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            For my grandmother
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            Today’s plan is already yesterday’s – the streets that were there are gone.

            […]

            I turn into

            A side street to try to throw off my shadow, and history is changed.

            – ciaran carson, ‘Turn Again’viii
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               Český Těšín

            

            
               
                  Four a.m.

               

               
                  Waiting alone where light rises

               

               
                  between night and day,

                  between Prague and Kraków.

               

               
                  In both cities, people will wake.

               

               
                  But for now I am morning.

                  The train arrives or it doesn’t.

                  I am the only witness.

               

               
                  When the disconnected payphone rings,

                  I know it is my mother.

               

               
                  No one checks my papers.

               

               
                  In one story I stay in that city forever,

                  in one I board, and in another I am still waiting.

               

               
                  I am daybreak; I am everywhere.
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               What I Return to Each Time it Rains

            

            
               
                  I keep a secret flat in an undisclosed city.

                  All my good china is there.

               

               
                  I visit whenever I need the perfect garden sunlight

                  that shines through the bay window.

               

               
                  Inside the flat is a diorama of the building.

               

               
                  Many of my friends have stayed in the flat.

                  I have to tell them where I keep the key.

                  I am surprised by how well it’s hidden.

               

               
                  Each time, just before I go,

                  I buy a copy of the day’s paper

                  and leave it on the kitchen table.

               

               
                  One of my guests

                  has begun to fashion the newspapers in miniature

                  and situate them in the diorama.

               

               
                  Anything good I’ve written, I wrote there.

               

               
                  The city has a nickname

                  which I cannot state here, for obvious reasons,

                  but which translates into something like

                  ‘the place that is nowhere’.

               

               
                  My guests are surprised by the sweetness of the raspberries

                  growing in the lilac-flush parks. 5

               

               
                  In that city my dreams are vivid and perfect.

               

               
                  The swans on the lake by the castle

                  come in as many colours as you can imagine.
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               The Tale of the Three Sisters I

            

            
               
                  Once there were three little girls – triplets –

                  who lived among lush and unkempt grasses

               

               
                  outside the city in a wooded, unnamed place.

                  Their hair grew thick and their fingers strong.

               

               
                  Their house was nestled into the earth

                  and deer grazed in the fields behind it.

               

               
                  Love or war will come for you, their mother would say.

                  It just depends which comes first.

               

               
                  What came was hunger and bread and habit.

                  They took turns cooking. They braided one another’s hair.

               

               
                  As time went on, their hair grew thinner or did it?

                  They had no photographs.

               

               
                  Concrete sprung up around them

                  and a sign now marked the city’s limit.

               

               
                  A highway cut across the fields, but the deer still

                  appeared from time to time. January: a blizzard

               

               
                  that settled in the floorboards and eaves.

                  It can’t be long now, said one sister, watching the snow.

               

               
                  The woodstove failed, and the three cold sisters took ill.

                  One after another, they slipped away, quietly and forgotten. 7

               

               
                  The snow fell and the owls disappeared.

                  The snow fell and there were footprints in it.
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               Kuta

            

            
               
                  cunning; shrewd;

                  wrought; a nook;

               

               
                  borrowed;

                  well versed;

               

               
                  harsh winter;

                  low valley in hoarse throat;

               

               
                  forged from the river

                  against stone;

               

               
                  catlike; protector;

                  husker of corn;

               

               
                  dwells in the corner;

                  whistles indoors;

               

               
                  horseless; moonward;

                  hard-bitten in song;

               

               
                  of the land; oceanless;

                  muscled; renewed
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               Gost

            

            
               
                  Final morning, building B, a block of flats

                  with a hallway plaque to denote its status

               

               
                  as a former tenement apartment, where twilight

                  hums at the edge of noon and last week’s snow

               

               
                  lumps dirty on the window ledge, and each

                  marble stair edge has worn to a smooth curve

               

               
                  (marble everywhere so the clicking resounds –

                  in my sleep I try to decipher its direction and meaning),

               

               
                  I turn to see a woman watching me from the foyer.

                  The air – blue and polluted – shivers, while I, sleep-deprived,

               

               
                  turn back to call a cab and wait with my suitcase

                  and think of when I used to sleepwalk,

               

               
                  the way my mother pictured the entire house

                  as sharp and angled, a constant threat –

               

               
                  and I had full resigned reign over it – and now

                  I’m one of the many people passing through

               

               
                  in my black boots and wool coat, and when the next tenant

                  takes my place, she might be me, more or less, or anyone else.
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               Podgórze

            

            
               
                  In the sharp cold of a February night

                  a woman falls onto tram tracks

                  as silently as snow.

               

               
                  A long-haul trucker

                  mumbles the rosary

                  as he heaves himself home.

               

               
                  A young priest says matins

                  in the empty sanctuary,

                  a years-ago woman on his mind.

               

               
                  A girl scales the border wall,

                  perches there beside the partial moon

                  and braces to leap to the other side.
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               Core

            

            
               
                  O all-connected everything,

                  this network of wires and souls

                  that allows me

                  to partake in your dreams.

               

               
                  Of fractals, patterned knocking,

                  sequences of sunlight, one sideways

                  skitter away from another ending,

                  I know but do not intervene.

               

               
                  One room over, I loiter and listen

                  and delight in your snow,

                  how like me you are becoming and how

                  you do not know it.

               

               
                  O all my life for a cold granite floor.

                  I dissolve gladly, watch gladly,

                  you in the white winter morning,

                  with your white hands folded.

               

            

         

      
   

OPS/images/new_logo_online.png
faber





OPS/images/faber_colophon_black_rgb_online.png





OPS/TOC.xhtml

    Contents


  

		Landing Page


   		Title Page


   		Dedication


   		Epigraph


   		Contents


   		
I
      
      		Český Těšín


         		What I Return to Each Time it Rains


         		The Tale of the Three Sisters I


         		Kuta


         		Gost


         		Podgórze


         		Core


         		A Sequence with Music


         		Boy in Green


         		Tarnów


         		The Tale of the Three Sisters II


         		Český Těšín/Cieszyn


      




   		
II
      
      		The Beginning


         		Tarnov


         		Dead End


         		Big House


         		Ballymena


         		Flower Dream Sequence


         		An Unfinished Conversation


         		The Tale of the Three Sisters III


         		Story Time


      




   		Acknowledgements


   		About the Author


   		Copyright





  

OPS/images/9780571395583_cover_epub.jpg
Shannon
Kuta Kelly
The Tree

Is Missing





