TWENTYTWENTY-ONE

After Everything
Ukl hiishg hwnn

Ruzanna Voskanyan / (tniquitin Quljuiywi

Translated by Nieri Avanessian,
Anna Talalyan and Eliza Stepanyan

E N
B E

M I

L
USITA
REEK
VAK

|
E
A



VERSOPOLIS ONE

After Everything
Udklu htushg hbwnn

Ruzanna Voskanyan / [Iniquittu ujutyut

Translated from the Armenian by Nieri Avanessian,

Anna Talalyan and Eliza Stepanyan

Versopolis at Ledbury Poetry Festival
2021



Published by
Ledbury Poetry Festival
The Master’s House, Bye Street, Ledbury
Herefordshire HR8 1EA
UK

www.poetry-festival.co.uk

Copyright © Ruzanna Voskanyan 2021
Translations copyright © Nieri Avanessian,
Anna Talalyan and Eliza Stepanyan 2021

Designed & typeset in Arno & Sylfaen
at Five Seasons Press, Hereford
www.fiveseasonspress.com

and printed on Five Seasons book-quality recycled paper
with Colorset recycled cover board
by Orphans Press Ltd, Leominster
www.orphans.co.uk

* *
* * With the support of the
x *x Creative Europe Programme
of the European Union

VERSOPOLIS
is a unique, Europe-wide platform.
It gives emerging European poets
the chance to reach an audience beyond
the boundaries of the language they write in
by translating and publishing their poems
and inviting them to perform at festivals.



UZANNA VOSKANYAN was born in 1989 in Yerevan,

Armenia. In 2012 she received a master’s degree in Liter-

ary Criticism. Now Ruzanna is a PhD student in Armenian

Philology at Yerevan State University. Her research focuses

on the features of existentialism in contemporary Armenian
prose.

Since 2009 Ruzanna has been a member of the Writers’ Union
of Armenia. Her poems have been translated into Russian, English
and Italian and published in the Armenian and Russian press
and in mono/bilingual poetry anthologies as well. She has three
poetry collections: Transparent Rains (2007), Further and Further
(2013), Not about You (2019). She is the recipient of several awards,
including the Youth Presidential Prize for her first book of poetry
(2008).

Ruzanna has taken part in literary festivals and symposiums,
such as Forum of Young Writers of CIS in Russia (2012, 2013),
The Annual Meeting of Armenian Young Writers (almost every
year since 2005), Literary Ark International Festival (2012, 2015),
Genoa’s International Poetry Festival (2015), CROWD OMNIBUS
Reading Tour (2016) etc.

She is the co-founder of www.cultural.am website which was
created as a virtual platform for various types of arts.

Ruzanna translates literary works from English and Russian
into Armenian.

‘... Her poetry stands out most for its professional structure,
metaphorical thinking and depth of imagery, with an
accentuated and slightly melodious rhythm that she creates
through the frequent use of inverted word order and refrains.
Image play, which is the main way of constructing her poem,
scatters and reassembles what is said, and what is said in this
case is an ultra-oscillation of emotions, feelings, moods, that are
personal enough to be sincere, at the same time abstracted from
the personal one to be closer to someone else’

Hasmik Khechikyan, Armenian critic, in a book review
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Ulp hu, wuwghp quuyy bu by,

nL yupwnkgh ku pliq

Uwpyhr juqpqius dmquqmijubph yad,

nL yupwnkgh ku pliq

wwnuuykphr wpnpws hnnbph Epljugipngd
nt hpugwth thnnhlt hwypugpu hunws
nnuwgh pkq tdwt.

qhotip Ep ot dmp,

nt |ny jukgh, np sjud . . .
Uuwghp, ubp hd, quy) bu bnky,

tuykgh dknptphy, pwptnphn, puptphn, dkpptphy.

qhotip kp, Ump Ep,

i qquagh, np uhty wyn swgh . ..
zZbhnynud quy hu Ep Epbjuwt,

Ut pmpgp hwpuwthp kp,

tu n1 nm Yok Ehip ubnquth wnwly.
wph quyujuph pupnit hbpwbwip. . .
M yuownkgh ku pliq

wppuwunhh pnnp gudthwbph Jpu. ..

My love, you said you were a wolf,

and I worshipped you

the messy little hairs of your pelt,

and I worshipped you

along your rubbed-dirt paths

and with my face turned towards gunshots,
I howled like you;

it was dark, and night,

and all  heard was that I don't exist . ..

You said, my love, you were a wolf,

I looked at your hands, your paws, your paws, your hands;
it was night, it was dark,

and I felt that, until then, I hadn’t existed.. ..
The child was crying in the distance,

we were surrounded by a wedding,

you and I had huddled under a table;

let’s sneak away, like wolves.. ..

and I worshipped you

on all the paths of the world . ..



Bpowtinipjutip

£hq jupnubkp unynpmpnit kp. ..
zkwn Bjwy ghobipp,

np sSwupuguy dwptfuhu

ponp qununbwpuwbtbpnid.
qhotpp hwqupwdbnp kp:

£hq uyuubp unynpnipnit kp,
phiq thlunpliyl b

qpptph gpuywitiipnud,
nntwduyutinh punupnid.

hull nni wudwyh bu Uninkunid,
ptiq Utinph hnwnnunk) hpny k vhuyg
qqui Jupt h:

dudwtiu h wthdwuwn Ynpniun k
pliq wunwtfubpny, omppetpny,
pojnp dwpfuwdwubpny

wwhb)p.

quugputipp dkljunid Eu

EpYynt pnytu Uk,

Juywpwbtpp | hpl Eu suyquunnubpnd,
sjugnnubpny, stuypugnnutpnyg
n wip s-tipnd,

ni nnt k) bu unynpuljul,
htnwgnnutph dtg:

Lwnupp, npnkn nnt s,

whwh wypdp...
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To Happiness

Missing you was a habit . ..
Then night fell,

that grew heavy on my body,

in all its recesses;

the night had a thousand hands.
Waiting for you was a habit,
much as looking for you,

in the pocket of books,

in the city of footsteps.

While you approach noiselessly,
itis only possible to feel you
with a muzzle of sin.

It is a useless loss of time

to hold you

with one’s teeth, lips,

all the body parts.

The trains depart

every two minutes,

the stations are full of non-waiters,

non-criers, non-mothers-to-be,
and with many non-s,

and you, too, are a usual sight
among those who depart.

The city without you

must be burnt. ..
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Swn htd punuph wyl,

nn nhn gnynipnil snith,
huptwuphrny, np ntn shu,

Atinpu pntiws wighp

tnyhuputipny, pupntqutpny

nL lnwp htd punuph wyl,

nputin ny np sh Uknk) nhn:

Fnnp qpptpu Ypbpbd wytnkn,
thnnngubpp §ptwltgubtd gpptpn,
ujuputpu Yphpkd,

ninbdwjiipu’ puig, snp, djwib Jpu,
nt ptiq §pbptd yhpowuytiu,

thuyt ptk mmwp hd wy mknp,

nnh dwuhb jul) B0 wyipul,
hwwnljuuytu hkphwptutpnud,

npnup Junwhbgunud u 7 Enpuyputiphg 3-pnh
Epowtinipjut dwuht

Epypnud, punupnid, ghiwnnud,

np ghn sjut:

Swn htd punuph wyl,

np tu suknutid Lpphp,

npnyhtnl wdnp E wpup wnwehtp | huky:

12

Take me to the city

that doesn’t exist yet,

by a plane that doesn't yet exist,
cross, holding me by the hand,

the skies, the maps,

and take me to the city,

where nobody has died yet.

I'll bring all my books there,

I will inhabit the streets with books,
I'll bring my pictures,

my footsteps, wet and dry, on the snow,
and I will bring you, after all.

Just take me there,

I have heard about it so much,
especially in fairy-tales,

which assure the 3rd brother of the 7
is the happy one

in the country, city, river,

that don’t exist yet.

Take me to the city

for me not to ever die,

because it’s a shame to be the first one.

13



Bu Quhpbd pliq popnp
httwpuwynp b wthtiup
wuwwnbkpuqtfubphg htwnn:
Uwpnhly Yfuwb pupbph i,
tplihtipp Uy hth mphy,

hulj tu owpniuwybd
hwdwnnpku

uhpk) ptq:

Qtnpu onuljué Ukgphry
punfwipuitip houb

nL dwntikphu Suypny
quipytpuip Yonpuhtid
wblnnuniry:

Qtinpu onuljus Ukgphry
pwidnt juntinnunp Yqqud
pnsk] unynpnnhu

nwnpkph

nt wdnip Junstd plquhg:
Pninp httwpudnp b wthtwp
nuunwpympmuutphg hknn’
pwdwljukph, upnnh, nul,

thnnngutph, wphruphtikph, wppwphubpp

ptiq htin:
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I will love you after all

possible and impossible

wars.

People will be left under stones,

the sky will be different,

but I will continue

to obstinately

love you.

My arm rounded around your back,
I will descend into the purgatory
and will feel the pulse

of your bed

with my finger tips.

With my arm rounded around your back,
I will feel

the tickle of the wind

under my feet

I the tyro flyer,

and will cling to you tightly.

After all possible and impossible voids,
of glasses, heart and home,

of streets, of worlds, of worlds

with you.
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Uh pnn, np quwd:

budthg htiinn wyniip wynuitu by sh qu,
dwntpp pnsk] skt unynnh,

n1 putinkphg utnwgynn nplik
proighlh Uk (hunnluygbu uhpuyhty)
htud sku quaih ky,

Uppny ...

Gunnup, dwpuhtiu wnws,

puymu Eyotbpp popnp ol

pnlp’ pn pugp,

hptuny swslknt hnyjuny:

Eninpp, popnpp, pojnpp

Yuuipghg ppih-ppih puljunud &u gws,
nu Ukp tnlbihg Juqnn Yptp

wjnutu £ sh puwbw

pwbwdlip dujinune:

Uh pnn, np hhdwph wbu

wbnbkpl pltpu Epupbd e,
Yuphp hud dwfu Ynnhg,

dwqbkpu hjntuhp dwntbphy,

pwupdp vhwugnpnt kpudonnipiniup
wugunn opgu

nt Uh pnn, np quwd . . .
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Don'’t let me go.

After me, autumn nevermore comes,
trees won't learn to fly

and in leaflets (especially in love ones)
received from prisons

you won'’t find me anymore,
don’tlet...

The longing, embracing my body,
knocks on all locked doors:

on yours, your open one

in hope to cover it by itself.
Everyone, everyone, everyone
falls splat from the bridge,

and the woman running after us
will never find out

the formula of smiles.

Don’tlet me

stretch up my leafless arms

like a fool,

sew me on your left rib,

braid my hair to your fingers,
turn the past day’s music louder
and don’tletme go ...
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Yuiniubwbughp htid htn,
pt hdwbughp,

nn dSwnkphg Jupiqusé ghotiputpt

wyk h wpwgq §okpwtwt wynnihbwnl,

Judniutubughp hd htan,

ny knlinwd £ ponly

wnwlg pkq mugws vh whwyun
(bwpwy b, pughp nninp,

pnn punupp (gyh b Ubo):
Gulihgu Yquiyhp

huniy nt hudp ot Ynyp dbwbiugnd,
wtwtntt dwpnljubg

wbwtnit dwyukph vhony
Enlthgu Yquyhp:

(e sthp wjuph, tpk

uyuuyws jutgnyph thnjuwpk
dwl] mwpwuljp nukh pn wnwyg
nt wukh hphwp hnphhp
ownwp dnykpmd |nn uvnn
Ajutph dwuht,

nt withkunwbugh

wnwehlju puwtthhig mupmd
ptiq wyn htphwph htwn ponutnyg:
Uh pupp, by pt up puhp,

Pt sk intjup pnun fpugyh,

n. juthbwnwbwp

wnplh wpwoht onntiph htwn . ..
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Would you marry me
if you knew

that the nights hanging on the trees
henceforth would get old faster?
Would you marry me

who left behind

a desert passed without you?

('m thirsty, open the door,

let the city fill in me.)

Would you follow me

pretending to be deaf and dumb and blind?
Through nameless people’s
nameless voices

would you follow me?

Wouldn'’t you feel sad

ifinstead of the expected feast

I put a broken trough in front of you
and said “Think up tales

about fishes

that swim in foreign seas’

and disappeared

for the next twenty five years
leaving you with this tale?

Don't sleep, only don't sleep,
otherwise it will dawn early,

and we will disappear

with the first rays of the sun. ..
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“minp thulk] B ypun nt hinwgh.

wjuon wnwynwyub hholgh:

“m tplh Ykpk Gu wppku

ujuinh popnp aljupbbpp,

hpwp Ypu puptjwd gppbph juqubipt bu Ypky
(uUkbwhwiutn dwup Ybpohtt nnyjujikpny)

ntL nnubkpt ku Ykpk) ponp.

nig whinh hhtw nmpu quu:

Gu nninp §nnuby B Jpur, putiug ht vty BU plq

nt hinwgh) b ptiq owwn juyd hwynth nunnmpyudp:

9t uyuuky, np Yquu,

sk niqky, np quu,

nt shu Bk

Unuwnynudfubipu tu htppny thnpdly,
wnwunwnp pupdp kp own
thnnuuny Juhidbnt hwdwnp:
Qnut ywuwnbkpp vh Ypshp.

nghlg, np wwbthpp Ypuljup Jpuwn,
nunuyh 1hpp neikp pugdtu,

nt sku hdwbw npny gnipu quy:
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I have locked the door on you and left:

I remembered it this morning.

You've probably already eaten

all wall pictures,

covers of all books lying on top of each other
(the most delicious part according to the latest data)
and have eaten all the doors.

How should you get out now?

I'locked the door on you and gave the key to you
and went in a direction well known to you.

I haven't expected you to come,

haven’t wanted you to come,

and you haven’t come.

You have tried on my costumes one by one,

the ceiling was too high

for hanging on a tie.

At least the walls don’t gnaw:

it’s ok that the roof will fall on you,

just a lot of doors will be opened,

and you won’t know which one to exit.

21



Twpunughtt Swnhljubp Wwlhphp hud wyuop
nt Ukl k] wunnhbp,

phinig &Unpdws nt oqguuuugnpdyws.
niqnud U upsty, ph pm tpmd bu

p Jtpunwpdp

nt hhpnd dwptfuhu wdku stpstipni,
Adtnpny onnud tu Ynpkpp uinbiphu,

nt puswuwun k | humd ont hupp:

Opkp thppp,

dundbip t]hphp,

pnukubp phlniq

Unnph ubbyulnid thulp]ws
hd dwuhtt bpuq hynrubni:
Niqmu b Yupsky

nnt sku Unnwigh)

hd hEnwtiuyp,

nL ninp pug k,

nninp nunwply £

pn ubkpuh tdwte:

Luy-puy] n uitinun

Jup&hp wudniyp

hu n1 pn uholy,

pny] wnip, np juwyws wsplpny houbu
wunmunn Uphl,

nnh wuwnbkph juntwynipmiup

Juund Ewthuy,

puyg dwpdupu nwwgp

upwt £ dquunid:

Twpwnught blllIlIll‘l ] hphp htd wyuon:
Mgmu &d jupst)
uhpmd Lku nm htd . . .
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Give me wildflowers today

and stars, as well

at least crumpled and used:

I want to think that you celebrate

my return

and remember my body’s every coquetry,
fondle every curvature of my shadow,
and the air suffocates on its own.

Give me days,

give hours,

at least minutes,

to build a dream of me,
locked in the next room.
I want to think

you didn't forget

my leaving

and the door is sloppy,
the door is empty

as your inside.

Step by step and slowly
reduce narrowness

between you and me,

let me go down blindfolded
into a dark abyss,

the dampness of whose walls
pushes away my palms,

but the heat of my body

strives for it.

Give me wildflowers.
I want to think
youlove me...

23



Uljute npjué putiwunbindnipjniuitp

L.
Gu thnpdnud th

ptiq wukl Yhpy wnknuynply

hud opgu ut.

wnnti-wy jpunwtip,
wpjuwnwip-inntl,
1fwgp, (nquip,
Anputinumtfubp

wyu wdklh wpwupnud:
FPuyg yunpqytg

nnt htug opt ku:

2.

Uunwsnud th

wjl pstiphg b,

np Swbiusk) kb ubpp:
Mupqutg

nstsny sk tnwupplpynid
Ujnmiutibphg:
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Overheard poems

1.

I tried

in every way to fit you
into my day:
home-work,
work-home,
washing, bathing,
handshakes;
between it all.
But it turned out
YOU are the day.

2.

I thought

I'm one of the few
who have known love.
It turned out

I have no difference
from others.

25



3.

“m hidu bu, hsybu
wnniul wyu Jupdny,
gwpwpp uh pwlth op,
Uh pwith dwdny:
I hdu bu, hisybu
hnnt wyu,

onipl wyu,

onju wju

Jupdny:

Sljjutiu:

3.
You are mine

like this house for rent,
several days a week,
for a few hours.

You are mine like

this land,

this water,

this air,

for rent.

Lifelong.
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