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Yy HEKaTOPBIX AIOA3EH

COPIIBI 3HAXOA3SII[A TAK BBICOKA

IITO AABOABIIIIIA 6paub AeCBiIy

Kab TyAbI Aabparia

HEKaTOPbIs HOCAIb COPIIbI CBae Ha pyKaBe

a iHIIBIA ABIK i 3yCiM XaBaloIb y MATKAX

3Aapaelilia capla mepaBapoYBaenla y rieAe, CKOYBIIb i abppiBaerjia
HibOBI akpabaT Ha Tparerbli

TaAbI CAMBI 9aC BHIKAIKAIlb Xy TKYIO AATIAaMOTy

Ka0 sIro SIIIYs MOXKHA 6BIA0 6 KaMyChLii AAAALID

some people

carry their hearts so high

that you have to climb aladder

to reach them

some people wear their hearts on their sleeve

while in others the heart sinks down to their shoes to hide

sometimes it happens that the heart flips over in the body, skips
and plunges

like an acrobat from a trapeze

and then it’s high time to call an ambulance

so that the heart can still be given to somebody else



HeXTa [aAilb apKyIIbl 3 BepIIami
Ha MaHCapA3e CyCBeTy

MOJKa Y 3HAK IIPATICTy

IITO ITYIIKI MadaAi 3abpIBalIIla Ha PaAKi cBaix meceHb

YCTayASIIOUbI Pa3 IIOpa3 APbIXKAYbIsA IyKi ApoTay
YAQIOUBI PHITM TPYKaTy IATHIKOY

a MO>Xa TaK XyT4Y9H pacsrae cBaix appacaray

MayJaHHe

¥ AKiM CXaBaHBISA CIHCHI YCiX CAOYHIKAY CBETY

i HaBaT 60ABII

Taki 643BakKi
TaKI IIMaT3HAYHBI
IIOIIEABHBI CHET

34 BAKHOM

SIMY CIIAaTpabiIjIja MEHII 3a XBiAIHY
MHe X Be4YHaCIlb
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someone is burning pages of poems
in the universe’s attic

perhaps as a sign of protest
because the birds keep forgetting the lines of their songs
now and then inserting the quivering of wires
or mimicking the rhythm of rattling trains
or maybe this is the fastest way for silence to reach its recipients
silence
in which the meanings of all the dictionaries in the world are hidden
and so many others

so weightless

so meaningful

this ashy snow
outside the window

it will take it less than a minute
but for me it will take an eternity
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Agathe va ala gare
elle amal ala téte
aAe HAaBOIITA SIHA TYABI iA3e

AAT3TYADb AyMalo IIpa se

Moska Tamy mro Paul ist faul

amoska ramy mto Peter ist fleifig

IJikaBa KiM IpallyIoLb sSHBI IAMep i ii

3pabiaa ITaTapa maacAiBbIM SIr0 CTapaHHACID

moxka el senor Lopez Bepae apkas

éH JacTa esta en casay escucha la radio

HanoyHa crnaassenna mro fru Olsen mepapacup My npsiBiTaHHE
Tast camasi o leser gjerne de franske motejournaler

A3e 3aycéabl MapbiAa Impanasars Monika
sxasi nosi plaszcz matki
He YII9yHeHas HaBOIITA

SK HallaMiH IIpa MaIli IJi He Mae rpollaii Ha HOBBI

AFOA3I

JKBILIE AKiX 3MsIIYaenia y aAHbIM CKa3e
CKa3bpl

SIKis MBI By YbIM HaIlaMAIlb

[aMSIIb [IPa YCIIaMiHbI SIKiX He OBIA0

A3€ YTyAbHA i MpOCTa

SIK Y KBIIII 3 MaAPYYHiKa ITa 3aMeXXHal MOBe

aAe XTO racraaap Taro 4oyHa
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Agathe va ala gare
elle amal ala téte
but why is she going?
I still think about her

perhaps because Paul ist faul

or perhaps because Peter ist fleifSig

I wonder what they do now and whether
all Peter’s hard work has made him happy

perhaps el senor Lopez would know
he often esta en casa y escucha la radio

probably hoping for a message from fru Olsen
who leser gjerne de franske motejournaler

where Monika always dreamt of working

Monika nosi plaszcz matki

I'm not quite sure why

to remember her mother by or because she can’t afford a new one

people

whose lives fit into a single sentence

sentences

we memorise

memorising memories which never happened
where everything is cosy and simple

like someone’s life in a foreign language textbook

but to whom does the boat belong?
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MaA€eHbKI IIOHI KaTae MaA€HbKiX A3sa1ieil

3a TPONIBI

LITO AL GALbKi STOHAMY racrapapy
aAe iX yC€ apHO He Xalae

Ka0 KOXKHBI A3€HD eChIji CAAOAKYIO0 MOPKBY
TaMy Ha BAY3PY CEHbHS

MaAeHbKI ITOHI 6yA3e eChlli CyXyIo TpaBy

s He mapoOHa AA IIOHI i AA MAaAGHDKIX A3s1lell He
mapo6Ha

MO>Ka 5 MOPKBa

a MOXa TpaBa

SKYIO ThI IIEPA>KOYBALI YKO KAaTOPBI FOA

OBIY 9ac KaAi 5 Hsl yMeAa IbITALb

iraTa pabisa Mama

TAABL ¥ KHIXKIJBI OBIAO HaIlicaHa

HITO

MaA€eHbKI IOHI KaTae MaA€HbKiX A3s1ei
IIPOCTa TaK
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a little pony carries little children
for money

which their parents pay the owner
but still it’s never enough

to eat sweet carrots every day

and so for tea tonight the little pony
will be eating dry grass

I'm not like a pony

not much like the wee kids

could be I'm a carrot

or that grass

which you’ve now been chewing on for years

there was a time

when I couldn’t read

and so my mum read for me

and then it was written in the book

that the little pony carries little children
for free

15



um das richtige wort zu finden

muss man in den wald gehen

und es wie eine begeisterte pilzjagerin suchen
stundenlang den boden studieren

vielleicht auch um hilfe beim waldgeist bitten

wiren worter blumen

wire es einfacher

dann gingen wir in den botanischen garten
um ihre schonheit zu geniessen

und wiirden seltene exemplare tauschen

doch die worter sind wahrscheinlich pilze
sie konnen sehr giftig sein

aber auch sehr lecker

und niemand weif3 ganz genau

woher sie denn kamen
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to find the right word

you have to go into the woods

search for it like an enthusiastic mushroom forager
studying the ground for hours

perhaps requesting help from the forest spirit

if words were flowers

it would be easier

then we could go to the botanic gardens
to enjoy their beauty

and would exchange rare specimens

but words are probably mushrooms
they can be poisonous

as well as delicious

and nobody quite knows

just where they came from
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KaAi THI Ap3Ba asatree

a Bellep ChILIOY a Iis16e abandoned by the wind
CTasiIb HEPYXOMa MOXKHA CTarOA3bA3SIMI you might not move for centuries
imTo Tabe nTymKi 3b ix 3BOHKIMI IIeChbHSIMI AeTa what do you care for the birds and their resounding songs of summer
KaAi TbI when you are
ApaBa atree
aA SIKOTa CHILIOY Bellep abandoned by the wind
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MacTallKkas riMHACTBIKa IMaKiAae CAeA

He TOABKI Ha 11eAe

AIIEP BbI 3 6OAeM Ha ThbI

1 ByCIJillHA aAHO KaAi Ao6pa

60 xaai AoobOpa

He3pa3yMeAa IITO II€paapAOAbBaIlb

3 KiM crrabopHivganb

1 KaMy AABOABILIb IITO AEIIIas

KaAi Aoobpa

BYCLiLIIHA IITO TaK He ObIBae
60 xpIné — Oapanbba
OSICIIAQTHBI CBIP . . .

iHimTO He Mapae 3 Heba

TaK [IPa3 LiePHi Aa LIepHAY
He 6avaysl 30pay
KaAi BOCH STHBI HaA FAAaBOIO

IIITOHOYbBI

aAe xiba 6pIBae Tak mpocra

1 TaK HABYCIiIIHA
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rhythmic gymnastics doesn't just leave
marks on your body

now pain knows you personally
and it is only frightening when everything is fine

because when everything is fine

it’s unclear what you have to overcome

who to compete with

and who you need to show that you are the best

when everything is fine

it’s frightening for this isn’t possible
for life’s no bed of roses

there’s no such thing

as a free lunch — or a windfall

and so struggling through the gutters

you don't see the stars

although they’re right there, just above your head
every night

but can it really be that easy
and that unfrightening
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OsIpAOT TBAMIIO IjeAd AALUIYKAITb AABSAOCS 3aII03HA
OBIy 9ac mpavbIHALLA 1 iCIii IPaY 3 Taro Aecy
CYMHBI aTOHb YAAQyCs MHE ITaA AAlaTKi

aAXiHay crap3sBaHHI i

PYIIBIY rABIOEH y BAHTPOOBI

TaK IIa30ayAsy enAbIHi Kab Maraa s 3allOMHiIb
0e3 ITOABIMSI TPICKY MYIIY IIPa3 XOAAA 3aMeP3HYLIb
s1KipaAa BOTHIIIYY XPYCT CBaiX KOCTaK i

KOCTKI

XyTKa 3TapaAi IaKiAarOYbl IBIA i IOTIEA

9Y>KBIHIIBI ByTOAAEM Ha MHE MAaASIBaAl pO3HBIA I'yKi
Ka3aAi €clIb iHIIbIA SKiX THI i HE 9yAa

CKPBITaT I1a CKY PbI IPACTyIIay i O€ABIS TASMBI

I1a MHE pa3AsATaAicd MaTBIASMI

HepasyMeHHe AicijeM OysiAa Ha ApaBax
HAYTYABHACIb ITyCKaAa KapIHHI i CKOYyBaAa pyxi
aA CII€Hay IIYCThIX aACKOKBaAa Paxa i ABIABI

Y A3BIKY 3aCTparaAi MHe apAMayASIO9bl § CAOBAX

SK BBICBETAiAACS CBa6OAa Y TOTBIX IBIPOTAX HE BPI)KbIBAE

SIK y IIMAT AKiX iHIIBIX TYKi Yy Kb €1 MIKOA3SLb
Tabe X 3aMiHaAl ¢pipaHKi i KpyMKadbl § mapKy

IJi T9Ta ThI IPBIAYMASAY CBaiM CTpaXaM TaKis iMEHBI
AQY>KBIHI MaiX BaAacOy yC€ aAHO He XaIliAa
axaBallb

IPBILbMIiLlb OSIPAOT TBOM aA COHIIA

OBIy 9ac mpavbIHALLA i BIPTALb 11s10€ TBANMY A€CY
MHe X 3aCTaBaljl]a PhIKaM Y MOBE€ MAA3BEAKAM
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I happened upon the den of your body too late

it was time to wake up and leave that forest

sad fire gnawed beneath my shoulder blades
denying hopes and

moving deeper towards my entrails

depriving me of the heat to let me remember
without the crackling of flames I will freeze

I threw the crunching of bones into the fire and
my bones

burnt fast into ashes and dust

strangers drew different sounds on me with coal
and told me of others that I've never heard
scraping appeared on my skin and white lines

flew along it like moths

incomprehension unfurled on the trees like leaves
unhomeliness took root and hindered my steps
echoes bounced off the empty walls and spears
caught in my tongue denying me words

freedom cannot survive in these latitudes

strange sounds injure it, like in many others

while you were hampered by curtains and crows in the park
or was it you who thought up these names for your fears
the length of my hair still didn’t suffice

to protect

to darken your den from the sun

it was time to wake up, to return you to your forest
while I remain a howl in the language of bears
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heute fliegen alle langsam
und niedrig
werfen schatten linger als ihr eigenes leben

griine wanze
eilt sich — sie hat noch zu tun

die junge hummel
legt den giirtel an
schon flugbereit

nur ich sitze unbewegt

in miitze und handschuhen

ende september

fuhle mich wie eine auflerirdische
auf diesem planeten des gartens
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today they are all flying slow
and low

casting shadows longer than their own lives

the green lacewing
hurries — she still has work to do

the young bumblebee
fastens his belt
ready for take-off

I alone sit motionless
in hat and gloves

end of september
and feel like an alien
on this garden planet

25



CaMOTHBI ITFOABITIAH
CaMOTHas NTYIIKa
CaMOTHas s

y Tpase

Ha ApaBe

CAPOA AIOA3EN

alonely tulip

alonely bird

lonely me
in the grass
on the tree
amongst the crowd
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