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On April 18th of the National Poetry Month in the USA, at a sitting of the City Council of New
London, CT, Mayor Michael Passero proclaimed Friday, April 22, William Meredith Day in honor of
the late USA Poet Laureate, resident of Uncasville, CT, winner of the Pulitzer Prize and the National
Book Award.

In this connection, I interviewed Richard Harteis, President of the William Meredith Foundation,
writer and close friend of the great American poet. Meredith, who passed away in 2007, is a citizen of
Bulgaria and of the City of Smolyan.

"Poets - 'The Biblical “Birds of the Air That Neither Sow Nor Reap Nor
Store Away in Barns': Richard Harteis tells about the honorary Bulgarian
citizen William Meredith and poetry in the USA". Interview by Valentin
Krustev with Richard Harteis

Q. How do men of letters, especially poets, in the US, make both
ends meet today?

Poets are something like the biblical “birds of the air that neither
SOW nor reap nor store away in barns,” but depend on the
“heavenly Father” to feed them. Him, and government grants,
and teaching jobs, and poetry readings and book sales and
patrons and possibly a wealthy spouse. Poets have to cobble
together any number of resources to keep afloat and often have
to keep a “day job.” The American master, Wallace Stevens
worked for an insurance company. Even the most famous in our
culture, poets such as Robert Frost never made a living selling
poetry, but had to sing for his supper at universities and
readings of his poetry. Ironically, once they are dead, society
seems to give them more currency. [ recently sold some W.H.
Auden books at auction, for example, which helped me pay the
bills this winter.

[ have to say things are improving in America though. There
aren’t many Medici patrons out there, but recently the Ruth Lilly
estate donated $200 million to the Poetry Foundation to
support their programs, for example. The MacArthur



Foundation gives annual prizes to “genius” writers to support
them for five years. There are a number of organizations such as
the National Endowment for the Arts which award fellowships.
The life of the poet is often consumed with grant applications
and hustling poetry readings to make ends meet when he would
much prefer to be at his desk facing the blank page.

Q. Is the American state really interested in the country’s keepers
and disseminators of traditions and culture: writers, artists, actors,
musicians, etc. men and women of letters, arts and ideas for making
their country and the world a better place?

Congressman Joe Courtney touches on this very idea in a letter of
congratulations he sent to this year’s Meredith awardee, Gray
Jacobik when he writes: “Congratuilations on receiving the 2016
Meredith Award. This is an honor reserved only for individuals who
have proven their character through their behavior in contrtibutions
to society while striving to make it a better place to live. Our society
historically relies on linguistic creativity to carry on the traditions of
America’s rich culture.”

There are any number of official recognitions such as the
Presidential Medal of Freedom, fellowships from the National
Endowment for the Arts and so on. And there are big prizes such as
the Pulitzer and National Book Award. But if you are talking about
the American people, I would say yes, the arts are in our blood from
Blue Grass music to folk ballads to contemporary lyricists such as
Prince. We have popular poets such as Rod Mckuen who write
popular “greeting card” poetry and erudite poets such as James
Merrill who takes pride in not reading the newspaper and places an
avocado seed in the window and lets it die, yes, lets it die. On the
contrary, however, William Meredith always believed the highest
goal of poetry was for it to be useful.

Hillary Clinton wrote the following to William in a birthday
greeting for his 80" birthday and it summarizes well the role of the
arts: "The arts have always been a unifying force in our world,



bringing people together across vast cultural, social, economic and
geographical divisions. Through his work, William Meredith both
enhances and strengthens the American spirit. As you honor Mr.
Meredith, you celebrate the timeless power of poetry and poets as
our American memory, our purveyors of insight and culture, our
eyes and ears who silence the white noise around us, and express the
very heart of what connects us, plagues us, and makes us fully
human."

Q. You have just launched this year’s William Meredith Poetry
Award winner’s book again at the Bulgarian Embassy in
Washington D.C. Tell us shortly about this event.

An increasingly important activity of the Meredith Foundation
(WilliamMeredithFoundation.org) has been the awarding of a prize
in his name. (Previous awardees include the essential Bulgarian
poet, Lyubomir Levchev.) Again this year, the Bulgarian Embassy
has graciously hosted the announcement of this award with a
reception and reading. William was accorded Bulgarian citizenship
for his work in the culture in Bulgaria. He established a bridge
between our artistic communities when he served as US Poet
Laureate which continues to flourish. When I wrote Ambassador
Poptodorova again this year asking if we might hold the celebration
at the embassy, this is what she wrote back:

“Congratulations on everything you accomplished lately to keep the
Meredith legacy alive. You know that the Bulgarian Embassy is
home to William's soul, art and spiritual family so we will be happy
to host an event commemorating him and his art.”

This is the sort of genuine feeling expressed by the Ambassador
which has meant so much to the foundation and William’s friends
over the years. She will be sorely missed.

Q. What should men of letters, arts and ideas do today to stir up
people’s minds for awareness of the challenges of the present day,



and would it be appropriate and productive to raise in a world rent
by wars and terror, a slogan like this: Men of culture of all
countries, unite!

Writing, by its very nature is a very private act. But in a great work
of art, we see the universal in the particular as Aristotle would have
it. There is a role for unions, and writers organizations such as
International PEN whose goals include emphasizing the role of
literature in the development of mutual understanding and
world culture; fighting for freedom of expression; and acting as
a powerful voice on behalf of writers harassed, imprisoned and
sometimes Killed for their views.

In our own political arena presently, Senator Bernie Sanders is
calling for a genuine revolution to end financial corruption and
has outlined The Urgency of a Moral Economy in his recent
remarks at the Vatican. Some believe that poetry fails exactly to
the extent it is didactic. But social activism has always been a
current in the arts in our culture from Woody Guthrie to
feminist and anti war poets in our culture. And Bulgarian poetry
is founded on revolutionary ideals from Levski to Vaptsarov. So
yes, count me in. Men of culture of all countries, unite!

Three poems by Gray Jacobik translated by Valentin Krustev

KOI'ATO TOK'BT CITPE

OcTaBar o1ie caMmo MaJIKO KbIIHH paboTH B
HEJIelsl BeUep: MPaHeTo J1a ce CT'hbHE U J1a ce
npubdepe,

na ce u3Hece 6okiyka. [Ipocto

3aHMMaHWe, MMOYNBKA CIIe]] OCTAHAIIUTE.
[Ipunenure macar moast OT BB3AYX,

OTIIBH TopaTa ce obaxkJa cosa.

[Ipe3 ropHus mpo3operr XBaHATUAT B



o0Jak, TacHeIl JIbY OT KapHaBala Ha
3aJIS13BAILOTO JISITO BHE3AIMHO MOYEPHSIBA

KaTo BCUYKO apyro. CUrypHo

Ha BHEHCKOTO KoJjieao € uMajo aena. JlmaHurte

MU C€ TUTB3TaT IO TepuiaTta Ha CThI0aTa KbM
YEKMEIKETO ChC CBEIIH.

Hsma kaxBo J1a ce mpaBu, OCBEH YOBEK J1a JIETHE U J1a CIIH.
CBeThT € ThMEH, KaKbBTO € OWJI BUHAru. BATBPBT
NOThBa B My3MKaTa

Ha nppBerara. OTabXxBame, OOrbpHATH C

pBLETE CH, HO Ta3u Beuep HUKAKBa UCKpa HE
riamMBa MEeXay Hac,

Taka 4ye a3 pa3ka3BaM HSIKaKbB CIIOMEH, TH
paskasBaul Ipyr M MpoabKaBaMe Taka,
Halpe-Ha3al, u3cleIBanku

cpel OOKpBKHUIATa HU IUTbTHA ThMHUHA

3aBOMUTE, JAPEHHU HU OT Clydas u

oOeranusTa.

Karo ye nmu ce HOCUM 3a€THO HABCAKBIIC

U €IHOBPEMEHHO HAaHUKBJE; MOCIE,

HSIKOTAITHOTO YCEIllaHEe Ha BEYHOCT Ce

MPOMBKBA B HAC, OHOBA KUBO, IPOMEHINBO
YYBCTBO 3a Ipeau-cera-u-maxk — u Ja,

11000B — TH; U J1a, II000B — a3 — HAKAK CH,
3aBUHArd, CUTYpHU cMe B Hero. Wnmm, Mmoxe 0w,
TaKa € ¢ BCUYKH — HECIOCOOHHM Ja CH
MpeACTaBUM, Y€ HE ChIIECTBYBAME,

WIHM TIBK Kpas Ha Hamiara Jito00B — YCEIIaHeTo 3a
cllaceHue, HeOOXOIMMHUST 3aCJIOH, KOraTo CBETJIMHATA €
yracHajia ¥ CM€ Ha TbMHO.



The Power Outage

Still to be done, a few last Sunday night chores;
washed clothes to be folded and put away,

trash to go out. Simple doingness,

the respite of tasks. Bats are grazing fields

of air, a hoot owl calls in the back woods.
Visible from an upstairs window, the cloud-caught
glow of an end-of-summer carnival goes
suddenly black as all else. Must be children
stuck on the Ferris wheel. My palms slide down
banisters to the candle drawer. Nothing to do
but go to bed. The world is as dark as it ever was.
Wind is awash in the music of trees. We rest

in one another’s arms but there’s no spark
between us tonight, nothing to kindle,

so I voice a memory, and you voice another,
and we go back and forth like this, surveying

in deep enclosing darkness, the turns
circumstance and promises have given us.

We seem to be drifting together everywhere

and nowhere at once, then the old impression

of eternity sneaks up, that vivid mercurial
feeling of before-and now-and-again—and yes
love, you, and yes love, me—somehow, forever,
we’re sure of it. Or perhaps this is only human,
unable as we are to imagine not being, or an end
to our love, the sense of a saving needed haven,

when light has failed and we’re in the dark



BUBIIHUAT

B cappikanata atmMocdepa Ha OT/JAaBHA OTIIYMENHUs
pas3iop, 4akaMme C JIbIIepsl HU 3aKbCHSBAIIMS C JIHH,
Halll €MUHCTBEH, OOIII

nap. Tst € OpeMeHHa ¢ TBPBOTO HU BHYYE.

3a mocnieneH mMbT To BUASX Ha cBarOata u. [lpenu Hes —
PAIKO, KOJKOTO M3UCKBA HIKakBO mpuimuue. Hammumst
KHUBOT € OHMJI IIBOJICKA pa3iuyeH. Toil He e
HEeMI00e3eH, HO ce MPUIbpkKA KbM 00BPKBAIIO

MHOTO MHeHUs. Te neTsaT 6e3nopsIbuHO HacaM-
HaTaM Karo 6omOapaupamu komapu. Crryckam
Ipe] JIMLETO CH IUThTHA Macka OT MBIYaJIHBO
cerinacue. CKeneTspT oI Hes

3arUIanBa Ja c€ yCMUXHE, HO TOM € OH3H,
koito ymupa — ot CIIMH u cboTBeTHHTE
YCJI0)KHEHHUSI — KEHCTBEHHUSAT, JE€BCTBEH
XJIamak, 3a KOrOTO €€ OMBXKUX Ha JIBACET U
JIBE.

Bb3MOKHO 1M € J1a ce Ka)ke HEIllo 32 OHE3H, KOUTO

cMe npenany U HamycHanu? Hukoil ot Hac He

mo3HaBaile ce0e Cu; BCeKU

ce cTpaxyBaille, 4ye I1e Ob/ie YHUIIOKEH OT HYXAUTE Ha JpyTus



OT TyK CTpaxbT U3TIEKAA NMPEKAICH U
0E3CMUCIICH, HO a3 IIOMHS Kak 3aJIuTax
LEJIM CEAMULIM, CAKAIl HAKAKbB 3BSIp Me
pasaupanie u u3TpbrBalle rpbIHATA

MU KOcT. CThpKEXMe HEPBUTE CU ChC CTHPrajoTo
Ha o0IaTa HU MJaJiexkKa HecurypHoct. CrabocuieH,
U3MBPUIABSII, YSI3BUM, CaMO TJachT MYy € ChIIHS.

CurypHo HsAKora cbM oOHuuana 3Byka My! Moxe

0M, CTpaHHO, B HEOIUCYEMOTO IIAPCTBO Ha

YKUBOTAa HU — Ha AbBLIEPS] HU

Y Ha HEWHOTO JIETE — OH3H, 33 KOIOTO CE OMB)KBAME, € Halll 3aBUHATH.

U B u3BecTEH CMUCHII, TOM € MOI, U a3 MOYTH I'0 UCKaM —
HO €JMHCTBEHO OT ChXKAJIICHWE WM OT 3a0paBeHa BUHA.
Bceuuknute oTMUHANMH OTIAIBIM ca U3rpedaHu OTAaBHA.
Eto

HHU, HCTOBATa HAKOT'alllHAa CBIIpYyra, MOAT HAKOTalllCH MbK,
JCTCTO, 6peMeHHO C ICTC, JISITHATA BEUYCPHA
YUCTa CBCTIIMHA U MUCTCPUATA 34 TOBA, KaK

BCCKU MUT NpPOAbJDKaBa U HU OBPIKU

MIPUCHCTBAILYU JOKPAM.



The Ex

In the placable air of long dissolved discord, we wait
with our daughter, days overdue, our single shared

goodness. She carries our first grandchild.

In thirty years, not a word has tiptoed across
the continent between us. We’ve led vastly different

lives. He’s not unkind, only holds a dizzying number

of opinions. Like bombarding mosquitoes, they fly in
and out of range. Across my face I draw a tight mask

of passive acquiescence. The skeleton underneath

threatens to grin, but he’s the one who’s dying—
of AIDS and its complications—the effeminate,

virginal boy I married when I was twenty-two.

Can anything be said to those we betrayed and
abandoned? Neither of us knew ourselves; each

feared we’d be destroyed by the other’s needs.

That fear seems exorbitant from here, and pointless,
yet [ remember staggering about for weeks feeling

as though a beast were daily ripping the sternum

out of my chest. We shred our nerves against the grate
of one another’s youthful insecurities. Weak, slight,

vulnerable, only his voice is unchanged—



I must have loved its sound once! Maybe, strangely,
in the unreckonable realm of human life—our daughter’s

and her child’s—whomever we marry is ours forever.

And in some sense he is mine, and I almost want him—
but only out of pity, or forgotten guilt. All the dross

that had to go was long since skimmed off. Here
we are, his once-wife, my once-husband, the child
we made who is with child, this summer evening’s

sterling light and the mystery of how each moment

goes on and on and holds us present until the last.
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HEMUTE JIEBEIN

He ca cpBcem TakuBa. UyBam ru HaJ 3ajIMBYETO
Kak JDKadKaT KaTo Ky4eHIla, OCBEH TOBa
TPYXTAT U XbPKaT, ChCKAT MPOHU3UTENHO. TyK
MONYJIALMATA UM € 3aCTPAIIUTEIHO roJisiMa.
Enna cemeiina nBoiika

o0OuTaBa BCSIKO MAampaTroBoO 3aluBYe 0e3 m3xoi. MuHamara

cenMuia npeOpoux JBaZeceT U JeBET, JBUKEIIH Ce

06aBHO B MUABJIKOYB, TUIB3TAIIN CE€ ChC CIIOKOWHA

CaMOMHUTEITHOCT —

MaHJIapPUHEHO OPAaHXEBHUTE KIIFOHOBE U OHOBA €AHUYKO YEPHO KOIMUE,

LIMKUTE, U3BUTH KAaTO S — HArope W Hajoily 10 peKara,
YUCTELIM IepaTa C KIIIOH,

IMypKalKHy ce, IUIICKAalKK, U IIOHSIKOra — TsUIOTO,
M3BUCABAIIO CE HA MACUBHUTE KpUJla, I10CIIE
IepBallo BOJATa, NPEAU3BUKBAUKN TTOPOU

IICHJIUBU IIPBCKU, XYKBaIO

Hampe/, MPemyCKaiky, eBa JOKOCBAIIO MOBbpxHOCTTAa. OOuuam
Ja HaOIlto/1aBaM JIONTy, XBaHATH B ITBIIEIIIOBATA UM B pO30BaTa CBETJIMHA —
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MMpU30pH HUJIU 110 3[Ipavd — CCHKUTC, TbMHO CUBU WJIKX TbMHO CHHHU.
I[Ba II'pTHU CBM BHIXXJaJia J'I€6€I[, KOUTO ce H3NpaBsa B LA PbCT U NTOJIATA.

Pa3maxsT Ha Kpuiiata My € OJIM30 OCEM CTBIIKH —
HSIKaKBO TEKKOIOJBWKHO TYI-TYII, CJI€]l TOBA Bb3IbX-
Balll0 CBUCTEHE, IIPEIN3BUKAHO OT BITHpa, KONTO

ce MPOMBKBA Ipe3 Iepara Ha KPUjaTa ¢ BCEKU Max
HaJ0I1y.

HyxHo e na cpkpatuMm Opost UM ¢ 1Be
TpeTu, ObpP30 IpHU TOBA: €IUH
BB3PACTEH U3SK/A THEBHO TPH
KWJIOorpama BOJIHHU pacTeHHs, U3TPBIBa
M C KOpPEHUTE WIN ¢ KOpEHUILATa U
YHHII[O’KaBa

OlIll€ ABa MMbTU MO TOJIKOBA. CHope]l €KOI03UTE TOBA
BCEYHUILIOKEHHUE € ,,U3sHKIaHe : HUKAKBO PAaCTUTEIIHO
BB300HOBgBaHe. [lo ToBa Te ca KaTo Hac:

pa3pyiiaBaT MeCToOOUTaIuIIaTa 3a ocTaHauTe. OKOJI0

1910-Ta, HIKaKBU aMEpPUKAHCKHU OOTaTalld BHECIU HIKBIC
ot ®pannus mbpBUTE Je0CTOBU IBOMKH, 32 Ja Pa3KpacsT
UMOTHUTE MO0 XBIA3HH.

Cera MOe 1a T BUAWATE OT mata MeiiH 1o

Operon. YOeneHa cbM, 4e KaTo riiename

nebeauTe JOKATO Ce ILUIB3rar,

B HAIIUTC TCJIa IPOCBCTBAT HAKAKBU OT6JI$IC'I:L[I/I
MHCTHYHH, 3aTOBa HU XapeCBa Ja T BHXXJAaMC, HO
Ta3yu NTULlA 3aCTpallaBa IMIOAOBAUTOCTTA HA MAJIKUTC

YaiKomoJOOHU NTHULU U Ha YEPHUTE BOJIOPE3H;
11e youe 3eJeHOTrNIaBUTe MaTUIH, MIaJUTe KaHaJICKU I'bCKH, Harajia

NpUOIIKUAIUTE s KasKuCTU. J[Bolikara ce
pa3sMHOXaBa LT )KUBOT, U YMPE JIU HAKOM,
OLETIENUAT OKAsTHUK HE HaITyCKa

CBOETO THE3/10, AKO JIMIICBALLUAT JOUIE B
Hero. YyBCTBOTO HH € MO3HATO...
EctectBeno,

cropey MuTa, nmpeam CMbpTTa CH, TOM 1ee €¢IHa 11ocCjacaHa,
MMpEJICCTHA, BCJIMKOJICIIHA IICCCH — KPEXKAaTa U HCIXKHA



Joxynu 'apnana, neemia ¢ norpensain riac ,,Han gprata®

ne0eoBa MeceH — 3aIl0TO I'bPIUTE BIPBAIIH,

4ye TyXbT Ha AIOJIOH ce Ou mpecenui B neber,
HO JIeOeIbT, OCTaHaJ caM, IPOCTO CTaBa

BCE MM0-C1a0 M yMHUpa OT IJIaj, KaKTo

NpaBAT HAKOU OE3yTEHIHH XOpa, 3aryOHiIu
KellaHue J1a MPOJIbJDKAT HATATBK.
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Mute Swans

Are not completely so—I hear them across the cove
yipping like puppies, and they grunt, snort,

hiss shrilly. Around here, the population is
dangerously out-of-bounds. A breeding pair

resides on every reedy cul de sac. Last week

I counted twenty-nine moving indolently

along Middle Cove, gliding with calm aplomb—
tangerine orange bills and that single black knob,

S-curved necks—upriver and down, preening,
dipping, flapping, and occasionally, a body
rearing up on massive wings then whipping

a froth into a spume of spray, scuttling

forward in a racing skim. I love to watch
down caught in melon or rose light—

dawn, dusk—shadows deep grey or dark blue.
Twice I saw a swan lift up completely and fly,

its wingspan almost eight feet across,

a lumbering thwop-thwop, then a sighing
whistle as wind wove through

wing feathers on each downward stroke.

We must slash their number by two-thirds
and quickly: an adult eats six pounds

of aquatic plants daily, yanks them up

by the roots or rhizomes, wastes twice

that much. “Eat-outs” ecologists call such
complete destruction: no regrowth.

In this way, they’re rather like us:
mucking up habitat for the rest. Around

1910, a few wealthy Americans brought the first
pairs from France to grace estates on the Hudson.
Now they range from Maine to Oregon.

A mystical shimmer, I’m convinced, wavers

inside our bodies when we watch swans glide,
so we love to see them, yet this bird will scare
the fertility out of terns and black skimmers;
kill mallards, Canada goslings, attack kayakers

who come too near. A pair breeds for life,
and if one dies, the forlorn survivor won’t leave



the nest in case the missing one comes home.
We all know the feeling . . . . The myth is,

of course, that it sings before dying a final
exquisite, magnificent song—a wavering-voice
frail Judy Garland singing Over the Rainbow—
a swan song—because the Greeks believed

the soul of Apollo passed into a swan,

but the lonely swan simply grows weaker
and starves to death, the way some bereft
humans do who have lost the will to go on.
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