
Katarína Kucbelová  

Translated by Ivana Hostová 

All the Trees 

  

1       when she moved in that house 

she first chopped down all the trees 

sawed off all the branches extending from the neighbours’ 

let the sheep on the barren grounds and killed them every autumn 

and locked the meet in a large electric freezer 

the energy was running low, she started being sick 

once she said she doesn’t remember our childhood 

little by little, she stopped recognising us 

we started to fear next time it might be us who’d be locked in the freezer 

  

2       in my first memory I look up 

into a treetop 

later I climbed all the trees in the neighbourhood 

it was safe inside 

I saw the soft treetops from above 

I was tempted to lie down, I wanted to jump 

now I walk headfirst on the roots 



She Can Scream and Fly 

  

my mother is a bird 

in a flock of birds that screams in the trees above 

my mother can’t talk, she can only scream 

birds are invisible 

they are hidden in the foliage, but they have besieged the city, we know 

they are harmless 

if they rose from the foliage all at once, they would make 

a massive black shadow 

my mother doesn’t know she’s a part of the flock 

living with other birds, doing what they do 

my mother doesn’t know she screams 

she doesn’t even know she flies 

my mum flies very well 

she does all these things 

the things we sometimes see some birds to 

sitting down on a branch and flying up above the treetops 

my mother can’t be distinguished from the others 

I just say one of those birds is my mother 

my mother doesn’t know she is a bird 



she doesn’t need to know 

I can understand 

sometimes she ruffles another bird’s feathers 

but she doesn’t really know why 

she forgets all about it right away and can’t tell the bird from the rest of them 

birds can mainly be heard in the evening, that’s their time 

people sitting on the benches 

can hear the screaming filtered through the leaves, they say 

what a wonderful atmosphere 

my mother is a harmless part of the park 

even though she thinks she has supernatural powers 

maybe it’s because she doesn’t realise she can fly, I think 

what I think is perfectly irrelevant 

it’s all in my head – as they say 

birds do not communicate 

one of them screams, then another, and the next one 

it looks as if they were screaming together, but that’s not true 

they scream, because others scream 



The Forest Sucks Everything In 

  

1       the dog has found a doe leg, we saw her alive not a long time ago 

         on one of the walks, an interrupted shyness 

         we don’t move, or breathe 

         his prey is the rest of another’s prey 

  

2       I’ll shoot them all 

         he says to his wife, but he is really talking to us 

         we have a joint memory, we remember the shooting in the street 

         you’re all right, I’m all right 

         we don’t breathe 

  

         we share the street and plenty of other things, I’m sure 

         but now we must concentrate on the differences 

  

         my son will shoot your dog, he comes here to run 

         from now on, any time we meet a jogger in the forest, 

the man wants us to think 



he is carrying a gun, from now on, we always 

think that 

  

3       and the cheek that touches the grass, is mine 

         and the dog is running with a bone from my leg 

while I’m walking with the dog’s heavy body in my arms 

  

the boy hiding in the bushes believes his mum will find him 

and it’s always someone else 

who scares him 

  

and the forest sucks everything in 

there are just the stains on the seat of the car 

and the wipers don’t agree with anything 

that is going on right now 

  

we don’t breathe, or move, we hide 

play dead 

(from He Knows What He’ll Do) 
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