Poems
Nikola Madzirov

HOME

I lived at the edge of the town

like a streetlamp whose light bulb
no one ever replaces.

Cobwebs held the walls together,
and sweat our clasped hands.

I hid my teddy bear

in holes in crudely built stone walls
saving him from dreams.

Day and night I made the threshold come alive
returning like a bee that

always returns to the previous flower.

It was a time of peace when | left home:

the bitten apple was not bruised,
on the letter a stamp with an old abandoned house.

From birth I've migrated to quiet places
and voids have clung beneath me

like snow that doesn’t know if it belongs
to the earth or to the air.
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AFTER US

One day someone will fold our blankets

and send them to the cleaners

to scrub the last grain of salt from them,

will open our letters and sort them out by date
instead of by how often they've been read.

One day someone will rearrange the room'’s furniture
like chessmen at the start of a new game,

will open the old shoebox

where we hoard pyjama-buttons,

not-quite-dead batteries and hunger.

One day the ache will return to our backs
from the weight of hotel room keys

and the receptionist’s suspicion

as he hands over the TV remote control.

Others' pity will set out after us
like the moon after some wandering child.
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FAST IS THE CENTURY

Fast is the century. If | were wind
| would have peeled the bark off the trees
and the facades off the buildings in the outskirts.

If  were gold, | would have been hidden in cellars,
into crumbly earth and among broken toys,
| would have been forgotten by the fathers,
and their sons would remember me forever.

If | were a dog, | wouldn't have been afraid of
refugees, if | were a moon
| wouldn't have been scared of executions.

If | were a wall clock
| would have covered the cracks on the wall.

Fast is the century. We survive the weak earthquakes

watching towards the sky, yet not towards the
ground.

We open the windows to let in the air

of the places we have never been.

Wars don't exist,

since someone wounds our heart every day.

Fast is the century.

Faster than the word.

If | were dead, everyone would have believed me

when | kept silent.
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