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            3‘Małgorzata Lebda’s poetry never ceases to amaze the reader. Even a chance encounter with it imperceptibly creates an everlasting connection. As eternal as the bond between the frozen sea and the forest.’

            —Olga Tokarczuk

            ‘Małgorzata Lebda’s startling Mer de Glace – so necessary for our ecological moment – connects the body to landscapes, reviving that ancient intimacy through language fertile as black soil, bright as sun on glacial ice, and urgent as a dog’s moonlit howl.’

            —Michael Downs, author of The Greatest Show: Stories

            ‘“It’s the job of the senses to turn into words”, writes Małgorzata Lebda in “Geography”. Her poems operate like a dog’s sense of smell in darkness: they venture forth with a clarity heightened by a tender knowledge of the embodied quality of all things – human, animal, celestial, natural, unnatural and linguistic. From a culture with an unparalleled tradition of poetry, Lebda is another truly fine poet from Poland. Her poetic vision is so singular and her style so distinctive we already have in usage the term “Lebda-esque”.’

            —Alice Lyons, author of Oona

            ‘What does a poet see when she runs along an entire river? In Mer de Glace, Małgorzata Lebda presents poems of extraordinary attentiveness to sensory experience, finding in tiny details such as the closing of an eyelid or the flesh of a greengage plum the same life force that courses beneath the glacier of the book’s title. Dense and luminous, these poetic missives from a body in motion amount to a radical act of presence that runs along the nerve between the intimate and the immense – rooted in landscape, language, and the rhythm of one foot placed in front of another.’

            —Scotia Gilroy, writer and translator
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               THE FEEDING OF THE DOGS

            

            
               
                  Mornings here in the damp valley are good, the end of the world

                  that continues rarely comes to mind, since other matters

                  are more important: take euthyrox first thing, get a quarter

                  doxybactin in the muzzle of the cat. And also: feed the dogs,

                  tell the dogs your dream, take the dogs for a walk.

               

               
                  Mornings here are good, serene, reaching all the way to the dark.
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               FROM THE BODY: ONE

            

            
               
                  Today the body was obedient. Before setting off on a run, its memory must be jogged about the route, the gravel, the roots, the arteries of the earth. If the path cuts through the forest, it obeys.

               

               
                  After several hours, as promised, I cool it off in the stream

                  just below the house. A woman with a boy in her arms

                  points me out from the road and says: Oh, look

                  over there, a lady, she’s walking into the cold, brrrr.

                  The boy apes: brrrr.
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