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To the Welsh Deaf and Disabled community.


/


I’r gymuned Gymreig Fyddar ac Anabl.















Introduction / Rhagymadrodd







BETHANY HANDLEY, MEGAN ANGHARAD HUNTER AND SIONED ERIN HUGHES


Beyond / Tu Hwnt is a communities-uniting collection of contemporary Welsh Deaf and Disabled voices. By celebrating the diversity and uniqueness of our voices, we aim to fill the void where our stories and experiences always should have existed. Our aim in bringing our poetry, non-fiction and fiction together is to show that our work exists in all its power beyond the barriers and that it always has existed here in Wales. A collection of work by Deaf and Disabled writers shouldn’t be radical, yet it is.


Mae croeso i unrhyw un yn y gymuned hon, boed eich amhariad yn weladwy neu beidio. Os cofiwch hynny, bydd eich presenoldeb a’ch cyfraniad tuag at y gymuned yn eich grymuso.


We have had enough of being marginalised and spoken for and over. Welsh Deaf and Disabled voices are still often othered and excluded and it remains challenging to find positive representation of the Deaf and Disabled community. It can be incredibly lonely and isolating to exist as a Disabled person in a world not designed for us, that maintains the barriers that continue to shut us out.


The literary community is unfortunately saturated with ableist and audist barriers that make it harder for Deaf and Disabled writers to have our voices recognised. From poor working conditions including unrealistic pay that inevitably hits Deaf and Disabled writers harder, to the expectation that writers have the time, energy and a disregard for their own access requirements to promote their own work, to a lack of Deaf and Disabled editors in the industry, barriers to writing and publication as a Deaf and/or Disabled writer can be exhausting.


Nid yw’r cysylltiadau negyddol gyda’r gair ‘Anabl’ wedi helpu yn y cyd-destun hwn, chwaith; dwi’n siŵr bod gan bawb gof o glywed y gair ‘Anabl’ yn cael ei ddefnyddio fel term sarhaus ar iard yr ysgol. Mae’n hen bryd i ni berchnogi’r gair yn falch ac yn ddiymddiheuriad, oherwydd nid gair negyddol mohono, ond term sy’n dynodi ffordd o fod yn ddynol. Mae’r flodeugerdd hon yn ymgais o brofi hynny ar goedd.


The idea for this anthology stemmed from a writing retreat Bethany and Megan held for young Deaf and Disabled writers at the treasured Tŷ Newydd, the National Writing Centre of Wales. Through conversations between Deaf, Disabled and neurodivergent writers, one theme emerged: we did not feel united as a community. One of the biggest barriers to belonging was not identifying as Disabled because they did not feel ‘disabled enough’. There’s an expectation that a united Disabled community will extend their hospitality to you on acquiring an impairment, declaring ‘congratulations, you’re now Disabled.’ This doesn’t happen, nor will an individual automatically gain access to the health and social care and adaptations that they need to have the best quality of life. This is a topic Erin, Megan and Bethany debated in depth upon meeting at Tŷ Newydd. Erin had previously edited the groundbreaking Byw yn fy Nghroen, a collection of writing by young Disabled people, and agreed to come on board as an editor.


Cysylltodd sawl cyfrannwr gyda ni cyn anfon eu gwaith yn cwestiynu a oedd eu hanabledd yn eu gwneud yn gymwys ai peidio. Yn arbennig felly, gwelwyd hyn yn achos cyfranwyr gydag anableddau anweladwy neu niwrowahaniaethau. Mae’n hawdd peidio â theimlo’n ‘ddigon Anabl’ pan fo’r amrywiaeth o brofiadau yn y gymuned mor eang, ond dyna un o’r pethau sy’n gwneud y gymuned Anabl mor arbennig; yr amrywiaeth diddiwedd o brofiadau a ffyrdd o ‘fod’ yn Anabl sy’n plethu drwyddi, ac mae hynny’n rhywbeth i’w ddathlu.


At the heart of this anthology is pride in our identities and the belief that we are not disabled by our impairments but by the barriers created by an audist and ableist world, as is beautifully explored in Diffwys Criafol’s ‘Dyslexia, Dyspraxia & Desperation’. According to the social model of disability, disability is the barriers and discrimination perpetuated by our society, not by an individual’s impairment. As Matthew Haigh writes in ‘Criminal Bodies’, ‘a world well-designed for [non-disabled people], ill-equipped for [us] awaits.’ Since these barriers have been created, they can also be removed. Work throughout this anthology challenges the barriers in innovative, subversive ways from an essay interspersed by captions in Ed Garland’s ‘[CAPTIONS ON]’, to Katherine Williams’ ‘Just Relax’ where the scanner’s beeps punctuate the poem.


O’r dechrau, roedden ni’n credu’n gryf y dylid cyhoeddi gwaith pob cyfrannwr yn yr iaith wreiddiol yn unig. Mae cyfieithu’n grefft arbennig ac yn allweddol er mwyn creu pontydd rhwng gwahanol gymunedau, ar draws ffiniau ac fel gweithred o solidariaeth. Gall cyfieithiadau llwyddiannus greu rhywbeth o’r newydd. Eto i gyd, wrth wneud hynny, mae’n ffaith anochel ei bod hi’n amhosib cynrychioli’r gwaith heb golli rhywfaint o weledigaeth bardd neu awdur y darn gwreiddiol. Rydym yn sgwennu o safbwynt cymuned sydd wedi’i lleiafrifo trwy gyfrwng iaith sydd wedi’i lleiafrifo, felly mae peidio â chyfieithu hefyd yn weithred wleidyddol herfeiddiol. Rydym yn gwrthod glastwreiddio’r gwaith Cymraeg er mwyn plesio’r mwyafrif, yn union fel yr ydym yn gwrthod glastwreiddio ein balchder o fod yn Anabl er mwyn plesio’r mwyafrif nad ydynt yn Anabl. Gan fod bodolaeth y flodeugerdd ei hun yn weithred wleidyddol o herfeiddiwch yn sgil ablaeth systemig cymdeithas, roedd peidio â chyfieithu’n benderfyniad priodol.


We are proud of the many writers who have shaped this collection, including Sam Skelton, a brilliant writer, who has sadly since passed away and playwright and writer Kaite O’Reilly whose disability arts practices have led the way for Deaf and Disabled writers on the global stage and who has taken Welsh stories to the world. Our work builds on the work of the Deaf and Disabled writers and activists such as Kaite who have enabled our freedom and artistic practice through their tireless subversion of disability stereotypes and a relentless fight for our rights. This anthology is a snapshot of Welsh Deaf and Disabled writers at the time of writing and builds on this foundation of activism, disability arts and Deaf and Disabled pride. Beyond asks, united, what’s possible?





/

















State of Bird









CAITLIN TINA JONES


There were pigeons kissing on the fence yesterday


and I told you this: how their diaphanous plumes


painted God in infinite shape, each clambering


in a muss of feathered innateness. A pigeon does


not evaluate its pigeonness, sum up its state of bird,


or consider if it becomes lesser because it cannot make


a nest. I lined mouldy raspberries in a neat row across


the fence. I watched as they bobbed and teetered to eat


them all, one-by-one splitting open small, seeded bodies.


A beak is a tusk is a tooth, broken in open air. I sucked


raspberry juice from my fingers, curled my nails in on


sugar-wet palms. Something can tilt in the light


and then change: fuchsia flashing emerald then grey,


ebbing neatly, ecstatic, feathered cooing on the forest floor.





/















The Summers









JOSHUA JONES


Spiderman squirting spider-silk from a white, cotton-spun vest /


Girls think the fabulous muscles under my school uniform are real /


A birthday party in soft-play McDonalds / Darth Vader cake /


Hot Wheels arranged by size / plastic dinosaurs / taste of time /


I wished for a brother / Wish fulfilled


/ I used to think all wishes come true /




Uncle and I with matching hair / Does your Mam cut your hair


with the same bowl?/ I wanted to kiss boys and girls /


couldn’t kiss either with this shitty haircut / School / a timeloop /


every Parents Evening every report repeated / Your son is bright


/ and gifted / if only we could get him to pay attention!





Whenever I pay attention to pain / I see white lights and stitches /


The first time feeling / space between socket / bone / pulled apart /


Childhood documented by doctors, slings, casts / stitches /


Was this why I retreated into myself?


/ To allow the body to fix itself? /


The summers of my childhood taste like wild garlic / vinegar /


Chips fall from my paper knees / I bury them in Tenby sand


with my foot / This must be the place /


I felt I could exist somewhere / physically /


I don’t wear costumes anymore / No more Spiderman / just


/ Welsh salt / Welsh soil / This skin is a mask /

















Garn Fadryn







SIONED ERIN HUGHES


Ben Garn Fadryn,


fi a’r ci.


Roedd y tir yn tynnu,


fy nhraed yn drybola


o driog du.


Minnau’n gwthio,


yn rhygnu drwyddo


gam wrth gam,


un droed o flaen y llall,


drosodd a throsodd,


dyna chdi,


bron yna,


ac eto …


Mae’r grug bellach


yn fochau afiechyd –


y porffor wedi blino,


ymylon yn brownio.


Eto, mae ’na dlysni,


er nad yw’n iach.


Ystyriaf, gwenaf,


a dwi’n gyrru ’mlaen,


y ci a thro llawen


ei chynffon


yn arwain y ffordd.


Dwi’n teimlo’r gwendid


yn curo drwof,


mor gyfarwydd imi


â f’enw fy hun.


Mae’n dwrdio,


strancio,


yn pwyntio bys.


Dwi’n rhoi dwmi yn ei geg


drwy oedi.


Mae’n dofi, yn diolch,


a dwi’n dechrau eto.


Y copa, o’i gyrraedd,


yn teimlo fel dychwelyd.


Dwi’n sbio ar ehangder


fy adra, baneri’r caeau


a môr sy’n brolio’i obeithion.


Mi dala i’r pris am heddiw.


Ond weithiau,


mae ennyd ar ben Garn Fadryn


werth wythnos o orffwys wedyn.















One of those radiant people







KAITE O’REILLY


from Something Wonderful, the Beijing ‘d’Monologues.


This is an excerpt from Kaite’s international The ‘d’ Monologues – fictional solos written solely for Deaf, Disabled and neurodivergent identifying performers, informed by lived experience. Since 2010 productions have taken place across the UK, South Korea, and Singapore. This is from Kaite’s most recent collaboration during lockdown, with Chinese disabled, Deaf and neurodivergent people.












	Speaker:


	When I was a child I believed my body belonged to me completely. Now I feel it’s my physical container. Sooner or later I will have to give it back. So until then, I celebrate it and dress it accordingly.







	Voice a:


	A colourful maxi dress.







	Voice b:


	Dr. Martens boots.







	Voice c:


	Pyjamas.







	Voice b:


	A Tibetan robe.







	Speaker:


	Clothes: ‘Appearance is 30% looks and 70% adornment.’ 三分靠长相,七分靠打扮.







	Voice a:


	A classic black leather jacket.







	Voice b:


	A loose-fitting cotton dress that is unrestricted and comfortable.







	Speaker:


	Ask people what item of clothing their impairment might be, and you’d be surprised by their answers.







	Voice c:


	A pure white princess dress, short in the front, trailing at the back. The top like Snow White’s, puffy sleeves, bare shoulders.







	Voice a:


	Short rags that don’t even cover the skin.







	Voice b:


	A low profile conservative coat but with sexy clothes inside.







	Voice c:


	A Cantonese opera costume.







	Speaker:


	
Clothes maketh the man and I am self-made: my own creation. People are surprised I dress so well, like they’re expecting me to be like a pauper in a period drama – or in one of those flimsy hospital gowns made of paper that don’t close at the back … At times it seems my sartorial fabulousness is an affront – someone like me shouldn’t look like this, surely? Perhaps they expect me to be in beige, shapeless pull-ons, washed a thousand times and communally used – clothes that are shared, but never owned, like in those institutions where you don’t even have your own underwear.















But that’s their issue, not mine. Couture isn’t just for the non-disabled. I love seeing their jaws drop when I turn up in knocked-off Chanel or Guo Pei – made by myself. I see the designs in magazines or catwalks on social media during Paris Fashion Week and I screenshot, study, and make my own version, adapted and custom-made for my body.


If I meet old neighbours they tell me: ‘you look so good!’ Well, with my rip-off designer garb of course I do. But I can tell they really mean something else. It’s the shock in their faces, tempered with a little fear, like they’re meeting a ghost. ‘So you’re still here? Still holding on?’ They expected me to die before adulthood.


‘You may not look strong,’ my mother said, ‘but you’re durable. You just dug your heels in and decided to stay despite all the predictions, and you surprised them all.’ Which seems to be my natural state – the surprise that dresses spectacularly in bespoke clothes like an Audrey Hepburn or Dilireba. Sometimes I wear jeans and sometimes that cheap synthetic Chinese silk – but never a Cheongsam – not with these hips.












	Voice b:


	Body contour elastic dress.







	Voice a:


	A white feather.







	Voice c:


	Hunting clothes.







	Speaker:


	‘Occasionally,’ I joke when talking about my wardrobe, ‘occasionally I wear nothing at all, just a dab of perfume behind each ear, like Marilyn Monroe.’ And that’s frowned upon, too, for people like me aren’t supposed to speak like that. We shouldn’t be confident, or desirable, but bland and grateful, with a ‘thank you’ on our lips.
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