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ANTOINE CASSAR

1978 yilinda Londra’da dogdu. Maltali sair, ¢evirmen, editor ve
aktivist. Cogunlukla haritalar ve sinirlar, sehirler ve dil, yiirtyiis
ve akil saghgi hakkinda Maltaca ve ingilizce yazan Cassar’'in
siirleri Lithub, Rn Books & Arts, France 3 TV, Radio Nacional de
Espafia, SFR 2 Kultur ve RTV Slovenija gibi yerlerde yayinlandi.

Cocukluk travmalari, depresyon ve bir iyilesme siireci olarak
yliriimek lizerine yazdigi kitab1 Erbghin Jum (Kirk Giin, EDE,
2017), 2018’de Malta Ulusal Kitap Odiilii'ne layik goriildii ve
Avrupa Ozgiirliik Sairi 6diiliiniin kisa listesine girmeye hak
kazandi.



GECE 0

Gecenin karanliginda bir tirpertiyle sarsiliyorum,

Kalbim atiyor, ne kadar yalniz ve hataliyim,

Altimdaki yatagin ve zeminin sadece bir yanilsama oldugu
-asagiya, yuvarlak bir uguruma diisiiyorum:

Sonsuza dek kiiclimsenmis gozler kadar derin,

Her gozeneginden damlayan kan kadar derin,

Anilardan kararan karaciger kadar derin,

Annemin karnindan sokiilen rahim kadar derin.



GUN 1

Gel bu kefaretin ilk adimini atalim

Ben ve bu beden, eskiden kalan su¢luluk duygusundan
kurtuluyoruz.

Kirk giin, her sabah on bin adim,

Y1l sonuna ya da ben solana kadar.

Ik adim. ikinci adim. Her adim bir sicrama
Sonsuz bir diislin lizerinde, gizlenen bir ¢ukur,
Ac disleriyle kikirdayip gevezelik eden;

Geg¢misin burusuk haritasinin yilankavi kivrilan yollar:
Uzerinde konuslanmig ¢ukurlar.

Uciincii adim. Dérdiincii adim. Her adim

Daha hafif bir 6ncekinden, bir sonrakini doguran;
Yere basiyor tabanlarim,

Bir ipte yiirtidiiklerini unutarak.

Besinci, altincy, yedinci, ardimda kii¢iilen
Hayaletlerin sayisini unutana kadar,

Gogsiim hava gibi hafifleyene kadar.

Sac¢larimi mahvetmesini istiyorum ciseleyen yagmurun,
Bu vaftizi istiyorum; omuzlarimdan akan teri,

Adimin harflerini yikayan.

Sirtimi 1s1itmasini istiyorum sirt cantamin,

Kaynamasini istiyorum bacaklarimdaki kanin;

Bedenimi utancindan arindiran bir ates.



Kirk giin, her sabah on bin adim,
Diinyanin kivrimlarindan baska hi¢bir kola gitmeyen,
Riizgarin dudaklarindan baska hi¢cbir dudaga,

Giinesten daha sicak baska bir kucaga dogru.

Y1l sonuna kadar kirk sabah, bugiinden itibaren,

Her hatayi telafi etmek, tiim korkular: yok etmek igin,
Yerimi eskiye dondiirmek i¢in, bir kez daha agmak haritay,
Ipin ucundaki pusulay: sifirlamak icin,

Ya yiirimeye devam edecegim ya da solup gidecegim.



GECE 2

Seni zorlayamam denize deger vermeye.

iki y1l bekledin bana bunu kii¢iimsedigini séylemek icin.
iki y1l; tuzlu havanin, bagirsaklarini 6ksiirerek

Cikarmak istemene neden oldugunu séylemek igin.

Tiim o kalpler, kumda izler birakti

Bunu daha sonra itiraf etmek icin,

En basindan beri, bu adada koklenme istegime icerledin.
Ve nefesinle kafiyelenen tiim o dizeler,

Dalgalarin gelgitlerinde, ytikselip algalmasinda kirpiklerin,
Gogsiine yanastirdigim dalgalarinda saglarinin.

Bugiin, bilemiyorum adini denizin adiyla birlikte anip
anamayacagimi,

Ya da adinin harfleriyle denize sarki sdyleyecegimi bir daha.

Seni zorlayamam denize deger vermeye.

Iki y1l bekledin bana bunu kii¢iimsedigini sdylemek icin.
Tam o anda, ayaklarimin altindan kaydi diinya,

Beni burada, koklerim agikta biraktin,

Fok baliksiz bir sahil, kumsuz bir kumsal,

Karanlikta yiizen topraksiz bir ada,

Adini olusturan harflerin doniip durdugu yerde

Ve lstiine ve i¢ine binlerce ruhun

Yuva yapmaya geldigi, tutusarak el ele.
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GUN 3

Yiirimek bir merhem gibidir kalbe. Ytrii o zaman.
Denize aglarsan, icinde yika ayaklarini.

Gozlerin yanarsa, birak riizgara.

Aldirma biiyimek icin seni kiicimseyenlere.

Kendi kederlerini yatistirmak icin seni tirkiitenlere.
Aldirma yiikselen goélgenin kirmizi tirpanina.

Eger bir sey olursa, seni tesvik edecek bu acl.

Agla o zaman, kendinin kedisi ol.

Yiirt. Ayagini karsilayan yol ol.

Yaz. Sessizligini anlatan kelime ol

Ve birak riizgara. Bu gorevin senin.
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GECE 4

Ellerinin yarattig1 cehennemde olan baba
Annemin gozlerine dikilmis her yumrukla,
Kirbacinda sirtimdaki her kemerin,

Her ¢1glik evin duvarlarini ayirmaya devam ediyor

Cokiisiinden otuz y1l bile gectikten sonra.

Ben evin erkegiyim ve ben ne dersem o olur,
Dedigimi yap, yoksa seni gebertirim,

Gidersen bir daha asla géremezsin ¢ocuklarini.

Kafamiza vurdugun her kelimeyle

Avuglarinda gururla tasidigin gekicle,

O seni terk etti, seni istemiyor, o senin annen degil,
Hangi anne ¢ocuklarini terk eder?

Hi¢ zahmet etme onu aramayi, ben sana yeni bir tane bulurum.

Bizi masada besledigin zehrin her damlasiyla

Ve her biri becerirken anneni bir gézyasi kact1 bizden
O seytani orospu gibi aglamay1 keser misin,

Yansa iizerine isemezdim bile,

Sen gor bak nasil tiikiirecegim mezarina 6ldiigiinde

Kag kez kacgtigimi bilseydin, camdaki bu

Catlak surattan, nefretin cocugu,
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Dar boyunlu clibbeden kagisin ¢ocugu,
Yaralandiginda aradigin ucuz rahatlamanin ¢ocugu,
Gengliginin canl bir hatas;,

Seninle kagmayi reddeden bir miicevherden,

Sekiz yasindan beri intikami diislemekten

Asla vazgeg¢meyen canli bir hata.

Seni anlamadan affedecegime s6z veremem,

Seni gdmmeden 6nce anlayacagima sdz veremem.

Bilirim nasil bir his oldugunu kafesten kagmanin
Kanatlarinda hissettigin sicak hava dalgasiyla,

Ve giinese doniip kendini begenmis bir sekilde,

Ve uyanirsin aniden, gagan ¢amurla doluyken
Bilirim nasil bir his oldugunu aynaya ¢arpmanin,
Ve kiriklari ¢cignemenin ag ¢cenenle,

Ve yalayarak fayansin tizerinde kalan kanini,

Ve sayarak her 1lik damlayi, her kaybu.

Bilirim nasil bir his oldugunu siirgiinde yasamanin
Ve koklerini cignemeyi kopiiklii dalgalar: kusana kadar,
Ve siginak aramak inzivanin tirpertisinden kacip
Tuzun tesellini 6zlemek icin

Anlayamadigim, neden hal3, en iyi zamanlarinda
Yaptigin hataya sarildigin

izin vermedigin ne kendi kendini affetmene

Ne de ¢ekicin elinden kaymasina.

Ellerinin yarattig1 cchennemde olan baba,
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Kendi adini lanetleyen, kendi kralligini yok eden,
Istegine hem yerin hem de goklerin sagir oldugu,
Bize glinliik ekmegimizi,

Annemizi zihnimizden silme sartiyla veren
Derimizden, kanimizdan ve koklerimizden
Suclarimi bagishiyoruz pismanlik olmadan

Senin adinla karsi1 duralim giinaha ve kotiiliige
Ve kabul et 6lene kadar boyle olmasini -

Seni anlamadan affedecegime s6z veremem

Seni gdmmeden 6nce anlayacagima séz veremem
Otuz y1l boyunca annemden kagtim kadehlerde

Sana benzememem i¢in benim de utanmama izin verme.
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GUN5

Higbir yere diismeyen bir yagmur damlasi gibi,
Nerede s6z vermisti ¢6l, catlak, toprak

Icimde tasidigim topragi sulamak ve her

Delik kapansin diye cigekler biiyiitmek icin

Beni biitiintiyle icine ¢cekecegine?

Yiiriiyorum cukurdan ¢ukura, sigriyor ve yliriiyorum
Kanimi baskiliyor teselli i¢cin susamisligim

Derinlere iner sucluluk hissi, iyi yanar iistelik,
Rahatlik veriyor simdi gégstimdeki bu yanma.

ileri, ileri, yelkenlere bol oksijen,

On bin adim, on bin kez sigramasi inancin,

Korkma tezahiirat yapmaya her mavi ¢izgide
Korkma aglamaya her ségiidiin 6niinde

Kok salmak istiyor bu ayak. Kaldir topragin tistiinden.
Kanatlanmak istiyor bu ayak. Asag indir tekrar.
Eger bir canavar ¢ikarsa ortaya, seni durdurmak i¢in
Yerinde dur, karsi ¢ik ona, aklindan geceni soyle

Yol vermesini ve sonraki ayag1 indirmesini izle.
Kiyiya dogru bir dalga gibi ilerle

Ve sonra bir dalga daha

Sekiz kilometre sonra hissetmeye baslayacaksin

Kaninda soluyan atesin zonklamadiginu.
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Bugilinlik yeter. Simdi dinlenme zamanu.
Yol uzun ve daha yeni ¢iktin yola.

Bir baska giin dogacak yeniden suglulukla
Bir gece daha hayaletleri duyduktan sonra
Ha bu arada, yeni kazandigin bu yalnizligi

Ekmegine katik et, suyla birlikte yudumla.
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GUN9

Yetismen gereken iki ya da li¢ giinliik yliriiylis daha var.
Ne uzun zaman harcadin, oturunca damarlarini burusturan.
Yagmurdan korkma, ytiziinii soguga don

Diisiincelerini keskinlestirip diirtiilerini yumusatan.

Gri gri lizerinde. Gri grinin icinde. Oniinde ziphyor
Gri bir glivercin. Gri kaldirim gri sokaklara gottiriiyor
Seni. Gri ufuk, bir gri icinde gizlenmis. Agzindan
Yiikselen gri buhar, grisi icinde eriyor havanin.

Kag tonu var grinin?

Aciktan koyuya, karanliktan 15183,

Sis grisi, sican grisi, ofis kahvesi grisi,

Ciger grisi, kiil grisi, siimiikli doku grisi,

Dolunayda uluyan kurt grisi,

Yunus'u uyutan balinanin karnindaki gri,

Gri fil ve onun hafiza bankasj,

Cukurda ytikselen uzun yiizli hayaletin grisi,
Babanin ¢ocuklarinin yiiziine inen kemerin grisi,

Toz grisi, kir grisi, 1slak paspas grisi,

Madalyon grisi, kursun grisi, feryat eden anne grisi,
Ingiliz yatili okulunun kantin grisi,

Gozkapaklarima annemin yiiziiniin damgasini vuran gri,
Ilag folyosunun elimde eriyen grisi,

Gri hastane kogusu, gri uykusuz gece,

Boru grisi, sanci grisi, kusmukla kirlenmis keten grisi,
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Metal grisi, yikanmis gri, “ne boktan” bir gri,
Bu seslere hemen bir son veren gri,

Uzun bir ylriytlisten sonra 6len beynimin grisi.

Yarin yetisecegim li¢ veya dort giinliik yuriiytse.

Bugiin sayilmaz. Bugiin bir enkaz gibi izerimden gecti de.
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GECE 18

Senden ayrildigimdan beri yaptigim on tliglincii ugus bu
Senden ve kendimden bir seyden de.

Gece siyahi saclarinda dolasan ellerim yerine
Alacakaranliktan siyrilan bu ytiik gemisi,

Arada bir titriyorum, karanliktan karanliga

Her yolculukta gozlerimi altina

Yayilan haritay1 burusturmak icin.

Karnimda yer buluyor disaridaki bosluk,
Yayiliyor fethetmek icin gogiis kafesimi,

Zihnim direniyor onu didik didik etme diirtiisiine
Ama cok gec artik - tek bir diislince bile yetti iste.
Tikali kulaklarimda c¢inliyor isminin sesli harfleri.
Neredeyse haklisin dedigini duyar gibiyim,

iki y11 boyunca, yoklugunun yasini tutan
Tohumlar: saklayan, sicak carsaflari

Altindan ¢ektim igin.

Ve bu gece iste buradayim, daralmis, donmus,
Bebek feryatlariyla dolu bir metal parcasinda,
Unuttum saymay1 anilarimi,

Seni ayin altinda ilk goérdiigiim ani, hurma kokan
Dudaklarini ilk tattigim zamani,

Atesin oniinde ilk soyunusumuzu, son kez
Kolumu beline atip dinlenisimizi.

Parmaklarimin uyumasini yani rahmine karsi huzurla.
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Uzaklara u¢gmak zorunda olan ben

Bir kez daha kendi hayatini yéonetmeyi umarak
Yolculugum sona erdi ayaklarim havada sallanirken
Elimde sadece ¢ozmesi ugras gerektiren bir harita
Ve anlamsiz bir pusulayla

Ayrik bir eksende donen yuvarlak bir kafesin

Cubuklarindan baska ¢ubuklarina huzursuzca sigrayan.

Anlamsiz, hepsi anlamsiz simdi - 6diing kanatlar, kayanin
Altindan pompalanip, bulutlarin metrelerce lizerinde
Tiikenmis hayallerle yanmak i¢in gerekli olan petrol,
Hepsi anlamsiz - perisan sehirlere biletler,

Niifusu bir kisi olan, topraksiz bir iilkenin pasaportu,

Biri dogdu ve evinden uzakta, siirgiinde 6ldii.

Bu son yolculuk degil, son aglayis degil

Son ac1 degil bedenimin ¢ekmek zorunda oldugu
Bakislarimi acil ¢ikisa sabitliyorum -

Ayakta duramayacak, agamayacak

Ve sigrayamayacak kadar yorgun.

Bir bebek aglamaya basliyor tiirbiilansta.

Sen gokytizii olsaydin ben de kus olurdum.
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GECE 20

Kiiciik kardesim, saklanmak i¢in nereye geldin?

Daha yiiriimeyi bile 6grenemedin, emziginden

Hala eksi siit damliyor ve sen simdiden

Gardrobun karanlik kosesinde misin?

Gel, kaldir ytiziint, ver elini bana, gel,

Yiiztimden korkma babamin yiiziine benzeyen.

Artik bagiramaz ¢linkii az 6nce disar1 ¢ikt1

O ve kemeri eve donene kadar uyumus olacagiz biz.

Gel, bir oyun oynayalim, arabalar1 yaristiralim

Haritanin tstiinde, kucagimiza alalim

Delik desik olmus tek gozlii Tigru'yu,

Ona yesil bir barinak insa edelim uyumasi icin,

Malta’ya uguralim kirmizi-yesil ugagy,

Mavi telefondan biiylikanneyi arayalim,

Biraz piyano ¢alalim annemle

Bize mermer giivercin sarkisini soylerken.

Hadi dostum, disar1 gel de sana bir hikdye okuyayim,
Gecenin korkung canavarlarindan biri hakkinda yazdigim,
Yildizlar agina roketle gidiyor, sikisiyor ve sonra ona dogru
Siirtintiyor bir ériimcek, ve yalayip yutuyor onu ve roketi.
Hepsi bu.

Oh hayir! Sssssstttt! Biraz yana kay,

Geri dondi, anahtar girdi delige,

Bana yer ag, yaklas ki

Kulaklarini kapatabileyim. Hakliydin.
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Karanlikta aydinliktan daha az hayalet vardir,
Korkma, Tigru kapiy1 korumak icin burada,

Bizi savunacak, onu kovacak ya da parc¢alara ayiracak,
Bekle, Tigru’yu alip geleyim yoksa bizi bulabilir,
Kapiy1 hafifce agcacagim, sakin sesini ¢cikarma,
Endiselenme, duydugun ses singirdayan kemerden,
Babam pantolonunu degistiriyor sadece,

Annem tuslarini temizliyor piyanonun,

Ciglik atiyorsa eger, gordiigli bocektendir,

Ve babam onu ayakla ezmeye calisiyor,

Bu onun duvara ¢ivi gakmasi

Annemin getirdigi tabloyu asmak i¢in,

Sevincten agliyor annem ciinkii ¢ok giizel,

Bir kez olsun barismis gibi gértintiyorlar

Clinkd ikisi de sessiz simdi, iniltiler kesildi.

Aglama yoksa bizi duyar, altina da iseme.

Yoksa ben de iserim ve beni bulur koklayarak

Ve gecen hafta yaptig1 gibi dover,

Okul arkadaslarim yiiziimdeki morluklara

Giilmesin diye evde kalmak zorunda kalirim.

Telefonu alt katta birakmamis olsaydim

Mavi bir diigmeye basardim ve

Simsiyah bir 6riimcek yildizlarin agindan stziiliirdii asagi
Babami ve kemerini bir lokmada yutmak igin.

Ve piyano ¢almak icin asagi inebilirdik,

Annem bize mermer giivercin sarkisini sdylerken
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Her sabah gelip onun ellerinden yem yiyen

Ve kisa siirede birbirlerinin en iyi arkadaslari olan
Yagmur ya da glines olsun, riizgar ya da kar
Annem git diyene kadar onu bekleyen

Sonra kanatlarini agip giden

Sonra hepimiz binerdik kirmizi-beyaz bir ucaga
Ve biiyiikannenin ciftligine giderdik,

Ve Tigru da bahgedeki kedilerle oynardi,

Ve kiiciik arabalarimizi yaristirabilirdik sokakta,
Ve izlerim senin kuklani denize firlatmani,

Ve dper seni annem ve her seyi yoluna sokar,

Ve birakirim gecenin canavarlar1 hakkinda yazmay1

Ve musmutlu yasar gideriz sonsuza kadar.
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ANTOINE CASSAR

Antoine Cassar (London, 1978) is a Maltese poet, translator,
editor and creative activist. He writes in Maltese and English,
mostly about maps and borders, cities and language, walking
and mental health.His poetry has featured on Lithub, RN Books
& Arts (Australia), France 3 TV, Radio Nacional de Espafia, SFR 2
Kultur (Switzerland), and RTV Slovenija, among others.

Erbghin Jum (Forty Days, EDE, 2017), a book-length poem on
childhood trauma, depression, and walking as a process of
healing, was awarded the Malta National Book Prize in 2018, and
is shortlisted for the European Poet of Freedom award.
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NIGHT O

A shudder jolts me in the thick of night,

my heaving heart is hit by just how much

I am alone, how much at fault, how beneath me
the mattress and floor are mere illusion —
down I fall into a round abyss:

deep as the eyes that live forever scorned,
deep as the blood that drips from every pore,
deep as the liver blackening with memory,

deep as the womb snatched from my mother’s belly.
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DAY 1

Let us tread the first step of this penance,
I and this body spilling ancient guilt.
Forty days, ten thousand steps each morning

till the end of the year, or until I wilt.

The first step. The second step. Each step a leap
over an endless fall, a lurking pit

that cackles and chatters with starving fangs;
pits stationed along the serpentine paths

of the crumpled map of the past.

The third step. The fourth. Each step lighter
than the one before it, begetting the next;

the soles of my feet fathom the ground,
forgetting that they tread a tightrope.

The fifth, the sixth, the seventh — till I lose count
of the ghosts that shrink away behind me,

until my chest advances light as air.

I want the drizzle in the ruins of my hair,

I want the flow of sweat along my shoulders,
a baptism rinsing the letters of my name.

I want the rucksack warm against my back,

I want the boil of blood along my legs,

a fire purging my body of its shame.
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Forty days, ten thousand steps each morning,
toward no arms but those of the earth’s curve,
toward no lips but those of the breeze,

toward no warm bosom but that of the sun.

Forty mornings from today till the end of the year,
to atone for every fault, dispel all fear,

to roll out the map once more, restore its place,

to reset the compass at the end of the tightrope

then either I go on walking, or I wilt.
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NIGHT 2

I cannot force you to cherish the sea.

You waited two years to tell me you despise it.
Two years to tell me that the salted air

makes you want to cough out your entrails.

All those hearts traced in the sand to later confess
that, from the start, you've resented my wish

for us to plant our roots on this island.

And all the verses in which I rhymed your breath
with the ebb and flow of the waves, your lashes
with the rise and fall of the waves, your tresses
with the waves I plied to dock at your chest.
Today I can’t tell if  sang your name with the sea

or if [ sang the sea with the letters of your name.

I cannot force you to cherish the sea.

You waited two years to tell me you despise it.
Right then, the earth slid from beneath my feet,
you left me here with my roots exposed

to a sealess coast, a sandless beach,

a soilless island swimming in darkness

where the letters of your name swirl and spiral
and on them and inside them come to nest

a thousand sneering spirits, hand in hand.
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DAY 3

Walking is a balm for the heart. Walk, then.
Should you cry a sea, rinse your feet in it.

Should your eyes burn, plunge them into the wind.
Heed not who belittles you for them to grow.

Heed not who startles you to soothe their woe.
Heed not the red scythe of your rising shadow.

If anything, this pain will spur you on.

Cry, then. Be your very own cat.

Walk. Be the path that welcomes your foot.

Write. Be the word that recounts your silence

and release it to the wind. This is your duty.
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NIGHT 4

Father who art in the hell thy hands created
with each fist planted in my mother’s eyes,
with each lash of the belt upon my back,

with each demented yell still splitting the walls

of the house thirty years after its collapse,

I'm the man of the house and what I say goes,
do as I say or I'll fucking kill you,

leave and you’ll never see your kids again

with each word you pounded into our heads

with the hammer so proudly glued to your palms,
she left you, she don’t want you, she’s not your mum,
what mother would ever desert her children?,

don’t bother looking for her, I'll find you a new one

with each drop of poison you fed us at the table

and each fuckyourmother as a tear escaped us,
will you stop crying like that evil whore,
[ wouldn’t piss on her if she was on fire,

when she dies watch see me spit upon her grave

if only you knew how many times I've recoiled
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from this cracked face in the glass, a child of hate,
child of your escape from the tight-necked cassock,
child of the cheap relief you sought when hurt,

a walking lapse of your youth after the snub

from the gem who declined to elope with you,

a walking blunder who since the age of eight

has never ceased to picture his revenge —

I can’t promise to forgive before I understand you,

I can’t promise to understand before I bury you.

I know how it feels to break out of a cage

and sense the thermals wafting in your wings,
and head for the sun and feel smugly pleased
and awake with your beak brimming with mud.
I know how it feels to strike a mirror

and crunch on the shards with famished jaws,
and lick your blood back up from the tiling
and count each tepid drop, count every loss.

[ know how it feels to live in exile

and chew at your roots till you vomit the surf,
and seek refuge from the shivers of seclusion
only to hanker for the solace of salt.

What I can’t understand is why you still cling
to the slip-up when you were in your prime,
not allowing you to forgive yourself

nor to let the hammer slide from your grasp.
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Father who art in the hell thy hands created,

who cursed thine own name, crushed thine own kingdom,
thy will was not done either in earth or heaven,
thou gavest us our daily bread on condition

that we erase our mother from our minds,

from our skin, from our blood and from our roots,
that we forgive thy trespasses without remorse,
that we forbear temptation and evil in thy name
and agree that it be so till the day you die —

I can’t promise to forgive before I understand you,
I can’t promise to understand before I bury you.
Thirty years fleeing my mother in the glass.

Do not let me feel shame too lest I take after you.
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DAY 5

Like a raindrop falling never to land,

where is the just desert, the crack, the earth
that had promised to absorb me whole,

to water the land I carry within me,

nurturing flowers to stop its every hole?

From pit to pit I walk and leap and walk,

the thirst for solace pressing through my blood.
The seam of guilt runs deep, it burns well,
there’s comfort in this combustion in my chest.
Onward, onward, oxygen in the sails,

ten thousand steps, ten thousand leaps of faith,
don’t be afraid to cheer at every streak of blue,
don’t be afraid to weep at every willow.

This foot wants to take root. Raise it above the soil.
This foot wants to take wing. Set it back down.
If a monster pops up to halt your tracks

stand your ground, defy him, speak your mind,
watch him give way, and set the next foot down.
March on like a wave toward the shore

and then another wave upon another.

Eight kilometres in, you'll start to feel

the throb of fever wither in your blood.

That’s enough for today. Now take a rest.
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The road will be long, and you've barely set out.
Another day will dawn, with guilt afresh

after another night hearing the ghosts.
Meanwhile, take this newly acquired solitude

to feast upon with bread, swig down with water.
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DAY 9

You have two or three days’ walk to catch up on.
You've spent too long sat down wringing your veins.
Do not fear the rain. Set your face to the chill,

sharpening your thoughts, tempering your urge.

Grey upon grey. Grey into grey. Grey the pigeon
hopping in front of you. Grey the pavement
leading to grey streets. Grey the horizon
concealed by the grey. From your mouth rises
grey steam melting into the grey of the air.
How many shades of grey does grey contain?
From pale to dark, from charged to light,

mist grey, rat grey, office coffee grey,

liver grey, ash grey, snotty tissue grey,

grey the wolf that howls at the full moon,

grey the belly of the whale lulling Jonah,

grey the elephant and its memory vault,

grey the long-faced ghost who rises from the pit,
grey the father’s belt in his children’s face,

dust grey, dirt grey, sodden mop grey,

locket grey, bullet grey, wailing mother grey,
grey the English boarding school canteen,

grey the intestine digesting the void,

grey my mother’s face stamped on my eyelids,

grey the crush of tablet foil in my hand,
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grey the hospital ward, grey the sleepless night,
pipe grey, gripe grey, puke-soiled linen grey,
metal grey, washout grey, what-the-fuck grey,
grey put a sock in those voices right away,

grey my brain dead after a walk in the grey.

Tomorrow I'll catch up on three or four days’ walk.

Today won’t count. Today was utter wreck.
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NIGHT 18

The thirteenth flight I've taken since I left you,

you, and something of myself too.

Instead of my hand aflutter in your night-black hair
this burdened craft scraping through the dusk,
shuddering now and then to crease

the map spread out below my eyes

that blacken with each trip from dark to dark.

The void outside finds room within my belly,
spreading to conquer the cage of my chest;

my mind strains against the urge to rifle through it,
but it’s already too late — one thought was all it took.
The vowels of your name play in my clogged ears.

[ almost hear you say serves you right,

for my slight, for having pulled from beneath you
the warm bedsheets which for two years caught
the seeds whose absent yield they mourn.

And here I am tonight, constricted, frozen

in a piece of metal loaded with babies’ wails,

losing count of the times I've recalled the first

time I spotted you beneath the moon, the first

time [ tasted your date-sweet lips, the first

time we stripped by the embers, the final

time we rested with my arm upon your waist,

my fingers sleeping serene against your womb.
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I who had to fly far and away

hoping to pilot my own life once again

ended up journeying with my feet swaying in the air

with nothing but a laboured map and a pointless compass,
restlessly leaping from bar to bar

of a round cage spinning on a disjointed axis.

Pointless, all pointless — the borrowed wings, the oil
pumped from beneath the rock to burn

with spent dreams so many feet above the clouds.

All pointless — the tickets to scattered cities,

the passport of a landless country

whose population numbers one,

one born and yet to die in distant exile.

This is not the final trip, not the final weep,
this is not the final pain my body has reaped.
[ fix my gaze on the emergency exit —

too tired to just stand, open and leap.

In the turbulence, another baby starts to cry.

I'd be a bird if only you were sky.
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NIGHT 20

Little brother, where have you come to hide?
You've barely learnt to walk, your dummy

still dripping with sour milk, and already you seek
the darkness of a corner in the wardrobe?

Come, chin up, give me your hand, come,

don’t be scared of my face ’cause it looks like pa’s.
He won'’t be shouting any more, he just went out,
by the time he and his belt return

we’ll be asleep. Come, let’s play a game,

we can race the cars around the map,

we can cradle one-eyed Tigru, riddled with holes,
we can build a green shelter for him to sleep in,
we can fly the red-and-white plane to Malta,

we can call nanna on the blue telephone,

we can play a little piano with mummy

as she sings us the song of the marble dove.
Come on mate, come out, I'll read you a story

[ wrote about a hideous monster of the night

that rides a rocket to the web of stars,

gets stuck, then the spider creeps toward it

and gobbles it up, rocket and all.
Oh no! Shhhh! Move over just a little,

he’s back, the key’s just slid into the lock,

make room for me, come close so I can
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cover your ears, you were right,

the dark has fewer ghosts than the light,

don’t be scared, Tigru’s here to guard the door,
he’ll defend us, shoo him away, or tear him to bits,
wait, let me bring Tigru in or he might find us,
I'll open the door slightly, don’t make a noise,
don’t worry, the jangling belt you hear,

that’s only pa changing his trousers,

mummy’s cleaning the piano keys,

the screams, that’s 'cause she’s seen a beetle,
and pa’s trying to stamp on it,

that’s him hammering a nail into the wall

to hang a painting he just brought for mummy,
she’s crying with joy because it’s so beautiful,
and it seems for once they’ve made their peace

‘cause they’ve gone all quiet, all the groaning’s stopped.

Don’t cry or he’ll hear us, don’t piss yourself
otherwise I will too, and he’ll sniff me out

and scold me and whack me like last week

and I'll have to stay home so my schoolmates
don’t laugh at the bruises on my face.

Had I not left the telephone downstairs

I would press a blue button and we’d see

the black spider creep down from the web of stars
to swallow pa and his belt in one gulp

and we could go down to play the piano
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as mummy sings to us of the marble dove

that comes in the morning and eats from her hand
and soon they’re best friends in all the land
come rain or shine, come wind or snow

she stays till mummy says it’s time to go

so she spreads her wings and flies away

then we’ll all board the red-and-white plane
and fly all the way out to nanna’s farm

and Tigru can play with the cats in the yard

and we can race our little cars in the street

and I'll watch you hurl your dummy to the sea
and mummy will kiss you and it will all be right
and I'll stop writing about monsters of the night

and we’ll live happily ever after.
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LEJL O

Nistenbah b’hasda kiesha f'nofs ta’ lejl

u nintebah, b’qalbi ttaqtaq, b’kemm qieghed
wahdi, u kemm haqqni, u kemm hawn tahti
is-saqqu u l-art mhumiex ghajr illuzjoni —
niezel fabbiss tond u m’hawn xejn li jzommni:
fond daqgs l-ghajnejn li stkerrhuni ghal ghomri,
fond dags id-demm ged joqtorli mill-pori,
fond dags il-fwied ged jiswied bil-memorji,

fond dags il-guf mahtuf minn hogor ommi.
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JUM 1

Immiddu l-ewwel pass f'dil-penitenza,
jien u dan gismi jfur bi htijiet qodma.
Erbghin jum, ghaxart elef pass kull ghodwa

sa tmiem is-sena, jew sakemm ninfena.

L-ewwel pass, it-tieni pass — kull pass qabza
tiskansa I-waqgha bla tarfli hemm tissajja
fkull hofra tiddiehaq b’nejbiet imgewha
skjerati tul il-moghdijiet imserrpa
tal-mappa mghaffga kobba tal-passat.
It-tielet pass, ir-raba’ — kull pass ehfef
minn ta’ qably, jistieden ta’ warajh,

il-pali ta’ saqajja jhossu l-qiegha,

jinsew li mixjin fuq habel stirat.

[I-hames, is-sitt, is-seba’ — sa nitlef
l-ghadd tal-ihirsa li tbieghdu warajja,

sa sidri jibga’ ghaddej hafif dags l-arja.

Irrid l-irxiex fil-fdalijiet ta’ xaghri,

irrid 1-gharaq niezel m’ghongqi u spallejja,
maghmudija tlahlahli I-ittri t'ismi.

Irrid is-shana tal-barzakka f'dahri,

irrid id-demm ibagbagq tul riglejja,
huggiega ssaffili d-dnubiet ta’ gismi.
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Erbghin jum, ghaxart elef pass kull ghodwa,
lejn ebda par dirghajn ghajr dawk tax-xefaq,
lejn ebda par xufftejn ghajr dawk taz-ziffa,

lejn ebda sider shun ghajr dak tax-xemx.

Erbghin ghodwa mil-lum sa tmiem is-sena,
ha nindem minn kull ghelt, niskongra 1-biza’,
nerga’ nifrex il-mappa, ingibha f'postha,
ftarfil-habel nerga’ niddritta I-boxxla

‘'mbaghad jew inkompli ghal triqti, jew ninfena.

LEJL 2

Jien ma nistax ingieghlek tghozz il-bahar.
Stennejt sentejn biex ghidt li ma thobbux.
Stennejt sentejn biex ghidt li l-arja mielha
ttik li tgahqah u kwazi tagla’ msarnek.

Tant glub fir-ramel biex imbaghad tqerr mieghi
li ilek tistmerr mill-bidu x-xewqa tieghi

li nnizzlu nofs gheruqna f'din il-gzira.

U tant versi nqabbel nifsek mal-mewg
jofrogh u jimla, u xfar ghajnejk mal-mewg
tiela’ u niezel, u n-nokkli twal mal-mewg
fejn kont inbahhar sa nittrakka f’sidrek.
[llum ma nafx kontx nghanni ismek bil-bahar

jonkella nghanni l-bahar bl-ittri t'ismek.
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Jien ma nistax ingieghlek tghozz il-bahar.
Stennejt sentejn biex ghidt li ma thobbux.
Dak il-hin tkaxkret l-art minn taht saqajja,
hallejtni hawn b’gheruqi mperréa fil-bahh
ta’ xatt bla bahar, ta’ plajja bla ramel,

ta’ gzira bla hamrija tghum f'swidija

fejn 1-ittri t'ismek iduru durella

u fughom u go fihom jigu jbejtu

dahkana u ghalenija eluf t'uhux.
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JUM 3

[I-mixi s-salmura tal-qalb. Mel’'imxi.

Jekk tibki bahar, lahlah saqajk fih.

Jekk jaharqu ghajnejk, ghaddashom fir-rih.
Hallik minn min i¢cekknek biex jitkabbar.
Hallik minn min ikexkxek biex jistabar.
Hallik minn dellek gej bil-mingel l-ahmar.
Jekk xejn, dan 1-ugigh imexxik fi trigtek.
Mel’ibki. Kun qattus tieghek innifsek.

Imxi. Kun it-trejqa li tilga’ sieqek.

Ikteb. Kun il-kelma li tfisser skietek

u itlagha f'fomm ir-rih. Dan huwa dmirek.
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LEJL 4

Missier l'inti fl-infern li hlogt b’idejk

ma’ kull daqqa ta’ ponn fuq ghajnejn ommi,
ma’ kull sawta ta’ ¢inturin fuq dahri,

ma’ kull ghajta mignuna li ghadha ddamdam

id-dar tletin sena wara li ggarrfet,

jien ir-ragel u tieghi tghaddi dejjem,
aghmel kif ged nghidlek inkella noqtlok,
jekk titlaq 'l uliedek ma tarahom qatt

ma’ kull kelma li sammartilna frasna

b'martell il-kburija mwahhal ma’ jdejk,
telgitkom, ma tridkomx, dik mhijiex ommkom,
liem’omm qgatt abbandunat lil uliedha?,

tfittxuha xejn, insibilkom omm gdida

ma’ kull gatra semm li sqejtna mal-mejda

u kull fghoxxommok kif tagbzilna demgha,
kemm se ddum tibki qisek dik il-qahba,
jekk tiehu n-nar lanqgas biss nobzoq fugha,

meta tmut arani nbul fuq gabarha

kieku taf kemme-il darba sthajt fil-mera
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ghax hrigt b’dal-wi¢¢ mixqugq, frott il-mibeghda,
frott il-harba mis-suttana tross m’ghonqok,
frott il-wens facli li fittixt imwegga’,

zball miexi ta’ zghozitek wara ¢-cahda
mill-gawhra li ma riditx tahrab mieghek,

zball miexi ta’ zghozitek li ilu johlom

mindu kellu tmien snin li jpattihielek —

ma nweghdekx li nahfirlek qabel nithmek,

ma nweghdekx li se nifhmek gabel nidfnek.

Jien naf x’jigifieri tahrab minn gagga

u thoss ir-rih shun jonfoh fil-gwinhajn,
u tixxennaq ghax-xemx u timla rasek

u tisbah b’'mungqarek ifur bit-tajn.

Jien naf x’jigifieri li tkisser mera

u tqarmec¢ il-frak bejn il-hniek imgewha,
u tilghaq demmek lura mill-madum

u tghodd kull qatra fietla, tghodd kull telfa.

Jien naf x’jigifieri li tghix fl-ezilju
tgerrem gherugek u tivvomta I-mewg,
u tfittex l-irdoss mir-rezha ta’ wahdek
u tibga’ titkarrab ghall-wens tal-melh.
Li ma nafx huwa kif ghadek tiggranfa
maz-zelqa goffa fl-aqwa ta’ zghozitek,
li ma thallikx tahfer lilek innifsek

jew titlaq ghal darba l-martell minn idek.
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Missier I'inti fl-infern li hloqt b’idejk,

li shitt ismek stess, saltnatek farraktha,

ma kienx li ridt int fis-sema jew fl-art,
il-hobza ta’ kuljum tajthielna dejjem

bil-patt li 'l ommna nhassruha minn mohhna
u minn gildna u minn demmna u minn gherugna,
li nahfrulek dnubietek bla ma tindem,

li ngerrghu fismek it-tigrib u d-deni

u nagblu li hekk ikun sal-jum li tmut —

ma nweghdekx li nahfirlek gqabel nithmek,
ma nweghdekx li se nithmek gabel nidfnek.
Tletin sena nahrab 'l ommi fil-mera.

Thallinix nisthi wkoll ghax insir nixbhek.
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JUM 5

de la mer ou de moi

Bhal gatra xita taga’ bla qatt tolqot,

fejn hu I-haqq, fejn hu x-xaqq, fejn hi l-hamrija
li kellha tilqaghni u tixrobni shiha

ha nisqi wkoll din l-art li ngorr go fija

u nsodd it-toqob kollha b’fjuri godda?

Bejn hofra u hofra nkompli nimxi u nagbez,
bil-kilba li nistabar taghfas fdemmi.
II-htija Zejt ghammieq li jahraq tajjeb,
dil-kombustjoni f’sidri fiha 1-wens.

"Il quddiem, 'il quddiem, ossignu mpoppa,
ghaxart elef pass, ghaxart elef hofra,

b’kull skorca blu fis-sema tibzax tifrah,
b’kull zafzafa max-xmara tibzax tokrob.
Dis-sieq trid issir gherq. Thallihiex tieqaf.
Dis-sieq trid issir gewnah. Ibga’ middha.
Jekk iwaqqfek xi mostru jfigg minn taht
zomm sod, sfidah kif taf, kellmu bi kliemek,
arah icedi l-pass, u erga’ midd sieqek.

Ibga’ sejjer bhal mewga lejn ir-ramla

u fugha mewg’ohra, u mewg’ohra fugha.
Wara tmien kilometri ghad tibda thoss
id-damdim tad-deni tul demmek joqghod.
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Ghal-lum imxejt bizzejjed. Issa strieh.
Ghad baqaghlek xi tterraq — ghadek tibda.
Ghada jisbah ukoll, bl-indiema friska

wara lejl iehor tisma’ lill-ihirsa.

Intant, hu s-solitudni 1-gdida tieghek

ha tikolha bil-hobz, tixrobha bl-ilma.
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JUM 9

[llum trid timxi ta’ jumejn jew tlieta.
Qattajt wisq hin bilgieghda taghsar demmek.
Tibzax mix-xita. Ir-rezha ilqaghha f'wiccek,

tiffriska I-hsibijiet, tmewwet il-herqa.

Griz fuq griz. Griz gol-griz. Griz il-bec¢un
izappap quddiemek. Griza l-bankina

tinfed f'toroq grizi. Griz l-orizzont

ma jidhirx wara I-griz. Minn fommok hierga
fawra griza tinhall fil-griz tal-arja.

Kemm-il sfumatura griz fih il-griz?

Bejn cara u skura, bejn tqila u hafifa,

griz cpar, griz far, griz kafe tal-uffic¢ju,

griz fwied, griz irmied, griz zliega fit-tixxju,
griz lupu jaghwi taht il-qamar kwinta,

griz zaqq ta’ baliena twennes lil Gona,

griz iljunfant b’'memorja li Zzomm kollox,
griz hares wiccu twil tiela’ mill-hofra,

griz ¢inturin ta’ missier fwic¢ uliedu,

griz ghabra, griz traba, griz mopp imxarrab,
griz domna, griz comba, griz omm titkarrab,
griz kantin ta’ boarding school l-Ingilterra,
griz musrana tiddigerixxi l-vojt,

griz wic¢ ommi malli naghlaq ghajnejja,

griz fojl tal-pirmli jtextex bejn idejja,
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griz kamra tal-isptar, griz lejl bla rqad,

griz pajp, griz ghajb, griz remettar fil-friex,
griz metall, griz hadt zball, griz ma nafx xiex,
griz aqta’ dan il-hsieb mill-aktar fis,

griz mohh mejjet wara mixja fil-griz.

Ghada nimxi ta’ tlitt ijiem jew erbgha.

[llum ghoddni ma mxejtx. [llum kien herba.
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LEJL 18

[t-tlettax-il ajruplan mindu tlaqtek,

lilek, u xi ftit lili nnifsi wkoll.

Flok idi mgewnha tul xaghrek imkewkeb
dal-ingenju mtaqqal jigref il-lejl,

kultant kemm kemm jitkexkex u jkemmixli
din il-mappa mifruxa taht ghajnejja
jiswiedu ma’ kull vjagg minn dlam ghal dlam.
F’Zaqqi l-wisa’ ta’ barra jsib il-vojt,

jismen sa jahkimli I-kaxxa tas-sider,
il-hsieb jissielet biex ma jghawwarx fih,
izda diga tard wisq — basta ssemmih.
F’'widnejja misduda l-vokali t'ismek.

Kwazi kwazi nisimghek tghidli haqqek,
ghax tlagtek, ghax hiereg mort gbidt minn tahtek
il-lizar shun li laga’ sentejn zrieragh

u baqa’ jibki 1-wild li ma nibbitx.

U llejla hawn jien nitghaffeg u ningazza

go bi¢ca metall tqil bil-krib tat-trabi,

nitlef 1-ghadd tad-drabi li ftakart fl-ewwel
darba li Imahtek taht il-qamar, fl-ewwel
darba li doqt xufftejk tat-tamar, fl-ewwel
darba li nzajna hdejn il-gamar, fl-ahhar
darba li strahna bi drieghi ma’ qaddek,

u subghajja jorqdu sielma fuq zaqqek.
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Jiena li kelli ntir il barra u 'l boghod

biex forsi nerga’ nsir ta’ hajti 1-bdot

sfajt interraq b’saqajja mbandla fl-arja

b’xejn ghajr mappa mharrta u boxxla bla labra,
naqbez bla nistabar minn zbarra ghal Zbarra

ta’ qafas tond idur fuq fus zlugat.

Ghalxej’ I-gwinhajn missellfa, ghalxejn iz-Zejt
ippompjat minn taht il-blat biex jinharaq
mal-holm mitluf tant piedi 'l fuq mis-shab.
Ghalxej’ 1-biljetti lejn bliet sparpaljati,
ghalxej’ l-passaport ta’ pajjiz bla art
b’popolazzjoni ta’ persuna wahda

li twieldet u ghad tmut f'ezilju mbieghed.

Dan mhux l-ahhar vjagg, din mhix l-ahhar demgha,
dan mhux l-ahhar ugigh li fgismi ngema’.

Niccassa lejn il-hrug tal-emergenza —

ghajjien wisq biex inqum, nifthu u nintrema.

Tibki tarbija ohra fit-turbulenza.

Nixtieqgni ghasfur biss jekk int is-sema.
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LEJL 20
Hija, fejn mort tistahba? Ghadek lanqas
tlaqt timxi, il-halib qares ghadu joqtor

minn mal-gazaza, u diga bdejt tfittex
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id-dalma fir-rokna tal-gwardarobba?
Ohrog, isa, kuragg, tini jdejk, ejja,

tibzax minn wicci ghax jixbah lil tal-pa.
Mhux se jghajjat iktar, ghadu kif hareg,
sakemm jidhol lura bi¢-¢inturin

inkunu reqdin. Isa, ej’ ha nilaghbu,
intellqu I-karozzi madwar il-mappa,
inbennu 'l Tigru mtaqqab u b’ghajn wahda,
nibnulu gharix ahdar ha jistrieh fih,
intajru l-ajruplan l-ahmar lejn Malta,
incemplu 'n-nanna bit-telefon blu,
indoqqu ftit il-pjanu hdejn il-mummy
tkantalna l-ghanja tal-hamiema bajda.
Isa xbin, ohrog, ha naqralek storja

li ktibt dwar mostru ikrah lewn il-faham
li tela’ b’rokit sal-ghangbut tal-kwiekeb
u wehel hemm sa xxabbtet lejh il-brimba
u belghitu b’hatfa bir-rokit b’kollox.

Anzi, xxxx!, aghmilli ftit wisa’, rega’

gie, diehla ¢-cavetta fis-serratura,
ersaqli ha nidhol, ej’ tgeddes mieghi

ha nghattilek widnejk, ghandek ragun,
id-dlam fih inqas ihirsa mid-dawl,
tibzax, hawn Tigru ghassa wara 1-bieba,
jekk ifittixna se jagbez ghalina,

se jgerrxu 'l hemm, jew igibu bicciet,
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stenn ha ndahhlu maghna ma jmurx isibna,
se nbexxagq ftit il-bieba, taghmilx hoss,
tinkwieta xejn, i¢-¢inturin icekcek

dak il-pa ged ibiddel il-qalziet,

il-ma qed tnaddaf it-tasti tal-pjanu,

issa qieghda tixher ghax rat wirdiena,
il-pa ged jagbez fugha biex jghaffigha,
issa ged isammar musmar gol-hajt

biex idendel kwadru li gab ghall-mummy
gieghda tibki bil-ferh ghax sabih hafna

u jidher li ghal darba ghamlu 1-paci

ghax issa waqga’ s-skiet u m’hawnx tgemgim.

Tibkix ghax se jismaghna, taghmilx tahtek
ghax inkella se nibda jien ukoll

u malajr ixommni u jigi jghajjarni

u jtini xebgha bhal tal-gimgha l-ohra

u jkollni nibga’ d-dar biex tal-iskola

ma jidhqux bija habba t-tbengil fwicéi.
Kieku ma hallejtx it-telefon isfel

kont naghfas buttuna blu u naraw niezla
il-brimba sewda minn gos-sema mkewkeb
u tibla’ lill-pa bi¢-cinturin b’kollox

u nkunu nistghu ninzlu ndoqqu I-pjanu
bil-mummy tkanta tal-hamiema bajda

li tigi filghodu u tiekol minn idha
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u jsiru jinhabbu u jsiru hbieb sewwa

u tibqa’ hdejha ghal Zmien, ma tmur imkien
sa fl-ahhar il-mummy tghidilha titlaq

u tiftah il-gwienah u ttir minn idha
imbaghad nirkbu lkoll fuq l-ajruplan 1-ahmar
u ntiru lejn ir-razzett tan-nanniet

u Tigru jilghab mal-qtates fil-bitha

u ntellqu l-karozzi barra fit-triq

u l-gazaza narak tgaraha fil-bahar

u l-mummy ttik l-ikbar bewsa fid-dinja

u nieqaf nikteb dwar il-mostri suwed

u nghixu ferhanin ghal bosta snin.
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