HOLIDAYS AT GRADMA'’S

A tall willow tree

rocked in the wind.

You could touch its catkins

from the swing. Just needed to get it going hard enough.

Further down there was a walnut tree.
We built an entire world on it.
Grandma used to dry its fruits

in a cardboard suitcase in the attic. We scrumped them.

A sour cherry tree in the middle of the yard,
fruits the colour of dark blood.

They stained fingers, tongues and souls.

In the corner a root cellar

for storing potatoes.

Another one at the side of the house,
its dankness smelling of apples

spread in single layers on the shelves.

A row of acacia trees led to the gate.
We climbed it
and from our watchtower

gaped at the film unwinding.
All gone now.

Too true, the curse of the dark well
between the acacia trees and pigsty.

(Translated by Maria Jastrzebska)



WAKACJE U BABCI

Wysoka wierzba
tanczyta na wietrze.
Jej witek mozna byto dotkngc¢

z hustawki. Wystarczyto mocno sie rozbujac.

Dalej rost orzech,

na ktérym zbudowalismy caty swiat.

Jego owoce babcia suszyta

w tekturowej walizce na strychu. PodkradaliSmy.

Na srodku podworka wisnia.
Ciemnokrwiste owoce

brudzity palce, jezyk i dusze.

W rogu wkopana w ziemie piwniczka
na ziemniaki.

Za domem druga,

ktérej chtéd zawsze pachniat jabtkami

roztozonymi pojedynczo na poétkach.

Do bramy prowadzit rzgd akacji.
WspinaliSmy sie na nig
i Z tej wiezy strazniczej

ogladaliSmy przewijajgcy sie film.

Tego wszystkiego juz nie ma.
Spetnita sie grozba ciemnej studni

miedzy akacjami a chlewem.



SWIMMING IN A STORM

We rode a rickety motorbike
with no licence.

Through fields. To the canal. By the woods.

A storm was brewing.

The water was sticky, menacing, like molasses.
First lightning let fear off the lead.
Thick, warm drops pushed us under,

banks were suddenly much steeper.

Barefoot,
on the rickety motorbike
through the fields

we swam back.

(Translated by Maria Jastrzebska)



PLYWANIE PODCZAS BURZY

Jechalismy na rozklekotanym motorze,
bez prawa jazdy,
przez pola

nad kanat pod lasem.

Zbierato sie na burze.

Woda byta lepka i grozna jak melasa.
Pierwsze btyskawice spuscity strach ze smyczy.
Ciepte, tluste krople wciskaty nas w gigb.

Brzeg zrobit sie bardziej stromy.

Boso,
na rozklekotanym motorze
przez pola

ptyneliSmy z powrotem.



*k%

On the bare table

a bottle of Sardinian wine,
bought as a present,

a cigarette in the ashtray,
coffee half-drunk.

On the bare table.

On the bare table

hands.

On the bare table

silence.

(Translated by Danusia Stok)



*k%

Na gotym stole

butelka sardynskiego wina,
kupiona na prezent,
papieros w popielniczce,
niedopita kawa.

Na gotym stole.

Na gotym stole

dionie.

Na gotym stole

cisza.



*k%

In my eyes
you cast a spell over

my smile,

which peeps through gaps
unattended,

when | glance in the mirror.

Suddenly I can’t keep my lips
in a straight line.

Shoulders winged will take flight.

Like in Breughel’s picture,
no-one will notice
the painful meeting

with sea.

(Translated by Danusia Stok)



*k%

W oczach
zaklinasz mi

usmiech,

ktory wyglgda ze szpar
niedopilnowanych,

kiedy zerkam w lustro.

Nagle ust juz nie
utrzymam w kresce.

Ramiona doskrzydlone poderwg sie.

Jak u Breughla,
nikt nie zauwazy
bolesnego spotkania

Z morzem.



POTATOES

In summer granny peeled them outdoors.
Sitting over a basin in the yard.

Potatoes fell into water, peelings on the ground at the side.

But first they had to be carried
from a cellar dug into the earth
with uneven steps of brick.

Darkness smelt like the grave.

| also remember potatoes

mashed in a bucket with grains.

For the pigs.

They smelt like a hot day in the country.

(Translated by Danusia Stok)



ZIEMNIAKI

Latem babcia obierata je na dworze.
Siadata na podworku nad miednica.

Ziemniaki spadaty do wody, a obierki na ziemie obok.

Ale najpierw trzeba je byto przyniesé
z wkopanej w ziemie piwniczki,
o nieréwnych schodkach z cegty.

Ciemnosc¢ miata zapach grobu.

Pamietam tez ziemniaki
tluczone w wiadrze z ziarnami.
Dla swin.

Pachniaty jak upalny dzien na wsi.



*k%

Outside insistent
wind off the summits,
on the wall a lady

in her Biedermeier bonnet.

Even if it ventured inside,

the wind wouldn’t sweep her away.

(Translated by Elzbieta Wojcik-Leese)



*k%

Za oknem wcigz ten sam
wiatr od gor,
a na $cianie dama

w czepku biedermeier.

Nawet gdyby wpadt do srodka

nie przewiatby jej stad.



*k%

Expectations have
to be heeded.

They do overwhelm.

(Translated by Elzbieta Wojcik-Leese)



*k%

Na oczekiwania

trzeba bardzo uwazaé.

Potrafig przerastac.



*k%

I'm such a
moodometer,

like a pendulum,
a mercury column

or like water.
| take up-on the shape of the vessel
you are, every day

different.

(Translated by Marta Dziurosz)



*k%

Taki ze mnie
nastrojometr,
jak wahadto,
stupek rteci

i jak woda.

Przy-ubieram ksztait naczynia,
ktorym co dzien jeste$

innym.



DRAUGHT

The doors to both rooms

propped open by my shoes.
In the end

| might be

swept away.

(Translated by Elzbieta Wojcik-Leese)



PRZECIAG

Drzwi do obu pokojow

zastawitam butami.

Moze mnie stad w koncu
wywieje
na dobre.



*k%

Tansy keeps growling at me.
Doesn’t let my otherness go unnoticed.

Despite words and gestures, and desires, and assurances.

| don’t stop for an instant

scratching this city behind ears.

(Translated by Danusia Stok)



*k%k

Tansy ciggle na mnie warczy.
Nie daje zapomnie¢ 0 mojej obcosci.

Wbrew stowom i gestom, i pragnieniom, i zapewnieniom.

Nie przestaje ani na chwile

drapac tego miasta za uszami.



STRIPPING WALLPAPER

Layers of old lives sleep hidden out of sight.
Steam reveals their sticky smell.

My hand trembles

every time | start to peel another piece.

Bare wall underneath tells an altogether different story.

(Translated by Maria Jastrzebska)



ZRYWANIE TAPET

Stare zycia $pig warstwami, schowane przed wzrokiem.
Para wodna obnaza ich kleisty zapach.
Reka drzy

za kazdym razem, gdy mam zerwac kolejng ptachte.

Naga sciana pod spodem opowiada zupetnie inng historie.



