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A House Built From Cloth

I grew up in a house built from cloth
played in the ruins of cottage industry
old stones like teazle teeth

chewing at my feet

fragments of industry
their lime-wash white
faded to a smoker’s gold.

I grew up in a valley

stretched over stone like cloth
rolled footballs and roller-skates
over sheep-felted grass

built locks
in the stream
under the old trade road.

I grew up in a landscape

where hedges and dry stone walls
ran through the fields like seams
where the past

was a runic language
stitched, dyed and woven
into oracular hills.

Time settles like ordered cloth
in these valleys

catches itself red handed

as it is folded back.

I grew up watching the past
pulling the weight of the future
along the canal’s linear thread.
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Kyka u3rpajaena o1 njiaTtHo

[TopacHaB Bo Kyka u3rpajieHa o]l TUIaTHO

CH MI'PaB BO YPHATUHUTE Ha MaHy(akTypara
CTapy KaMerma Kako 3a0u oJ] uenuiyra

MU M TpU3€ea cTananara

(parmeHTH 011 MHAYCTpPHjaTa
HUBHOTO Bap CjajHO Oesniio
n30JIeICHO A0 MYIIAYKO >KOITHIIO.

ITopacnas Bo osivHa

OIITerHaTa HaJl KAMEHOT KaKo TUIaTHO
Tpkanas (Gyndany u poyn

Bp3 OBUjO-(prIIIIaHaTa TPEBa

rpajieB MPEBOIHUIIN
BO MTOTOKOT
[0/l CTApUOT TPrOBCKH MaT.

[TopacHag cpej nejzax

KaJie JKHBH OTPAJH U CYBOSHUIMIIA
I'Hl I1apaa MoJINEbaTa Kako [IEBOBU
Kaace MUHATOTO

Oellie pyHCKH ja3uK
3alIreH, 000€H U BTKaeH
BO IIPOPOYKUTE PULOBHU.

Bpemeto criernyBa Kako 3MIUICHO TIATHO
BO OBHE JIOJIUHH

ce daka cebecu Ha J€J10

JI0/IeKa ce CBUBA HaHa3a/l.

[TopacHaB rienajku To MUHATOTO
Kaxo ja Ternm cera TexXoCT Ha UAHUHATA

110 IMHCAapHaTa HUIIIKA Ha KaHaJIOT.
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Training Run
for Ashley Loveridge

Linear. Beyond lines. Path swallowed

by the mare’s tail flick of cow parsley.

Your feet pound out the hollowed

laughter of this discarded canal. A sparse lee

in the woods jolts you awake,

out of the hammered dream of the run;
it writhes with the scent of rain, aches
under a blanket of wild garlic, sun.

You have bitten, sharp as an arrow,

into the low heat of the dusk,

the deep focus, the valley’s marrow.
The world is a husk

until you run it, until you find your way
over nettle creep, cow dung, hard-trodden clay.
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TpenuHr 3a Tpka
3a Ewnu Jlaspuy

JInnucku. Bonnunuure. ITaTeka nporosrana
0]l KpacHMIIA KaKo 3aMaB Ha OTaIllka Ha KOOWIa.
TBouTe cramana edar co IIyIIuBaTa

cMea Ha OBOj 3alyIlTeH KaHall. Peqok 3akioH

BO IIyMaTa KaKo LIOK T€ CBECTH,
Te OyIM 0J1 MEXaHUYKUOT COH Ha TPUAHETO;
Ce TPYH O] MUPHUCOT Ha TOXKI, jadu
MO/ MPOCTHUPKA O IUB YK, COHLIE.

Tu cu 3arpu3zan, ocTpo Kako crpeda,

BO BpeliaTa nmateka Ha CaMpakor,

BO /171a00K (hOKYC, BO CpIKTa Ha JOJIMHATA.
CBeToT ¢ Jryrmima

ce JoJieKa He To UCTpyall, c¢ 0/IeKa He TO Hajaewl
CBOjOT Mat
HH3 CKPUEHH KOTIPUBH, KPaBjH JICHICIIKH, TBPJIa
pasraseHa IJIMHA.
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Returning to Frankfurt

Mid-morning’s landlocked heat

claws over new stone dressed to look ancient.
Rises above banks and museums

palpable as steam until the city

shivers into a state of imbalance.

A tipping point between this exact
moment of perception and all those
yesterdays we came here to discover.

My father moves through a clenched
box of sunlight caught between trees
radiant in his sweat-dishevelled suit.
His smile is child-like, a little lost

in the streets of a home he can’t remember,
has extrapolated from anecdote, song,

discussion as it was mourned over decades;
locked into the long passages of childhood,

wound tight as myth. The city’s a deep

bruise of longing, its foundations persistent
almost as the ceremonies, sacraments and family
tunes carried across Europe, over centuries.

Hineni. Here we are. Eighty years since he left
nestled in his mother’s arms aged two

and though we walk past cemetery walls
scarred with familiar names, grief slips away

in the heat-baffled grandeur of a city remade

to celebrate that which was lost amongst

all that has been regained, renewed. He sings

as the river Main sings, a soft breath under bridges,
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Bpakame Bo @pankpypTt

Cpen yTpuHa, KOITHEHATa TOIUIMHA

Cce M3ja3yBa Bp3 HOBHOT KaMEH CTOKMEH FOMHUTH JPEBEH.
Ce m3aura HajJ OAHKHUTE U My3CUTE

OINMUILIMBA KAKO mapea c¢ Iyp IpajoT

HE Ce CTpece 10 HEpaMHOTEXA.
[IpecBpTHa Touka Mel'y TOUHO OBOj
MOMEHT Ha MepLeniyja i CUTE THE
MUHATH JTHH [ITO JI0jIOBME OBJIC Jia TH OTKpHEME.

Tatko Mu ce ABMXM HU3 TeCHa

KOIIKa COHYEBa CBETIMHA (aTeHa Mely pBjara
O1ecka BO KOCTYMOT 00JIeaHo O]l TIOT.

Wwma netrHecta HacMeBKa, Tpoa U3ryOeH

HH3 YIUIUTE Ha TOMOT Ha KOj HE MOJXKE Ja Cce CeTH,
KOj € eKCTpaxupaH 01 aHeTJI0TH, TIECHH,
pasroBopH, OTH Oellle OTUIaKyBaH CO JICIEHUH;
3aTBOPEH BO JOJITUTE MACyCH Ha JETCTBOTO,

CTerHarT IBPCTO Kako MUT. ['pajgoT e mmaboka
MOJIPHHKA OJ1 KOITHEX, TEMEIINTE My C€ ITOCTOjaH!
peYncH Kako IepEMOHNNTE, TAJHUTE U CEMEJHUTE
MEJIOMH MpeHeceHn H13 EBpona, Hu3 BEKOBHTE.

Hineni. Ese cme. OcymaeceT ToOAuHU O] Kora 3aMUHA
BrHE3J/ICH BO MMa3yBUTE HAa MajKa CH Ha CaMo JBE FOJIUHH,
1 MaKo YEKOPUME TTOKPaj SUIOBUTE HA TPOOHINITATA
TIOJTHH CO JTy3HH OJI TIO3HATH MM, Tarara ce N3MOJIKHYBa

BO 30yHyBauKaTa BpEJIMHA M BEIMYSCTBCHOCT Ha IPaIoOT
npenpaBeH

Jla TO TIPOCIIaBU OHA MTO Oelre u3ryoeHo mMery

c¢ mTo Gerre MoBpaTeHo, 00HOBeHO. Toj mee

KaKo ITO pexaTa MajHa 1ee, THBOK 3JIUB 10/T MOCTOBHUTE,
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round street corners, past Turkish falafel stalls.
Ancestor tunes guide us through city sweat

to the museum where their memories reside.
And the city bids us welcome, welcome.
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OKOJIy KpUBHHHTE Ha YJIHIINTE, KPaj TYPCKUTE TE3TH

co damader.
Menoauure Ha TIPEAUTE HE BOJAT HU3 TpajickaTa moT
JI0 My3€jOT KaJie IITO MPECTOjyBaaT HUBHUTE CIIOMEHHU.
A TpajioT HU TI0CaKyBa J100peoje, 100peojie.
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Orpheus in the Download Underworld

We make our disappearances day by day,

absence speaking for absence

through a waxed veil of leaf and seed-pod.

Territories are marked with a wing beat,

the bounds of tenderness negotiated in magpie semaphore
as we are subsumed by books,

magazines, downloads, DVDs,

gewgaws, gizmos, all those pretty

fig leaves bought to cover shame.

The house is hollow,

an echoing cave of certainties lost,

where Persephone picks pomegranate seeds

that catch in her teeth, spits them out and curses.
Cats howl around her like furies

after mice, scraps of paper,

the dust born of silence,

screwed into fists of guilt.

The goddess cries for us to stay indoors.

There is majesty in certainty if you can stomach it
but I prefer the random melt of stars,

waiting in the darkness for trees to bud,

listening for the metallic scrape of growth

as foxes slice the winter with their tongues

and owls stamp prints of mice on frosty turf.

I am walking the path away from home,

a love song balled foetal in my hand.

Follow me. I’ll not look back.
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Opdej BO MOA3¢MHUOT MHTEPHET CBET

Hue ricue3nyBame o JICH 3a JICH,

OTCYCTBOTO 300pyBa 3a OTCYCTBO

MPeKy BOCOYEH TPEBE3 O JHUCT M MEIITYHKA.
Teputopuute ce 03HaYyBaar co 3aMaB Ha KpHJjara,
3a TpaHMIIITE HA HE)KHOCTA CE JAPIOPH KaKO CTpavka
JI0JICKa CMe MPETIaBeHU CO KHUTH,

criucaHmja, npeseMama, JIB/I-ja,

THHTHPH-MHHTHPH, TAlIETH, CUTE THE YOaBH
CMOKBHHH JIUCTOBH KYTICHH 3a JIa C€ TIOKPHUE CPAMOT.

Kyxkara e mymmBa,

nemTepa Koja e4u o1 M3ryOeHnTe H3BECHOCTH,
kajie [lepcedona ru yernka ceMKHUTE O/ KaTHHKa
IITO ¥ ce 3ariiaBuie Mery 3a0uTe, TH TUTyKa | IIIye.
Oxony Hea, MauKy 3aBHBaaT Kako Qypuu

BO JIOB Ha TITYBIIW, TApUYHba XapTHja,

[palIMHaTa POEHA O THIIMHATA,

CTETHAaTH BO TYNAaHUIM HA BHHA.

Boxunara kpeka ga ocTaHeMe BHATpE.

Mma HemTo BeJIMYeCTBEHO BO CUTYPHOCTA aKO MOXKEII

Jla ja CBapHII
HO jac TO TPETIIOYNTaM CITY4ajHOTO ITPETOITYBambe Ha SBE3INTE,
YEeKameTO BO MPAKOT JApBjaTa jJa paciyTar,
CIIyIIaETO Ha METATHOTO SBEUCH:E HA PaCTOT
JTOJIeKa JINCUITUTE ja cedaT 3uMaTa Co ja3HIlnTe,
a OyBOBHTE y/IMpaar MevyaTy of IIIyBIM Ha 3aMp3HaTaTa IoyBa.
YekopaM 110 naTekaTa MojaJIeKy oJJIoMa,
JpyOOBHA TIeCHa (heTaTHO CKITyITYeHa BO MOjaTa JIJIaHKa.
Cnenu me. Hema na rnenam HaHazaz.
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Inner City Duende

Now she is clockwork in the bus lanes,

a bottled-up tock of sorrow.

All her straight lines are strung

through a maze of stuttering street lamps.

A slow build in the beer barrels

to this, the banshee hour
louder than trains

the rthythms of her misery

running on iron rods down
into the hot bright

hells of Angel, Euston,
Camden Town.

The city swallows her,

binds her in Tarmac,

trails pleasures behind her;

a constellation of fractured glass.

She weeps mascara.

Her eyes are ideograms, untranslatable,
as she slashes the brambling

arms of friends away.

And then she is dancing

to the dark sounds of her sorrow,
the city’s breath rising through her
as she ripples, divided, multiplied,

like a water-bound moon slipping
through shop windows,

as street neon carves her tears
into the lights of cars.
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Jyenae ox ueHTapor

Cera yekopH Kako HABUCH YACOBHHUK TI0 aBTOOYCKUTE JICHTH,
3arernara cTpelsika Koja OT4yKyBa Tara.

Cure npaBu JTUHUM U C€ HAHUKAHU

HU3 JaBUPUHTOT O] MIEITSUINBH YINIHA CBETHIIKH.

baBHO 3arpeBame BO TEMHUTE TUBHUIIU
3a 0Ba, YaCOT HA BELITEPKUTE

IIOTJIACEH O] BO3OBUTE

pUTaMOT Ha HEJ3UHUOT YeMep

Ce TpKaJa 1o KEJIe3H! [IIMHU HaJI0ITy
KOH JKEIIKUTE 3aKapeHn

riekonu Ha Ejamen, JycToH,

Kampen Tayn.

I'panor ja ronra,

ja Bp3yBa 3a ac(hajiror,

0CTaBa Tpara Ha 3a/I0BOJICTBaTa 3a/1 Hea;
COSBE3/IME O] CKPILEHO CTAKJIO.

Taa naye mackapa.

Ouure 1 ce uaeorpamMmu, HeMpPEeBOAITUBH,
JIOJIeKa T KacTpH OOJJINKABHUTE

parie Ha ipujaTeNunTe.

U noroa TaHuyBa

Ha Mpa4yHHTE 3BYIM HA HEj3WHATA Tara,
3IMBOT Ha TPAJOT ce KpeBa BO Hea

a, Taa ce OpaHyBa, JIeJu, MHOXKH,

KaKo MeceurHa Ha MMaToT KOH BOJara,
Ce JIN3ra HU3 U3JI03UTE,

J0JIeKa YINYHNTE HEOHKH ¥ TH pe30aatr Co3nuTe
BO CBETJIaTa Ha aBTOMOOWIIHTE.
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An Early History of Money

In the long days before money,
we traded need for need,
the song of want
bound to our tongues
with subtle harmonies.
Have this, if it will serve you.
Make fire / axes / dig your stone.
A measure of food?
Yes, and shelter.
Two nights at least
before we travel on.

Then came bronze.

From alchemy, commodity
scoured from the deep earth.
Pretty grave goods,
godheads, weapons,
decorations for the hearth,
for structures that settle

into homes. New forms

rose from its smelting.
Bronze travelled, mixed

till all trace of its origin was lost.

Iron next. Found everywhere.

A weaker weapon but an easy trade.
Kept in sword-length strips,

metal cut to the required size

for weights of grain.

Worth divisible, of use

to all people. Unlike coins.

Gold and silver was for chieftains,
ritually exchanged for passage
across land, through markets.

A border stamped with a king’s face.
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Pana ucropuja Ha napure

Bo nmonrute 1eHOBY Mpe] MapuTe,
TpryBaBMe 1oTpebda 3a morpeoda,
MecHaTa Ha kenbara
Bp3aHa 3a HAIUTE ja3HIn
CO CYNTHIIHH XapMOHHH.
HUnmaj 20 osa, axo mu cayacu.
3ananu oean / nanpasu cexupu / uckonaj KameH.
Tpoa xpana?
Jla, u 3aconnuwme.
Hajmanky ose noxu
npeo da 2o amume namom.

[ToToa nojne 6pon3ara.

On anxemuja, CTOKa

u3pHHaTa 171a00K0 0] 3eMjarTa.
Y6aBu rpoOHU IpeIMETH,
OoroBu, opyxje,

YKpPAacH 3a OTHHIITETO,

3a CTPYKTYpH IITO MpepacHaa

Bo n1oMoBH. HoBu dpopmu

Ce M3/IUTHAA OJ] HETOBOTO JICCHE.
Bpon3zara narygaiie, ce Mernianie
JI0/leKa He 11 ce U3ryOu ceTa Tpara Ha OTeKJIOTO.

Kenezoro Gemre cieqno. IlpucyTHo Hacekae.
ITocmabo opykje, HO MOJECHO 3a TPTYBAKbE.
Ce uyBalie BO JICHTH CO JOJDKMHA HAa MeH,
MeETaJI COCEYEH JI0 Mepa moTpeOHa

3a TErOBH 32 JKUTO.

Bpenno na ce nenu, KOpUCHO

3a cUTe Jyre. 3a pa3jiuKa ol MOHETHTE.
35aToTo u cpedpoTo Oea 3a moriaBapuTe,
PHUTYaITHO pa3MEHETH 3a MPEMUH

MIPEeKy 3eMjH, TIPEKy Ma3apu.

['panuma 3ameyarena co JIUKOT Ha KPaoT.
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There’s a Music

Listen. There’s a music in your head

that is not some half-remembered bar

of radio confection. No ear-worm, this.

No broadcast soaked up by the soft

core of childhood. It sits among synapses

as a code of scars, a Morse-mapped monument.
This music is made from the friction of living:
birdsong; the passage of light at a certain

time of day; the first touch of another’s skin;
that moment when everything seemed exact.
Built upon pain and plenty, this concentrated
sound is everything you know and understand
tuned up to ecstasy. Written and unwritten

in the key of hope. Yet it is not complete.

Now, having listened, you must sing a tender
approximation of the tune (as sweetly as you can)
until all the people who have helped it build
are drawn to you. And then you must dance.
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Nma my3uka

Cnymaj. Uma my3uka BO TBojara riiaBa

IITO HE € CaMO HEKOj MoTy3arnaMeTeH pedpeH

Ha pajgno — 6oHOoHue. Huty e 3apa3Ha mecHa.

He e emucuja BriieHa BO MEKOTO

jampo Ha AETCTBOTO. BrHe3aeHa Mery CHHATICHUTE

KaKO KOJI OJ1 JTy3HH, CIOMCHUK Mamnupan oj Mopae.

OBa ¢ My3uKa co3/1ajicHa 0J1 (PPUKIUjaTa HA )KUBECHETO:
[0jOT Ha MTHUIMTE; MAHJIUB 3paK CBETIIMHA BO OJIPE/ICH
JIeJT 071 ICHOT; TIPBUOT JIOTHP HA HEUYHja IPYyra KOKa;

TOj MOMEHT KOTa Cc€ YMHEeIIe ¢¢ TOUHO.

Wsrpaznen Bp3 601ka 1 1300MIICTBO, OBOj KOHIICHTPHUPAH
3BYK € ¢¢ IIITO 3HACII U pa3oupar

HaITUMAaHO A0 €KCTa3a. Hanwumiano n HenuiaHo

BO TOHAJIMTETOT HA HAJICKTA. A TIaK HE € 3aBpIIICHA.

Cera, OTKaKo ja CIyIlIHa, MOpa Jia ja 3ameerl THBKO

Y IITO MONPUOIMKHO MeJoirjata (KOJIKY MOHEKHO MOKETIT )
c¢ JTo/ieKa CUTe Jyre KOW MOMOTHAA /1a Ce M3BUIIN

He Ouyat npuBIeyeHH KoH Tebe. M Toramn Mopa a 3aurparil.
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The Soil Never Sleeps

The soil never sleeps.

In its voids, gas and waters gather,
waiting for thirsty roots to crawl

down motorway tunnels dug by worms.
For the spade. The plough.

The massage-press of hooves.

For the rain to run through its seams
and seeds to push up to the light.

The soil never sleeps.

It banks lives

in its soufflé stomach,

connects them to everything.

Even the dirt beneath fingernails,

the dirt caught in a mole’s coat, sings
with a million microbes to the gram
of connections, growth.

The soil never sleeps.

Never slips into ideology or nostalgia.
It is place and purpose,

the perfection of decay.

A story that shifts

from mouth to mouth.

A crucible for rebirth.

A rooftop on another world.
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IlouBaTra HUKOTAIII HE CIIHE

ITouBara HUKOram He CIUE.

Bo mpa3HuHUTE 11 CE cOOMpaart racoBM U BOJIH,
YeKaaT JKeJIHA KOPEHH Jia JI0T03aT

HU3 TYHCJIUTEC I1OJ] aBTOIIATOT UCKOIIaHW O[] LIPBU.
Ja yexa nonarara. ITnyror.

MacaskaTta Ha KOIUTAaTa.

JloX 10T J1a TOMUHE HU3 HEJ3UHUTE IIIEBOBU

¥ CEMUIbATa Ja ce MpoOHrjaT J0 CBETIOCTA.

ITouBara HUKOram He CIUE.

Taa nenoHupa KUBOTH

BO Cy(hJIeTO 0] CTOMAK,

T'M TIOBP3YyBa €O C€ U CEUITO.

Jypu 1 HEeUnCTOTHjaTa MO/ HOKTHTE,
HEYHCTOTHjaTa aTeHa BO KP3HOTO Ha KPT, Tiee
CO MUNTUOH MUKPOOU HA 2paM

3a BPCKH, 3a pacrt.

ITouBara HUKOram He CIUE.

Huxoram He 3amara Bo UA€0JI0TH]ja WIIH HOCTAJTH]a.
Toa e MecTo 1 11€71,

COBPIIEHCTBOTO Ha pacnarameTo.

[Ipuka3na xoja MUHE

O]l yCTa JI0 yCTa.

Hckyuienue 3a mOBTOPHO parambe.

ITokpuB Ha eJieH JpYT CBET.
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Love Poem Disguised as a Fairy Tale
after Madame D ’Aulnoy’s The Girl-Fish

In her eyes, the girl she was; the hard
unthinking rifle-shot of youth. They are urgent
as a cat’s yowl in the dark rooms of home
where nothing matters but the way fish

lifts wet, unspeaking from the plate.

She is deer now, but for those eyes.
They dance through me, demanding to be spared.
Another life is on her.

She whispers from the soft purse

of her deer’s mouth that she still has much to do.

I'love her and I always have. I never saw her until now.
I will return to my palace of books

hungry though I cannot eat for thinking of her

as she runs through the bright wood, a spare
change of terror jangling in her girl’s eyes,
crab apples crunching like years beneath her feet.

My hunt is over. All I can do is wait

for the changes to cease, for the drifting powers
that drive her to other skins to calm

their churning, for her to find me again

with her girl’s eyes and hope

that the woman she’s becoming under feather,

hide and scale can see beyond the way
I’ve learned in her absence to stiffen, like a startled deer.
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Jby0oBHA mecHa MacKMpaHa Kako 0ajka
Cnopeo ’ [lesojxama-puba ‘ na Manam J1' AyHo

Bo Hej3unuTe 04M, IeBOjKaTa Koja Oelie; OCTpUoT
HETIPOMHUCIICH UCTpeN Ha MiaiocTta. Tue ce ocTpu
KaKO MayK{H PeB BO TEMHHUTE OJIall Ha JOMOT
KaJie caMo € Ba)KHO HAYWHOT Ha KOj pruOuTe

ce KpeBaar BJIQKHO, HEMO O] YHHHjaTa.

Cera e eneH, camo J1a He Oea Tue OuH.
Tue TaHIlyBaaT HU3 MEeHe, Oapaar fa OUaaT MOIITEICHH.
Hpyr XHUBOT € BO Hea.

Taa mienoti HU3 KaAU()EHOTO MAPHIHUIEC

Ha eJICHCKATA yCTa JIeKa YIITe MHOTY UMa Jla HAlpaBH.

Ja sby0Oam, oTcekorari cym ja JbyOen. He ja BUoB mocera.
Ke ce BpaTaM BO MojaTa nasiata o KHUIH

r7IajIeH MaKo Jia jaaM He MOKaM OJ1 MHcCJIa 3a Hea

JoJIeKa Tp4a HU3 CBETIaTa IIymMa, yKacoT
KaKO CUTHU MapUYKU SBEUKA BO MOMUHCKUTE OUU,
T'H TOJTYH TTOJT HO3ETE JUBHUTE ja0OJIKA KAKO FOIUHUTE.

Mojort 5o 3aBpiiu. C¢ IITO MOKaM € J1a ueKam

Jla IpecTaHaT MPOMEHHUTE, Jla CE CMUPH

BUTEIIOT HA CHITUTE IIITO ja HOCAT MO/ APYTH KOXH,
Jla M€ HajJie MOBTOPHO

CO OYHMTE Ha JICBOjYE U CO HAICIK

JieKa KeHaTa Koja pacte 1o IepayBorT,

KOXaTa ¥ KPIyIIKUTE MOXe Jla TIPospe Mo Toa

LITO 'O HAY4UB, KOT'a ja HEMA, J]a C€ BKOYaHaM KaKo
MperIallieH eJeH.
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Lost to the Body

A tide curls through us,
salts our tongues with words,
the urgency of their unknotting.

There’s a pornographic opera
nightingales sing locked
in the wine cupboard.

The hushed laughter of women
gives us the library. The river is ours
their absence tells us,

its water delicate

as gorse flowers. The farmyard’s
silvering. Trees in shock of leaf.
A week lost to the body,

seed moon a hobby lantern

guiding us seaward

as we sow new names for spring.
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N3rydenu 3a TesioTo

Hwu3 nac HaBuBa nanMa,
HHU TO COJIH Ja3UKOT CO 300pOBH,
CO UTHOCTA J1a Ce pa3Bp3ar.

Eun mopHorpadcka omnepa
CJIaBEH Ieat 3aKIyYeHH
BO OPMaHOT 3a BHHO.

[IputaeHaTta cMea Ha JKCHUTE
HU ja naBa Oubnuorekara. Pexkara e Hama
HHBHOTO OTCYCTBO HH Ka)XXyBa,

HEj3MHATa BOJIa € JeJIUKaTHA

KaKo IIBETOBH 0OJ O0poBHHKA. JIBOpoT Ha apmaTa
ce cpedpee. JIpBjaTa HABPATIUTO PA3TUCTCHH.
Enna senena m3rybeHa 3a TeI0TO,

pactevkara MeceurnHa ¢ BUCECUYKH (heHep

KOj HE BOJM KOH MOPETO

AO0JCKa CEEMC HOBU NMUbA 3a MMPOJICTTA.
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Commemoration Hour

A moth-cupped flame sputters
out of silence in my kitchen, draws insects
whining through the window’s crack.

They sing like distant bi-planes,
dogfight-dancing at the edge of sight.

I watch red wax spill
over the candle’s battered lip
and think of family, long dead,

the quiet men on unquiet fronts
who let the rituals of their religion

slide away, buoyed up
on propaganda, desperation, hunger,
as they wrote loving letters in the dark

succoured only by a single flame,
by the guttering distances of home.

Oh, how they dreamed of family,
gave thanks to G-d for the minuscule mercies
of the weekly post (when it got through)

but even the gentlest man will break inside
when bombs and snipers dictate their diet,

when all the animals of hell
come crawling out from under mud

on sinews of metal clasping at the bone.
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Yacor Ha KOMeMoOpaInuja

[TnameHoT 0OpabeH co MoK YPUOPH
O] TUIITTHA Ha MOjaTa KyjHa, IMPUBJIEKYBa HHCEKTH
KOH [IMMOJIAT HU3 MyKHATHHATA Ha TPO30PEIOT.

Tue meaT KaKo JaJeYHH JBOKPHIILIH,
3aMaeHu BO OOpOEH TaHIl Ha pa0OT O MTOTJIEAOT.

I'megam kako IpBEH BOCOK ce TpesieBa
MIpeKy M3MadyeHaTa yCHa Ha cBekara
Y TIOMHUCITyBaM Ha CEMEjCTBOTO, OJlaMHa MPTBH,

TUBKHTE JIyT'e HAa OydHUTE (PPOHTOBU
KOM JIO3BOJIMja pUTyaJIUTe HA HUBHATA PEJIUTHja

JIa UM Ce U3MOJIKHAT, MOTKPEIICHU
O]l TIpoTIaraH/ia, o4aj, riaj,
Jo7IeKa MUITYBaa JbyOOBHH ITHCMa BO MPaKOT

MIpUIIOMOrHaTu caMo o €4HO IJIaMEHYE,
on c1<p6HaTa OIJaJICUCHOCT HAa TOMOT.

Ox, KaKo COHYBaa 3a CEMejCTBOTO,
Oyraromapejku My Ha bora 3a MaauTe MIITOCTH
OJ1 HeJleHaTa moinTa (Kora ke MOMHUHEIIIE)

HO ¥ HajKPOTKHOT YOBEK K€ C€ CKPIITH BHATPE
Kora OOMOUTE M CHajIIEpPUCTHTE MY ja TUKTHUpaaT UCXpaHaTa,

KOT'a CUTE KUBOTHH O] ITIEKOJIOT
M3IIETYBaaT IMOJI3ejKHU OJ] TTOJI KalTa

Ha METaAJIHU KHUJIK 3a4UITYCHU 3a KOCKa.
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What precisely did they die for,

or limp home wounded with?

My grandfather never said, sitting in silence,

with his memories, in the garden of his weekend home
until he was forced to cross Germany’s borders

and escape into England two decades on.

Great Uncle Martin could not say.

Splintered in 1915 by enemy fire, only his letters remain
regaling his dearest sister Roschen

with brotherly bravado, detailing requests

for the essentials: paper, food and pens;

whatever news might make it through the lines from home.

30 / Adam Horovitz



3a IITO TOYHO 3arvHaa,

3a IITO paHETH M KYIIM ce Bpakaa moma?

Jleo MU HUKOTAII HE KaXa, cCaMo CeJIeIIe MOJIKYM,
CO CBOMTE CIIOMEHH, BO I'paiIuHaTa HA BUKEHIMUIATa
c¢ J0JIeKa, TI0 JIBE JCTICHUH, HE OeIIe MPUCHIICH

Jla TM IpEMHUHE TpaHuIuTe Ha ['epManuja

U 1a uzbera Bo AHruuja.

Hu 6pat My MapTuH He MOXKeIIe J1a Kaxe.
Pacniapuen Bo 1915 o Henpujarencku oras,
caMo MucMara My OCTaHaa

KaJle cBojara Hajapara cectpa Posa ja oncumysa
co OpaTcko OpaBajo, CO AETATHU OMUCH
3a HajBYKHUTE MTOTPETIIIITHHI: XapTHja, XpaHa U TICHKaa;
3a KakBU OMJIO0 HOBOCTH IITO O MOKeJe Jia ce mpooujat

oJaoMa.
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The candle’s spitting out its last
one hundred years on
but still the news is limited and grim.

The insect whine of war continues.
Tanks rumble through my kitchen
whenever the fridge fires up.

Commemoration wears an ugly, celebratory mask.
Its eyeholes stare us down like guns
and from its mouth a fine gas seeps.

‘Gas! Quick, boys.” An ecstasy of fumbling
in the press for ways to not quite say
“We won, we won, we won!”

But we won nothing. The war continues
in fragments, though no one is yet
crazed enough to join the dots,

and all I can see in this quiet hour

is red wax stiffening on the candle
into the faces of all the people that I love.
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CBekara ro UCKaIlLTyBa MOCIEIHUOT 30UB
CTO TOJTMHHU TIOIOIHA
a, BECTHTE C¢ YIITE CE CKYTHH U MPAuHH.

BojHHOT ne1eKk Ha HHCEKTHUTE MPOJOIIKYBA.
TenkoBH TaTHeaT HU3 MOjaTa KyjHa
CeKoraill Kora ke ce 3anaiu (Gpuxuaepor.

Komemoparmjata HocH Tp/a, CllaBeHHYKa MacKa.
Hej3unure ouHM IynKku 3janaat KOH Hac Kako MyIIKH
a O]l ycTara 1 UCTeKyBa (hUH Tac.

»lac! bp3o, momiu.’ [leuaToT ce mpemnenka
BO €KCTa3a Jia Haj/ie HAuMH JIa HEe Ce Ka)Ke COCeM
,.J1100e1BMe, modenuBMe, modenrusMe!

Ho, Bo HumTo He mobenuBme. BojHaTa mpomomkyBa
BO (pparMeHTH, HAKO CE YIITE HUKO] HE ©
JIOBOJTHO JIYJT JIa TH CITIOM TOUKHTE,

H C¢ IITO MOXKaM Ja BuJaaM BO OBOj THBOK 4YacC

€ Kako LIPBEHHOT BOCOK Ce CTBPAHYBA Ha cBeKarta
Bp3 JIMIIaTa Ha CUTE JyTe IITO TH CaKaM.
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Adam Horovitz is a British poet, performer
and editor. He has released three collections of poet-
ry, Turning (Headland, 2011), The Soil Never Sleeps
(Palewell 2018) and Love and Other Fairy Tales (Indi-
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Sun (Decca, 2021).
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Anam XopoBuIl € OpPUTAaHCKU IIOET, M3BENIY-
Bau M ypenuuk. Toj mMa obGjaBeHO TpH 30MpKH MOe-
suja: Bpmere (Xennaun, 2011), Iloueama nuxoeaut He
cnue (ITansen, 2018) u Jbybos u opyeu dajku (Muauro
npumc, 2021): memoapu, Unjaoa Jlopu Jluu (Xucto-
pu mipec, 2014), kako U 1ee co Mmoe3uja U CO My3HKa
o HaciioB Man Mempononuc (2015). Toj, ucrto Taka,
Oun xonpeseHrtep Ha Mijada Mpmopersa, TOTKACT IITO
I'M CllaBU Noe3ujata U My3ukara Ha Llon Kiep, a ce
rojaByBa 1 Ha ajJOyMOT 3a roe3uja u My3uka o Cepuc
Mejtyc co HacioB Joarame 00 conyemo (Jlexa, 2021).
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