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Tugée Tekhanli dzimusi 1990. gada Nikosija, Kipra. Godalgota
dzejniece, tulkotaja un dejotaja. Raksta turku valoda un
angliski. Sanémusi bakalaura gradu Tulko$ana no Hacetepes
Universitates un magistra gradu Rados$aja rakstnieciba no
Dublinas Universitates Irija. Iznakusi divi dzejolu krajumi “Es
biju dzila, bet man lika domat citadak” (Derindim inandirildim
Aksine, 2016) un “Més devam vardus vilniem” (Dalgalara isim
Verdik, 2023). Vinas dzejoli un tulkojumi publicéti daudzos
starptautiskos literatlras zurnalos un antologijas. Jaunakas
vinas darbu publikacijas ieklautas Irijas un Lielbritanijas
izdevumos Cyphers, Abridged, Skylight47, seashores, The Stag
Hill Journal un Seventh Quarry. Vinas dzeja tulkota spanu, anglu,
vacu, ¢ehu, grieku, rumanu, italu un persiesu valoda. Vina
piedalijusies daudzos starptautiskos dzejas festivalos un
makslas projektos. Realizédama multidisciplinaru pieeju, vina
paslaik apgust laikmetigo deju.

Seit publicétie dzejoli rakstTti anglu valoda.



Skéru $niksti

Manas acis ka jaunas pogas, pieSttas vecai kleitai.
Nesaskanigas, tomér zinkarigas, spozas. Es ierados $eit ar savu
audumu. Mana auduma $uvéji it nemaz mani nepazist. Sapni
man pateica, ka varu izgriezt un mainit formu savai drébei.
Daléji tapéc es devos celd, ieturédama DzZoisa drosSo distanci.

Es apmetos Irija ar vasaras drébém un rakstu darbiem. Es
nepanému lidzi ziemas drébes. Uz tam ir traipi. Tur ir kokvilna un
likra, dZzinss un samts. Neesmu izléjusi savu pienu vél neviena
aka. Mani izkrituSie mati, izlietas asaras un sviedri sarunajas
sava starpa; tie sajukusi kopa. Vasarraibumi man uz pieres...
Tris €¢emodani, divas rokassomas, neskaitami gadalaiki un meza
skanas. Més ar Sofronu devam vardus vilniem, pirms aizbraucu,
lai, man atgriezoties, mums abiem b0tu sala; ieraudzijusi sevis
dalinu, més raudatu atkalapvienoju$ies. Smiekli ir iegansts. Es
nespéju lidzinaties vigei; es neesmu nogatavojusies, bet neesmu
arlizspiedusi savu pienu neviena muté. Esmu atsitusies maté;
neesmu dzemdéjusi zemi, kas bitu nesadzirdama. Neesmu
piedzimusi no kada koka pacietiba; neesmu pierakstijusi $os
dzejolus uz 81 papira pusnakti. Lai visas ¢etras manis malas

nav piesaistitas mezgliem, kas laiza man pratu, bet gan jaram,
kas aprij manu pratu, tapat kd manas pogas. Manas sajitas ir
mazigas, mana sirds — $kéru $niksti.



Skupsti to, lidz ta izkust

Manas rokas sa$ttas kopa ka jaunas pogas pie vecas kleitas,
ko vairs nevaru nésat. Pakarta skapl, ta kraj puteklus. Piecu
pirkstu klinsu vilni ir sakodTti vél vairak, kop$ pédéjoreiz to
redzéju. Limasola ir piecélusies miega ar saviem torniem
manas vecasmates pirma skipsta krasta, blakus vietai, kur
mans vectévs pietauvojis savu kugi. Misu rokas saaugusas
greizi ka pilséta. Masu kajas ir atvienotas no celgaliem. Skat,
misu pavediens nokarajas no klintim, tapat ka bérni, Sipodami
kajas citronkoka, senseno laiku darza. Més un reiz sensenos
laikos SUpojamies kopa. Starp mums smarzo mezs, kas dedzis
vairakas dienas, starp mums ir tkstoSiem putnu knabju, ¢askas
ada, timians, ciklamenas un trusi. Masu spilveni ir pildTti ar
lidojo§am sapém, kamér Kantara pazid zem pelnu kaudzes.
Vairs nepietiek augsnes, lai apturétu Sos pelnus. Reizém tu
atrodi zemi, sasalu$u ledusskapl. Nejauta, vai miasu skumjas
var ieinteresét taristus; daudzi no mums uzdro$inas dejot virs
sasalu$as zemes blaka. Masu kungi ir pilni laiku pa laikam.
Sasalu$o zemi Varo$a nu pardod saldéjuma konusa.

Skapsti to, lidz ta izkdst,
neatkladams, kas esi, un neparadidams zobus.

Nésa to, neizmantojot savus loceklus un neturot launu pratu.



Pirmais dzejolis

es tev nepateicu, ka esmu prom
ta vietad es devu tev sadalitu salu
un apturétas miera sarunas

ar agresiviem politikiem

robezu §kérso$ana ir gauzam ikdieniska,
aizmirsti ko teicu!

es tev nepateicu, cik ilgi basu prom

lai vai ka, apsoli, ka neskaitisi dienas
labak sac vakt plastmasu

no jiras musu peldvieta

un parupéjies, ka varésim tur peldéties
nakamreiz, kad sastapsimies

es tev nepateicu, kura gadalaika

es ievak$os jaunaja maja

jo gadalaiki ir sajaukusies

klimata krizes dél

tu zini, ka nav grati iztéloties, ka klasti

par vienu no izmiru$ajam sugam, kuru pietriks

es tev nepateicu, vai atgrieziSos

no Dublinas, bet man patika izmirkt

lidz adai uz Parnela ielas

cela uz skolu ar velosipédu

ceriba samazinat savu oglekla pédas nospiedumu



Simbioze

ja mani dzemdés stirna

es neatklasu savu vardu pasaulei

mamma mani piebikstis ar purnu un laizis man vilnu
mezs var paslépt manu smarzu

lidz vina parnaks

es spiedis$os pie garas zales

lai neviens mani nepamana vai

neapmilo

Ja es butu briedéns

es staigatu pirms prastu rapot
un saglabatu balsi dziedasanai
savam dvinim

kad izaugsu un metisSu spalvu
kovarni izvalkas risas sarkano
vasaras kazoku man no ribam
un sajauks ar kritusam lapam
lai vitu ligzdas



Mans tévs ir meteorologs

Dzejolis, kas sa@kas ar Dursa Grinbeina rindu

jauns dzejolis sakas $ai liegaja rita

komponista dzim§anas gadadien3;

notikums, ko allaz atziméju, klausidamas
vijolkoncertu: ¢etrus gadalaikus, kas atsauc atmina
mana $aja diena dzimus$a téva ritmus;

ir 4. marts, kad dzimis arT Antonio Vivaldi

mans tévs ir meteorologs

ving novéro laikapstaklus biezak

neka novéro manu mati miega

jovins nekad negul, kad list

pirmais, par ko vin$ prato, kad runajam pa telefonu
ir manas atrasanas vietas topografija;

ne mans noskanojums, atzimes, prata stavoklis

vin§ nekad nav raudajis

—vismaz ne mana priek$a —, lai gan

mamma stastija, ka reiz vin$ raudajis, neganti ka pérkons
kad vina délu notrieca masina

ja esredzétu vinu raudam pédéja laika, es teiktu:

ta ir vairak smidzinasana neka lietavas

manam tévam patik paredzét karus,

valOtas kursus un zvaigznaju attiecibas

bet ne tik loti ka zema spiediena sistému

vai augsta spiediena sistému iespé&jamibu misu sirdsvilnos,
paps iesaka mums ieziemot pratus

katram gadijumam, ja nu izcelas sniega vétras



kadu dienu ving man sacija, ka
bezdeligas iertkoju$as ligzdas uz vina terases
agrak neka parasti, februart

tévs médza man gatavot tostermaizi ar olam

allaz ar saulaino pusi uz augsu no ritiem

pirms a$i braucu uz skolu macrtt bérnus

nepadoties tikt iemanttiem ar zemeném, kas nogatavojusas
pirms razas laika

Sodien ir atkal pavasaris

es gulu zaliena Sv. Stefena parka

un uzslcu putnu Ciepstus

kamér debesis mainas, pateicoties engeliskam Suvém

ar oglekli, kas uzkrajies vina atmosféra
un krizém sava klimatologija
manam tévam aprit septindesmit



LasiSanas svétki

Kur$ uzgleznoja ezeru uz sienas mana pamatskola, kur es
septinu gadu vecuma pozéju fotografijai? Cilvéks, kur§ iemacija
man lasTt, pieséja sarkanu lentiti man pie uniformas. Tagad es
izskatos sarkanigaka. Domaju, esmu parvértusies par kaut ko,
kas var asinot, vai kadu, kuram var noticét. To ir vérts svinét. Es
iemacijos lasit ar gulbjiem ezera un aboliem man klépt. Skolotaji
klasé ar kritiniem izkrasoja abolus. Tapéc man bija kur iekosties,
kad pilniba izpratu nupat lasTto. Burti, savirknéti alfabéta, ir
tikpat vientuligi ka dzivnieki 0denf cits pie cita.

Es macos pirmoreiz pareizi izrunat vardu kugu. Es izstiepju

lGpas par ezeru kuuu forma. Es izgatavoju sparnus no gulbjiem
man plecos. Man ir aizdomas, ka divi burti, kustédamies viens
aiz otra, mana varda tika atdoti kugu. Viss ar burtu “u” $kietas
nedaudz ilgaks, ieligts uzstajigak, palikdams nedaudz malina.
Guldzot. Fotografija ierodas pie manis vienkarsi tapat. Nu es
turos pie dzivibas, savienodama skanas dobumos klin§u starpas.
Sev caur zobiem. Esmu uznémusi gaitu. Es reizém lidoju,

izrunadama vardus. Reizém es lidoju, nakti palikdama nomoda.

Kugu - turku valoda - "gulbis’.

No anglu valodas atdzejojis Arvis Viguls









Tugce Tekhanli was born in 1990 in Nicosia, Cyprus. She is an
award-winning poet, translator and dancer. She writes in Turkish
and English. She earned her BA (Translation and Interpreting)
from Hacettepe University. She has completed an MA in Creative
Writing at Dublin City University in Ireland. She has published
two poetry collections Derindim Inandirildim Aksine “| Was Deep
and Made to Believe Otherwise, 2016” and Dalgalara isim Verdik
“We Named the Waves, 2023”. Her poems have been translated
have been featured in many international literary magazines

and anthologies. Recently, she has been featured in Cyphers,
Abridged, Skylight47, seashores, The Stag Hill Journal and the
Seventh Quarry in Ireland/the U.K. Her poems were translated
into various languages: Spanish, English, German, Czech,

Greek, Romanian, Italian and Persian. She has participated in
many international poetry festivals and art projects. Adopting

a multidisciplinary approach to art, she is currently studying
Contemporary Dance.

The poems published here were written in English.



The Sound of Scissors

My eyes, like new buttons sewn on an old dress. Inharmonious
but curious, bright. I arrived here with my fabric. Those who

sew my fabric don’t know me at all. | was told in my dream that |
could cut out and reshape my cloth. Partly for this reason, | set
out, keeping Joyce’s safe distance. | settled in Ireland with my
summer clothes and my writings. | didn’t take my winter clothes
with me. These are stains on them. These are cotton and lycra,
jeans and velvet. | have not leaked my milk into any well yet. My
previous hairs, tears and sweat, they all talk to each other; they
are all crossed by each other. Freckles on my forehead... Three
suitcases, two handbags, countless seasons, and forest noise.
We named the waves with Sofronis before | left, so that when |
come back, we will both have anisland; stare a part of us and
cry, united. Laughing is an excuse. | could not resemble the fig; |
have not ripened, but | have not drained my milk into any mouth,
either. | took after my mother; | did not give birth to any land that
could not be heard. | was not born from any tree with patience; |
did not write these poems on these papers at midnight. May my
four sides be drawn not to the knots that lick my mind, but to the
seas that devour my mind, as well as my buttons. My feelings are
eternal, my heart: the sound of scissors.



Kiss It Till It Melts

My hands fastened together like new buttons on an old dress
that | can’t wear anymore. It is hungin the closet and gathers
dust. The waves of Five Finger Mountains have been bitten more
since | last saw it. Limassol has risen in its sleep with its towers
on the shore of my grandmother’s first kiss, parallel to where

my grandfather docked his ship. Our arms have misgrown like
the city. Our legs are disjointed from the knee. Look, our thread
hangs down cliffs, and so do children dangling their feet from
the lemon tree in the garden once upon a time. We and once upon
a time swing together. Between us is the smell of a forest that
has burned for days, thousands of bird beaks, snake skin, thyme,
cyclamen, and rabbits. Our cushions are plumped up with flying
pain as an ash-heap is blanketing Kantara. There is no soil left to
halt this ash. Sometimes you find the earth frozen in the fridge.
Don’t question if they can do tourism on our sadness; many of

us dare to waltz on a mass of frozen land. Our stomachs get full
randomly. The frozen land is now offered in an ice-cream cone in
Varosha.

Kiss it till it melts,
without revealing who you are and showing your teeth.

Wear it without using your limbs or holding any grudge
against it.



First Poem

I didn’t tell you that | am gone
instead | gave you a divided island
and suspended peace talks with
aggressive politicians

crossing borders is a mundane task,
never mind!

I didn’t tell you how long | will be gone
even so, promise you won’t count days
you had better start collecting plastics
from the sea where we used to swim
and make sure we can swim there

the next time we reunite

| didn’t tell you what time of the year

I will be moving into in my new house

since the seasons are all mixed up

due to the climate crisis

you know, it’s not hard to imagine becoming
one of those extinct species to be missed

I didn’t tell you if | will be back

from Dublin or not but I liked getting soaked
to the skin on Parnell Street

while cycling to school

in the hope of reducing my carbon footprint



Symbiosis

if a doe gives birth to me

I won’t reveal my name to the world
my mum will nuzzle me and lick my fur
the forest can conceal my scent

till she comes back

I will press myself against long grass
so no one will notice or

cuddle me

If I were a fawn

| would walk before crawling
and save my voice for singing
to my twin

when | grow up and moult
jackdaws will pull rusty red
summer coat from my ribs

and bunch them together with fallen leaves

to build their nests



My Father Is a Meteorologist

Poem beginning with a line by Durs Griinbein

a new poem begins this balmy morning

on the anniversary of the birth of a composer;
an occasion | always celebrate by listening to
the violin concerto: four seasons evoking the

rhythms of my father born today,

the 4th of March, shared with Antonio Vivaldi

my father is a meteorologist

he watches the weather more than

he watches my mother when she sleeps
because he never sleeps when it rains

the first thing he wonders about on the phone
is the topography of the place where | live;
not my mood, not my grades, not my sanity

he never wept

— at least in front of me — even though

my mum said he once wept thunderously

when his son had been hit by a car,

if | had seen him recently, | would have said;
it’s more like a drizzling instead of heavy rain
my father likes making predictions about wars,

currency rates and relationships of constellations
but not as much as the likelihood of the low-pressure systems

and high-pressure systems of our heartwaves,
Daddy suggests we winterise our minds for any
snowsqualls just in case

he told me the other day that

swallows have built nests on his Mediterranean balcony

earlier than usual, this February



my father used to make me toast with eggs
always sunny side up in the mornings

before | drove fast to school to teach kids

not to be lured by strawberries ripened before
harvest time

here is just another spring today

I lie flat on the grass of St. Stephen’s Green

and soak up the birds chirping

as the sky keeps changing thanks to each angelic stitch
with carbon accumulated in his atmosphere

and crises in his climatology

my father is turning 70



Reading Festival

Who painted the lake on the wall of my primary school where |
posed for the camera at the age of seven? The one who taught
me to read attached a red ribbon to my uniform. | look more
reddish now. | think | have transformed into something that can
bleed or someone people have faith in. This is worth celebrating.
| learned how to read with swans in the water and apples on

my lap. With each well done, teachers coloured my apple with
crayons in the class. Thus | found something | could bite after
thoroughly comprehending what | had read. The letters, side by
side in the alphabet, are as desolate as animals that have swum
away next to each other.

I’m learning to articulate kugu for the first time. | stretch my lips
to the lake in the shape of kuuuu. | make wings out of swans on
my shoulder tips. | suspect that the two letters moving side by
side in my name were given to kugus. Everything with the letter
“u” seems to last a little longer, to be invited more insistently,
to stay a little distance away. Bubbling. The photograph visits
me today like that. Now | hold on to life by linking sounds to
each other through the cavities between rocks. Through my
teeth. | gained some speed. | sometimes fly while | spell words.

Sometimes, | fly while | stay up at night.

*Kugu means swan in Turkish.

*Kugus is the plural form of kugu meaning swans.









Johanna Venho dzimusi 1971. gada un dzivo Espo, Somija.
Vina studéjusi salidzino$o literatdru un biologiju Helsinku
Universitaté un Jiveskiles Universitaté un stradajusi par
redaktori Somijas Nacionalaja raidorganizacija Yleisradio.
Paslaik vina ir pilna laika autore, raksta romanus, dzeju un
gramatas bérniem. lzdoti pieci dzejas krajumi, pieci romani un
piecpadsmit gramatas bérniem.

Johanna Venho publicéjusi ari slejas, recenzijas, esejas un

tris biografijas, jaunaka no tam, tapusi kopa ar biskapi Mari
Lepeneni, naks klaja 2024. gada maija. Tapat vina pasniedz
literatdras un radosas rakstniecibas lekcijas. Vina bijusi dzejas
Zzurnala Jano (www.janolehti.fi) lidzdibinataja un galvena
redaktore. Jano bija pirmais dzejas vebzins Somija.

Venho sanémusi daudzus apbalvojumus, tostarp Eino Leino
balvu 2019. gada un Einari Vuorelas dzejas balvu 2008. gada.
Vinas jaunakais dzejas krajums ir “Salas dzejoli” (Saaren runot,
2017). P&édéjos gados vina galvenokart stradajusi pie romaniem,
viens no tiem, daléji dokumentala biografija “Pirma lédija”
(Ensimmdinen nainen, 2019), nominéts Finlandia balvai, kas

ir nozimigaka prémija par romanu Somija. Jaunakais romans
“Rudens gramata” (Syyskirja, 2021) ir dal&ji dokumentals darbs
par rakstnieci un makslinieci Tavi Jansoni.



*k*

Te ir bérns, varda Gaisma, vin$ nonacis arhipelaga:
krasta, kas ir plano pankioku mezginmala

uz pannas. Te ir Gaisma, vin$ ir

caurspidigs bérns, driskainam malam

un dodas cela, piepusts plosts, jolla, kas uzticas véjam.
Zinigs ving nav nepavisam. Aizdomajies

pagar$o alges, ar kuram klats akmens krasta,

iztira zobus ar salsudeni. Lidz celgaliem

Gaisma brada, meldri vinam sadursta stilbus,

un piestatnes gala sakas kunkulaina, $kérma putra,

uz to vin$ tiecas, caurredzamais, logotais bérns,

kur$ nolasams vieglak neka spogulis, neka rokraksts,
uz priek$u vin$§ tiecas, lielaka spéka vilkts,
dibenstraumes? jiras véja? ak tad ta vins iekritis
ziniguma, gribéju tikai paplunéaties, kas ar mums notiks?

Tdssd on Valo ja hdn retkeilee saaristossa ..
Here is Light, he is wandering in the archipelago ..



*k %

Zeme Sodien izklausas aizsmakusi. Zemei sap mugura,
deguns tek, bérns, varda Gaisma, to nenem véra,

ka jau bérns negrib zinat par zemes raizém, tikai lekat, stavéet
un lekat. — Kas ar mums notiks? Vai iespéjams apstaties,
augSanu partraukt? Pienaks pavasaris, kad zalums

vairs neizsprags, Gaisma viss ierakstisies,

bérns ir neaptraipijies, briniskigs, atkal un atkal plac
margrietinas, skatas ar mellenu acim.

Zél, ka te jaiekapj akacT, jasparojas uz

dienas gaismu, jaaudzeé lielaks pédas nospiedums.

Uz prieksu! Uguni! Vai zeme pagurs, vai viena

miera gajéju pievils? Ta daris, ko spés,

bérns, varda Gaisma, tic un nebaidas, lai gan viss

sliktais pasaulé notiek ar bérniem, Gaisma léka ka sienazis,
Gaisma loZna atpakalgaita, Gaisma lacojas, kaleno,

Gaisma neklausas bridinajumos, ¢uskogas,

gandrenés, purva acs nogardz un elso.

Maa kuuluu kéhedltd tdnddn.
Earth sounds hoarse today.



*k %

Ja jau es zinatu! — Pieaugu$ajam jazina. Nemu no vadza atbildi,

apvelku to. Saja smagaja mételi térptai no ritiem pa izékarétu
celu

jaiet uz darbu, no darba uz veikalu, péc tam uz majam. Tam
piestav

zvéradas cepure un stipri zabaki. Ja jau es zinatu; kopa ar savu
sapigo

milestibu eju §kidonT: ja apjautasies, es dodos visur, nekur es
nedodos, lai arT

vilcieni brauc, §kidona celus eju un vedu Gaismu, vin$§ stajas un
gurst.

Sniegs nokrit no zara, ta pati skana, kas, nomirstot cilvékam, tev

visu laiku jaruna taja balsT, kas valoda iegul, iegul zem méles,
iegul sapju

pilnaja sird1, japiesauc taja milestiba, reizém ta trapas cela,
kaila roka

drizma pieskaras kailai rokai, dod vél! un brinums, ta dod un
dod.

Kunpa tietdisin!
I wish | knew!



*k %

Te ir bérns, varda Gaisma, joprojam ir Seit un sava valoda runa,
esvinu nesu,

unvin$ ir viens vienigs starojums, nesu, lai art neesmu koks un
nav man saknu,

stavu zem apses un skatos talu. Metisim kileni, atstasim
launvéligos

to sarnos. Putnus ar dublainiem sparniem, kaut gan Gaisma tos
zélo.

Es aizgrieZos, aizgriezos prom, re, tur aust! Gaisma izvérsas,
izplesas,

ielauzas. Gaisma sadigst, piebriest un uzplaukst. Kadu nakti
lodveida zibens

parskel melno, cauri pilsétai, kas sacieté ielu péc ielas, nesu
Gaismu

soli pa solim. Ta $aja pasaulé nemédz dzivot, un, ja dzivo, tad
par to neruna.

Tdssd on Valo, on yhd tdssd ..
Here is Light, still here ..



Astota diena

1.

Septinas dienas nerunajusi, es sanemu dzejoli. Tas atspogulojas
celmalas gravi, tiesi kurkulu bara. Udens ir silts un glums,
atceros, reiz biju jauna, biju sniedzite, Zubite, biju purva un
zemes puke. Smarzoja ieva, purenes acs mana sauja ziedona
naktl, uz auklas Zuva véja plosita sapna balta skranda.

Cilveki runa, kas ienak prata, visus kiegelus liku mugursoma,
pie nama ta netikt, ta var tikt pie novéro$anas torna un nastas.
Raupji stari, saplaisajumu karte. Lidz maZza galam varésu
orientéties. Izradijas, ka skranda ir smalkakas mezgines, art
tas bija sapnis, baltaks par jaras putam, skaistaks par bérzu, ar
sviesta un baltmaizes smarzu:

biju meitene, slauciju ar to kapnes. Mezgines manas rokas,
iepretl meza tumsai, turu tas, darama ir tik daudz, klusésu ari
astoto dienu un raudzisu, kas tad notiks.

2.

Astotaja diend uzrodas dziesma. Ta nak no ta gravja un celmalas
vilkvalu vilnas. Ta nak no ievu tvanigas smarzas. No ticibas tam,
ka diegu pietiks, pietiks arvien jauniem mezginu rakstiem. Ta
nak no dinam, kas ieskauj lidz celgaliem, GdenT brienot, bet
dibens pazad.

3.

Agra rita krasta ir izmesti zari, balkis, ar Gdeni pilna pudele un
tikla pludins. Sézu uz klints un noraugos véstis, saujas berzéju
smilSakmenus. Nekas te nav nejausi. Skatos uz akmenaju, vilnu
puléto stiklu, lidz ieraugu ainavu.



4.

Kur$ bijis lidz dibenam, zina.

Ka tur ir akmeni, gliemezvaki, ritena stipa, kurus kustina
straume. Klusums. No Gdens virsmas atpldst runas un motora
skanas.

leraudziju tur savu vardu, vienu pasu, vilni noskira burtus citu
no cita, tie bridi pasdpojas, tad piemirka, kluva smagi.

5.

Kad saku zimét, vienmér ziméju cilvékus. Nedros$as rokas vilkti,
tie nak pie manis. leslipa gaisma krasta klintTs, pie horizonta
liels vilnis. ZTméju cilvéku izteiksmes, vardus citu virs cita,
pirkstus un svesas valodas burtus.

6.

Kad cilvéks ir uzziméts, paradas nams. Tas man atdara
savas slédzenes, cilvékam vajadzigs jumts virs galvas. Sis ir
paregojums, es zinu, patiesiba dzimst, kad par to raksta.

Kahdeksas pdivé
The Eighth Day



(tilts)

1.

Augstu izliecas tilts,

pret gaismu viengabalains,

un es radu:

es pa to gajusi esmu.

Dzirdiet, esmu gajusi

pa gludajiem déliem,
raugoties ménest, makonos,
debess mala.

Viss bija sakartots:

gramatas mazaja dzivoklt
pilsétas jumti

sarunas kafejnicas

rozu ziedlapas blodina.

Rokas gludas, peldinatas ella,
nebija tulznu saujas, nebija zemes bricés,
nebija piparota asaru Gdens,
kapra¢a darba ménesnica.

Bérns netic:

es taCu nemaceétu.

Man vietas nepietiktu.

Agrak pietika, saku,

biju tieva, gaju pa kluso tiltu.

Par bégSanu nestastu; par to, ka izkaisijos
pa graustiem un sliezu celiem,
dibenistabu skembotam gridam,
naksnigiem meza klajumiem,

par to, ka kritu,

kad atvéru muti

un aizmirsu solus,

jo aiz potites parava jiras vecis,
aptinas glivenes dedzinosSais kats,
un 0dens bija ravains un brins,
parnéma acis, kad ieniru.
Nestastu, arl par to nestastu,

ka papiri notraipijas

un dziesma ieskangjas skibi,

no dzilumiem célas



tumsas asinis, itin ka pazistamas.

Skaists, tilts ir skaists, saka bérns,
tas izliecas: balerinas viduklis,
marmora potites arka,

spilgti balts, klasisks,

izturéts stila.

Ir skaists, tas ir skaists,

pa tiltu var sausam kajam

tikt pari upei,

ta es saku, es macu.

(silta)
(bridge)



(celu)

Zem zaru arkas ieslépoju

sniegota meza, trasé

un saucu tev talu prieksa:

tagad saprotu! Penelope bija dzemdéjusi!
Varoncelojums sen jau veikts,
leciens nezinamaja, naves valstiba,
brinums un sevis parvaré$ana —

ai, Odisej, kada nu steiga sakas.

Uz mutes iekrTtu sniega,

slépe iekeras zara,

tu kaut kur talumos brivi trauc kalna,
talumos ripo piekrautas fures,
augam dienam audumu auzu,

sniegs lénam snieg un aprok mani.

Ar slépju nidju aizskaru burvju

avota virsmu, sasitu jauno ledu

un visu, kas taja atspidéja,

krasas, kuras patverties centos.

Avots ir jucekligs kaleidoskops,

grabosi gabalini, dibena ir

zinasanas un patiesiba: peléks un zelta pavediens,
tie jasatin kamola, jasviez,

tie jaauz par paki gara aukla.

Pirkstos virpinaju sienmales puteklus,
tagad rokas ir stigrs, pilnasinigs mals,
dod man vél mazliet laika, lai paspéju,
vecas un viedas sievietes

médz pagriezties divaina virziena,
koS$i baltam aubém galva

vac porcelana skembas:

laime nozimé gadat, lai citiem ir labi.

Naktis negulu un redzu
lidz trases galam: sniegs kist,
un bérni basam kajam léka pa zampu



dzérvju zabakos, lapstinas smailas,

mati — gaisma un zids ka jaunpiedzimusi saule.
Diena no tualetes papira rulliem taisam binokli,
lddzu, nem, ar to var ieraudzit patiesibu,

bet neizbisties, ta ir kaila un

neizpuskota, ta nebls nekas,

pirms iemetisi to mehanisma

griezties un malties starp zobratiem

un beigas izédinasi bada cietéjiem.

Nesmejies. Daudzi paliek puscela,

gozéjas savas atklasmés,

bet ko par to varétu zinat es, tabula rasa,
neskaitami teksti

pazdd no manis, ka lielas piedurknes aizslauctti,
Skaudidami, $nakdami,

kad smelu putru $kivjos,

kad smelu $kivjos zelta putru.

Vienmér atmaksajas iet slépot,

bet bija janodzivo lidz tadam vecumam,
lai to apjaustu.

Vienmeér ir jaiet uz sniegotu mezu,
slapju mezu

pie vir§iem un métram.

Tagad ieplaka, pédéjais posms

pret kalnu, péc tam majas.

PirtTvar sildit vecos kaulus,

bet misdienas cilvéki nenoveco,
pusmuizs nesakas ne trisdesmit piecos,
ne ¢etrdesmit gados,

tagad visi mirst jauni.

Plaukstas virspuse krunkaina,



negulésanas loki zem acim,

tomér dzinsi un apaksstilbi ir tvirti,

lidz pasam beigam, slépoju ta, ka asinis muté,
un ilgojos péc ielejas, kura auga

krimajs, maiga vitolu smarza,

zem slapjas mizas pienaina liksne,

pliki zidaini padusés un pie kratim.

Patiesiba atkal ir jauna, kap upég,

tas, kas darija laimigu vakar,

Sodien vairs nelidz, diafragma saznaudzas,
tukS§ums triumfe,

tev vajag jaunu pretsparu, slépo atrak,
paguruma un svistot var saprast,

karsta pirti uz lavas var saprast,

vilna virsotné var saprast

kaut ko jaunu, to nedrikst

aizplivurot, runa skaidri, kap uz plosta,
triso$ais celradis jaunu virzienu rada.
Mazga izlietni, iemet zupa gar§augu saiski,
izturi tuk§umu, tas tevi parlej jauna forma,
tapat ka auksts tdens parveido alvu, laimes lejot,
un bérna dartte plastilina putnus,

brinus un strupiem sparniem.

(latua!)
(Give way!)

No somu valodas atdzejojusi Maima Grinberga
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*k %

Tasséa on Valo ja han retkeilee saaristossa:

rannikolla joka on pitsimdista, paistuvien

raiskaleiden reunaa. Tassa on Valo, han on

lapinékyva lapsi, han on reunoista repaleinen

ja lahtee matkaan, puhallettu lautta, tuuleen luottava jolla.
Han ei ole lainkaan tietoinen. Mietteisséan

han maistaa viherlevaa rantakiven paalta,

puhdistaa suolavedelld hampaat. Polviin saakka

Valo kahlaa ja kaislat neulovat reisia

ja laiturin paasta alkaa kokkareinen paha puuro,

sitd kohti han kurkottaa, kuultava ja ikkunainen lapsi,
helpompi tulkita kuin peili tai késiala,

eteenpadin kurkottaa suuremman voiman vetamana,
pohjavirran? merituulen? vai noinko han horjahtaa
tietoon, meinasin vaan pulahtaa, mita meille tapahtuu?



*k %

Maa kuuluu kdhealta tanaéan. Maan selkaa sarkee

ja nenédvuotaa, Valo sivuuttaa sen niin kuin lapsi aina,
ei tahdo tietda murheista maan, hypella vain, seista
ja hypelld. — Mita meille tapahtuu? Voiko perdantya,
jattaa kasvamisen? Jonain kevaana vihrea

ei rdjahdakaan esiin, Valoon kirjoittuu kaikki,

Valo on puhtoinen, suloinen, poimiskelee
paivankakkaraa, katselee mustikkasilmin.

Etté pitda astua suonsilméaan, ponnistella
paivanvaloon, kasvattaa isompi jalanjalki.

Eespain. Tulta! Vasyyko maa, pettdako
sumeilematta kulkijan alla? Se yrittda parhaansa,
Valo uskoo, ei pelkaa vaikka kaikki paha maailmassa
sattuu lapsille, Valo hyppii sirkkahyppyja,

Valo mutkii takaperin, Valo heittda haranpyllyn,

Valo ei kuuntele varoitusta, oravanmarjaa,
kurjenpolvea, suonsuu korahtelee ja haukkoo.



*k %

Kunpa tietaisin! — Pitda tietda, jos on aikuinen. Otan naulasta
vastauksen,

puen sen péaalle, painavan palttoon. Téssa kavellaan aurattua
tietd aamulla

toihin, téistd kauppaan, kaupasta kotiin. Taméan kanssa sopii
turkislakki ja

tukevat saappaat. Kunpa tietdisin, sarkevan rakkauteni kanssa
kuljen

rantdsateessa: jos kysyt, lAhden minne vaan, en minnekaan
lahde vaikka

junia menee, rantareittia kuljen ja Valoa talutan, se pysahtelee,
vasyy.

Lunta putoaa puun oksalta maahan, sama aani kun ihminen
kuolee, sinun

pitda puhua koko ajan silla danellé joka sopii kielen alle, sopii
kipedan

sydameen, kutsua silld rakkautta, joskus se kohdalle osuu,
hipaisee paljas

kasi katta tungoksessa, anna lisda! ja ihme, se antaa ja antaa.



*k %

Tasséa on Valo, on yha tassé ja puhuu kieltdan, mina kannan sita

ja se on silkka sade, kannan vaikken ole mikdan puu ja juureton
aivan,

seison haavan alla ja tdhystén kauas. Tehdaan kuperkeikkaa,
jatetaan

pahansuovat likavesiinsa. Kurasiipiset linnut, vaikka Valon on
niita saali.

Mina kdannyn pois, kddnnyn pois, tuolta péain kajastaa! Valo
laajenee,

sirottuu, tunkeutuu. Se versoo, puskee, avautuu. Yhtend yona
pallosalama

halkaisee mustan, katu kadulta kovemmassa kaupungissa
kannan Valoa

askeleen kerrallaan. Silla tavalla ei tdssd maailmassa eleté, jos
eletaan, ei

siitd puhuta.



Kahdeksas paiva

1.

Kun olen seitsemén paivaa puhumatta, saan runon. Runo
heijastuu pellonlaidan ojaan, sammakonkudun keskelle.

Vesi on lammin ja liukas, muistan etté olin nuori, pulmunen,
peiponen, suokukka, maakukka. Tuomi tuoksui, rentukan mykio
kdmmenella kevatydssa, unen vitiriepu narulla kuivui, tuuli
tempoi.

Ihmiset sanovat mita sattuu, joka tiilen otin reppuun, silla lailla
ei taloa synny, syntyy tahystystorni ja taakka. Rosoiset kulmat,
halkeamien kartta. On lopun ikda mihin suunnistaa. Riepu olikin
hienoin pitsi, sekin oli unta, valkeampi meren vaahtoa, kauniimpi
koivua, tuoksui voille ja vehnasille:

olin tytto ja pyyhin sillé puhtaiksi portaat. Omin kasin pitsia
metsdntummaa vasten, pidén sen, on paljon tehtavissa, olen
kahdeksannen paivan hiljaa ja katson mita tapahtuu.

2.

Kahdeksantena péivana nousee laulu. Se on siité ojasta ja
osmankaéamien villasta, jota piennar kasvaa. Se on tuomen
tahmeasta tuoksusta. Uskosta etté lankaa riittaa ja riittéa, yha
uusia kuvioita liinaan. Se on siitd mudasta pohkeisiin saakka,
kun kahlaan veteen ja pohja ei pida.

3.

Aamun rantaan on ajautunut oksia, uppotukki, vedella tayttynyt
pullo ja verkonkoho. Istun kalliolle ja tuijotan viesteja, hieron
hiekkakivia kasissa. Mikaan ei ole taalla sattumalta. Katson
kivikkoa, aaltojen hiomaa lasia

kunnes nden maiseman.



4,

Kun on kaynyt pohjassa, tietda. Etta siella on kivia, simpukoita,
pydranvanne, joita virta liikuttaa. Hiljaisuus. Pinnalta kantautuu
puhetta ja moottorin danta.

Nain sielld nimeni, ihan itsekseen, aallot irrottivat kirjaimia
toisistaan, ne kelluivat aikansa, vettyivat tayteen.

5.

Kun alan piirtaa, piirrdn aina ihmisia. Epavakaalla viivalla, tulossa
kohti. Viistossa valossa rantakallioilla, suuri aalto horisontissa.
Piirran ihmisten ilmeité, sanoja paallekkain, sormia, vieraan
kielen kirjaimia.

6..

Kun olen piirtanyt ihmisen, tulee talo. Se avaa lukkonsa minulle,
ihminen tarvitsee katon paansa paalle. Tama on ennustus, tiedan
sen, totuus syntyy kirjoittamalla siita.



(silta)

Silta korkealla kaareutuu

valoa vasten eheana,

ja osoittelen:

olen kulkenut tuolla.

Kuulkaa, olen kulkenut

pitkin sileitéd puita,

katsellen kuuta, pilvia,

taivaan rajaa.

Jérjestyksessa

kirjat yksiossa

kaupungin katot

keskustelut kahviloissa
ruusunterélehtia kupissa.

Sileat kadet 6ljyssa uitetut,

ei kdmmenten rakkoja, multaa haavoissa,
ei pippuroitua kyynelvetta
haudankaivajan kuutamourakkaa.

Lapsi ei usko:

en mina osaa.

En mina mahdu.

Ennen mahduin, sanon,

olin laiha, kavin hiljaista siltaa.
En kerro miten karkasin: levisin
purkutaloihin ja ratapihoille,
takahuoneitten sirpalelattioille
Oisille metsaaukeille

miten tulin rytisten alas

kun avasin suuni

ja unohdin askeleet,

kun merenmies kiskaisi nilkasta
kietoutui polttava vita

ja vesioli soista ja ruskeaa,
taytti silméat kun sukelsin.

En kerro, en sitdkaan kerro
miten paperit tahriintuivat

ja laulu nitkahti nuotin viereen,



kumpusi uumenesta
tumma veri, kaukaa tuttu.

Kaunis, kaunis silta, lapsi sanoo,
se kaartuu: balettitanssijan uuma,
marmorinilkan kaari,
vitivalkoinen, klassinen,
tyylipuhdas.

On kaunis, tuo on kaunis,

siltaa pitkin paasee

jalat kuivina virran yli,

mind sanon, opetan.



(latua!)

Hiihdin oksien kaariportista

lumimetséaan, ladulle

ja huutelin sinulle kauas edelle:

nyt tajuan! Penelope oli synnyttanyt!
Sankarimatka ajat sitten tehty,

hyppy tuntemattomaan, kaynti manalassa,
ihme ja itsensa voittaminen -

voi Odysseus, sinulle tuli kiire.

Kaadun rahmalleni hankeen,

suksi tarttuu oksaan,

jossain kaukana paastelet vapaana makeen,
kaukana rullaavat taydet rekat,

kudon kangasta paivat pitkat,

lumi sataa hiljalleen ja hautaa minut.

Olen huitaissut taikalahteen pintaa
suksisauvalla, rikkonut yksidisen jaan

ja siihen heijastuvat kuvat,

varit joihin koetin suojautua.

Lahde on sotkuinen kaleidoskooppi

jossa palat helisevét, pohjalla on

tieto ja totuus: harmaa ja kultainen rihma,
ne pitdd muovata palloksi ja heittaa,
kutoa leijaksi pitkdan naruun.

Olen sormeillut seindnvieruspolya,

nyt on kdsissa verevaa savea ja hyva sitko
anna vield vahan aikaa etta ehdin,

vanhat viisaat naiset

kaantyvat usein outoon suuntaan,
vitivalkea hilkka paassa

kerdilevat posliininkappaleita:

onni on tuottaa toisille hyvdd oloa.

Y6t valvon ja nden
ladun paahan: lumi sulaa
ja lapset hyppivat kurassa paljain jaloin,



harakansaappaissa, lapaluut terdvat,

tukka valosilkkia kuin vastasyntynyt aurinko.
Paivalla tehdaan vessapaperirullista kiikari
ole hyva, silla ndkee totuuden

mutta ala saiky, se on kalju ja

riisuttu, ei se ole yhtdan mitaan

ennen kuin viskaat sen koneistoon
pydriméan, rusentumaan rattaissa,

syotéat lopputuotteen nalkaisille.

Ala naura. Moni jaa puolitiehen,

paistattelemaan oivallukseen,

mita tietaisin siita, tabula rasa,

lukemattomat tekstit

katoavat minusta kuin suuren hihan pyyhkéaistessa,
aivastaessa, tuhahtaessa,

kun ammennan puuroa lautasille,

ammennan kultaista puuroa.

Aina kannattaa lahteda hiihtamaan
mutta ndin vanhaksi oli elettava
etté sen oivalsin.

Aina pitdd menna lumimetsaan,
markaan metsaan

kanervien ja varpujen joukkoon.
Nyt notkelmassa, loppumatka
ylamakea, sitten kotona.

Saunassa voi hautoa vanhoja luitaan,
mutta eivat ihmiset nykyaan vanhene,
keski-ika ei ala 35-vuotiaana

eikd nelikymppisenakaan,

nykyisin kaikki kuolevat nuorina.
Kéammenselédssa on ryppyja,



valvomisen juonteet silmien alla,
farkut on silti tiukat ja pohkeet,
loppuun asti, hiihdan suu veressa

ja ikavoin notkoa, jossa kasvoi
vesaikkoa, pehmeda pajuntuoksua,
méaran kuoren alla maitoinen nila,
paljaita vauvoja kainalossa, rinnoilla.

Totuus on taas uusi, astu virtaan,

se mika eilen teki onnelliseksi

ei auta enaa, palleaa kiristaa,

tyhjyys ottaa vallan

ja tarvitset uutta vastusta, hiihda kovempaa,
uuvuksissa ja hiessa voit tajuta,

kovissa lOylyisséa voit tajuta,

aallonharjalla voit tajuta

jotain uutta, sité ei saa pukea

valepukuun, puhu selvasti, astu lautalle,
tienviitta lepattaa uutta suuntaa.

Kiillota tiskip6ytd, heité yrttikimppu soppaan,
kesté tyhjyys, se valaa uuteen muotoon,

kuin kylma vesi muovaa uudenvuodentinan
ja lapsen nyrkki muovailuvahalinnut,
ruskeat ja tynkasiipiset.
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Here is Light, he is wandering in the archipelago,

along the lace-like coast, along the edge of baked

pancakes. Here is Light, he is

atransparent child, he is tattered along the edges

and takes the journey, a full-blown raft, jollyboat trusting the
wind.

He’s not conscious at all. In his thoughts

he tastes the green algae on the beach stone,

cleans his teeth with saltwater. Knee-deep

Light wades and rushes stitch his thighs

and at the end of the dock floats the lumpy spoiled porridge,

he reaches out towards it, translucent and windowy child,

easier to interpret than a mirror or handwriting,

he stretches forward pulled by a greater power,

undercurrent? sea wind? or is that the way he trips

into knowledge, i just meant to dip a little, what is happening to
us?

Translated by the author and Kelly Lenox
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Earth sounds hoarse today. Earth has a sore back,

arunny nose, Light ignores that as a child always does,

he doesn’t want to know about the griefs of the earth, just leap,

stand and leap. What is happening to us? Can we stop here,

cease to grow? One spring the green will not burst out,

everything is written onto Light, Light is neat and sweet,

picking daisies, watching with blueberry eyes.

Oh that he must step into the quagmire, struggle

towards daylight, grow a bigger footprint.

Aim, fire! Does the earth get tired, ready

to tumble down under the walking? It tries its best,

Light believes, he’s not afraid even though all the bad things in
the world

happen to children, Light is jumping like a grasshopper,

Light is snaking backwards, Light is doing somersaults,

Light doesn’t listen to the warning, May lily,

geranium, the bog’s mouth is croaking and gasping.

Translated by the author and Kelly Lenox



*k %

| wish | knew! — You have to know, you are an adult!

| take an answer from the rack, put it on, heavy coat.

In this coat we walk the ploughed road to work in the morning,

from work to market, from market to home. A fur hat and sturdy boots

complement this coat. | wish | knew, | walk in the sleet

with my aching love: if you asked, I’d go anywhere, | go nowhere

though the trains are leaving, | walk the sleety route and lead Light,

he tends to stop every once in a while, he gets tired. There’s snow
falling

from the tree to the ground, it’s the same voice as when someone
dies,

you have to talk all the time with a voice that fits under your tongue,

fits into the sore heart, call for love with that voice, sometimes it
happens to you

a bare hand grazes your hand in the crowd, give me more! and a
miracle:

it gives and gives.

Translated by the author and Kelly Lenox
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Here is Light, still here and speaking her language, | carry her
and she is sheer radiance, | carry her even though | am not a tree
and am completely rootless, | stand under an aspen and look
far into the distance. Let us turn somersaults, leave the mean
ones in their dirty waters. Birds with wings mired in mud, even if
Light pities them. | turn away from them, turn away, it is getting
lighter over there! The light grows wider, disperses, penetrates.
It germinates, pushes, opens up. One night ball lightning pierces
the darkness, in the city streets grown ever harder, | carry Light
one step at a time. No one lives that way in this world, except if
one does, one does not talk about it

Translated by Anselm Hollo



The Eighth Day

1.

Once | am silent for seven days, | receive a poem. It is reflected
in the ditch along the edge of the field, there amid the
frogspawn. The water is warm and slippery, | remember | was
young, a snow bunting, a finch, bog-flower, land-flower. The
heady aroma of the bird cherry, the cornea of a kingcup in the
palm of my hand on a spring night, the white rag of dream hung
out to dry, tugged in the wind.

People say all kinds of things, every brick | place in my bag,
though that won’t make a house, only a watchtower and a heavy
burden. Rough corners, a cartography of cracks that we have the
rest of our lives to navigate. The rag was of the finest lace, it too
a dream, whiter even than the crests of waves, more beautiful
than the birch, smelling of butter and wheat:

I was a girl and | used it to wipe clean the steps. Lace, in my very
hands, there against the forest dark, | hold it, there is much to
do, | am silent for an eighth day and watch what happens

2.

On the eighth day, a song rises up. It comes from the ditch, from
the fur of the cattails growing along the verge. It emerges from
the viscous scent of the bird cherries, from the belief that the
thread will go on and on, ever spinning new patterns into the
lace. It comes from the mud that reaches up to my knees when |
wade into the water and the bottom gives way.

3.

The morning beach is strewn with branches, a snag, a bottle
filled with water, a fishing buoy. | sit down on the cliff and stare
at the messages, rub the sandstone in my hands. Nothing is here
by accident. | look at the rocky shore, the glass smoothed in the
waves, until | perceive the landscape.



4,

When you’ve been down to the bottom, you know. You know
there are stones down there, shells, a bicycle spoke carried in
the current. Silence. The boom of speech and a motor on the
surface.

| saw my name there, all by itself, the waves pulling letters one
from the other, they floated for a moment, soaked through.

5.

When | start to draw, | always draw people. A quavering line,
moving inwards. Oblique light on the shore, a large wave along
the horizon. | draw people’s expressions, their words one upon
the other, their fingers, the letters of foreign tongues.

6.

Once | have drawn a figure, then comes the house. It opens

its locks for me, people need a roof over their head. Thisis a
prediction, | know that, the truth is born when we write about it.

Translated by David Hackston



(bridge)

The bridge curves on high,

all of a piece against the light,

and | keep pointing:

look, I’'ve walked up there.

Listen, I’ve walked

over the smooth timber

staring at the moon, the clouds,

the skyline.

All was in order:

the books in my bedsit,

the city roofs,

the conversations in cafés,

the rose petals in my cup.

Sleeked in oil my hands were smooth,
no blistered palms, no dirt in the wounds,
no smarting teardrops

for moonlighting as an undertaker.

The child doesn’t believe:

I wouldn’t be up to it —

| wouldn’t squeeze through.

| did use to, | say,

| was slim, walked the quiet bridge.
Won’t tell him how | fled:

how | spread myself around

in derelict houses and railway yards,
on the splintery floors of back rooms,
in nocturnal woodland clearings,

or how |

crashed off the bridge

when | opened my mouth

and missed my footing,

had my ankle grabbed by the merman
and was trapped in burning pondweed
with marshy brown water

filling my eyes as | went under.

| shan’t tell that, and | shan’t tell either how
my papers got filthied

and the song washed off the music,



and dark blood welled up from the depths,
familiar from long ago.

A beautiful, beautiful bridge, says the child,
it curves: a ballerina’s waist,

the arc of a marble ankle,

pure white, classic,

stylish.

It’s beautiful, yes that is beautiful;
crossing over the bridge

you cross the stream with dry feet,

| say, teaching him.

Translated by Herbert Lomas



(Give way!)

1.

| skied through an arch of trees

into snow-forest, onto the track,

and yelled to you from far back:

'Now | know! Penelope had given birth!”

The antique heroic journey,

the leap into the unknown,

the way down into Hades,

the miracle and the self-conquest —

Oh Odysseus, you had to rush.

| fall flat on my face in the snow,

a ski stuck in a bush,

and somewhere far away you’re flashing downhill,
far away freighted trucks are trundling along,
I’'m weaving my web unhurrying,

day in day out,

and snow’s gently descending and burying me.

I’ve taken a swipe at the surface of the magic pond
with my ski pole, I've smashed the one-night’s ice

and the pictured images, colours

| tried to camouflage myself with.

The font’s a fouled-up kaleidoscope

with the bits rattling, and on the bottom

knowledge and truth: they’re a thread of grey and gold
I’ve got to rollinto a ball | could throw

or weave into a kite’s long rope.

I’ve fingered the dust by the wall,

and now I’ve slicked my hands on

full-blooded, ripe, sticky clay;

give me a little more time to mould it;

wise old women often take off in an odd direction,
bonneted with snow-white

they rescue pieces of porcelain,

happiness is making others feel good.



I lie awake at night and see

down to the end of the track: the snow’s melting
and the children are messing about in the mud
with bare feet, making them bird-legged,

their shoulder blades sharp,

their hair light and silky as a newborn sun.

By day we make binoculars out of toilet rolls —
here you are, you’ll see the truth with them,
but don’t get scared, it’s bald,

and, stripped off, it’s nothing at all,

till you toss it into the works

to spin round, getting crushed in the cogs:

you feed the final product to the hungry.

Don’t laugh. Many stop halfway,

basking in an insight,

what would | know about that, I'm a tabula rasa,
the unread texts

vanish from me as if swept by a great sleeve
with a sneezing and a snorting;

when | ladle porridge onto the plates,

I’'m ladling golden porridge.

2.

It’s always worth it to take to your skis,
but | had to be this old

to know it.

You’ve always got to go to a snow-forest,
to a wet forest

and join the heather and twigs.

You’re down in a hollow, then uphill

on the way home, then home.



In the sauna you can brood over your old bones,
but people don’t age these days,

the middle years don’t start at 35

not even at 40,

in our time everyone dies young.

I’ve wrinkles on the backs of my hands,

bags under my eyes from sleepless nights,

yet my jeans are tight, and my calves,

and till the end I’ll ski, with blood in my mouth,
and yearn for the coppiced hollow

with its soft smell of willow

and the milky white bast under the wet bark,
and toting naked babies under my arms, at my breast.

The truth’s new again, step into the stream,
what made you happy yesterday

won’t today, your diaphragm’s tightening,
emptiness is gaining power

and you need a fresh backlash: ski harder,
weariness and sweat may make you aware,
a hot sauna may make you aware,

cresting a wave may make you aware

of something new, and it’s not to be

tarted up; speak out, get on the ferry,

the fluttering signpost’s pointing a new way.

Polish the draining-board, throw some herbs in the soup,
endure the emptiness, it’ll mould you anew,

like the fortune-telling hot tin

chucked in the cold-water bucket on New Year’s Eve,

or, formed by a child’s fist,

brown plasticine birds with stubby wings.

Translated by Herbert Lomas
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