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3amosiT

l'onosa i masenp Cesitoi Kareprunu noxositecst y CieHi,
a mpax - y Pumi. YsiBsisito Bce 1je peTe/IbHO 3aTOPHYTHM,
LIiTBHO CTUCHYTHM, JOTIAaCOBAaHUM [I0 BipH, 3BUYAIB

i 3a6araHox cBiTy. YsBJISII0 0CaZloM cepei CTOTITHIX
YJIaMKiB, MDK KaMiHHSIM. 3aCTUIJIUM Y 3JIIIKY.

Ocb SIKOO 1110 KIHKY XOTi/I Ga4UTH HAaWCHUIbHILI —
IIOXOBAHOIO OIHOYACHO

y LIepKBIi 3 LJeTJIU 1 LIepKBi 3 CyMJIiHHS,

y LiepKBi 3 My4eHHUITBA i JepKBi 3 KaMeHIO.

Ha6wupato 1o pora KamiHHS,

KYILUTYIO.

Ha cmak - ToHKe, sik 6isie cyxe BUHO, Xiba 1[0 COJIOHE.
OpHak He X04y, 1100 YKO/IeH i3 Hac OyB MOXOBaHUM
MiJ 10ro HepyXoMicTIo.

YuTaro npo KameHi, [0 MaHPYIOTh SIK YaCTHHA OOPYYKH,
YU CHIrOBOI JJaBUHH, YU B3[IOBX Teyil piKoo
3yCTpivarocs 3 40MOBIKOM, OGTUYYS IKOTO — KaMiHb.
CubHe, OZHAK PYXJIMBe, HITPOXU He 3a4epCTBise,

60 BiH CKY/BIITOP i TBOPUTH Mpii, 6e3MeXHi, MOB Jic,
y sIKOMY KaMiHHSI )KMBe 1 pyXJ1Be.

YKopgunx kamenenazis. Cama piBHOBara.

He xouy, 1106 XTOCH i3 Hac OyB ITOXOBAaHUM IIifl HEPYXOMICTIO KaMeHIO:
KBapTHUP, METATOJIICiB, XpaMiB, odiciB 41 HAATPOOKIB,

Jle HaMaraeMoch JXUTH,

Jle HaC HaMaralmThCs IOXOBaTH.



A Wwill

Santa Caterina>s head and one finger are preserved in Siena

and the remainder of her body in Rome. Tightly packed and,

in my imagination, squashed to fit the beliefs and customs

and desires of so many others. Sedimented below centuries

of stone-cold rubble, petrified within a cast made to resemble what
those in power

wished her to be. Buried in two churches of brick and duty,
martyrdom and mortar.

[ put stones in my mouth

and taste them.

They are delicious like dry white wine, mineralized

but I do not want any of us to be buried under immobilized rock.

I read about stones that travel, whether on a ring or

within an avalanche of snow or down rivers that flow

[ meet a man with a stone face. It is strong but moving. It is not solid
because he is a sculptor who creates forests of dreams with stones
allowed to move

in their natural way. No casting. No sticking. Just a balancing.

I do not want any of us to be buried under immobilized rock
whether they be apartments, churches, cities, companies or
tombstones we try to live in

or they try to bury us under.



Xouy, 1106, )XUBJISTYUCh HALIMMH COKaMH, 3 HaC MPOPOCTAIN TPOSHAM.
Xouy, a6y Hallli OKK CMAYHO XKYBaIH

BUTMHU TIePCUKIB

i abpuKocis

Xouy, w06 Hauri o4i

CTa/I1 YaCTUHOIO KPYJT KOTi6Pi,

PO3HOCSYN Hafl OKeaHOM 3epHa /IOy,

TOHYIOYY XBHJII [TaM sITi HAIIKX 3iHULD 1 pafiZy)KOK
Xouy, aby HaC MPOKOBTHYJIO XXUTTS —

TakK, 100 IIOMEePTH B eKCTasi

Xouy, w06 piuku

3MWJIM Hallll pelITKU

CTpyMeHeM PO3yMiHHS,

HaCKiJIbKU BOKJIHBE yce, 0 MU, TI0JHU, JyMaeMO
Xo4y Tako)K, abu Halla IJIOTh Po36HIach

006 cKeti, Ha3yCTPiY SIKUM HAC BUHOCSTH PiKH,
pO31LenuIacs Ha Hai/erii YacTOYKHY MillJaHOTO MUY
106 MeKJIacst Ha COHLLi, YKUBIISTYU

11le TTOBHillle YXUTTS Ha XPYMKOMY /10 30JI0TQ TIiCTI
HAIO] IKipy i M'sIKOT BOJIOTOCTI

TerIo]1 MJIOTI.

ITornunaii Hac, JKUTTS,
TakK, 106 MU CTasn TOOOIO.



[ want us to sprout roses from the juices of our bellies.
[ want the squash of our cheeks to soften
the curves of peaches

and apricots

[ want our eyes to enter

the wings of hummingbirds

and scatter seeds of rain to the ocean
tinting waves in the memory of pupils and irises
[ want us to be eaten up by life

so we can die in ecstasy

[ want the rivers to wash away

our remains down

the stream of consciousness

that we humans think is so important

And I want our flesh to be pounded

by rocks the rivers make our bodies meet
pounded into thin powder

sandy flour

to bake in the sun and feed

more life on the crisp, golden edged dough
of our skins and the soft, moist

warmth of our flesh.

Eat us up life, so we
may become all of you.



Bitep GyznTh Hac 10CKOTOM,
TOMY COH MOXYXHA JOJUBUTUCH

Y)Ke KPOKYI4U
JHEeM.

Hexaii cHoBUzIHHS TpUBae
Y HalllOMy LIeIOTi

Kpi3b LIEMIT BiTPy i BepOH
Y CMIXOBI 3aMiCTb IL/1avy,

Y CHax, KOJIM He IO CHY

Xouy, w06 3ryuieHa KpoB
HaIIWX CUHIIIB CTaJla OCHOBOIO
JJ1s1 BAHHUX TPOH,

SIKi IT'STHSATB 3€MJTIO ¥ KOTiGpi

Xouy, 106 Hami

BUOLIEHI COHIEM KiCTKHU

cTanu GIMCKYYOI0 JOCKOHAIOK
TaJIbKOIo

¥ YeKasI1 Ha MaHAPIBHUKA,
SIKUI KuHe 11 y Bogy.

Xouy, w06 Haur HAWTOHII YyTTS
Bi/ITyHIOBa/IM BUCOKO B TOPAX,
106 rpe6GeHi XBUJIb CTaBa/Id HALIMMHU I'PYAbMHU,



The wind is tickling us
awake so we can
continue this dream
walking through the day.

May the dream continue
through the whispers of our
voices in wind and willow
not weeping but

laughing, not sleeping

but dreaming

I want the crushed blood of

our bruises to be extracted into
grapes of wine to drunken the soil
and hummingbirds

I want our bones to
bleach in the sun and
become rivered stones
polished and round
waiting to be thrown back
into the water

by a wanderer.

[ want the tips of our noses to
be echoed in the ridge of mountains



1e BULIMMU BiJ] XOJIOAHOT'O JOTHKY,
a BOZIOCIIaZ, BOJIOCCS
nepecmiByBaBcs

KaCKa/loM TiZI3eMHHUX 03ep

Xouy, 1106 MU CTaIN L[AM JTiCOM
i Ijieto pikoro — Ha BiKM BivHI,
TaK, o6 Tijia KOXaHUX

[0 HAaC MIPUEAHANCS 3TOJIOM

a TAaKOXX — Tijla BiJOMMX 1 HEBiZOMMX

1106 IF0OUTH TUKHM TOI0C IPUPOSH,
Kpacy, 1o 6'€TbCsl y HAIIKUX CEPIsX
1 BiAryKyeThCs miJ HoraMmu

YKUTH 1 IOMHPaTH
iury i
MIOMUPATH i XXUTHU
i moMuparu

i



and the crests of waves to be our
nipples when they enter waters cold
and the fall of our hair

to be sung in the cascades

of hidden lakes

I want us to be this forest

and river forever and ever

and for the bodies of our beloveds
to join us here too

and all the bodies of those we know

and don>t know
to love the wild call of nature
beauty beating in our hearts and

below our feet calling us to
live and die

and live and

die and live

and die

and



v

Cetp

Xo4a i He Terni —
OKeaH — SIK cipe KolLlJIaTe TJIETUBO.

CrnoxoeM Moro apomMaTy MOXXHA yIIUTHUCH:

BiYHO 3aMKHeHa 1ada HapewITi Bif4MHeHa i 3apoluye,
PO3/IMBaE Maxolli MPacoBaHOTO MOJIOTHa,

HadTaniHy, TaBaHAM, CTAPOI 3amiLi,
CKJIaJIeHOTO CTOCaMU OJATY — 3 [yXOM BITPY i COHIISL.

Hapsarum okeaHn.

3aropuu tioro pocdop
CpiGHOIO 1A/, 3a6yTO0

B 3aKyTKy madu,

1[0, MOJKE, AiCTa/Nach y CHAJOK.

VYBiuyHU GIUCKITKAMHU COJIL.

Mlyxasa1 HDKHO 3aIMBaIOTh IIOBKOM
TBOE TOPJIO

i, 03100JIeH] X0/10,0M IHAUTO,
04i 3aIUTIOLIYIOThCS —

KOJ/IM ceplie NMePEryKyeTbcs 3 I‘J'II/I6I/IHOIO, PO3IIyTYyIO4YH

MAETKU Ha J3epKasli BOGH —
quech 061UYYA 8 C1bO3ax nid coHyem nicas dowy.



Pullover

Though not warm,
the ocean is chunky, grey and knitted.

The comfort of its smell can be drunk in -

a long-closed cupboard opens, welcomes,
spills the burnt scent of ironed cotton linen,

mothballs, lavender pouches, old worn leather
and tightly-folded clothes - wind-dried, sun-perfumed.

Pull the sea over.
Its phosphor can be wrapped in -

a silvery shawl, stowed away
in the back of a closet, or inherited.

Sparkle, embalmed in salt.

Drawers of silk pour
softly down your throat

indigoed by the cold,
eyes embroidered shut -

the heart echoes the deep, unraveling

sequins into the mirror water -
a face full of tears glows in the after-rain sun.



BocsmuHOrM

L
Jlo cTinm xmapoyvoca
TIPUKJIeIBCST BOCBMUHIT.

barpsHi wynanes
TIPUCMOKTYIOTBCS IO BiKOH,
BIIKM[AI0YN Y KBAPTUPY OIAKUTHI TiHi.

[TigHiMar0 0Yi BiJl KHMDKKH —
6auy, sIK BiH TiKa€.
[TeBHO, Tyau, ne moTpiGeH y iHwIi# FpiMOTI.

YopHuapHa XMapa 3a CIIMHOIO ITHIIIe Olli C/I0Ba.

II.
Hacrynuoro gus -
IHIIMIT BOCBMUHIT Ha 06pil.

3aryssie 13p060M COHIIE,
PO3AMYXYy€ COHSTUHI BisepyHKHU
Yy MeHe Ha CTiHax.

Po3maxyio KHIDKKOIO,
06 TiKaB
asie BiH OJHAKOBO HaBHCA€E

Ha/i MOIM MO3KOM, SIK MOPCbKa iCTOTa,
MIPUKJIEEHA IO KOpaa.



Octopi

L.
An octopus clings
outside the skyscraper wall.

Purple tentacles stick
to the window, casting
blue shadows into the apartment.

[ look up from my book
to see it scurry away.
Probably needed in another daydream.

Behind, a cloud of ink forms these words.

IL.
The next day, another octopus appears
on the horizon.

A beak blots
out the sun, billowing
light patterns upon my walls.

I shoo it away
with the book I>m reading

but it stays perched

on my brain, like a sea creature clinging to coral.



I11.
OpHiel HOUl
BOCBMUHIT MPOJIA3UTh MiJ ABEpUMA.

YKpuBae niHOIeYM
Bi3epyHKaMH CJTH3Y,
CXO)XMMH Ha ppaKTamu
3 MiJpy4YHUKA.

3anpouymo Horo
10 JTDKKQ, i/ KOBAPY,

PO3ALTHUTH Miii COH.

[Tpoxuparocs y cUHIISX.



I1I.
One night, an octopus enters
under the door.

Slime patterns
the linoleum floor, echoing

fractals found in a science textbook.

I invite it into
my bed, under my duvet
to share my sleep.

I wake up bruised.

7



CaMOCl'[OI']I}I,Z[aHH}I B HEBEJIMKUX IMTPOCTOPAX

L]e 6yn10 Ha nowamky camozo nouamky, Koau Ha mopi x#odHoi dywi, HiKo20, Kpim
NMAawok i COHAYHO20 ceimaa. 3 dumuHcmea 8 mpise nimu mydu, do mozo micys, de ace
nouanocs i 6ce CKIHYUNOCA.

YKau Mapi ['ocras Jle Knesio
Omphaloskepsis in Small Spaces

It was in the beginning, at the very beginning, when there was nobody on the sea,
nothing more than birds and sunlight. Since childhood, I had dreamed of going there, to
this place where all began and all ended.
JMG Le Clézio
L.

Ls1 KiMHaTa TOPOXKHSI, Ha BiAMIHY Bif, IHIIMX y Pi3HUX MOIX JOMiBKax.
Y BCix BiATyKy€eThCsI Mili TEPLIMH AiM, BiA/IyHIOOYY Bij Ge31any, iKui
Ha30upyIo, 1106 BiJIyBaTH HATIOBHEHICTh. AGH YyTHCSI, SIK HA OCTPOBI,

3 SIKOTO 5T POJOM, T'YCTO HaceJIeHOMY i HaZiTO PO3BUHEHOMY.

Tak, HiOM Me6sti, KHIDKKU ¥ 0e3/1afJsi MOXYTh SIKOCh 3alTOBHUTH
nopokuedy. Hi6u roresi, xibepBexxi i 1mI0CE MOXYTb HAIarOAUTH
3B’I3KH 31 CBITOM — JJaJIEKUM, 3a0K€aHCHKHM.

L.
This room is bare unlike all the rooms of all my homes.

They have all echoed my first home bouncing off the clutter I collect
in order to feel crowded. Just like that small overpopulated over-
developed island I come from.

As if furniture and books and mess could somehow fill up
emptiness. As if hotels and cyber-towers and highways could cement
connections to the world, out there, beyond the sea.



II.

Kparep y uentpi MaBpukito — He HaiiGinbuia tioro gipa. Lleit ocrpis
XKalae BCMOKTATH yce, L0 PyMHYETbCS CBITOM, — TLIBKU TaK BiH
3YIUHUTH CAMOCIIOIJISIIAHHS.

Hoci HaTupae Benukuil naszeup Horu. Jloci mamae. Cxupae 1wKipy
IDKYHTJIiB, KOpaJiB i Hebec — BUBIIbHSIOYM Micue. BoHa ymuThest i
MyXUPUTHCST HA COHL, MITHIE — aGM JIMILE CTATH TIPOCTOPILIOIO.

II.

The crater at the centre of Mauritius is not its biggest hole. The island
yearns to suck up all the detritus of the world just so it can stop
navel-gazing.

And so keeps bumping its big toe. Keeps bursting. Sloughs its skin of
rainforest, coral and sky to make space for more. It peels and blisters
in the sun, sweating to be more.

II1.

Ane 1151 KIMHATa ITOPOXKHSI.

['ynsiroun Helo TyaM-CIOAM, OWB/ISTYMCH Y HATOBI XMapo4oCiB, W10
IOMUT/IMBO 3a3UPAIOTh, CHJIKYIOUHMCh CMMBOJII3yBaTH HAll Yac, Haye
MeXaHi4Hi TOMOJI 3 MOraHOro HayKoBoro GiibMy, s BiYyBaro /ulie,
SIK XMTA€THCSI HEITOXUTHHUH Y CBOEMY 3aB3SITTi CBIT.

Kpisb cktomakeT 3a3UparoTh 40 MeHe 06IMYYst IIPUCTPACTI, ZUXAOTh
y IepejroKoi, 3aTyMaHIOIOTh BHJ, i3 BikHa. COTHI MepexT/IMBHX,
G/IMCKYyYMX O4Yel BAUBISAIOTHCS, BAMBISIIOTBCA i — BiJOIMCKYIOTH
y nopoxsedyi. Kpuyats y TymMaHi cursHasyd aBToMoO6imiB. [[3BOHATH
OyOUIBPHUKK U curHamisanii. SIK Trygkd, W0 BepTalTh [0 Ipaly,
TIPOHM3/IMBUI BepecK I'yKae [0 MarasvHy, [Je s HallOBHIOCS. Myury
BiZITTOBiCTH.



I11.
But this room is bare.

Walking up and down it, looking out at a crowd of skyscrapers
peering in curiously like

technological poplar trees from a bad science-fiction movie trying to
symbolize our age, I can feel the fluttering world’s urges press in.
Faces of desire shove up to my double-glazed windows, breathing
down my hallway, fog my view. Hundreds of shimmering, glistening
eyes stare and stare- glare at the emptiness. Horns for fog and traffic
sound loud. Alarms for waking up and danger ring. Like bells tolling
workers back to toil, the shrill din calls me to shop, to fill up. I must
answer.

IV.

Llst KiMHaTa MOPOXKHSI.

5 Giraro Bropy-BHM3 GiNnMM TrilICOKAaPTOHOM CTiH, IOB3 PO3BEP3Ti
KyTH - y Hilo. Xanaw nopoxxHedy i XOypJisito 1 y mauyi, o 3s10Th
3a JKaJosi, HiGM COMH, sIKi MParHyTh AiCTATH KOPM i3 camoro JHa.
Hanwusaro Hilo y rop/istHKY, KOTPi BXKe MPOCYBAIOTh OPSI3KydUi SI3UKHU
Kpi3b 3aMKOBY LIiTMHY. MOBYKYM KpHU4y, IIOKU He BUC/IM3HE THUILA.

V.

This room is bare.

[ run up and down white frameless walls, past vast open corners
and into nothing. I grab emptiness and hurl it into the beaks gaping
through my blinds, like catfish trying to feed from the very bottom.
[ pour nothing down the throats that send tongues rattling through
my keyhole. I shout silence until it slides across.



V.

LI xiMHaTa MOPOXKHSL.

BoHa TyXuTh 3a poCcIMHAMH, apOMAaTOM JepeB i BOJIOTUM MYCKyCOM
ozsary. Pospocrarocs i mieTycst Kpisb i HABKOJIO, TOIPY MiIMOPTyBaHHS
TOJIONHUX PAAYXKOK i 6asikaHHS KPWJI — aXX HA BYJIHUI, Y Mara3uHHy,
KyITyBaTH TaxoLi, 04T, DKy, 4ail, KaBy, YepPeBHUKH, YaiHUK, MOOIJIKY,
KHIDKKH, MUJIO Ta iHute. [le, wie, wie, 106 yce 1ie IPUHECTH LOAO0MY.
[TpuTHCcKalocst 4O XUBOTO BCEBU/IOYOTO CKJIA — IIOMHO HAroJ0BaHa,
IpUYeNlypeHa 1 HamaxyeHa, SIK TeIUIMYHa KBITKA, $Ky [JOIJAIOTh
MUTOT/IMBI O4i i1 MepexT/IUBi MOCMIIIKU.

V.
This room is bare.

It yearns for plants, the smell of trees and moist, musk-scented stuff.
[ vine myself through and around, past the hunger-winking irises
and chattering wings- out, into the streets and shops to buy incense,
clothes, food, tea, coffee, shoes, a teapot, a cell-phone, books, soaps
and more. More, more, more is brought home.

[ press myself against the watchful, beating panes of glass— newly fed,
adorned and scented like a hothouse flower, the flashing eyes and
twinkling teeth eat me up.

VL

Ane # moci 1 KiMHaTa TTOPOXKHS.

Mosxe, BoHa - Mope. Moxe, npocTo 3raganocs Mope. Kuium pyxaeTscs,
IOCTEMEHHO MOB Mope. | MicTO BHH3y 3By4HTbh, HIGH MOPCHKi MYLLUTI.
Mope mnornuHae ocTpiB, 3 fIKOro s pofoM. Pasom i3 ycima moimu
HaGyTKaMu. XBUJIi MPOIIAIBHO MaxaloTh 30MKaM O6i/ist MOIX gBepeid. A
MoTiM 3's1B/IsIETHCST pocTip. HeckiHueHHUIA.



VI.

But still, this room is bare.

Maybe it is the sea. Maybe I am reminded of the sea. The carpets
certainly move like it. And the city below echoes like its shells.

The sea swallows up that island I am from. Along with all those
purchases I've made. Waves goodbye to the screams at my door. And
then there is space. Infinite.

VIL.

5l HaMOBHIOIOCH BIJUYTTSAM JJOMY, SIKOTO foci He Mana. 5 Bjoma. Moxe,
BiH - 11e Mope. Moxxe, s mpocTo 3ragyio Mope. Mope, 1o norauHae. |
3'ABJISIETHCS MiCLie [JIsT IOMY.

VIIL

I fill myself up with a sense of home I've never had before. I am
home. Maybe it is the sea. Maybe I remember the sea. The sea
swallows. And then there is space for home.

VIIL.
Sl Bmoma. CBucrom rykato mope. | ock BiH — mpocTip.

VIIL.
I am home. Whistling the sea. And then, space.






He3z0armenHicrp

Ocb He36arHeHHU OKeaH —
BiH KOBTae,

LTYIOYH.

Woro pudu,
SIK CXOZ Y, BeAYTh 0 CTPIMKUX YIIIe/IMH.
Moskew, cuzsTay Ha Kopati,

GOBTaTH HOraMH B 6e30/Hi,

IIO3BOJIMTU 00’i7aTh o001 LIMKOIOTKH,
CTEXXUTH 3a TIHAMU B CHHBOMY TyMaHi,

C/TyXaTH Y0JIOBiKa y MOPi, KOTpHil Kinde 1o cebe, —

TH MorJia 6 MipHYTH B Lji BRXXKi XOJIOAHI PyKH
IIOTOHYTH B HEeCKiHYeHHIH PO3MOBiJi TeMHUX Oo4yei
HaMUTUCS HOro coJi,

3a/IATTH Ha JHi HOTO JIKKa —

abo - yeKaTH Ha Tediio, sika Tebe 3abepe
BHpBe 3 Horo 06iimis,

ToHece Aasi ¥ gam —

BUTPiOa0YH, Ha ITUOMHI



Fathomless

There is a fathomless ocean
and it swallows
as it kisses.

In this sea, there are reefs with
edges that fall into steep holes.
You can sit on the coral

dangle your feet into the precipice

let your ankles be nibbled
watch the shades of blue blur,

listen to the man in the sea calling you to come to him -

and you could dive into his cold, hard arms
sink into the endless story of his dark eyes
drink in his salt,

lay down at the bottom of his bed -

or you could wait for a current to take you away,
pull you away from his embrace

pull you out further and further into the open -
floating out, in the deep



IIPOCTSITHU [I0 COHLS PYKH,
Ha36upaii y BOJIOCCS MOPCHKOI MiHU
MOXKe, TIOUY€LI CIIOKIiH

MOZlyMa€Ll: BigmycTHIa

JIOKH Bifidye€ll, 1110 He CAaMOTHSI, —

po3Max i TJIeCKiT IIaBIs,

G/IMCK J1acoro 1o tebe pora

IOCh TSITHE 3a Ky4yepi, CMUKA€ 3a KiHL[iBKU

yce Lie Haragye fiomy npo Tebe, Haragye ToOi
npo Geper TOro JHs1, KOJIH OyJelll MOTIMHYTOIO,
IIPO HiY, KOJIU KaIiTyJIIO€NI,

PO Yacy,

KO/ NPpUIIMHUII CTYIIaTH, IPUITMHUII IIJIMBTU



arms spread out to the sun,
hair skimming the surface
you may feel peace

may think you have let go

until you sense you are not alone -

the swish and splash of a fin,

the glint of a mouth hungry for you

the tug on your locks, pull on your limbs

recalls you to him, reminds you
of the descent, the day you will be devoured,
of the night you will surrender, the one time

you will stop treading, stop swimming

and allow yourself to drown, to be, fathomless.



Koxauum

Yacom 40JI0BIK CTa€ CHOM,
HaBITh CTOSTYM MPOCTO Tepes TOGOIO.

Horo Tino
HDKHe, 6/THCKydYe, TPeKpacHe

KOJIM s1 KpU41y oMy HOT0 iM'sl — IIepeTBOPIOI0 KaMiHb Ha BOZY,

BOTOHb, TOBITPsI. MM nepeBTiII0OEMOCS.
Bin xyimye MeHe Ha imM's,

SIKOTO S IOCi He 3HaJIa.



Beloved

Sometimes, a man becomes a dream
even when standing right before you.

His body
softens, glistens, beautiful

as I cry his name into him, turning stone to water

to fire to air. We are transubstantiated.
He calls me by my name,

the one I never knew before.



PO3MOBA (rmy3yiiTe K X04eTe)

[Tpoury, 3po6u MypIrypoOBUM Bi4HO MPUMXJIHBOTrO Ypo6opoca,
10 CTHCKAE KUIbLEM Y IPYJsAX MOI 3eMHi HacOI0u.

Skio BiH Oyze LIISIXeTHOTO KOJTBOPY,
TiJHECH MeHe, Tillla4yM ByXa ITypITypPOBOIO ITPO30I0,

Kpi3b Hebeca —

Haye IIapueBUii KOpOII, 51 IVIMBTUMY [10B3 XMapX BOCBMUHOTIB lielle/liHOM ifei,
¢dpaKTany BTPAIUIATUMYTD [0 3UTOT MOYYTTIB, i 51
PO3KOJIIOCS ;O CAMOT'O MO3BKY —

BUCMOKTYH MOI KiCTKM, TPUMalO4Y KiHYMKaMHU NaJIbLiB, CXOXXMMU Ha BYTPiB,
rOCTPIlIMMHU, HDK BiTPa)kHi BIKHa MOTO KaTOJIUIIBKOTO JUTHHCTBA,
6e3)xanbHO po36uTi. MU positydeHi

i 06BUTI M 3MieM. | g Byke He 10 iHIIe, K
LIMaT POMIITEKCY, LIMAT

MacCHOI XpyMKOI PO3MOBH IIPO KOXaHHS, 1[0 IIKBAPYUTb
JI0 IpYTOro MpHULIecTs. 3aTUCHYTa
MDK KyCHiB XJ1i0a, 5IKi 38eMO KOHTHHEHTaMH, —

IUIMBY MOpeM
CKJIa[THOI CKJIaZTHOCTi.
Benu nieii voBeH mmoB3

YKaytoGHi KBITH, PO3IJIECKaHI COHLIEM

y Ka3aHi oxeany. «Bubble bubble boil toil and trouble»'
KOJTMCh BiH Ka3aB. By/ikaHM criBaroTh, a YalKU IUTIOIOTH



CONVERSATION (cut up any which way you like)

Please, purpurate the pulchritude of the ever-pugnacious Ouroboros.
Omni-circling, squeezing tight all the earthly delight from my breast.

If it be the colour of nobility,
then dignify me with a passage of it, walking

mellifluous through the skies -

a zeppelin of ideas, like koi fish swimming past octopi clouds,
fractals fall within the zygotes of feelings and I
am left fractured to the split marrow —

suck my bones with your eel fingertips, sharper than
the stained-glass windows of my Catholic childhood
broken in more than two. We are separated

within the coil of the snake and I am nothing more than
a piece of rump steak, slithered in

the fat crisp talk of love, sizzled dry
‘til kingdom come. Spiraled between
the wedged breads we call continents -

adrift on the sea
of complexed complexity.
Float the boat past

mourning flowers chucked by the light of the sun

into the ocean pot. ‘Bubble bubble boil toil and trouble,’
he once said. Volcanoes sing and gulls spit



y putMi Menozii Ctaporo Mopsika,

MICSLb CXOOUTh, BUK/IMKAIOYX PAB/IMKIB 3-Ti/ 61/10r0 MiCKy Ha IUISHKI CIOBaMU
«come and fuck, oh please by the light of the moon, on the edge of the sea».

MoOpChKHM cCcaBLEeM HapOKEHWH, HUM i 3a/TUILIUILICS,
TOKH CMePTh He PO3/Ty4UTh Hac.

[Ifo cTaeThCst 3 MOIM XpeOGTOM, KOJTH 5T PO3UHHSIIOCS
y T06i, a1 MapHyBaTH 4ac y maliii TBOro Kura?
[TpoHusyii MeHe rapIyHOM, HY YOTO XX THU?

[TpoHu3y#, sIK TOAI OJiBLIEM, SIKUI CEPAMTO 3/1aMaB HEHAPOKOM OJHOTO
JIITHBOT'O AHS, BTYIMBLIMCH KPi3b LIKiJIbHE BIKHO Y IOBLY Cipy CTiHY, IyMalo4H,
Jie )X BOHO, BOJIOTe MaKOBe T10JIe MOKipHUX pakonofioHux. Tobi, x1om4yuHi 3
oKoJHIL, GY/10 BiCiM, i MiCTO XOBa/IOCh BiJ TeGe y XBHJISIX CAMOTHOCTI. A 3apas
BOHO BxXe min6iue Jlemypii, i1 HaBiTh KaniTaHoBi Hemo Te6e He 3HaMTH.

3maxuu 1udpy BiciM, 3poOUBILY Ti BiYHOIO BUMAAKOBICTIO KPUT'H HALIUX
CTOCYHKIB, 1IJ0 TOYMHAIOTHCS Hifle ¥ 3aKiHYYIOThCSI IeCh TaM, MiXK 3apas i
BIYHICTIO, IK HAMKpalla POK-0aiaza BiciMaecsaTrx

BHMKHMHYTA Ha JIOTOCOBI Geperu

IIOBEepHEHb eKC-3iPOK Ha 3ara/IKoBi €BpoIelcbKi KOMepliliHi Te/leKaHa/Iu.
Taka f07151 HalIOro KOXaHHs?

Konu BoHO 6yr10 /Is171e9K010 KOCMIYHOT HEMUHYYOCTI,
TH 3Ba61MBo 1wenoTiB Bipiii HaGokoBa
«Mu - eyceHi aneenie» —

TPOCTO JISI/IEYKOIO0, 3aTEMHEHHM JIOBT'MM BiKHOM JIiMy3HHA
1o sieTUTh NoB3 Jlac Berac, 3emio MOXXIMBOCTEI];



to the tune of the Ancient Mariner,

as the rising moon calls up the snails from beneath the white beach sands to
‘come and fuck, oh please by the light of the moon, on the edge of the sea.’

Cetacean you were born and you will be
‘til death do us part.

Where is the spine that snaps as I wriggle myself
into you and while away the hours within
the jaws of your whale? Harpoon me why don’t you?

Just like the pencil you broke in frustration one summer’s day peering out
the classroom window into long grey walls, wondering where the wet pop-
pied field of submissive crustaceans was. You were eight, suburban and the
city was covered in waves of loneliness then. Now, its sunken

deep past Lemuria and even Captain Nemo could never find you.

Skate the figure eight into perpetual eventuality on the ice of our relation-
ship, beginning nowhere and ending somewhere between here to eternity,
like some 1980’s super power rock ballad

washed up on the lotus shores

of has-beens making come backs on European commercial TV channels of
obscurity. Is this the fate of our love?

Once a pupate in the cosmic realisation of destiny,
when you whispered siren-like Nabokov’s poetry
“we are the caterpillars of angels” -

to be nothing more than a stretch limo’s blacked-out window
zooming past the Las Vegas land of opportunity; 3



abwu mpoibaTu il MporpaTu TBOE TiJIO, JKUTTS TOLIO?

[Tornsimm EnBica masaroTs MEPTBUM BiHKOM
Ha Ccepls ilea/TbHUX YOJIOBIKiB,
SIKUX MU JTIFOOMMO Ha3WBaTH iCyCaMH Y1 KOXaHHUMH.

[ neBiadan,

CHYBaHHS CMOPOJy Bropy i BHH3

y 3aB’sI3aHili BY3/IMKOM HiIMOTi BABUJIOHCHKHX MacIITaGiB
Tak Ikap, BigpizaHuii Bij Hebec

y KypsidoMy KOCTIOMi, repoii micHi «burn, baby burn,
disco inferno, to my surprise».

YKopuoi Trui. Bee 6isbiie 6a1akaHWHY, TTOPOXXHBOTO
METJISTHHSI XBOCTOM JIOITOKH LSl TOBKOTHEYA 3aXUTYE
Tebe i MeHe B Ha/[yBHOMY YOBHi.

Most n06oBe, 1ie Hala KopabaeTpoua.

Heske Ti He Gayuil — KOKOCOBA I1aJIbMa BXKe He Te4Ye PAChKUM COKOM?
[ Tertep mu cugumo, sik Komym6, Burisigaodm

Kpaii cBiTY,

KiHelp, «le petit mort»
nepenovYrHKYy Bifj cebe, Big Hac, TeGe i MeHe —

Hawm kaxyTs: «Schluck it down».



to fuck and gamble away your body; life, etcetera?

Elvis beliefs fall down dead like a ring of roses
across the hearts of all iconic men
we love to call Jesus or Baby.

And leviathan,

the stench swirls up and down in a
tongue-tied knot of Babylonian proportions
as, sectioned off from the heavens,

Icarus and his chicken suit ‘burn, baby burn,
disco inferno, to my surprise’.

There is no silence. Only more chit-chat, wag
that tail ‘til its rattle shakes you and me

on the raft.

We are wrecked my love.

Can’t you see, the coconut tree has long yielded its sap of tropical
paradise? And now we sit, Columbus-like looking for

the edge of the world,

the end, ‘le petit mort’
of respite from us and we, you and me-

“Schluck it down,” they say.



KoBrafiTe mTamok LijkoM i criasoiire mip's

Ha 6ap6exto. «C’mon baby light my fire.

Boy we could not get much higher». 1le >x moxoponte 6ararTs,
TOXOPOHHE (6ararTs Jech TaM i OChb TYT, i TBOI CJIOBa:

«3Hael, 51 gyxe Tebe TI00II0».

O6irpaHo HasBy guTsidoro ¢inbmy. Y Bipiui BH/i€HO KypCHBOM PSIIKM 3 BIpLIiB Ta MOITY/ISIPHUX

niceHb. - [Tpum. nep.



Swallow birds whole and roast their feathers
on barbecue spits. ‘C’mon baby light my fire.
Boy we could not get much higher’. It’s a pyre,
yeah a pyre out there, in here and you said:

“I have a lot of affection for you, you know.”



Mertanaparus

Bboz nomep.
Hiuure

ByB co6i xonuck bor.

Bin GyB cupoToOIO ¥ HiKO/IM He 3HaB MaTepi, TOXX HIiKOJIU ¥ He 3rajlyBaB
npo Hel. Hacripaszai BiH YoMych Ha Hel cepauBcs. bor Hikonu He
OZIPY’)KyBaBCsl, He YXKUB JOBro i macanso. He 3alimaBcst cekcoM, He
KOXaBCs ¥ He JOCSITaB OPra3My 3 KOZHOI0 0c060t0 ogHoi cTati. Tomy
el 6e3uUTF0OHUE 60T CTaBaB CYMHIIINM, illle CyMHILINM, i TTOMep.



Meta-narrative

‘God is dead’
- Nietzsche

Once upon a time there was a God.

He was an orphan and never knew his mother, therefore he never
spoke of her. In fact he was cross with her for some unknown reason.
God never got married and did not live happily ever after. He never
had sex, made love or orgasmed with anyone of any gender. Therefore
that celibate God became sad and sadder & died.

The End.
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