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6v/12apCKU

BPYLUEJIO3A

,O, AH, 61 N1 nornegHana. MnAaKko oT HawKnTe CO6CTBEHN KpaBK®,

Cectpa Cbnbn Ka3a Ha Mama B 3afiHMA Kopuaop eanH cnepgoben

651130 4O KYXHUTE NPU CAYTMHUTE: CeSICKa KeHa

Ka3axme mupuwe. CectpaTa 3arpeba neHecT Kamak, Lss UHY.

FanoHuTe C UBAT Ha MeTan 6Aaxa MbTyBaNu

no masko ot munsa. CTtagoTo e Af10 camo MaHacTUpCKa TpeBa:

HAMA HyXAa OT nacTbopu3auuna. EgHo konabupano Tene 6elle NbpBuMA 3HAK.
MNocne NbpBOTO MOMYE ce pa3bons, Nocsie BTOPO, 1 TOBa belle

CKaHpan. Poantenu ce Bb3myTuxa, 3analimxa CbC Cba. MecTHUTE depmepn
6Axa rHeBHW — HEMAPJIMBOCTTa, OTFOBOPHOCTTA - CTPaxbT

OT pa3npocTpaHeHune. HAKom Ka3a, ye egHO MOMYE FO nMmalle,

Ho 6e3 cumnTomMu. [1pyr Kasa,Te3nm MOMYeTa MOXe [ia FO HOCAT 3a LsJ XXMBOT".

Huve He 3Haexme Kol ro nma. Cnep KaTo poantennTte cnpaxa ga nporectmpar
VIMallle rnacoBe 3a komneHcauua. MaeyHa 6osecm,

CmydeHu sws1HU, OnacHa 3apasa, [lagoncka mpecka, Yyma,

— MapasnenHo Ha O3HaYeHWA CBAT, MbTyBax 4O MACTO

KbAeTo obpasuTe ce BpbLyaxa. [anoH, Maako, naHa:

Manku 6asoHueTa ce CbbpKaxa B npenyunyma Ha oTel, TepeHc,

KaTo KyNMHapHa CMeTaHa: XenunpaH xarsep, NAHa OT NPO3payHuM KNeTKU.
Brgax ro, Kato cnnsax Hagony, MUCSIENKU, MBKMO CMu2Haxme 00 myk.

Ho Toin e npuATHO pa3cedH, OTNYCHaT, yCMKXBall ce Ha cebe cu.

ToBa e HoLTa KOraTo ry6sa BpeMeTo Mexy Hero KOMTo mMe 6bplue -
ToMnaTa Kbpna, HanoeHa C eTePUYHN Macsia — 1 NO-KbCHO: IeXalln 3aegHO
M3TOoLLEeHN. A3 CbM Pa3fIAT, U CNOKoeH. ToBa KOETo MuUcnex ve belle
AOMbJIHUTENHA CHaZKa MoXKe Aa 6bae Xunagun NMNcBaLmn NosIoXKeHNS.
BbnpocnTe My cn naBaT Ha MACTOTO CU. TO3M YNCT XariBep Ha Npenyumnyma
VABa npeav nnm cnep cebpluBaHe? Xemopoungnte

nameT v ca? YMbT My NpoAbIikasa fia ce fiyTa MoKpan LenHaTuHaTa.

4

BRUCELLOSIS

“Oh, Ann, would you look. Milk from our own cows,”

Nurse Supple said to Mum in a back corridor one afternoon

near the kitchens where wenches were: local woman

we said stank. Nurse scooped frothy cream, a whole inch.

The churns were beaded metal, and had travelled

less than a mile. The herd had only eaten monastery grass:

no need to be pasteurised. An aborted calf was the first sign.

Then the first boy fell ill, then another, and it was

a scandal. Parents railed, threatening to sue. The local farmers

were angry — the carelessness, the entitlement of it - fearful

it would spread. Someone said one boy had it, but hadn’t developed
symptoms. Someone said, “those boys might have it for life.”

We didn't know who had it. After their parents stopped speaking
out, there were murmurs about compensation. Milk Sickness,
Chumble Fever, Contagious Abortion, Satan’s Fever, Fist of Mercy

- parallel to the named world, | was travelling to a place

where images keep coming back. Churn, milk, froth:

tiny bubbles were contained inside Fr. Terence’s foreskin,

like a culinary foam: jellied caviar, spume of translucent cells.

I saw it as | went down, thinking, we’ve only just got here.

But he is benignly uninterested, flaccid, smiling to himself.

Itis the night | lose the time between him wiping me - the warm
facecloth impregnated with essential oils — and /ater: us lying together
with lassitude. | am spacey, and calm. What | thought was a second’s
splicing might be thousands of missing frames.

My questions come to term. That clear foreskin roe:

pre- or post-cum? Are haemorrhoids

memory? My mind keeps glitching along the crack.

ysibug



6v/12apCKU

3bPHA

CbLo Ye pa3Bb/IHYBaH OT TOBA C KOETO

ce Gelle pa3muHarn, To 3nobeelue, 1,

KaKBo 6e3 Apyro moxex fa Hanpasa? [la nsnssa
B KOPUZAOPA, KbAETO APYr CBELLEHMLM
MMWHaBaxa, Aia Ka)ka Ha HAKOro 3a ToBa? -

TOW ApbMHa KOCMUTE OKOMO 3bpHaTa Mu

CbLLO Ye CBMPU Ha UHCTPYMEHT

C MPEeMepPEH XecCT:

KbApaBa CTpyHa Ha N1MaHo

LpbhHaTa Hanpaso.

EnHa rpyna npbctn

e Abpnar, 3106HO0; Nocse Wwe yTuxHaT

[oKaTo ApyraTta pbKa Ternu. HactbpeeHo

3a YCTHU 1 oun

— MalMYHCKW, UHTESINFEHTHO.

KoraTo Ka3ax ToBa 6051 (C OTXBbPSISILL KECT) INLETO

aonae no-6nmso, 6amnsKa NlHKa, UMUTALMA Ha AETCKU riac:, ToBa-60-nn”

Moat yunten
nsrnexkpalle npomeHeH. He pasbupax
- GeLlle paskpun cebe cu.

NIPPLES

As if excited by what he was getting
away with, he leered - and, what was |
going to do, anyway? Go outside

into the corridor, where other priests
were passing, tell someone about it? -
he tugged the hairs around my nipples
as if playing an instrument

through systolic gesture:

curly piano wire

pulled straight.

One bunching set of fingers

would tug, leer; then slacken

as the other hand tugged. Leer

of lips and eyes

- simian, intelligent.

When | said that hurts (through gesture, turning away) the face

came closer, close spittle, imitation child-voice: “it — hu-rts.”
My teacher

seemed transformed. | didn't understand

— he had unveiled himself.

ysibug



6v/12apCKU

NOCNEAHUAT NOET B AHTOJIOTNATA

OO6VKHOBEHO cpef, BCUYKM Hal-Mnaguat

KOWTO OLLe NMa TUPe 3a AeHA Ha CMbPTTa

— MOXe Ou, Hali-HaKpas XeHa, NN UMe TeXKO OT

rnacHu - [NpeacTaBeH CbM C €AHO CTUXOTBOPEHME.

Taka ue He mucny, ye cbM HebnarogapeH. Bbnpeku, ye a3 A Hanucax
NMa HAKaKBa pA3Ka CTpaHHOCT B brorpaduaTa mu,

KOATO M3NycKa XM1BoTa Mu:,,Nyb6nunkysaH B Shindig,

Black Rhino v Coterie. XnBan B Pum

n AnTBepneH. Cera npenofasa CneuynanHu Hy>kgu B Tpum®.
A3 3HaMm, Ye KNCenuAT CTap Ka3voHeH CbCTaBuUTenN

e fan ofobpeHneTo cn Aa NpeacTaBAM Mosd NOKosIeHue.
Cera nporoBapam c/ieg AbJIr0 MbJl4aHUe; NPaBUIHO e

1 cnpaeeannBo Aa 6baa Tyk. U cnep Bcnukm tesm 6e3cnopHn
3[l@HNA C YepPBEHW TYX/IM KOUTO Ca 4acT OT KaHOHa

Ha NpeAuLWHNTE CTPAHNLM, IMa HELLO CbMHUTENHO

B €AMHCTBEHOTO MU CTUXOTBOPEHME: HO HELLo pacTe
BbNpeku ToBa. Bbnpeku, ye moxe aa 6bae

NPOCTO AbX Ha Npo3opeLa.

THE LAST POET IN THE ANTHOLOGY

Usually the youngest among the ones

who still have hyphens for death days

- maybe, finally a woman, or a name heavy with
vowels — I'm represented by a single poem.

So don't think me ungrateful. Even though | wrote it myself,
there’s a curt strangeness, rereading my bio,

that leaves out my life: “work published in Shindig,
Black Rhino and Coterie. Has lived in Rome

and Antwerp. Now teaching Special Needs in Trim.”
| know the crabby elder statesman anthologist

has given me the nod to stand for this generation.

| know speech after long silence; it is right

and just, to be here. And after all the definite

red brick edifice becoming the canon

in the previous pages, there’s a tentativeness
about my single poem: but something growing,
nonetheless. Even though it might just

be breath on the window.
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6v/12apCKU

NIETONMUCUTE

3anuncaHo e Ye CeBepPHUTE HaPOAM MbPBO

HanaaHanu JinngechapH' n MoHa? nocne

oT 6naTaTa 1 yctusaTa crieiBanu

MEKWTE BbTPELLIHM BOAHM NbTra B MpnaHgusa
KbAETO Te orpabunu MaHacTnpu

3apagm TexXHUTe N3ALWHO n3paboTeHn n3genus, N3Baxaanku
CKBMOLEHHV KaMbHU KaTo 04/ OT KOPULIATE Ha KHUTN.
Natonucute Ha MHncdaner® onuceat

Kak Te B3enu Etran abatbt ot CkennHr Marikbn?

3a oTKyn npe3 823-Ta, KOUTO YyMpAN

OT rnapg B pbuete um. B AbatcTBoTo®

BVI€ Ma3uTe NETONNCUTE, KPAaCHOMMUC

Nno-noAxoAsLy 3a ctTapua neprameHT. CobMHsABam ce

[ia CTe CMOMEHaNM HeLlo 3a MeH, Jopy B NOJeTo.

Koxka nowa Ha gonup. Abn6oko nepo.

! MpunnBeH OCTPOB Kpail CEBEPOM3TOUYHOTO Kpanbpexime Ha AHrnua. (6en. np.)

2 OcTpoB Ha 3anagHuAa 6par Ha lWoTtnangua. (6en. np.)

> MiHucdaneH e octpos B e3epoTo Jlox, Mipnanaus. JletonucnTe Ha MHKcdaneH ca XpoHrKa Ha CpefHOBEKOBHATA

ncropua Ha Npnanawmsa. (6en. np.)

4 Etran e abat Ha Ckenur Maiikbn, KOMTO e 61 NneHeH 1 yMOPeH OT rfaj oT BUKUHITe npe3 823 r. (6en. np.)
> Ha ViHucdaneH ce Hammpat pymHuTe Ha abatcTBoTo Ha MiHucdaneH. (6en. np.)
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THE ANNALS

It is recorded that the Northmen first
raided Lindisfarne and lona then

from fen and estuary followed

the soft inland waterways into Ireland
where they sacked monasteries

for their fine worked things, plucking
jewels like eyes from the covers of books.
The Annals of Innisfallen records their
taking Etgal the abbot of Skellig Michael
for ransom in 823, who died

of hunger at their hands. At the Abbey
you kept the annals, penmanship

better suited to the old vellum. | doubt you
mention me, even in marginalia.

A skin of bad touch. A gouge pen.

ysibug



6v/12apCKU

CEHTPAJ1 NAPK. HOKTIOPHO

Kunute nryaHum e ,D,OﬁﬂaT [a yXanAT XopaTa KOUTO He CnAT

YepHu gbpBeTa — Masiko CHAT. XopaTa Cnupar 3a passvka
OT CKbMKTe KyyeTa, HAMUPAT CVi MOMEHT, KaTo MOJIUTBA.
OT BOAOXPAHMNNLLETO, CrpagunTe nsrnexaat

KaTo NpoAbriKeHne Ha AHrkop Bat, kanHuTte rpagose Ha Manu.

Bxop kbMm 0asunc. [padsm Ha 8v/1Ka u ueyaHama.

MoeTo geTcTBO 1 6belle n3rnexaa ca OTMUHANK

KaTo pa3xofkKa, MoKpam npasHy NbTula

noj namnu, UMMTUPALLM Fa30BO OCBETNEHME

B MapkK Ao goma: PeTnpo, moxe 61 napka QuHUKC.

JlncTto KoHcepBMpaHo B cvB neg. bsana am6pa.

KbnTa wectobrb/iHa KOPOHA, Xarae No-BUCOKO

KaTo B KolLep, pa3TeraTenHo, TMxo. Howita e CnoKoMHO-YepHa,
noj NoOBbPXHOCTTA.

5 Hai-ronemusT XpamoB KOMIMJIEKC B CBETA, KOMTO ce HaMmupa B Kambopaxa. (ben. pea.)
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QOepepuko lapcua Jlopka

CENTRAL PARK, NOCTURNE

The living iguanas will come to bite the men who don’t dream.

ysibug

Federico Garcia Lorca.

Black trees - a little snow. People pause, deferring

to expensive dogs, maybe find a moment, like prayer.
From the reservoir, the buildings park-side seem
Angkor-Wat accretion, mud cities in Mali.

Gateway of oasis. City of the wolf and the iguana.

My childhood and future seem to have departed to
go jaunting, along empty pathways

under lamplight — electricity mimicking gas light -

in a park from home: the Retiro, maybe Phoenix Park.
Leaf preserved in grey ice. White ambergris.

Yellow hexagonals corona, come on high up, hive-like, extending, silent. Night’s calm black,
under surfacing.

13



6v/12apCKU

OEHOPOXPOHONOINA

A3 xunBes noa CKpuntopumyma.
npnemam CBeT/IMHa YyBaM NeCHU Ha NTun
npe3s Hero BbB Hero

Tow e egMHCTBEHATa LenHaTMHa
A3, enoxa B MUKpoUMImoBa Koca
Ha rnaBaTa Ha uurysnka

HEroBOTO reHuTaNIHO CTe6s10 — N3BMBALLO ce Ha f
BbB Bpeme KOeTO ce yCKopsBa B NMONeTo
Ha KaTeppaTa My. He mora ga 6baa fokocHat

OT CJTbHYEBU CKANIM  WJIN OT CEHKUTE
Ha 3HaLMTe Ha nctTopuATa.
A3 cbm egHOObGpa3eH

pa3TBapsALY ce B ycTaTa my.
A3 KunBes NoA nanpaToBa 3aBbpTy/Ka
Aymata ropa A3 CbM NO-Manko

OT Hai-cnabus Kpbr Ha AbPBO.
OT cTasTa nog crasTa
3a3ufaHa B Hero a3 uyBam

NMbpPBUTE TOANHN Ha HOBU MOMYETa

1 Hero KaTto NpopokK
KOWTO M3/13a Aa BbpPBW NOKpan TAX.

14

DENDROCHRONOLOGY

| live underneath the scriptorium.
| perceive sunlight hear birdsong
through him  in him.

He is the only aperture.
I, an epoch in microfiche hair
on a fiddlehead

its genital stem - funcoiling
in time lapse in the margin
of his lecturn. | can't be touched

by sundials  or the shadows
from the markers of history.
| am unleavened

dissolving in his mouth.
| live under a fern curlicue. In
the word forest | am less

than the faintest tree ring. From
the room under the room
walled-in inside him | hear

the First Years the new boys
and him like a prophet
going out to walk among them

15
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6v/12apCKU

CbCYXPEHA MNJIAHUHA

JlyHa — xpomoBa cbsi3a no by3aTa Ha

Kpyax MxapTaiH’ — cunewy npes

HebecHa CBeTNNHa, KepeMnau 1 6eToH,
HaBOAHABALL CTasATa: KaTo NPUMB KOWTO Ce U3NIBa

B MOPOW, Yy>KAeHeLbT KOMTO Nas3sa

OT eXXeJHEeBHOTO MefaHe Ha HOBY nylaHeTn — TuTaH,
EBpona, nbTyBalla CbC CKOPOCT Haf BoAaTa. JlyHa.
Jlynoct Ha nponeTHuTe NnpunmeK. TUlIKHA B rnaBata
KaTo yparaH. Jlernoto e 6a510 NpOCTPaHCTBO

KOETO NMbTYBa, NbTYBA. TANOTO MU € Npodun

B MopeTo Ha NOKOSA — OLBETEHO B »KMBaK

KOWMTO ro npaBu KPacKBo 3a TO3U, KOWUTO He e TyK:
BMCOKa, onacHa 6ana aama — cera e npef Bpararta,

3aBbpTa K/koYa. Ouwm: nonymeceun ot negHuK, repan ot nosinpaH Kanaw.

7 TInaHnHcKK BpbX B Mpnanaus. (6en. np.)
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Cnep Jlopka

CRONE MOUNTAIN

Moon - chrome tear on the cheekbone of
Cruach Mharthain - seeping through

skylight, roof tiles and concrete,

swimming the room: like a tide pouring out

in spate, the stranger | hold back

from watching daily, new planets - Titan,

Europa, travelling at speed over water. Moon.
Madness of spring tides. Stillness in the head

like a hurricane. The bed is a white space

that is travelling, travelling. My body’s a cut-out
on the Sea of Tranquility - mercury dappling

- making it beautiful to the one who isn't here:
tall, dangerous white lady - outside the door now,
turning the key. Eyes: crescents of glacier, breasts
of polished tin.

— After Lorca

17
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6v/12apCKU

HUKOW HAMA A 3HAE

BcTpaHu oT oTaaneyeHara, oTpaseHa CBETIMHA

B TBOUTE CUBO 3€JIeHV 04U, HAKON MOMEHTH

B AHV KOUTO 'l NPEBPDbLLAT B MO-CUBW — NO JaNeyHn
OT NPBCTY ObXKA HA MUNA PA3CTOAHME Ha MOPCKIMA XOPU3OHT -
HMKOW HAMA [ia 3Hae KaTo Te nornegHe

ye TM 1 ce 6opun € YyaOBULLA, Y MalKKTe

1 6almnTe Ha YyAoBMLLA, AONY B TbBMHUTE

TyHenu nop esepoTo 6e3 meya Ha beoynd,

ye CV NpemMrHan nNpes cey, NPeTbpnan cu

TeXKM 3arybu, 3a Aa K1Beel OTHOBO B CBET/IMHATA.
[lopv ako Te HMKOra He TU JaaaT 3naTeH mepan,
TbPXKeCTBO, Jo6pe JoWbN B CBETa, NPUATENIO.
Bcmuko KoeTo nckam e Aa Mun B3emell pbKarta,
KoraTo jolfie MoAT pef Aa NpeMmHa oT TaMm.

18

-Ha [Ixyn

NO ONE WOULD KNOW

Apart from a distant, reflective cast of light

in your grey-green eyes, certain moments

on days that turn them greyer - more distant
than fingers of rain a mile out on a sea horizon -
no one would know to look at you

that you've fought monsters, and the mothers
and fathers of monsters, down in the dark
tunnels under the lake with no Beowulf sword,
that you've come through slaughter, incurred
heavy losses to live in the light again.

Even if they never gave you the ticker-tape,
the parade, welcome to the world, my friend.
All'l ask is that you take my hand

when it's my turn to come through.

—For Jude

19
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MALLEUS MALEFICARUM?

Daemones non operantur nisi per artem’

B cTapa lanuuus, korato e 6una ropuctus
N6epuinckn ceBepo3anag — Tam Ma BbJLU
olle B NylaHMHcKaTa KpenocT Ha O Courel -
3a BewuyuTe, xopata 0bMKHOBEHO Ka3Bar,
,He BApBam B TAX, HO Te CbLyecTByBaT.”
OnacHo e fa ce OTKaX<eLl OT BApPBaHe.

JlereHauTe Ca KYKMYKW U TV T 0CBOOOXKaBalu
[a OTUAAT B MOPETO B PeLLeTo

U Aa NbTyBaT KaTo AUM OT NpeAHaTa CTpaHa
Ha nMueTo T, Aa Npuemart apyru popmm

B C/IANOTO METHO 3af rnasaTta 1

Kb[ETO Te Ca TbMHU YUUTENN.

*KeHuTe 3a KOMTO Ka3Baxa ye ca Bewmum
3Haexa: Kak U3KyCHO [la pa3pA3BaT CBUHe
CbCYXpeHU, 3abpageH BOOBULM

B YEPHO C PaxXMTUYHU KpaKa

1 34paBK ToAry, 6bp3a 3106Ha pbKa
roToBa fla nycHe mactudure,

8 OOMKHOBEHO TpeBeX/IaHa KaTo ,,YyKbT Ha BEHIMIHUTE", € HAl-U3BECTHHUSAT TPAKTAT 32 MarbOCHUUECTBOTO. Toii e
HaIMCaH OT HEMCKHUS KaTOIMYEeCKH TyXOBHUK XaHpux Kpamep u e myOnukyBan mpe3 1486 r. (Gern. mp.)

° JlatuHcku — J[eMOHHTE HE JIeHCTBAT C APYTO OCBEH ¢ XUTpocT (Oe. mp.)
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MALLEUS MALEFICARUM

Daemones non operantur nisi per artem*

In old Galicia, when it was the forested
Iberian north-west - there are wolves
still in O Courel’s mountain fastness -
about witches, people used to say,

“l don't believe in them, but they exist.”
It is dangerous to suspend belief.

Fables are hooks, and so you free
them to go to sea in a sieve,

or travel like smoke from the front side
of your face, to take other forms

in the blind spot behind your head
where they are dark educators.

The women some said were witches
knew this: rich in craft of slitting swine,
wizened, headscarved widows

in black with rickety legs

and stout sticks, a quick malice hand
ready to unleash the mastiffs,

they knew ghost lights in the forest
was the Santa Compana: processions

21
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Te 3Haexa Ye NPU3payYHMTE CBETIIMHMI B ropaTa
6s1xa CaHTa KomnaHa'": npouecnn

Ha n3rybeHu gywn. U ga He oTroBapsi

Ha NoyyKBaHe no npo3opeLa cnep najaHeTo Ha HoLTa
aKo nfBa C BYKaHe

Ha nmeTo TW. BuHaru cn yakan

HAKOW Ja U3BMKa UMETO TU.

CrapwuTe 3HaAT BpaTaTa

e poHTaHena v oule ce opopms,

N Ye HAKOW BeLULM Ca MbXKe.

(A3 3Ham BbJILIEBGHNK 03HaYaBa NO-HU3LL MarbOCHMK)

Te 3anywwxa ywnte cv 3a M3mMamara

KaTo LWenHexa, He 89p8am,

HO BeLMLn CbLleCcTBYBaT.

,CNefl KaTo M3/TbXKaT BpaTaTa

Te MoraT Jia UaBaT U [la CW OTKBAT KOraTo C nomuckar”,

10 CaHTa KomnaHsa e fbnboKo BKOpeHeH MUT, pasnpocTpaHeH B fanuncua, Actypus, Kactunus, JleoH n CeBepHa
Moptyranua. Bapsa ce, ue npouecnsa Ha MbpTBUTe, 0bneyeHn B 6enn HameTana C Kauynkuy, Tpbrea B MOYHOL, 1 ce

CKuTa 13 eHopuATa. (6en. np.)

22

of lost souls. And not to answer

a knock on the window after nightfall
if it comes with the calling

of your name. You always waited

for someone to say your name.

The old know the door

is fontanelle, still forming,

and that some witches are men.

(I know warlock means lesser conjuror.)

They stopped their ears to the lure

by whispering, | don't believe,

but witches exist. The book says:

“after beguiling the door

they can come and go as they please’”

(*Demons do not operate save by trickery)

ysibug
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FOPA

Korato 65ax Ha WecHaliceT, ToBa belle nobrmaTa M/ NeceH.

Ho kaTo cnywax, He 3Haex

ye a3 cbLlo 6ax 3arybeH B ropa.

YeTpwm roguHn, obpBeTaTa ce 6axa pasMHOXMUNIN:
CTo Mynn 1 6e3nepcneKkTMBHO

3aBbpTaHe OT NPbCTUTE Ha BewumLa.

BewmuaTa 6elle MbX, MbXKbT belle CBEeLLEeHUK,

1 3aKJIMHAHNETO 3aMoYHa KaTo CeMeHa,

nagHanu cnyyariHo, B MOAroTBEHA NOYBa.

OT efHO MHBAa3VBHO KOpeHMLLe

OCHOBEH KOpPEH KONTO Ce NpoCTMpan nog 3emaATta
roparta u3pacHa, ToJIKkoBa rbCTa

No3BOJIABaLLE CaMO MU KPbroBO ABUXXEHME Ha €EH.

MpuKaskaTa 3a MarnATa KOATO NPUCMMBA CBETA

€ BAPHA: 3aMbKbT KbJETO JOPY MyXuUTe CMAT,
KbAETO roTBaybT KOMTO LWe npebure umpaka cnu;
MOAT XKMBOT CMeLle, BONATa M/ CMeLle, 1 ropaTa pacTelue.
Ton Mme cManu, Taka Yye CTaHaX MaJTbK:

TOJIKOBA MaJTbK, a3 6AX MUTOXOHAPWA

eHeprusa 3a Heuue Apyro as.

Cera KoraTo CbM Ha OTKPUTO,

KaTo YOBEK KOWTO Ce oTAaneyaBa OT KaTacTpoda
BAPBAM Ha Pa3CTOAHMETO U NPOAb/IKaBaM Harnpes
pagBam ce ye CbM OLENAN B CJTbHYEBATa CBET/IMHA
KOSITO CbAbprKa ropata B cebe cu.

Ho B onpepeneHn Howm

24

A FOREST

When | was sixteen, it was my favourite song.
But as | listened, | didn’t know

that |, too, was lost in a forest.

For years, the trees had multiplied:

A hundred miles and no perspective

spun from the fingers of a witch.

The witch was a man, the man was a priest,
and the spell began as seeds,

dropped casually, into prepared ground.
From an invasive rhizome

a taproot that extended underground,

the forest grew, snagging so thickly

it allowed only a mile of circular movement a day.

The fairytale of the spell that sleeps the world

is true: the castle where even the flies sleep,

where the cook-about-to-beat-the-apprentice sleeps;
my life slept, my will slept, and the forest grew.

He shrank me, so that | became small:

so small, | was mitochondrion,

energy for someone else’s self.

Now that | am out in the open,

like a person walking away from a crash
| trust in distance, and keep going:

glad to have survived into the sunlight
that holds no forest within.

But on certain nights
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KoraTo ce cbOyx/JaM OT CbHULLA, MOrNeXaam Ha3ag
N BMXKAAM ropata n3pacHana Ha XOpu3oHTa.

A3 BCe oule BXKAaM TbMHVHATA Npe3 AeHsA

1 ycellam NncbKa, 3arnyLueH

AbN6OKO Ha MACTOTO KbAETO HUKOW He MOXe fa uye.
ToraBsa ce o6pbliyam 1 NPogb/IKaBaM Hanpea.
Bcnuko Ha KoeTo BApBaM NPYHAAIEXN

Ha XOPW30HTa Nnpef MeH.

MATPbOLLUKHA

Tpa6sa 0a uzsadum ysaama kKapmuHd om nepcnekmusa
3a 0d cu npedcmMasum 8 nepcnekmusd mosed Koemo obu4aliHugm HU Ha4yuH
Ha 8v3npusmue He Moxe 0a pasbepe.

(PeHecarcosomo cebenpedcmassHe, CTUBbH FPUNHBIIAT)

KaTo apxeonor, nocT-konoHnanHus

NEKTOP HY Ka3a, CTOTULM HapeaeHn

BbB BbTPELLUHOCTTA Ha Kowepa, Bk dopmaTa
nop KpakaTa MM B TO3U LebOoBbp Ha XonbarH",
Ob6neueHn B xepmenuHu, ropaun, bpagatu
MDBXe Ha LMBUIM3aLMATa, MAaca CbC CEKCTAHTMH,
ABa rnobyca — KomMnac 1 3HayeHue -

3aj TAX: NOCNaHNLM Ha ABOpPa

Ha XeHpwu VI, ,konTo Tpabea na e 6un

KaTto MNonut6ropo Ha CtanuH". Tn

TpAbGBaLle Aa ce N3AANall, ako Torasa

MMallle TakaBa KoHuenuus. [aselikn Boaa,
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when | wake from dreams, | look back

and see the forest has grown on the horizon.
I still see the darkness during the day

and feel the scream, muffled

deep in the place no one can hear.

Then | turn, and walk on.

All I trust is what belongs

to the forward horizon.

ysibug

RUSSIAN DOLLS

We must throw the entire painting out of perspective
in order to bring into perspective what our usual mode
of perception cannot comprehend.

(Renaissance Self-Fashioning, STEPHEN GREENBLATT)

Like an excavationist, the post-colonial
lecturer said to us, hundreds ranged up
the insides of the hive, “look at the shape
under their feet in this masterwork by Holbein!
They stand in ermines, proud, bearded
men of civilisation, a table of sextants,
two globes — compass and meaning -
behind them: ambassadors to the court
of Henry VIII, “which must have been

like the Politburo under Stalin”You

had to whittle your self, if there was

such a concept then. Treading water,

i
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BHe3anHUA CTyg Nog rbpauTe Tu.
bnbckaHeTo.

TpabBa fa 3acTaHelw Mo onpefeneH brbi 3a 4a BUANULW
yepena KonTo e 6rn Tam nNpes LANoTo Bpeme.
Mma nn TepMrH B 3KYCTBOTO 32 pPafikaIHOTO HaxJlyBaHe
Ha NOBbPXHOCTHOTO 3HaYeHne?
B >kmBOTa HAMa Ayma
3a KoraTto nogbT pyxHe.
CTpaHHO e KakBO ce Bpblua npu Teb.
[lokaTto ueTa Tpazeousma Ha ommscmumerns
GaraxxbT MU M3MIEXKAaLLE JIEK,
KaTo MUKpodUIMm, 1 a3 BApBax Ue 6sax ceobomeH.
CTpaHHO 1 3110BeLLo e a CU CMOMHALL

Hella KOUTO CU CMsATas 33 UCTUHA -
peanHoCTTa OTHOBO pa3k/aTeHa B Kanengockona,
aToMuTe Ha COBCTBEHOTO TN TANO

ce cONbCKBAT B YCKOPUTENSA Ha NamMeTTa.

AToMKM3aLMATa, € KOETO Ce pasnajga
KoraTo ibXKuTe ce cbbepar,

KoraTo 6/I0KMpaHUTe YyBCTBA
OTHOBO KbPBST, yCeLlall, Ye yMUPaLL KB,

B cebe cu, B Hero,
TOV B T€D, NMbXKWN B UCTUHA B JTbXKMU -

MaTpbOoLLKN B KOBYE3N

1 BbTpE: TU, Hal-
ManKoTo HelLlo.

28

the sudden cold beneath your chest.
The buffeting.

You have to stand at an angle to see

the skull that was there all along.

Is there a term in art for radical infestation

of the surface meaning?

In life there is no word

for when the floor falls away.

It is strange what comes back to you.

Reading The Revenger’s Tragedy

my baggage seemed light,

like microfiche, and | believed | was free.

Strange and ominous to remember
things you thought were true -

reality reshaken in the kaleidoscope,

your own body’s atoms

collide in the memory accelerator.
It is atomisation, falling apart
as the lies come together,
as the feelings that were blocked
bleed back, you feel you are dying alive,
within yourself, within him,
he within you, lies within truth within lies —

Line break here
Russian Dolls, coffined,
and inside: you, the
tiniest thing.
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Oensung MaknornuH e pogeH B [Jb65vH npe3 1972 r. 3aBbpluUBa YHUBEPCUTETCKN KoNeX, boVH 1
[NporpamaTa Nno TBOpYECKO NucaHe Ha HionopKckna yHnBepcuTeT. Ton e NoeT, nmucaTten Ha Xygo»KecTBeHa
AOKYyMeHTanncTrKa v npesogay. ABTop e Ha KHurute B ouakeaHe Ha CBeTu bpeHgaH v gpyru
ctnxotBopeHus” u,Ckuum ot CaHtaro” (Salmon Poetry, 2012 1 2017). HeroeaTa TpeTa cTxocOumpKa
,LIeHTBbp 3a KaTacTpodun” nsnmsa npes 2024 r. B usgatenctso Salmon. Hocuten e Ha HarpagaTa,[MaTpuk
KaeaHa". Monyuasan e nogkpena v npusHaHue ot Arts Council,, KoHbepeHuuaATa Ha nucatenute ,Sewanee”
1 HioliopKCKUA yHUBEPCUTET, KbAeTo e 61n npenogasaten ctuneHanaHT fongyotsbp”. HomrHupaH

e 3a Harpagata,Pushcart”. bun e meHTOp 1 NpenogaBaTen No TBOPYECKO NMCaHe 1 nnTepaTypa Ha
¢decTrBana 3a noesuna,CbHKbH [ApABH" B YHUBEPCUTETCKMA KoneX, JbonunH, HIoMOpKCKUS YHUBEPCUTET,
cneumanusnpaHata 6onHuua,Konep” n AnnaHca 3a geua , XbHTc MonHT” B KOXkeH BpoHKC, KbaeTo e 6un
nucaten pesuaeHT. Mexay 2013-ta n 2016-Ta TOM OpraHmM3Mpa 3aefHo CbC CbrpyraTta cu YeTeHnA B
BpyknuH, Hio Mopk, Ha KonTo npeacTass okosno 150 nucatenu.

YuacTBan e B peguua nutepatypHu dectmsanu Kato JintepatypHus dectnsan Yect Kopk, ectrBana Ha
noesuaTta B CbHKbH [apabH 1 MHOrO Apyru.

MNpenopnasa Teopuecko NncaHe B AMepPUKaHCKUA Konex B JbonnH. YuacTBa B MHMUMATUBATa ,HegoBbplLueHa
KHMra c noesma” 3a yyeHnLUmn oT CpegHnTe yuynnmiia u nHnymnaTtmneata, VipnaHackm noetn B yunnmwata®,
KnBee B KOpK CbC cemencTBoTO CU.
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