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Die antiken Götter von heute leben im Südosten Londons. Sie heißen Kevin und Jane, Mary und Brian, Thomas und Clive – zwei Familien in benachbarten Häusern, Eheleute, die einander betrügen, Halbbrüder, die nichts voneinander wissen. Ihre Nöte, Hoffnungen und Enttäuschungen bringt Kae Tempest in ihrem preisgekrönten Langgedicht Brand New Ancients/Brandneue Klassiker zu Gehör. In den kleinen, prekären Leben findet sie die Kraft der alten Mythen wieder. Dem Zynismus und der Gleichgültigkeit der kapitalistischen Gesellschaft setzt sie Humanismus und Einfühlungsvermögen entgegen und die Wucht ihrer Sprache.



Kae Tempest, geboren 1985 in Süd-London, ist Rapperin, Lyrikerin, Theater- und Romanautorin. Für ihren ersten Gedichtband, Brand New Ancients, wurde sie 2013 mit dem Ted Hughes Award for New Work in Poetry ausgezeichnet, einem der wichtigsten Lyrikpreise Großbritanniens. Ihr zweiter Gedichtband, Hold Your Own (edition suhrkamp 2706), zählte in der Übersetzung von Johanna Wange zu den Lyrik-Empfehlungen 2016.
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Die Originalausgabe dieses Buches erschien 2013 unter dem Titel Brand New Ancients bei Picador, einem Imprint von Pan Macmillan
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Brand New Ancients is dedicated to Camberwell, Lewisham, Brockley, New Cross, Peckham, Brixton, Blackheath, Greenwich, Charlton, Kidbrooke and Deptford, and all the gods from all those places who taught me everything I know.



Brand New Ancients ist Camberwell, Lewisham, Brockley, New Cross, Peckham, Brixton, Blackheath, Greenwich, Charlton, Kidbrooke und Deptford gewidmet und all den Göttern an all diesen Orten, die mich alles lehrten, was ich weiß.





Among the so-called neurotics of our day there are a good many who in other ages would not have been neurotic – that is, divided against themselves. If they had lived in a period and in a milieu in which man was still linked by myth with the world of the ancestors, and thus with nature truly experienced and not merely seen from outside, they would have been spared this division within themselves. I am speaking of those who cannot tolerate the loss of myth and who can neither find a way to a merely exterior world, to the world as seen by science, nor rest satisfied with an intellectual juggling with words, which has nothing whatsoever to do with wisdom.



C. ‌G. Jung: Memories, Dreams, Reflections



All deities reside in the human breast.



William Blake





Unter den sogenannten neurotischen Patienten unserer Tage gibt es nicht wenige, die in früheren Zeiten nicht neurotisch, d. ‌h. entzweit mit sich selber, geworden wären. Hätten sie in einer Zeit und in einem Milieu gelebt, wo der Mensch noch durch den Mythus mit der Ahnenwelt und dadurch mit der erlebten und nicht bloß von außen gesehenen Natur verbunden war, so wäre ihnen das Uneinswerden mit sich selber erspart geblieben. Es handelt sich um Menschen, die den Verlust des Mythus nicht ertragen und weder den Weg zu einer nur äußeren Welt, d. ‌h. zum Weltbild der Naturwissenschaft, finden, noch sich am intellektuellen Phantasiespiel mit Wörtern, das mit Weisheit nicht das Geringste zu tun hat, sättigen können.



C. ‌G. Jung: Erinnerungen, Träume, Gedanken



So vergaßen die Menschen, daß Alle Götter in der menschlichen Brust wohnen.



William Blake



Brand New Ancients





This poem was written to be read aloud





In the old days

the myths were the stories we used to explain ourselves.

But how can we explain the way we hate ourselves,

the things we've made ourselves into,

the way we break ourselves in two,

the way we overcomplicate ourselves?

 

But we are still mythical.

We are still permanently trapped somewhere between the heroic and the pitiful.

We are still godly;

that's what makes us so monstrous.

But it feels like we've forgotten we're much more than the sum of all

the things that belong to us.

 

The empty skies rise

over the benches where the old men sit –

they are desolate

and friendless

and the young men spit;

inside they're delicate, but outside they're reckless and I reckon

that these are our heroes,

these are our legends.

 

That face on the street you walk past without looking at,

or that face on the street that walks past you without looking back

 

or the man in the supermarket trying to keep his kids out of his trolley,

or the woman by the postbox fighting with her brolly,

every single person has a purpose in them burning.

Look again, and allow yourself to see them.

 

Millions of characters,

each with their own epic narratives

singing it's hard to be an angel

until you've been a demon.

 

The sky is so perfect it looks like a painting

but the air is so thick that we feel like we're fainting.

Still

the myths in this city have always said the same thing –

about how all we need is a place to belong;

how all we need is to know what's right from what's wrong and

how we all need to struggle to find out for ourselves

which side we are on.

 

We all need to love

and be loved

and keep going.

 

There may be no monsters to kill,

no dragons' teeth left for the sowing,

but what there is, is the flowing

of rain down the gutters,

what there is is the muttering nutters.

What we have here

is a brand new mythic palette:

the parable of the mate you had who could have been anything

but he turned out an addict.

 

Or the parable of the prodigal father

returned after years in the wilderness.

 

Our morality is still learned through experience

gained in these cities in all of their rage and their tedium and yes –

our colours are muted and greyed

but our battles are staged all the same

and we are still mythical:


































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































OEBPS/template.xpgt
 

   

     
       
    
    
     
      
       
    

     
       
    
    
     
       
    
    
     
       
	 
	 
	 
      
    

  

   
    
    
    
    
  









OEBPS/images/978-3-518-75178-7_img_cover.jpg
Kae Tempest

Brand New Ancients

Brandneue Klassiker

Lyrik

edition suhrkamp

SV






