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Sesti travanj

Spavas ne samo s ovim jednim muskarcem,

vecis njegovim cijelim Zivotom.

I taj povremeno smeta vam zaspati, ili grliti se kad godi.
Recimo, Cesto naide rat i legne izmedu vas poput djeteta
koje se boji ostati sdmo u tamnoj susjednoj sobi.

Rat, kaze on, ima mnogo brojeva u arsenalu:

dvoje rodaka — jedna vreca s kostima,

tisuéu tristo devedeset i pet dana opsade grada,

tri paketa humanitarne pomoéi: maslac, konzerve,
mlijeko u prahu, tri komada sapuna.

Po tebe dodu ¢etvorica, svaki s puS$kom o ramenu.

Pokazu popis, sprovode te uz oruzanu pratnju

kroz noéni grad. Dvaput dok hodas

Cujes granate kako §iste nad glavom.

... Iz baraka pet puta izvode no¢u na kisu

vode do jame u kojoj ve¢ truli cetrdeset i troje,

i svaki put pomislis: sada ¢u napokon umrijeti

ipriznati Bogu — bila je sve to tek losa sala.

A oni vas bacaju licem u prasinu

iguraju cijevi u potiljak, morate dugo lezati

iod tada, kaze, viSe ne volim sanjati —

sva ova sjecanja, znas, i nisu toliko muska,

kada tréite Sumom, a oni vam u leda pucaju,

kada je metak u bedru, a ti jos ¢uti$ ono blato na licu.



I tada veliko bezlisto drvo bola raste u grudima, pulsira,
a ti ne odgovaras, jer $to bi na to uopce bilo mogucée reci.
I brises, brises, brises s njegovog lica to blato,

¢akikroz san.

Cak

ikad je daleko.



Siluete iz osvijetljenih prozora

Imaju sluzbeni stan — prozori gledaju na zatvorsko
dvoriste,

imaju bolesno dijete, i sve je kod njih kao i obi¢no.

Kasno navecer, kad djecak spava, a sude je odavno oprano,

kad se grad ukipi u Sec¢ernoj, tihoj ljepoti,

u lavoru se glasno brckaju dvije velike ribe,

anegdje u haustoru place glupavo slijepo mace,

ona sjedne i misli: eto, njen suprug

svakog jutra iz raja izlazi i spusta se ravno u pakao.

A tamo su svi oni lupezi prljavi, a on

ima takvu svjetlucavu aureolu

daju je ponekad strah pomilovati ga po glavi.

Ljeti bi trebalo poci na selo — mali je ove godine kenjkav,

cipele treba dati na popravak. Skuhati juhu...

Aon,

dok ona tone u san, upravo nekome izbija zube,

umorno guta votku s kolegom nakon zestoke smjene

ikaze: ne ide mi se doma. Tamo je ona blesava zenska

imali je opet bolestan. Ukratko, doma je pakao.



Zavjera drveca

I tako kaZem ti: ovo drvece ukrast ¢e naSe snove.
Ovdasnja srca i varosi imaju vlazno dno nalik na glib.
A drvece ne spava. Izlazimo u vrtiono, Sutke,

grabi nas za ramena prstima liSenim liséa.

Tamne pandZe su o$tre i rane na tijelu tanke.

Ovo drvece raste kroz nas, i s godinama ne zacjeljuje.

Jer mi smo ti, mi smo ti, koji su oteli njegove roditelje

kako bi bili kreveti, kredenci, police za sude, vrata i prozori.

U drvenom krevetu izrezbarenoga uzglavlja

koji ve¢ petu godinu eto uporna Stetocina dokrajcuje,
u kotli¢u grudi mijesam rebrima kasalj

ikazem:

— bjezi,

krozvrt gdje je visoka trava,

narijeku...

Ali je kasno.

Na obali strazari lada,

njenu drvenu ki¢mu rijeka lomi i studi.

Htjela bih znati licem u lice drvo
koje kroz hladnu maglu doplovi
ipritisne grudi.



% % %

Nece ispjevat pjesme, jer kad djeca njihove djece zacuju

nesto o tome skacu iz kreveta ¢im sat izbije Cetiri, uplasena

tim odjekom u lednoj mozdini. Razlic¢ite dijelove smrti

nemogude je spojiti u cjelinu, uvijek nedostaje cetvrt

takta ili tijela.

Mapa je pohabana na pregibima.

Vrata kuce beznadno rdaju, tvoja je straza noc¢na.

U zoru u svakim ustima zrije otrovna slina.

Sve ove hrpe pepela imaju ime

iponavljaju iznova svoje uporne pozive —

suvise ostre, nalik pani¢nim kricima, predugacke za pjesmu

o polju, izreSetanom gradom, izvrnutom naopacke,

o crnici koju ¢e Gospod u svojoj ruci napokon u prah
pretvoriti.



% % %

Ova samoca mogla bi se zvati Mirjam, ili Ester.

S placem dojencadi u zemlju ulijezu pukovi.

Rije¢ima odavno biva tijesno izmedu vode i soli.

Pod zastavom na pola koplja stotine promuklih
tudinskih grla smiju se grohotom, ubodeni iverom jezika.
Ova samoca je hladna, razjapljena i tako bezdana,

da je ni stranac nece.

Djeca koju ne drzi mjesto izlaze

iz §kole s noge na nogu, stoje nad morem kao pred sudom.
Pucketaju u zraku antene uvelog granja

netko uporno odasilje kodove zgarista.

Ova samoca mogla bi se zvati Sevgil ili Selima,

slana su i uvijek najdublja imena napustenih.

I onaizlazi. Nervozno prstima guzva

crni ¢vor marame, blijede su njezine usne,

tko je to, pita. Prijem, ¢uje li nas jos$ uvijek netko?

Jos do malocas netko je odasiljao nasa imena.

Prijem, sine, Cujes li, mene poslusaj, poslusaj me:

svi su napustili obalu, trazi u vodi.
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Paleta

Rujan se vrac¢a da bi promijenio sve.

Tektonskim lomom nadire gusta crna rijeka,

nosi ucitelje sto su ti dlanove $ibali lenjirom

u samostanskoj skoli

ili pak mozda

medresi,

prijatelje izgubljene — sablasti bijelih lica,

sapat i krike, jos nesto pjene,

icure iz pospanih seoskih sobica

sto u hipuy, s lakoéom preskacu zute linije.

(Sve se one prvenstveno zele rijesit naglaska,
njihova siva tijela prohladna i uzana poput ribljih,
zatim, za dresuru zgodne, usvajaju pravila igre,
vezu donor-akceptor odrzavaju vjesto).

U prepunim tramvajima sirotinja na sav glas pjeva
kako nad kuéom iz Ukrajine odlijeéu ptice.

Ako nas vec ovaj mjesec sve istom oStricom sjece,
odakle onda nada da se izvuces zZiv,

nezarazen.

Na nebu nad gradom lebdi vanilin-Seéerna vata.
Da se uspavas brojis odbljeske varljivog svjetla.
Poguren nad jutarnjom kavom, moj mahniti Medznune,
neces se vise sjecati ni kud si nakanio krenuti.
Rujan. U zraku zeleni zadah mocvara.

Muskareci su sada na rubu zivéanog sloma.
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Ja ¢u te voditi, mene prati u stopu.
Zgnjecene §ljive fenjera kaplju

svoj sok na tvoja ramena.

Nikakvih lekcija vise.

Tvojaludost i dalje ce biti visoka.

I samo — zapamti — vezi uz zapescée konac:
rujan se vraca da ponovno promijeni sve.

12



% % %

Dunav dolazi, kaze: daj mi, nek mi se poda
ipramen,igr¢iruka iz tog rukava

ti ne razumijes: ja nisam obi¢na voda,
jacutrajatidalje, a ti proéi ée$ sva.

Nedovoljno je rastanaka da se previje moja ljubav
isvjetlost je moja sipka kao pcelinja perga,

daj mi pola svog imena, a svoj pjev predaj mi Citav.
Boj se zmija i ljubavi, bosim biti za snijega

naroda s obala poleglog poput trske,

obraza u jutro kad sijeda trepavica padne na njega
imuskarca $to ée noseci mlijeko za tebe proéi
kroz vjetrove olujne noci.

Vise se ne boj nicega.

Vidi: vjetrusak koji je bitku sa vjetrom izgubio,
lebdi nad tobom i spusta ti pero u ruku.

Najdublja ostaje raka — pjevanje nitko jos nije ubio.
Moji su ¢unovi gladni, podaj im krvi, udijeli muku.
Evo kruha i toplih grijeha, pjevaju moji veslaci.

I kosava kao gvozdena kuka u rebrima.

Bukti na vrhu planine, juri nas s vijestima naci
Sipak — jahac¢ krvavih mamuza.
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Dom je jo$ uvijek mogu¢ tamo gdje rublje susi se vani,

gdje krevet poslije prepun je vjetra i mirabelina cvijeta.

Vrijeme je prve velike ljubavne bliskosti

koja mora postati prodiranje, nikad se ne ponoviti.

Svaki zametak liS¢a postaje zelena ostrica,

i krik zivog pronalazi no¢ i ritam.

Ta tanka folija, vrijeme kada se zacinju kajsije

istovremeno s ratovima i bebama, u istoj zlic¢ici zraka,

u sparini spavacih soba ili u hladu, iz kojeg u kuéu pozeli udi,

vizljast kao jato meduza, migrirajuci cvat.

Travanjski mraz vreba bijelih o¢iju i ostrih kandzi,

no istu toplu, paperjastu kozicu imat ¢e djeca.

Sva je razlika samo u tome na koliko dijelova ce se razbiti

kad dode vrijeme da padnu, ili ¢e se naprosto rasuti
potpuno.

Iza zida jednoruk susjed pijan luta po stanu,

pobrkavsi sve epohe, ramenom zakacivsi

dvije gvozdene Stake iz Prvoga svjetskoga rata, kartonski
sovjetski §ljem,

iportret nepoznatog s pogledom nalik rafalu masinke,

ivjesalicu s koSuljama ve¢ odavno samo s jednim rukavom.

Dakle, padat ¢e, razbit ée se na dijelove i na sudbe,

granje se ljulja, za vjetrove sve je otvoreno.

Tijesno stisnuta §ija— taj tjesnac, kako ¢udno grebe u grlu,

kao da vrijeme stoji u mjestu, i Iperit puzi kroz rovove.

14



A sve je to igra zaboravljena u rodnom zelenom dvoristu,

ovo lutanje medu prostrtim opranim plahtama,

svijet je svakog trenutka krhkiji, i kad iznenada zagrlis

kroz tkaninu — ne znas tko je to tamo, i jesi li ga nasao ili
izgubio.

A paperjasto dvodijelno tjelasce rata pupa u srcu cvijeta,

kojeg za mrzle no¢ nismo pustili u kuéu da se ugrije.
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On pise

Nisu ih voljeli na zemlji i zaboravili su ih medu oblacima
JURIJ ANDRUHOVIC

Majko, niste mi poslali vasu sliku

i skoro sam zaboravio izgled vasega lica,
zaplakat Cete, znam, jer uzrokujem vam brigu
ali svaka nesreca tek je krvava mrljica

na praznic¢noj kosulji.

Zivot je kuéa dignuta pored puta

starinska, ukrajinska, nasa, dvodijelna,

ovdje naricu, perudi pokojnika, tamo

za praznik djevojku kite cvijecem,

samo usnite, majko, da sam dosao k vama u goste,
i da sjedim na svjetlijoj strani.

Jos placete, majko, jecaji nikako da se stiSaju,
slabo vam vidim lice, ali lica ne znace mnogo,
avasa kosa — toga se sje¢am — miri$e na razlicak.

Svi nesto hoée od nas i uznemiruju mravinjak vojske,

u kojem pokrajina lezi poput smrdljive ribe.

Pisao sam Andriju — dugo, opS§irno, svojski,

no odgovora nikako nema — moguce da je adresa pogresna.
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Ranije on je pisao meni: sjeca se ukusa ljepljivih karamela
koje je tata nosio iz grada, mokroga jarka za kucom,
akudi, moj Petre, od sada moZemo samo na lafetu,

istinu je govorila mati: bolje bi bilo da smo ribari.

Kisa je udarila u dobos, blato potapa frontove.
Duzrijekaiispod oblaka kro¢imo beznadno.

Ja sve zaboravljam, kao da je iscurilo moje sjecanje.
Pjeva li, majko, jos uvijek u crkvenom zboru Gafija?

17
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Dogada li se malima nesto zaista veliko?

Trule daske znanja skripe pod stopalima.

Sada ve¢ znas$, na primjer, kako za vrijeme rata

u skuéenim kuc¢ama, pulsiraju svjetloscu jelke,
kako vjetar, liSen zivota, s poljskog zgarista
smjesta stent izmedu zidova aorte,

kako Gaspar, Baltazar, Melkior

jure kolima hitne pomo¢i s farom, metkom probusenim,
kako iz sucuti prema zarobljenima izrastu ¢udne i guste Sume,
a zatim u sloju treseta legnu na tamnu dusu.
Svjetlost, grebuckavo Stene, cvili kraj jastuka,
svjetlost tanka i snjezna, snijeg ¢e ohladiti lica

i fiksirati ih dok se pretvaraju u likove,

urezuju se pod srce zemlje.

Do proljeca

neka ne bude toplo, nek lezi ovaj svetacki pokrov.
Je li to Sto se zbilo dovoljno za ono zaista veliko,

ili ¢e iz boli izrasti veliko drvo — ovdje,

da kuca krvavim jagodama u okna noénih stanova?
Otkud kod tebe, ljubavi, ovaj mjesecev odsjaj koze?
Malo gladi, ocaja, i mlijeka, i zive.
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Pedeset golubova poletjelo je s ovog zvonika.

Planine prezvakavaju grom, ranjavajuci bezube desni.

Slabasno drvo vjetra raste na pijesku proljeca.
Svatko voli svoj boj kad ga nazovu imenom,
svatko celo pamtit ée svoj razbijeni zid,
svatko izdjelja za sebe cara od vlastite kosti,
svatko svog boga spusta u mrak vlastite lubanje,
isiparijeci bez reda u zdenac azbuke,

¢itave kakve jesu, ne rastavljajuéi slogove.
Trunke pepela drhte na trepavicama,

vatru podsticu suhim granama jutra.

Obalom juri konj, vran, ziv,

ali u njegovom trbuhu roje se sjenke Ahejaca.
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Osvrnes se i u grlu osjetis sol.

Zuti ognjeni zmaj lezi na krovu crkve.

Sumi vrt iza kuée. Sum sli¢i naricanju.

Sutra ¢es si¢i u vrt, a on nece procvjetati.
Sutra ¢e zapjevat gluho zvono velikih pozara,
sutra vriti ¢e tvoja rijeka i postati krvava.

Nemirni snovi pred svitanje, i jutro takoder nemirno.
Na listu loze zamro je golemi puz.

Sutra stiZes$ na stanicu — vlakovi, Zurba, prasina,

sve tako prozeto zebnjom, kao za rata.

Okruzena si strancima;

obratis li se nekome, u glasu ce ti $kripnuti sol.
Iveliki pozar u srcu.

A dotle, spavaj.
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SMOBA
nepesn

aTEpPUHA
KaanTko
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I[ITocre kBITHA

Cruin He JIUIIe 3 OTHUM OITUM YOJIOBIKOM,

a ¥ 3 yCEHbKHUM HOTO KUTTSM.

I vacoM BOHO 3aBa’ka€ BaM CIIATH YU IIPOCTO cobi obiimMaTucs.

CraxiMo, 9acTo IMPUXOANTH BiliHA 1 JIEKUTH MijK BaMU, HEMOB
JUATS,

sike OOIThCSA JINIIIATHCH HA CAMOTI Y TEMHIN CyCiZiHIN KiMHATI.

V BiliHU, Ka)ke BiH, B apceHaJsIi barato 4mce:

JIBOE POZIUYiB — OJIUH MiIIIOK i3 KiCThMH,

THCSAYA TPUCTA JIEB’ THOCTO IU'SATh IHIB 00JI0TH MicCTa,

TPH MAKYHKH 3 TYMaHITAPKOIO: MacJio, KOHCEPBH, CyXe
MOJIOKO, TPY OPYCOYKH MUJIA.

o Tebe MpUXOAATH YETBEPO, KOKEH 31 30POEI0 HA TIIeUi.

TToKa3yI0Th CIIKCOK, BEAYTh Tebe il KOHBOEM

yepes micTo HiuHe. /[Ba pasu, igyuu,

YyEI CHAPSI/IY, 110 MPOJIITAI0Th BUCOKO HAJl TOJIOBOIO.

...IT'siTh pasiB i3 6Gapaxky BUBOZISATS ITij] 3JIUBY BHOYI

IO BIIKPUTOI sIMU, B AKIH BiKe THUIOTb COPOK TPOE,

i mopasy /iyMaen:: oT s1 HapeITi 3apas IoMpy

i 3i3Hat0Cs1 BOoroBi —11e OyB HEBIAIMM KaPT.

A BOHM Bac KUAIOTh BCIX TOJIUIHITG Y OGPy

1 TULIAIOTH Y TOTUJIUITIO IyJI0, i MyCHTE JIOBI'O JIEXKATH.

I BizTozi st po31100UB, Kake BiH, JUBUTHUCS CHH —

Bci ITi crIorajiy, 3HAEII, He JTy»Ke-TO U Y0JI0Bivi,

KoJIU BU Oi3KUTe yepes JIic, BaM y CIIMHY CTPLJIAIOTH BOHH,

KOJI KyJISl B CTETHI, @ TH BCE Bi{uyBaemt ote 6ar{o Ha
00Ty ui.
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Ocb Toi BestKe 6e3/IrcTe IepeBo 60T TPOPOCTAE T
IIyJIbCYE B TPYASX,

1TH He Bifmnosizae, 60 110 HA TAKe BiJIIOBICTH.

I cTupaem, crupaen, ctupaen Homy 3 061144 Toi Opyx,

HaBiTh KPi3b COH.

I HaBiTH

KOJIM Ha BifcTaHi.
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CutyeTH 3 OCBITJIEHUX BIKOH

¥ Hux ciy»k60Ba KBapTUPKa — BiKHA Y JIBip TIOpMH,

1 XBOpa AUTHHA y HUX, 1 BCE Y HUX, SIK Y BCIiX.

I1i3HO BBeuepi, KOJIK XJIOMMYKK CIUTD, a IIOCY/, OCTAHHIH
IOMUTO,

KOJIV 3aCTUTA€E MICTO B I[yKPOBIH THXiH Kpaci,

Y Ta3WKy T'OJIOCHO XJIFOTIAIOThCSA /1Bl pUOWHY KB,

a iech y i i3/l 11aue aypHe KOIIEeHs CIIile,

BOHA cizia€ i ;ymae: o, il 40J10Bik

[I[OPAHKY BUXOUTD i3 paio i CIIYCKAETHCS B IIEKJIO.

A taMm i ypku Opy/iHi, a B HbOT'O K TAKUH OPEO0JT

CBITJIMH JIOBKOJIA, III0 CTPAIITHO YaCOM IJIQJUTHU I10 TOJIOBI,

Ha J1iTo Tpeba B Ces10 — MaIni IIbOTO POKY KBOJIHH,

Tpeba Tydu1i B peMoHT. boputy HaBapurny...

A BiH

caMe KOMych BUOUBa€E 3yOH, TOKY BOHA 3aCHUHAE,

3 HAIAPHUKOM IIiC/Is 3MiHU KOBTA€ TOPUIKY BTOMJIEHO

i kaxxe: He xouy momomy. Tam 1151 6aba mypHa

i 3HOBY Manin# xBopie. [lexso, KopoTie, BLOMA.
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3MOBa Jiepes

I ckaxy TOOi Tak: 11l IepeBa BKPa Iy Th HAIIIl CHU.

Borke JTHO i rpy3bKe y TYTEIIHIX cepelb Ta MiCTEUOK.
A nepeBa He CIUIATh. MU BUXOZUMO B Cajl, i BOHU

Hac 6e3ucTimMu HaabIIMU MOBUKH XalalOTh 3 IIJIEYi.

TemHi mazypi roctpi i paHu Ha T TOHKI.

IIpopocTarTh Kpi3k HAC IIi /lepeBa i He TOSATHCSA 3 BIKOM.
Ie »x 60 Mu, 1e 2% 60 MH, 1110 B3sJ1H coOl IXHiX OaThKiB
Ha stiskka i KoMoz1, Ha MUCHHUKH, JIBEPi Ta BiKHA.

B nepeB’ssHOMY JIi3KKY i3 pi3bOIEHHAM y T0OJIOBAX,
IITo #ioro m’ATHH Pik 0i/1a€ HACTUPIUBUH IIATIENTD,
B xazaHKOBI IpyZiell mepeMinryio pebpaMu Kaiesb
I kaxy:

— Vrikai,

Yepes caj, Jie BUCOKA TPaBa,

o pikwu...

Aute mizHO.

Baptye Ha Gepe3i yoBeH.

IlepeB’ssHuit XpebeT HoMy piuKa JlaMa€ i CTYAUTb.

S xoTisia 6u 3HaTU B OOJIMUYS T€ JIEPEBO, IO

Kpisp x0m0HUH TyMaH IPUILIINBE
I HacTynuTh Ha TPYyAU.

26



* % ¥

He cxianyTs miceHs, 60 AiTH IXHIX AiTel, IPO Te

JIMII 3a9yBIIU, 3ipPBYThCs 3 JIZKOK, HAITOJIOXaHi O YeTBEPTIil

MM BiJIJIYHHSIM B CIHTHHOMY MO3Ky. OKpeMHUX YaCTUH
cMeprei

y IijIe He CKJIACTH, 3aBK/I1 OpaKye 4BepTi

YU TO J0JIi, UM Tijia.

Kapra morepra Ha 3TUHAX.

JlBepi oMy ip:kaBioTh Oe3HAiTHO, BapTa TBOS HiUHA.

Ha cBiTaHKY B KOKHOMY POTi CTa€ OTPYHHOIO CJIMHA.

Bci 11i Kymu mmomesty goci MaroTh CBOI iMeHa

1 Bce Zjaj1i MOBTOPIOIOTH CBOI HAIIOJIETJINBI IOKIUKY —

3api3Ki, sSIK MaHIYHe SYaHH:A, 3aBEJINKI JJIA MiCHI

po mobure TpazioM, BUBEPHYTE OIaK TI0JIE,

PO YOPHO3€eM, IKUH ['octozib y pyIli po3iTpe ormics.
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ITro camoTHicTh Mo 6u 3Batu Ectep abo Mipiam.

3 HEMOBJISUKM IJIAUEM JIATAIOTh Y 3EMJIIO TTOJIKH.
Mix BozM Ta COJIi JaBHO 3aTICHO CJIOBAM.

[Tip mpuCIyieHUM IIPAloPOM PETOUYTh COTHI XPUITKHUX
HETYTEIHIX MeJIbOK, CKaJIKAMU MOBU ITOKOJIOTUX.

Is1 caMOTHiCTh X0JIO/THA, PO3BEPCTa 1 Taka Oe3/[0HHA,
10 1 Uy’kaK He Oepe.

HenpukastHi 1iTv 31 IIKosu

BHOPI/Iat0Th, CTOSITh HAJ[ MOPEM, SIK IIEPeJ] CYA0M.
TpicKOTUTH y MOBITPi 3B’ A3KY II€pECOXJIe TiLIs,

XTOCH YIIEPTO BUTYKYE MTO3UBHUM MOTIEHIINA.

IT10 camoTHicTh Moruin 6u 3BaTu CesriMma a6o CeBrisib,
iMeHa MMOKUHYTHUX COJIOHI | 3aBXKIU HAUTIIUOIITI.

I BUXOUTH BOHA, HEPBOBO MAJIBIISIMHA MHE

YOPHUH By30JI XyCTUHH, TyOU B Hel OJTi/i:

XTO 11, Kaske. [IpuiioM, 4u XTOCH ilie uye Hac?
IITo¥iHO XTOCh BUKJINKAB HaC 1 Ha31MBaB iMeHa.

Hy & 60, cHHKY, TpUHOM, IIOCTIyXall MeHe, MeHe:

Bci minwtu i3 6epera, MONIyKal y BOI.
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[TamiTpa

Bepecenb noBepraeThes, o0 3MiHUTH yce.

Jlize Kpi3b TEKTOHIYHUI pO3J1aM YOpHA I'yCTa piKa,
Hece BUUTEJIIB, 110 OmIH Tebe JIHIAKOIO 110 pyKax

Y MOHACTHPCHKIl MIKOJTi

YU TO MaK

B MeJIpece,

JIPYy3iB 3ary0/IeHUX — MPUBU/IIB OiTOTUIINX,

LIENOTU ¥ KPUKHW, II[€ SIKECh IITyMOBHHHSI.

I niBUaT 3 HAMIBCOHHUX CIIbCHKUX CBIT/INIb,

KOTpIi CTpUOAIOTH O[pasy AaeKo 3a KOBTY JIiHIIO0.
(Crepiy yci BOHU X04yTb II030YTHCH aKIIEHTY,

cipi Tiza mpoxoJsiofHi 1 By3bKi, K y puo0,

BTIM, 710 IpecypH MIPUAATHI, 32CBOIOIOTH [IPaBUJIa IPH,
BMLUJIO /ITPUMYIOTh 3B’SI3KY JIOHOP-aKI[EIITOP).
['y4HO y IOBHHX TPaMBasiX CIIiBa€ HEH3a

TIPO Te, K JIETATH 3 YKpaiHU NTaXu HaJl XaTolo.
SAKIO B2Ke Ied MicsIb piske BCiX OTHAKOBUM JIE30M,
TO 3BIAKY HAJiA BUXKUTU

Ta

He iHOiKyBaTHCA.

ITi1aBae B HeO1 Ha/ MiCTOM BaHIJIbHO-IIyKPOBA BaTa.
Boruuku 60JIOTsIHI paxyel, abu 3aCHYTH.
Topbuiiicst Hajl paHKOBOO KaBOIO, Mill HaBicHUE MemKHYH,
1 He 3ra/laell HaBiTh, Ky U XOTIiB IPAMYBaTH.
Bepecens. Y noBiTpi 3ey1eHUH cOIyX OOJIIT.
YoJsi0BiKHM Ha Me3Ki HEDBOBOTO 3DHBY.

51 mpoBeny, X0 3a MHOIO YCJIif.
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JlixTapiB CIN3BKI PO3/YIIEH] CIIMBU

COKOM Ha IIJIe’i CKaIlyIoTb.

Binblite — »KOIHUX YPOKIB.

TBo€ 6e3yMCTBO i 1aiti Oy/ie BUCOKHM.

I TibKH, 1106 TaM SITATH, B’ S3KY HA 3aT1 SICTSI HUTKY:
BepeceHb MIOBEPTAETHCS 3HOBY yCe 3MiHUTH.

30



* % ¥

JlyHaii mpuxoauTh i Kake: Binma, Bigmai

i macmo, i crasm, i pyky i3 pykasa,

TH He PO3YMIEII, 51 He IIPOCTO BOJA,

TH BCA IPOMHUHEN, a 51 co0i JaJti TpUBaTUMY,
J11000B MO0 OMHTYBATH HE CTaHE PO3JIYK,

1 CBITJI0O MO€ CHIIKe, SIK O/I;KOJIHA TIepra,
Bifziail miBiMeHi, a micHIO Bigman mimny.

Biiicsa 3miii Ta 1100081, X0AiHHSA 60COI0 110 CHIrax,
HapOJLy, 1110 Mik OeperaMu CTeIMTHCS 0COKOIO,
PaHKiB, KOJIM Ha II[OKY BHUIIAJIA€ IO CUBIH BIHI,
1 40JI0BiKa, AKUH MEHI HOCUTHME MOJIOKO
ropoOHHOI HOUi.

Binbire Hivoro He Gitics.

I'nsaypu: 6opusitep, 110 GUTBY 3 BiTPOM IIPOTPaB,
JIETUTD HaJ| TOOOIO i POHUTH Y PYKY IIEPO.
Haiiryimb1ia Morusia — CIIiB, 1[0 He 3HA€ yraBy.
Moi YOBHHU 3TOJIOTHIIM, BN iM CBOEI KPOBI.
Ocp Temuti Ipixu ¥ X71i6u, CIiBalOTh MOI BECIAPI,
I xomraBa, sk Mi>k pebep 3aTi3HUN TaK.

Och MYUTB 31 3BICTKOIO i cItaysiaxye Ha ropi
IIUIIIIMHA — BEPIITHUK i3 KPOB'I0 HA OCTPOTaXx.
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JloMiBKa yce IIle MOKJIMBA TaM, Jie CyIlaTh Ha/IBOPi OLIH3HY,

Jie JIPKKO II0OTOMY IIOBHE BiTPY 1 aJIMY€BOTO IIBITY.

ITopa 1151 — BesnKa i mepiia J060BHA 6JIU3bKICTb,

[0 MYCHUTb CTATH IIPOHUKHEHHM, HIKOJIU HEe TIOBTOPUTHCS.

3eJieHUM JIe30M KOKEH 3aPO/IOK JIUCTS

CTA€ETHCH, 1| KPUK KUBOTO 3HAXOAUTS 1 HiY, 1 pUTM.

Tonka bosbra, mopa, KoJau 3a4NHAITHCS A0PUKOCH

O/THOYACHO 3 BilHAMU i HEMOBJIATAMU, Y Tilk cCaMil JIOKITI
MOBITPA,

y 3ajIycCi CliajieHb YU B XOJIOZ], 3 IKOTO ¥ XaTy MPOCUTHCS

BODPYIIKUH, AK 3Tpas Me/y3, 1 IepeJTiTHUH IIBIT.

Bis00KO, KIrTHCTO MOJTI0E KBITHEBUI MOPO3,

Ta OZIHAKOBY TEILIY IyXHACTY IKIPKY MATUMYTh JiTH.

Best pisHUIS y TOMY, Ha CKITBKY YaCTUH PO3JIOMIIATHCA,

SIK HacTaHe [10pa YIACTH, YH [IPOCTO PO3i6 I0THCS BILEHT.

3a cTiHOIO cyCim OMHOPYKUH, II'sIHUH, OJIyKae BIoMa,

MePEIUIYTABIIH BCi €[T0XH, 3aUeTHBIIIH I1JIeYeM

J1Bi 3auti3Hi Musnni 3 ITepimoi cBiTOBOI, KADTOHHUN
PaJITHCHKUH III0JIOM,

i IOpPTpEeT HEBIZIOMOTO 3 MOTJIAIOM, SIK aBTOMATHA Yepra,

1 BillIaK COPOYOK, 1110 IABHO 3 OZHUM PYKaBOM.

OTike, aJJaTUMYTh, P03i6 I0ThCsI HA OJIBKI Ta Ha 10Ti,

pOBTONIAI0Cs TiJIsA, BiTpaM YCIOAHU BiIKPUTO.

ITepeTncHeHa KA — TOH MEPEIINIOK, i TaK IUBHO NEPIITUTH
y ropui,

HiOW yac He MUHAaB i ApaMu ITOB3€ INPUT.
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I yce 11e —3abyTa y piJiHiM 3eJieHiM moABip’i rpa,

1ie OJyKaHHS MeKH PO3BIIlIaHUX BUIIPAHUX IIPOCTUPAI,

CBIT IIIOMUTI TOHIIHH, 1 KOJIK 00IHMAEIT parrToM

Kpi3b TKAHWHY — He 3HA€EII, XTO TaM, i 3HaUIIIOB TH HOTO
YU BTPATHB.

A TIyxHACTe JBOJIUIbHE TiJIbIle BiitHU OyOHSBIE B cepiri
BiTy,

110 0TO MU XOJIOAHOI HOYi He BILYCTHJIM JIOJIOMY TPiTHCS.
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Bin mmumie

Ix ne nr06uAU Ha 3emaAi ii 3a6yau ceped xmap.
IOpiit AHApPYXOBHY

Mawmo, Bu meHi He Hazcunanu i3 cebe doro,

i Tomy s maiizke 3a0yB, ki Bu 3 sinns,

Bu 3amtavere, 3Haro, 11e-00 5 107110 BaM TPU3O0T,
ajie KOKHe rope — TiJIbKM KpHUBaBa IATKa

Ha CBATOYHIN COPOYILi.

KuTTa — nIpuAOpOKHA XaTa,

CTapOBMHHA IO/I/IbChKA, HAIIIA, HA /1Bl IOJIOBUHU,

TYT TOJIOCATD, HOKIHHUKA 0OMHBAIOYH, TAM — KBITUAIOTh
JIiIBKY Ha CBSTO,

xa Bam, MamMo, HACHUTBCS, IO I TPUUIIIOB Y TOCTUHY,

1 cHKy Ha Til II0JIOBUHI, /e OisbIie cBiTia.

Bu m1e mraueTe, MaMo, pU/IaHb HisTK He BKOJIOIIIKATH,
aste 110 Te 00JIMYYs, i3 HbOTO BOAYU HE ITUTH,
a BoJioccs Baire — 4 111e Ipurayto — naxse BOJIOIITKAMU.

Bci mock X04yTh Bijf HAC i BOPyIIaTh MypaIllHUK BiiCbKa,
y AKOMY KpaiHa JIeXKUTbh, Hibu TyxJia puba.

S nmucaB AHZAPi€EBI — IOBrO, PO3JIOTO, II0-CBilICHKOMY,

a BiJT HbOTO HIYOTO, MOXKe, aJipeca XubHa.

34



[Tepes TUM BiH IUCAB: IaM SITAE CMAK TATYYUX KOHQET,
110 IPUBO3HUJIN 3 MICTa TaTO, 32 XaTOI MOKPY OaJIKy,

a jogomy, Ilerpycio, Tenep xiba Ha 1aderax,

MaMa IIpaBAy Kas3ain: Kpaiie Oyau 6 pubaikamu.

3siuBa 6’e B 6apabanu, 60J10TO 101 GPOHTAMY,

MH HIEMO B3/I0B3K PivoK i mig xMapamu, 6e3HaIiiHO.
51 yce 3abyBaro, 3 MeHe Haue BUTEKJIA ITaM SITh.

Yu cmiBae 1e, MaMo, B IiepkoBHOMY xopi ['adisa?
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I uu cTaeTbest 3 MaJIEHPKUMU IIIOCHh HACIIPAB/[i BETHKE?

[TOCKPUIIYIOTS ITi/T HoraMu AOIK 3HaHHS TEPETHITI.

Tenep TH 3HAEII, HATPUKJIA]T, SIK Y YaCH BillHU

B /IOMiBKax 3iIIyJIEHUX IIyJIbCYIOTh CBITJIOM SIJIMHKH,

SIK BiTep MEPTBOTHHUH i3 IIOJILOBOTO 3rapuIra

IIypy€ IIyHTOM IIOMiXK CTIHOK a0pTH,

sk Tacnap, Banracap, Menbxiop

CIIIIATh Y MIBUKIH i3 MpoCTpesieHoio ¢haporio,

SIK 31 CIIBUYTTS IIOJIOHEHUM XMMEPHI I'YCTi JIiCH POCTYTb,

1 ITOTIM JIATAI0Th IIapOM TOPdY Ha TEMHY AYIILY.

CBITJIO - 11IeHs APSTOTIIUBE - CKABYJIUTh KPa O/ YIIIKH,

CBITJIO TOHKE i CHI’)KHE, CHIT 00JIMYYs OCTYUTh

i 3adikcye, AK 1l 007TMYYSA IEPETBOPIOIOTHCS HA JINKU,

TIOIIi/] ceplie 3eMJIi Bpi3aloThCA.

Jlo BecHH

X04 61 Teria He OyJ10, 1100 Jiexkasia Iis IUIAaHUIIS.

Yu ychoro, 110 CTAJIOCs, OCTATHBO JIJIs1 CIIPAB/Ii
BEJIUKOTO,

YU MPOCTO i3 6OJII0 BUPOCTE BEJINKE JEPEBO - TYT,

KPHUBABUTH AATO/IaMH, CTYKATU Y BiKHA HIYHUX KBAPTUP?

3Bifku y Tebe, KOXaHUH, 1le MiCsIYHE CAUBO MIKipU?

Tpoxu rosiofy, Bijyaio, Ta MOJIOKA, Ta PTYTi.
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IT’saTaecar rosy6iB mMoJIeTLIOo 3 i€l A3BiHUIII.
T'opu rpiM MepeskoBYIOTh, paHATH 6€33y0i sicHa.
KBoJte nepeBo BiTpy pocTe Ha ITiCKy BECHU.
KoskeH y1r00UTh CBill 61l TIIBKK Ha3BaHUM Ha iM 11,
KOKeH JI00 IaM’siTaTHMe BJIACHHUH PO30UTHUI MyD,
KOK€eH 3pOOUTH i3 BIIACHOI KicTKU €001 1aps,
KOJKEH BJIACHOTO O0ra KJjiajie B UeperHy miThMy

i cJIoBa BUCHUIIA€E B KOJIOZA3h aOETKU yCi miApsI,
He opiOHeHi 1 Ha CKJIa Iy,

[ToneTMHKY TPEMTSATD Ha BifiX,

pocCTsI paHKy B 6aratTs KHIaloTh, 60 cyxe.

ITonay 6eperom ckaue KiHb, BODOHUH, JKUBUH,
aJie B YepeBi B HHOTO BOPYIIAThCS TiHI aXenIiB.
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OszupHellcs Ha3as i BiTUYENI Y TOPJIi CiJTb.

KoBTHii 3Mili BOTHSHUH JIEKUTD Ha TaXy KOCTEJY.
Cap 3a oMoM 1rymMuTh. Ilym moAiOHUE HA TOIOCIHHS.
3aBpTpa BUii/iel y caf, a BiH ToOi He 3a1Bire.

3aBTpa iyxo ToOi criBaTHMe I3BiH BEJIMKUX MTOXKEXK,
3aBTpa piuKa TBOS 3aKUITUTH i CTAaHE KPUBAaBa.

CHU TPUBOXKHI Ha/l PAHOK, i PAHOK TPUBOKHUH TEXK.
Ha sircTKy BUHOTpa/y 3aBMep BeJINYE3HUH PaBIIUK.
3aBTpa BUHI/IEI HAa CTAHI[II0 — IIOTSATH, IIOCIITIX, ITHI,
Tak OEHTEXKHO, HeHaue BiliHa.

Mix gyKuX ycix

3arOBOPHIII /{0 KOTOCh — Y TOJIOCI CKPUITHE CiJTh.

I BesTMKA TTOXKEKA HA CEPITI.

A moxu — cru.
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April 6

You are not just sleeping with this one man, but with his
whole life,

and sometimes it wakes you up and snatches him out of
your arms.

For, you see, war often comes along and lies down between
you like a child

afraid to be left alone in the dark.

War, he says, involves many numbers, let’s see —

two relatives equal one sack of bones,

one thousand three hundred ninety-five days of siege,
three packages of humanitarian aid: butter, canned goods,
powdered milk, three bars of soap.

Four armed men come for you,

show you their orders and then escort you out into the night.
During the walk across the city

you hear missiles flying over your head — twice.

... Five times they take you out of the barracks
to a ditch where forty-three lay rotting

and each time you think: I will finally die

and tell God that it was a lame joke.
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But they throw you face down into the dirt

and take their sweet time pressing a gun to your head.
Since then, he says, I don’t like to dream,

these kinds of memories, they aren’t fitting for a man.

You run through the woods, they shoot at your back,
abullet hits your thigh but all you feel is this dirt on your
face.

That’s when a leafless tree of pain grows

in your chest, pulsating.

And I don’t respond because what do you say to that

Ijust keep wiping the dirt off his face, over and over again,
even while he’s sleeping,

even while he’s away.
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Silhouettes in the lit windows

They have a rented flat looking on to the prison yard

And an ill child and all that other couples have

Late in the evening when the boy is in his bad and the last
dishes are washed.

And the whole town is dozing in silent sugared beauty,

And two live fish are splashing noisily in the washbasin

And a stupid blind kitten is crying somewhere in the
staircase,

She sits down and thinks - here, her husband

Leaves Paradise every morning and descends into Hell.

And there all those dirty jail birds are and he has such a
nimbus

Shining that she is sometimes even afraid to pat his hair,

It would be nice to go to the country for summer, the kid
isn’t well this year,

And the shoes need repairing and I have to cook soup...

And he, while she falls asleep

Is breaking somebody’s teeth

Later with his companion he drinks vodka wearily

And says - I don’t want to go home,

There is this stupid woman

And the kid is ill again. In short, there is hell at home.

Translation by MARIA GALINA 43



Mutiny of trees

And I shall tell you this: these trees will steal our dreams.
The local hearts and towns are moist and marshy at bottom.
The trees do not sleep. We walk into the garden, and

They clutch our shoulders with their leafless limbs.

Sharp dark talons press into the thin slits of wounds.
These trees grow through us and do not heal with age.
Because we took their parents to serve our needs,

To make beds and boxes, spoons, windows, and doors.

In awooden bed with an engraved headboard,

Dark with age and infested with woodworms

In abowl of my breast I stir up the cough with my ribs
And I say:

Run away,

Across the garden, through the tall grass

To the river.

Butit’s too late:

Aboat is on guard at the shore,

Its wooden spine damaged by the river.

I would like to meet face to face the tree

that will float out of the fog,
and step on my breast.

44 Translation by OKSANA MAKSYMCHUK
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They won’t compose any songs, because the children of
their children,

hearing about this initiation, will jump out of their beds at
4 a.m., frightened

by the echo in their spinal cords. Separate parts of death

cannot form a whole: a quarter of fate or of body is always

missing.

The map is worn at the folds.

The doors of the house rust hopelessly, you are on night
watch.

At dawn saliva becomes poison in every mouth.

All these piles of ashes still have names

and they keep repeating their persistent calls

sharp like panicked bird shrieks, too extreme for a song

about a field torn apart by a hail of bullets,

about the chornozem that God will rub off in his hand
afterwards.
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This loneliness could have a name, an Esther or a Miriam.
Regiments fall to the ground with an infant’s cry.

Words hardly fit between water and salt.

Under the flag at half-mast, hundreds of hoarse voices

laugh, pricked by the splinters of language.

This loneliness is vast, bottomless, and so chilling

that even a stranger turns away. Restless children wander
out of the school, stand by the sea, as if in front of a tribunal.

Dried tree branches crackle in the air like transmitters.

Somebody keeps calling out the name of the city turned
into ashes.

This loneliness could be named Sevgil or Selima.

The names of the abandoned are salty and deep.

She comes out, fumbles with the knot

of her black headscarf; her lips are pale.

Who is there, she says, do you read me? Does anyone hear us?
Just a moment ago somebody called out our names.

Do you read me, son, try and listen to me, to me —
they have all left the shore, look for them in the sea.
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Palette

Here September returns to get everything changed.

The fracture is bleeding blackly, thickly, abruptly,

bringing those teachers of yours from the monastic school,

or actually

the madrasa;

those who’d whipped your childish hands with the rulers,

bringing the pale wraiths of your companions lost,

bringing the screams and whispers, bringing the murky
foam,

bringing the girls, eager to skip the borderline

once they’ve broken free from their somniferous
backwoods homes

(primarily they want to get rid of the accents.

Grey are their narrow bodies, fishy and lifelessly cold,

willing to get exercised, willing to not mistake

the rules of conjunction between a donor and an acceptor).

Listen, the streetcar insane is singing aloud

of how the birds are leaving Ukraine, flying over the
chimney of ours.

So how can we hope

to survive uninfected

when the crescent is scything us all

inarow?

Cotton vanilla candy’s wafting over the town.

Bog is twinkling with light. Count those glimmers, then
sleep.
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Humping over the morning coffee, my madly perplexed
Majnun,

have you already forgotten where were you going to
leave?

Here it’s September. Bogs are excreting their green
malodour.

Men remain on the verge of a nervous breakdown.

Come, fill my steps in. Slicky yellow light of the lanterns

pours its juice on your shoulders.

Now you have nothing to learn,

highly infatuated forever.

Merely touch the thread on your wrist and remember:

here September returns to get everything changed

over and over again.

48 Translation by ANNA VOVCHENKO
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Danube approaches, he wants me to give away

alock and a cramp, and an arm from a flowing sleeve,

I’'m more than just water, regardless of what you say,

and I will go on even after you fully leave,

no parting’s abandage enough for my love’s deep wound,

my light is like crystal pollen that falls in grains,

give me one half of your name and the song you found.

Beware of the serpents, of love and of walking again

barefoot aloof in the snow, of the folks like reeds,

days when a silver eyelash will drop like a tear,

of the man who will bring me milk on a path that leads

through the heart of the night.

Save for that, you have nothing to fear.

Look: here comes the falcon who battled the wind and lost,

from the bottomless sky a feather he drops for you.

Know: the deepest of graves is the song that persists the
most.

For my famishing boats give a bit of your bloody brew.

Warm are sins and the loaves of bread, and my oarsmen
chant,

through the ribcage an iron hook of Kosava curls.

Here a dogrose

bush rushes up through its steep ascent

like a message bearer with flaming blood on his spurs.

Translation by IRYNA SHUVALOVA 49
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Home is still possible there, where they hang laundry out
todry,

and the bed sheets smell of wind and plum blossoms.

It is the season of the first intimacy

to be consummated, never to be repeated.

Every leaf emerges as a green blade

and the cries of life take over the night and find a rhythm.

Fragile tinfoil of the season when apricots first form

along with wars and infants, in the same spoonful of air,

in the stifling bedrooms or in the cold, from which the
wandering

beg to enter, like a bloom of jellyfish, or migratory
blossoms.

The April frost hunts white-eyed, sharp clawed,

but the babies have the same fuzzy skin for protection.

What makes them different is how they break

when the time comes for them to fall, or if they get totally
crushed.

Behind the wall a drunken one-armed neighbor stumbles
around

his house,

confusing all the epochs, his shoulder

bumps into metal crutches from WWI, a Soviet helmet
made of

cardboard,
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and the portrait of a man with a glance like a machine gun
firing
and hangers for shirts, all of them with a single sleeve.

So they will fall and break into pieces and fates

branches parted, fruit exposed to the winds.

The neck feels squeezed, in the narrow isthmus of the throat

time just stands still and mustard gas creeps through the
ditches.

All of this is but a forgotten game we play in the family
backyard,

hiding amongst the laundry that hangs outside

the world becomes more fragile at each moment, and when
you

suddenly embrace

through the cloth — you don’t know who it is, and whether
you've

lost or found.

And the swelling parted body of war intrudes into a
blossoming

heart

because we didn’t let it enter our home on a cold night to
warm

itself.
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He writes

They were disliked on earth and forsaken among the clouds.
YURI ANDRUKHOVYCH

Mother, you haven’t sent me a single photograph
so I almost forgot what your face looks like.
You'll cry, I know, I have caused you distress

but each trouble is just a tiny speck of blood

on a Sunday dress.

Life is a house on the side of the road,

old-world style, like our peasant house, divided into two
parts.

In one, they wash the dead man’s body and weep.

In the other, they dress a bride.

Mother, I want you to have a dream in which I come
and sit in the part with more light.

You cry so much mother, you don’t stop sobbing,
I can’t see your face well, but faces don’t matter much,
Your hair, I still remember, smells of cornflowers.

They all want something from us and keep stirring

the anthill of the army, in which the country lies like a
rotting fish.

Iwrote to Andrew, a long soulful letter,

but didn’t get a reply, maybe I got the address wrong.
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And before that Andrew wrote: how he remembers the
taste of

the toffee that Dad used to bring from town, also the
slippery ravine

behind our house. Peter, he wrote, if we ever return,
it will be on

stretchers.

Mother was right — we should have remained fishermen.

Rain drums loudly, mud covers the front lines.

We march hopelessly along rivers and under the clouds.

I'm forgetting everything, as if memories were leaking out
of me.

... Mother, does that girl Hafiya still sing in the church
choir?
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Can great things happen to ordinary people?

The rotting boards of knowledge creak underfoot.
Now you know, for example, how in wartime

lights pulsate on Christmas trees in squat homes,
how the deadly wind blows from a burning field
burrowing like a stent between aorta walls

how Gaspar, Balthazar, Melchior

rush in an ambulance with a bullet-riddled headlight
how the thick magic forests appear out of compassion for the
prisoners of war

and spread in a layer of peat over the darkened souls.
Daylight, a clawing puppy, whimpers by the pillow,
the light is faint and snowy, snow will cool the faces
and capture them turning into icon-like images

that cut through the heart of the earth.

If there is no warmth

until spring, let this shroud remain.

Was everything, everything that happened, for a greater good
or would all the agony cause a tall tree to grow —bleeding
berries, pounding against apartment windows at night?
Where did you get this glistening moonlight skin, my love?
From starvation, despair, and milk, and mercury.
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Fifty pigeons have flown away from the belfry.
Mountains munch the thunder, wounding their toothless

gums.
Wind is frailly sprouting up from the sand of the spring.

Every battle’s worth loving when named,

every forehead remembers its own broken wall,

every king is arisen from a bone of the master,

every god is buried down in the darkness, deep in the
death’s-head.

Words are pouring into the well of a hornbook,

just as whole as that.

Grains of ash on the winkers, trembling;

withered seed of the morning is thrown into the pile to burn.

On the seashore, the black horse is racing alive,
full of ripe Achaeans’ shadows budging inside his belly.
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You’d be turning around and feeling the salt in your
anxious throat.

Orange serpent would burn down the church,

as the garden behind your house

would be mournfully weeping

and tomorrow would never be going to bloom;

as the fire would dully be tolling for you;

as your river would seethe with the blood.

Anxious morning would bring disquiet into your dreams.

An enormous snail would freeze on a leaf of the grape.

On the dusty and hasteful station

the embarrassed trains would forebode something like war.

There amongst the crowded strangers

you’d be feeling the salt in your anxious voice.

Orange serpent’ll revive in your heart

tomorrow.

Sleep till it does.
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