kultGros centro Paryziuje ir Akademie Schloss Solitude (Vokietija)
stipendininké. Jos klirybos iSversta j galisy, italy ir lietuviy kalbas.
Siu mety Reindhardto universiteto Atlantoje (JAV) reziduojanti
raSytoja, keliauja po JAV ir Europos festivalius. 2023 m. Zurnalo
Poetry Ireland Review (vasaros numerio) kviestiné redaktore.

EN

Annemarie Ni Churredin is a poet from the Irish-speaking County
Donegal of Ireland. She is the author of three books - Bloodroot
(2017), Town (2018), and The Poisoned Glen (2021) - and has been
awarded the Next Generation Artists’ Award and the Markievicz
Award by the Irish Arts Council. Ni Churreain is also the recipient
of grants from the Jack Kerouac House (Florida, USA), the Irish
Cultural Center in Paris (France), and the Akademie Schloss
Solitude (Germany). Her work has been translated into Galician,
Italian, and Lithuanian. Currently a residing writer at Reinhardt
University (Atlanta, USA), she has been the guest editor for

the 2023 summer issue of Poetry Ireland Review and a
participant in North American and European literary festivals.

Kitas VERSOPOLIS 2023 poetas /
Other poet of VERSOPOLIS 2023
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